


In sharp and perhaps surprising contrast to his most 
recent fiction-the worlds of darkness, violence, and 
suffering portrayed in Guemlla.r (1975) and A Bend in 
the River (1979)-V. S. Naipaul's first three novels are 
delightfully comic (often hilarious) works that take us 
into a Caribbean world  of laughter and calypso, of 
magical events and irrepressible passions, a world 
filled with incongruity. 

Here we encounter madmen and innocents, house
wives and prophets, merchants and dreamers-a cast 
of characters whose antics, adventures, and indiscre
tions prove unceasingly entertaining. 

The Mystic Masseur traces the astonishing metamor
phosis of Ganesh Ramsumair-from failed school
teacher to village masseur to enlightened mystic to 
unshamable entrepreneur to peerless politician to the 
most popular man in Trinidad . . . .  

In The Suffrage of Elvira, the democratization of a 
small Trinidadian village becomes the occasion of an 
"election bacchanal" as Mr. Surujpat Harbans, candi
date, woos the local leaders and finds himself paying 
dearly-in cash!-for their support. Meanwhile, an 
underfed puppy terrorizes the entire community . . . .  

Miguel Street gives us, through the perceptions of a 
young boy, the street life and local legend of a Port of 
Spain slum. We meet: Laura, perpetually pregnant 
("You get use to it after the first three four times. Is a 
damn nuisance, though'') . . .  Popo, the carpenter, who 
works constantly at building "the thing without a 
name" . . .  Man-man, who arranges his own crucifixion 
. . .  Big Foot, the neighborhood strongman, who dis
graces Miguel Street when he turns professional bully 
. . .  Bogart, the bigamist . . .  and many others. 

Together, these three novels project a comic vision 
as bri l liant and original as the disturbing, darker vision 
of Naipaul's later novels. When first published-in 
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1957, 1958, and 1959, respectively-these works her
alded an unmistakably important new literary artist. 
Today, still fresh and funny-and now brought to
gether in one volume for the first time-they confirm 
what Irving Howe has written in The New York Times 
Book Review: "For sheer abundance of talent, there can 
hardly be a writer alive who surpasses V. S. Naipaul." 

V. S. Naipaul was born in Trinidad, to which his grand
father had come from India, but he has lived most of his 
life in London. His seventeen books-eight of them 
novels-have been praised around the world and ac
corded several of today's most prestigious l iterary 
prizes, among them England's Booker Prize. 
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All characters, organisations and incidents in this novel are fictitious. 

This is a necessary assurance because, although its politicians have taken 

to calling it a country, Trinidad is a small island, no bigger than Lan

cashire, with a population somewhat smaller than Nottingham's. In this 

novel the geography of the island is distorted. Dates are, unavoidably, 

mentioned; but no actual holder of any office is portrayed. The strike 

mentioned in Chapter Twelve has no basis in fact. 



I 

The Struggling Masseur 

Later he was to be famous and honoured throughout the South Car
ibbean; he was to be a hero of the people and after that, a British 
representative at Lake Success. But when I first met him he was sti l l a 
struggling masseur, at a time when masseurs were ten a penny in 
Trinidad. 

This was j ust at the beginning of the war, when I was sti l l  at school. 
I had been bullied into playing football, and in my first game I had been 
kicked hard on the shin and laid up for weeks afterwards. 

My mother distrusted doctors and never took me to one. I am not 
blaming her for this because in those days people went by preference to 
the unqualified masseur or the quack dentist. 

"I  know the sort of doctors it have in Trinidad," my mother used to 
say. "They think nothing of killing two three people before breakfast. " 

This wasn't as bad as it sounds: in Trinidad the midday meal is called 
breakfast. 

My foot was hot and swollen, and getting more and more painful . 
"So what we going to do?" I asked. 

"Do?" my mother said. "Do? Give the foot a little more time. You 
never know what could happen."  

I said, "/know what going to happen. I going lose the whole damn 
foot, and you know how these Trinidad doctors l ike cutting off black 
people foot." 

My mother grew a little worried and she made a large mud-plaster 
for the foot that evening. 

Two days later she said, "It looking a little serious. Is only Ganesh 
now for you, boy." 

"Who the hell is this Ganesh?" 



T H E  MYSTIC MASSEUH 

This was a question many people were going to ask later on. 
"Who is this Ganesh?" my mother mocked. " This Ganesh? You see 

the sort of education they giving you children these days. Your foot break 
up and hurting, and still you talking about this man as though you is his 
father when the man old enough to be your father." 

I said, "What he does do?" 
"Oh, he does cure people." 
She spoke in a guarded way and I felt that she didn't want to talk 

too much about Ganesh because his gift of healing was a holy thing. 
It was a long drive to Ganesh's, more than two hours. He lived in a 

place called Fuente Grove, not far from Princes Town. Fuente Grove
Fountain Grove-seemed a curious name. There was no hint of a foun
tain anywhere, no hint even of water. For miles around the land was flat, 
treeless, and hot. You drove through miles and miles of sugar-cane; then 
the sugar-cane stopped abruptly to make room for Fuente Grove. I t  was 
a sad little village, just a dozen or so thatched huts strung out on the 
edge of the narrow lumpy road. Beharry's shop was the one sign of a 
social life and we stopped outside it. It was a wooden building, dingy 
distemper flaking off the walls and the corrugated-iron roof warped and 
rusted. A little notice said that Beharry was licensed to sell spirituous 
liquors, and I could see the man so privileged-as I thought-sitting on 
a stool in front of the counter. Spectacles rested on the tip of his nose 
and he was reading the Tnizidad Senuizel at arm's iength. 

Our taxi-driver shouted, "Ai !" 
The paper was lowered. "Oi!  I is  Beharry." He slid off the stool and 

began rubbing the palms of his hands over his little belly. "Is the pundit 
you looking for, not so?" 

The taxi-driver said, "Nah. We come all the way from Port of Spain 
just for the scenery." 

Beharry was not prepared for this incivility. He stopped rubbing his 
belly and started to tuck his vest into his khaki trousers. A big woman 
appeared behind the counter and when she saw us she pulled her veil 
over her head. 

"These people want to find out something," Beharry told her, and 
went behind the counter. 

The woman shouted, "Who you looking for?" 
My mother replied, "The pundit we looking for." 
"Just go down the road a little bit," the woman said. "You can't miss 

the house. It have a mango tree in the yard." 
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The Struggling Masseur 

The woman was right. We couldn't miss Ganesh's house. It had the 
only tree in the village and it looked a little better than most of the huts. 

The driver honked the horn and a woman appeared from behind the 
house. She was a young woman, big-boned but thin, and she was trying 
to give us some attention and shoo away some fowls with a cocoye broom 
at the same time. She examined us for a while and then began shouting, 
"Man! Eh, manwa!" 

Then she looked hard at us again and pulled her veil over her head. 
She shouted again. "Eh, eh, you ain't hear me calling you? Man! Eh, 

manwa !"  
A high voice came fluting out of  the house. "Yes, man." 
The driver turned off the engine and we heard sounds of shuffling 

inside the house. 
Presently a young man came out on the small verandah. He was 

dressed in the ordinary way, trousers and vest, and I didn't think he 
looked particularly holy. He wasn't wearing the dhoti and koortah and 
turban I had expected. I was a little reassured when I saw that he was 
holding a big book. To look at us he had to shelter his eyes from the 
glare with his free hand, and as soon as he saw us he ran down the 
wooden steps and across the yard and said to my mother, "Is nice to see 
you. How is everything these days?" 

The taxi-driver, now curiously correct, was staring at the heat waves 
jigging up from the black road, and chewing on a match-stick. 

Ganesh saw me and said, "Ooh, ooh, something happen to the boy." 
And he made a few sad noises. 

My mother got out of the car, straightened her dress, and said, "You 
know, Baba, how children getting out of hand these days. Look at this 
boy." 

All three of them, Ganesh, my mother, and the taxi-driver, looked at 
me. 

I said, "But what happen that all you people looking at me so for? I 
kill priest?" 

"Look at this boy," my mother said. "You think he make for any 
rough game?" 

Ganesh and the taxi-driver shook their heads. 
"Eh, eh," my mother continued, "look at my crosses one day. I see 

the boy coming home limping. I say, 'What happen that you limping, 
boy?' He answer me back brave brave l ike a man, 'I was playing footbal l . '  
I say, 'Playing the fool, you mean.' " 

7 



T H E  M Y S T I C M A S S E U R  

Ganesh said to the taxi-driver, "Help me take the boy inside the 
house." 

As they carried me in I noticed that someone had tried to scratch a 
little garden into the hard and dusty front yard, but nothing remained 
now except the bottle-borders and a few tough stumps of hibiscus. 

Ganesh looked the only cool thing in the village. His eyes were deep 
black, his skin was yellowish, and he was just a little flabby. 

But nothing had prepared me for what I was to see inside Ganesh's 
hut. As soon as we entered my mother winked at me, and I could see 
that even the taxi-driver was fighting to control his astonishment. There 
were books, books, here, there, and everywhere; books piled crazily on 
the table, books rising in mounds in the corners, books covering the floor. 
I had never before seen so many books in one place. 

"How much books it have here, pundit?" I asked. 
"I never really count them," Ganesh said, and called, "Leela!" 
The woman with the cocoye broom came so quickly I fancied she was 

waiting to be called. 
"Leela," Ganesh said, "the boy want to know how much book it have 

here." 
"Let me see," Leela said, and hitched up the broom to her waistband. 

She started to count off the fingers of her left hand. "Four hundred Every
man, two hundred Penguin-six hundred. Six hundred, and one hundred 
Reader's Library, make seven hundred. I think with all the other book it 
have about fifteen hundred good book here." 

The taxi-driver whistled, and Ganesh smiled. 
"They is all yours, pundit?" I asked. 
"Is my only vice," Ganesh said. "Only vice. I don't smoke. I don't 

drink. But I must have my books. And, mark you, every week I going to 
San Fernando to buy more, you know. How much book I buy last week, 
Leela?" 

"Only three, man," she said. "But they was big books, big big books. 
Six to seven inches altogether." 

"Seven inches," Ganesh said. 
"Yes, seven inches," Leela said. 
I supposed Leela was Ganesh's wife because she went on to say, with 

mock irritation, "That is all he good for. You know how much I does 
tell him not to read all the time. But you can't stop him from reading. 
Night and day he reading." 

Ganesh gave a short laugh and signalled to Leela and the taxi-driver 
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The Struggling Masseur 

to leave the room. He made me lie down on a blanket on the floor and 
began feeling my leg all over. My mother remained in a corner, watching. 
From time to time Ganesh thumped my foot and I gave a great yelp of 
pain and he said, "Ummh," very thoughtfully. 

I tried to forget Ganesh thumping my leg about and concentrated on 
the walls. They were covered with religious quotations, in Hindi and 
English, and with Hindu religious pictures. My gaze settled on a beautiful 
four-armed god standing in an open lotus. 

When Ganesh had done examining me, he rose and said, "Nothing 
wrong with the boy at all, mahara;i·n. Nothing at all. Is the trouble with 
so much people who does come to me. Nothing really wrong with them. 
The only thing I could say about the boy is that he have a l ittle bad 
blood. That is all. It have nothing I could do." 

And he began mumbling a Hindi couplet over me while I lay on the 
floor. If I had been sharper I would have paid more attention to that, for 
it showed, I am convinced, the incipient mystical leanings of the man. 

My mother came and looked down at me and asked Ganesh in a 
barely querulous way, "You sure nothing wrong with the boy? The foot 
look very bad to me." 

Ganesh said, "Don't worry. I giving you something here that wil l  get 
the boy foot better in two two's. Is a little mixture I make up myself. 
Give it to the boy three times a day." 

"Before or after meals?" my mother asked. 
"Never after! " Ganesh warned. 
My mother was satisfied. 
"And," Ganesh added, "you can mix a little bit with the boy food. 

You never know what good could come of that. " 
After seeing all those books in Ganesh's hut I was ready to believe 

in him and quite prepared to take his mixture. And I respected him even 
more when he gave my mother a little booklet, saying, "Take it. I giving 
it to you free although it cost me a lot to write it  and print it. " 

I said, "Is really you who write this book, pundit?" 
He smiled and nodded. 
As we drove away I said, "You know, Ma, I really wish I did read 

all those books Ganesh Pundit have in his house." 
It was hurtful and surprising, therefore, when two weeks later my 

mother said, "You know, I have a good mind to leave you alone and let 
you get better by yourself. If you did only go with a good mind to see 
Ganesh, you woulda be better and walking about by now." 

9 



T H E  M YS T I C  M A S S E U R  

In  the end I went to  a doctor in St. Vincent Street who took one look 
at my foot, said, "Abscess. Will have to cut it." And charged ten dollars. 

I never read Ganesh's booklet, 101 Questions and Answers on the Hindu 
Religion; and although I had to take his terrible mixture three times a day 
(I refused to have it in my food), I held no ill-will towards him. On the 
contrary, I often thought with a good deal of puzzled interest about the 
little man locked away with all those fifteen hundred books in the hot 
and dull vil lage of Fuente Grove. 

"Trinidad full of crazy people, " I said. 
"Say that if it make you happy," my mother snapped back. "But 

Ganesh ain 't the fool you think he is. He is the sorta man who woulda 
be a rishi in India. The day go come when you go be proud to tell 
people that you did know Ganesh. Now shut your mouth up so that I 
could dress the foot for you." 

Less than a year later Trinidad woke up to find page three of the 
Tn'nidad Sent inel carrying a column advertisement with a photograph of 
Ganesh and the caption: 

WHO IS TillS GANESH? 

Interested people were urged to reply to Fuente Grove for a free, i l lus
trated folder giving full particulars. 

The Trinidad populace didn't rise as one man and bay for further 
information about Ganesh. We were used to challenging advertisements, 
and Ganesh's caused little comment. None of us foresaw that advertise
ment's astounding consequences. It was only later on, when Ganesh had 
won the fame and fortune he deserved so well, that people remembered 
it. Just as I have. 

Nineteen forty-six was the turning-point of Ganesh's career; and, as 
if to underline the fact, in that year he published his autobiography, The 
Years of Guilt (Ganesh Publishing Co. Ltd., Port of Spain. �h.4o). The book, 
variously described as a spiritual thriller and a metaphysical who
dunit, had a considerable success of esteem in Central America and the 
Caribbean. Ganesh, however, confessed that the autobiography was a 
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The Struggling Masseur 

mistake. So, in the very year of publication it was suppressed and the 
Ganesh Publishing Company itself wound up. The wider world has not 
learnt of Ganesh's early struggles, and Trinidad resents this. I myself 
believe that the history of Ganesh is, in a way, the history of our times; 
and there may be people who will welcome this imperfect account of the 
man Ganesh Ramsumair, masseur, mystic, and, since 1 953, M.B.E. 

I I 



2 

Pupil and Teacher 

Ganesh was never really happy during the four years he spent at the 
Queen's Royal College. He went there when he was nearly fifteen and 
he was not as advanced as the other boys of his own age. He was always 
the oldest boy in his class, with some boys three or even four years 
younger than himself. But he was lucky to go to the college at all. It was 
by the purest chance that his father got the money to send him there. 
For years the old man had held on to five acres of waste land near 
Fourways in the hope that the oil companies would sink a well in i t, but 
he could not afford to bribe the drillers and in the end he had to be 
content with a boundary well .  It was disappointing and unfair, but op
portune; and the royalties were enough to keep Ganesh in Port of Spain. 

Mr. Ramsumair made a lot of noise about sending his son to the 
"town college," and the week before the term began he took Ganesh all 
over the district, showing him off to friends and acquaintances. He had 
Ganesh dressed in a khaki suit and a khaki topee and many people said 
the boy looked like a l ittle sahib. The women cried a little and begged 
Ganesh to remember his dead mother and be good to his father. The men 
begged him to study hard and help other people with his learning. 

Father and son left F ourways that Sunday and took the bus to Princes 
Town. The old man wore his visiting outfit: dhoti, koortah, white cap, and 
an unfurled umbrella on the crook of his left arm. They knew they looked 
important when they got into the train at Princes Town. 

"Careful with your suit now," the old man said loudly, and his neigh
bours heard. "Remember you are going to the town college." 

When they got to St .  Joseph, Ganesh began to feel shy. Their dress 
and manner were no longer drawing looks of respect. People were smil-
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Pupil and Teacher 

ing, and when they got off at the railway terminus in Port of Spain, a 
woman laughed. 

"I did tell you not to dress me up like this," Ganesh lied, and was 
near to sobbing. 

"Let them laugh," the old man replied in Hindi, and passed the palm 
of his hand over his thick grey moustache. "Jackasses bray at anything." 

"Jackass" was his favourite word of abuse, perhaps because the Hindi 
word was so rich and expressive: gaddaha . 

They hurried to the house in Dundonald Street where Ganesh was 
to board, and Mrs. Cooper, the tal l  and plump negro landlady, laughed 
when she saw them but said, "The boy look like a real real smart man, 
man." 

"She is a good lady," the old man told Ganesh in Hindi. "You don't 
have to worry about the food or anything here. She will look after you ."  

Ganesh preferred not to  remember what happened the next day when 
he was taken to school. The old boys laughed, and although he had not 
worn the khaki topee, he felt uncomfortable in his khaki suit. Then there 
was the scene in the principal's office: his father gesticulating with his 
white cap and umbrella; the English principal patient, then firm, and fi
nally exasperated; the old man enraged, muttering, "Gaddaha! Gaddaha."' 

Ganesh never lost his awkwardness. He was so ashamed of his Indian 
name that for a while he spread a story that he was really called Gareth. 
This did him little good. He continued to dress badly, he didn't play 
games, and his accent remained too clearly that of the Indian from the 
country. He never stopped being a country boy. He still believed that 
reading by any light other than daylight was bad for the eyes, and as 
soon as his classes were over he ran home to Dundonald Street and sat 
on the back steps reading. He went to sleep with the hens and woke 
before the cocks. "That Ramsumair boy is a real crammer," boys laughed; 
but Ganesh never became more than a mediocre student. 

A fresh mortification awaited him. When he went home for his first 
holidays and had been shown off again, his father said, "It is time for the 
boy to become a real brahmin." 

The initiation ceremony was held that very week. They shaved his 
head, gave him a little saffron bundle, and said, "All right, off you go 
now. Go to Benares and study." 
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T H E M Y ST I C  M A S S EUR 

He took his staff and began walking away briskly from Fourways. 
As arranged, Dookhie the shopkeeper ran after him, crying a l ittle 

and begging in English, "No, boy. No. Don't go away to Benares to 
study." 

Ganesh kept on walking. 
"But what happen to the boy?" people asked. "He taking this thing 

really serious." 
Dookhie caught Ganesh by the shoulder and said, "Cut out this non

sense, man. Stop behaving stupid. You think I have all day to run after 
you? You think you really going to Benares? That is in India, you know, 
and this is Trinidad." 

They brought him back home. But the episode is significant. 
His head was still practically bald when he went back to school, and 

the boys laughed so much that the principal called him and said, "Ram
sumair, you are creating a disturbance in the school. Wear something on 
your head." 

So Ganesh wore his khaki topee in the classroom until his hair grew 
again. 

There was another Indian boy, called Indarsingh, living in  the house 
at Dundonald Street. He was also at the Queen's Royal College, and 
although he was six months younger than Ganesh he was three forms 
ahead. He was a brill iant boy and everybody who knew him said he was 
going to be a great man. At sixteen Indarsingh was making long speeches 
in the Literary Society Debates, reciting verses of his own at Recitation 
Contests, and he always won the Impromptu Speech Contests. Indarsingh 
also played all games, not very well, but he had the sportsman's instincts 
and it was this that caused him to be held up to the boys as an ideal. 
Indarsingh once persuaded Ganesh to play football. When Ganesh bared 
his pale, jaundiced legs, a boy spat in disgust and said, "Eh, eh, your foot 
don't see sun at all at all ! "  Ganesh played no more football, but he re
mained friendly with Indarsingh. Indarsingh, for his part, found Ganesh 
useful. "Come for a little walk in the Botanical Gardens," he would say 
to Ganesh, and during the whole of the walk Indarsingh would talk non
stop, rehearsing his speech for the next debate. At the end he would say, 
"Good, eh? Demn good."  This Indarsingh was a short, square boy, and 
his walk, l ike his talk, had the short man's jauntiness. 

Indarsingh was Ganesh's only friend, but the friendship was not to 
last. At the end of Ganesh's second year Indarsingh won a scholarship 
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and went to England. To Ganesh, Indarsingh had achieved a greatness 
beyond ambition. 

In due course Ganesh wrote the Cambridge School Certificate and 
surprised everybody by passing in the second grade. Mr. Ramsumair sent 
his congratulations to Ganesh, offered an annual prize to the college, and 
told Ganesh that he had found a nice girl for him to marry. 

"The old man really rushing you," Mrs. Cooper said. 
Ganesh wrote back that he had no intention of getting married, and 

when his father replied that if Ganesh didn't want to get married he 
must consider himself an orphan, Ganesh decided to consider himself an 
orphan. 

"You have to get a work now," Mrs. Cooper said. "Mind you, I not 
thinking about what you have to pay me, but still you must get a work. 
Why you don't go and see your headmaster?" 

So he did. The headmaster looked a l ittle puzzled and asked, "What 
do you want to do?" 

"Teach," Ganesh said, because he felt he ought to flatter his head-
master. 

"Teach? Strange. Primary schools?" 
"What you mean, sir?" 
"You're not thinking of teaching in this school?" 
"Nah, sir. You making joke." 
In the end, with the headmaster's help, Ganesh was enrolled in the 

Government Training College for teachers in Port of Spain, where there 
were many more Indians, and he felt less i l l  at ease. He was taught many 
important subjects and from time to time he practised on l ittle classes 
from schools nearby. He learned to write on a blackboard and overcame 
his dislike of the sound of scraping chalk. Then they turned him out to 
teach. 

They sent him to a school in a rowdy district in the east end of Port 
of Spain. The headmaster's office was also a classroom choked up with 
young boys. The headmaster sat under a picture of King George V and 
gave Ganesh an interview. 

"You don't know how lucky you is, " he began, and jumped up im
mediately, saying, "Gimme a chance. It have a boy here I must give a 
good cut-arse to. Just gimme a chance." 

He squeezed his way between desks to a boy in the back row. The 
class was instantly silent and it was possible to hear the noise from the 
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other classrooms. Then Ganesh heard the boy squealing behind the black
board. 

The headmaster was sweating when he came back to Ganesh. He 
wiped his big face with a mauve handkerchief and said, "Yes, I was 
telling you that you is a lucky man. Most of the times they just lose a 
new man like you somewhere in the country, all up by Cunaripo and all 
sorta outa the way places." 

The headmaster laughed and Ganesh felt he had to laugh too; but as 
soon as he did so the headmaster became stern and said, "Mr. Ramsumair, 
I don't know what views you have about educating the young, but I want 
to let you know right away, before we even start, that the purpose of 
this school is to form, not to inform. Everything is planned ."  He pointed 
to a framed time-table, done in inks of three colours, hanging next to the 
picture of King George V. "Miller, the man you replacing, paint that. He 
sick," the headmaster said. 

"It look good and I sorry Miller sick," Ganesh said. 
The headmaster leaned back in his chair and beat a ruler on the green 

blotter in front of him. "What is the purpose of the school?" he asked 
suddenly. 

"Form--" Ganesh began. 
"Not--" the headmaster encouraged. 
" Inform." 
"You quick, Mr. Ramsumair. You is a man after my own heart. You 

and me going to get on good good."  
Ganesh was given Miller's class, the Remove. I t  was a sort of  rest

station for the mentally maimed. Boys remained there uninformed for 
years and years, and some didn't even want to leave. Ganesh tried all the 
things he had been taught at the Training College, but the boys didn't 
play fair. 

"I can't teach them nothing at all," he complained to the headmaster. 
"You teach them Theorem One this week and next week they forget it ." 

"Look, Mr. Ramsumair. I l ike you, but I must be firm. Quick, what 
is the purpose of the school?" 

"Farm not inform."  
Ganesh gave up  trying to  teach the boys anything, and was happy 

enough to note a week-to-week improvement in his Record Book. Ac
cording to that book, the Remove advanced from Theorem One to 
Theorem Two in successive weeks, and then moved on unexhausted to 
Theorem Three. 



Pupd and Teacher 

Having much rime on his hands, Ganesh was able ro observe Leep 
nexr door. Leep had been ar rhe Training College with him, and Leep 
was still keen. He was nearly always ar the blackboard, writing, erasing, 
consrantly informing, except for the frequent occasions when he rushed 
off to flog some boy and disappeared behind the celotex screen which 
separated his class from Ganesh's. 

On the Friday before Miller was due back at the school (he had had 
a fractured pelvis), the headmaster called Ganesh and said, "Leep sick ."  

"What happen?" 
"He just say he sick and he can't come on Monday." 
Ganesh leaned forward. 
"Now don't quote me," the headmaster said. "Don't quote me at al l .  

But this is how I look at it. If you leave the boys alone, they leave you 
alone. They is good boys, but the parents-God! So when Mi ller come 
back, you have to take Leep class." 

Ganesh agreed; but he took Leep's class for only one morning. 
Miller was very angry with Ganesh when he returned, and at the 

recess on Monday morning went ro complain ro the headmaster. Ganesh 
was summoned. 

"I leave a good good class," Mi ller said. "The boys was going on 
all right. Eh, eh, I turn my back for a week-well, two three months
and when I turn round again, what I see? The boys and them ain't learn 
nothing new and they even forget what I spend so much time trying to 
teach them. This teaching is a art, but it have all sort of people who 
think they could come up from the canefield and start teaching in Port of 
Spain." 

Ganesh, suddenly angry for the first time in his l ife, said, "Man, go 
to hell, man!" 

And left rhe school for good. 

He went for a walk along the wharves. It was early afternoon and 
the gulls mewed amid rhe masts of sloops and schooners. Far out, he saw 
the ocean liners ar anchor. He allowed the idea of rravel ro enter his mind 
and jusr as easily allowed ir ro go out again. He spent the rest of the 
afternoon in a cinema; but this was torture. He especially resented the 
credit titles. He thought, "All these people with their name in big print 
on the screen have their bread butter, you hear. Even those in little little 
print. They not l ike me." 
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He needed all Mrs. Cooper's solace when he  went back to Dundonald 
Street. 

"I can't take rudeness l ike that," he told her. 
"You a little bit like your father, you know. But you mustn't worry, 

boy. I can feel your aura. You have a powerhouse for a aura, man. But 
still, you was wrong throwing up a good work l ike that. It wasn't as if 
they was working you hard." 

At dinner she said, "You can't go and ask your headmaster again ."  
"No," he  agreed quickly. 
"I been thinking. I have a cousin working in the Licensing Office. He 

could get you a job there, I think. You could drive motor car?" 
"I can't even drive donkey-cart, Mrs. Cooper." 
"It don't matter. He could always get a licence for you, and then you 

ain't have to do much driving. You just have to test other drivers, and if 
you anything like my cousin, you could make a lot of money giving out 
licence to all sort of fool with money." 

She thought again. "And, yes. It have a man I know does work at 
Cable and Wireless. Eh, but my brain coming like a sieve these days. It 
have a telegram here for you, come this afternoon."  

She went to  the sideboard and pulled an  envelope from under a vase 
stuffed with artificial flowers. 

Ganesh read the telegram and passed it to her. 
"What damn fool send this?" she said. "It enough to make anybody 

dead of heart failure. Bad news come home now. Who is this Ramlogan who 
sign it?" 

"Never hear about him," Ganesh said. 
"What you think it is?" 
"Oh, you know . . .  " 
"But ain't that strange?" Mrs. Cooper interrupted. "Just last night I 

was dreaming about a dead. Yes, it really strange." 
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Although it was nearly half-past eleven when his taxi got to Four
ways that night, the village was alive and Ganesh knew that Mrs. Cooper 
was right. Someone had died. He sensed the excitement and recognised 
all the signs. Lights were on in most of the houses and huts, there was 
much activity on the road, and his ears caught the faint hum, as of distant 
revelry. It wasn't long before he realised that it was his father who had 
died. Fourways seemed to be waiting for the taxi and the moment people 
saw Ganesh sitting in the back they began to wail. 

The house itself was chaos. He had hardly opened the taxi door when 
scores of people he didn 't know scrambled towards him with outstretched 
arms, bawling; and led, almost carried, him into the house, which was 
ful l  of even more mourners he didn't know or remember. 

He could hear the taxi-driver saying over and over, "Man, I guess 
long time what the case was. We stepping on the gas all the way from 
Port of Spain, driving l ike madness all in the dark. And the boy so mash 
up inside he not even crying." 

A fat, sobbing man embraced Ganesh and said, "You get my tele
gram? F ust telegram I send. I is Ramlogan. You don't know me bur I 
know your father. Just yesterday, just yesterday"-Ramlogan broke down 
and wept afresh-"just yesterday I meet him and I say, 'Baha'-I does 
always call him that-'Baba, ' I say, 'come inside and have something to 
eat.' I take over Dookhie shop now, you know. Yes, Dookhie dead nearly 
seven months now and I take over the shop." 

Ramlogan's eyes were red and small with weeping. '"Baba,' I say, 
'come inside and have something to eat.' And you know what he say?" 

A woman put her arms around Ganesh and asked, "What he say?" 
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"You want to know what he  say?" Ramlogan embraced the woman. 
"He say, 'No, Ramlogan. I don't want to eat today. ' " 

He could hardly finish the sentence. 
The woman removed her hands from Ganesh and put them on her 

head. She shrieked, twice, then dropped into a wail :  " 'No, Ramlogan, I 
don't want to eat today. ' "  

Ramlogan wiped his eyes with a thick hairy finger. "Today," he 
sobbed, holding out both hands towards the bedroom, "today he can't 
eat at al l ." 

The woman shrieked again. "Today he can't eat at al l ." 
In her distress she tore the veil off her face and Ganesh recognised 

an aunt. He put his hand on her shoulder. 
"You think I could see Pa?" he asked. 
"Go and see your Pa, before he go for good," Ramlogan said, the 

tears running down his fat cheeks to his unshaved chin. "We wash the 
body and dress it and everything already." 

"Don 't come with me," Ganesh said. "I want to be alone. "  
When he had closed the door behind him the wailing sounded far 

away. The coffin rested on a table in the centre of the room and he 
couldn't see the body from where he was. To his left a small oil lamp 
burned low and threw monstrous shadows on the walls and the galva
nised-iron ceiling. When he walked nearer the table his footsteps re
sounded on the floor-planks and the oil lamp shivered. The old man's 
moustache still bristled fiercely but the face had fallen and looked weak 
and tired. The air around the table felt cool and he saw that it came from 
the casing of ice around the coffin. It was a room of the dead, strange 
with the smell of camphor balls, and there was nothing alive in it except 
himself and the squat yellow flame of the oil lamp, and they were both 
silent. Only from time to time, the water from the melting ice plopped 
into the four pans at the feet of rhe table and punctured the silence. 

He didn 't know what he thought or felt but he didn 't want to cry, 
and left the room. They were waiting for him to come out and quickly encir
cled him. He heard Ramlogan saying, "Come on, man, give the boy air. 
Is his father dead, you know. His only father. " And the wailing began 
a gam. 

No one asked him about plans for the cremation. Everything seemed 
arranged already and Ganesh was content that it  should be so. He al
lowed Ramlogan to take him away from the house, with its sobs and 
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shrieks and lamentations, its gas lamps, oil lamps, bottle flambeaux, bright 
lights everywhere except in the small bedroom. 

"No cooking here tonight," Ramlogan said. "Come and eat at the 
shop." 

Ganesh didn't sleep that night and everything he did seemed unreal. 
Afterwards he remembered the solicitude of Ramlogan-and his daugh
ter; remembered returning to the house where no fire could be lit, re
membered the sad songs of the women lengthening out the night; then, 
in the early morning, the preparations for the cremation. He had to do 
many things, and he did without thought or question everything the pun
dit, his aunt, and Ramlogan asked him. He remembered having to walk 
round the body of his father, remembered applying the last caste-marks 
to the old man's forehead, and doing many more things until it seemed 
that ritual had replaced grief. 

When it was all over-his father burnt, the ashes scattered, and every
body, including his aunt, gone away-Ramlogan said, "Well, Ganesh, 
you is a man now." 

Ganesh took stock of his position. First he considered money. He 
owed Mrs. Cooper eleven dollars for two weeks board and lodging, and 
he found that of his own money he had no more than sixteen dollars and 
thirty-seven cents. He had about twenty dollars to collect from the school, 
but he had made up his mind not to ask for it and to return it if i t  were 
sent him. He had not stopped at the time to think who had paid for the 
cremation; it was only later, just before his marriage, he found that his 
aunt had paid for it. Money was not an immediate problem, now that he 
had the oil royalties-nearly sixty dollars a month-which made him 
practically a rich man in a place l ike Fourways. Still, the royalties could 
dry up at any moment; and although he was twenty-one, and educated, 
he had no means of earning a living. 

One thing gave him hope. As he wrote afterwards in The Years of 
Guilt: "In conversation with Shri Ramlogan I learnt a curious fact. My 
father had died that Monday morning between five minutes past ten and 
a quarter past ten-just about the time, in short, when I had the dispute 
with Miller, and was deciding to give up my teaching job. I was much 
struck by the coincidence, and it was only then, for the first time, I felt I 
had something big ahead of me. For it was indeed a singular conspiracy 
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of events that pulled me away from the emptiness of urban life back into 
the stimulating peace and quiet of the country." 

Ganesh was happy to get away from Port of Spain. He had spent five 
years there but he had .never become used to it or felt part of it. It was 
too big, too noisy, too alien. It was better to be back in F ourways, where 
he was known and respected and had the double glamour of a college 
education and a father recently dead. They called him "sahib," and some 
parents encouraged their children to call him "Teacher Ganesh," but this 
brought back unhappy memories and Ganesh made them stop it. 

"It wrong to call me that," he said, adding cryptically, "I feel I was 
teaching the wrong things to the wrong people." 

For more than two months he loafed. He didn't know what he wanted 
to do or what he could do, and he was beginning to doubt the value of 
doing anything at all. He ate at the houses of people he knew and, for 
the rest, merely wandered around. He bought a second-hand bicycle and 
went for long rides in the hilly lanes near Fourways. 

People said, "He doing a lot of thinking, that boy Ganesh. He ful l  
with worries, but still he thinking thinking a l l  the time." 

Ganesh would have liked his thoughts to be deep and it disturbed 
him that they were simple things, concerned with passing trifles. He began 
to feel a little strange and feared he was going mad. He knew the Four
ways people, and they knew him and liked him, but now he sometimes 
felt cut off from them. 

But he couldn't escape Ramlogan. Ramlogan had a sixteen-year-old 
daughter he wanted married, and wanted married to Ganesh. It was an 
open secret in the village. Ganesh was always getting little gifts from 
Ramlogan-a special avocado pear, a tin of Canadian salmon or Austral
ian butter-and whenever he passed the shop Ramlogan was sure to call 
him in. 

"Eh, eh, sahib. What happening that you passing without saying a 
word? People go think we vex." 

Ganesh could not find it in his heart to refuse Ramlogan's invitation, 
though he knew that whenever he looked at the doorway leading to the 
room at the back of the shop he was going to see Ramlogan's daughter 
peering through the grimy lace curtains. He had seen her on the night of 
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his father's death, but he hadn't paid much attention to her then. Now he 
saw that the girl behind the curtains was tall; sometimes, when she peered 
too closely, he could see her eyes wide with mischief, simpl icity, and 
awe, all at once. . 

He couldn't link the girl with her father. She was thin and fair, Ram
logan fat and almost black. He seemed to have only one shirt, a dirty 
striped blue thing, which he wore collarless and open down his hairy chest 
to just where his round and big belly began. He looked of a piece with 
his shop. Ganesh got the impression that every morning someone went 
over everything in it-scales, Ramlogan and all-with a greased rag. 

"It ain't dirty," Ramlogan said. "It just look dirty. Sit down, sahib, sit 
down. You ain't have to blow any dust or anything away. You just sit 
down on that bench against the wall and let we have a good chat. I is 
not a educated man, but I l ike to hear educated people talk ."  

Ganesh, reluctantly seated, d id not at  once respond. 
"It have nothing like a good chat," Ramlogan began, slipping off his 

stool and dusting the counter with his fat hands. "I l ike hearing educated 
people giving off ideas." 

Meeting with further silence, Ramlogan remounted his stool and 
spoke about the death. "Your father, sahib, was a good man." His voice 
was heavy with grief. "Still, we give him a good funeral. Fust funeral I 
attend in Fourways, you know, sahib. I see a lot of funeral in my time, 
but I go say now and I don't care who hear me say it, that your father 
funeral was the best I see. Smatterer fact, Leela-my daughter, you 
know, second and best-Leela say is the best funeral she see. She say she 
count more than five hundred people from all over Trinidad at the funeral, 
and it had a lot of cars following the body. People did like your father, 
sahib ."  

Then they both fel l  silent, Ramlogan out of respect for the dead, 
Ganesh because he didn't know what he was expected to say; and the 
conversation ended. 

"I l ike these little chats we does have, sahib," Ramlogan would say, 
walking to the door with Ganesh. "I ain't educated meself but I like to 
hear educated people giving off ideas. Well, sahib, why you don't drop 
in again? Let we say, tomorrow?" 

Ramlogan later solved the conversation problem by pretending that 
he couldn't read and getting Ganesh to read the newspapers for him; and 
he listened, elbows on the counter, his hands holding his greasy head, 
his eyes filling with tears. 
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"This reading, sahib, is a great great thing," Ramlogan once said. 
"Just think. You take up this paper that to me just look like a dirty sheet 
with all sort of black mark and scrawl all over the place"-he gave a 
little self-deprecating laugh-"you take this up and-eh! eh!-before I 
have time to even scratch my back, man, I hear you reading from it and 
making a lot of sense with it. A great thing, sahib." 

Another day he said, "You does read real sweet, sahib. I could just 
shut my eye and listen. You know what Leela tell me last night, after I 
close up the shop? Leela ask me, 'Pa, who was the man talking in the 
shop this morning? He sound just like a radio I hear in San Fernando.' I 
tell she, 'Girl, that wasn't a radio you was hearing. That was Ganesh 
Ramsumair. Pundit Ganesh Ramsumair,' I tell she." 

"You making joke." 
"Ah, sahib. Why I should make joke with you, eh? You want me call 

Leela here self, and you could ask she?" 
Ganesh heard a titter behind the lace curtain. He looked down quickly 

at the floor and saw it l ittered with empty cigarette boxes and discarded 
paper bags. "Nah, nah. Don't bother the girl ." 

A week after that Ramlogan told Ganesh, "Something happen to 
Leela foot, sahib. I wonder if you would mind having a look at it ." 

"I ain't a doctor, man. I ain't know anything about people foot. " 
Ramlogan laughed and almost slapped Ganesh on the back. "Man, 

how you could say a thing like that, sahib? Ain't you was learning learning 
all all the time at the town college? And too besides, don't think I forget
ting that your father was the best massager we had." 

For years old Mr. Ramsumair had this reputation until, h is  luck run
ning out, he massaged a young girl and killed her. The Princes Town 
doctor diagnosed appendicitis and Mr. Ramsumair had to spend a lot of 
money to keep out of trouble. He never massaged afterwards. 

"Wasn't his fault," Ramlogan said, leading Ganesh behind the 
counter to the curtained doorway. "He was still the best massager we 
ever had, and I too too proud that I know his one and only son." 

Leela was sitting in a hammock made from a sugar sack. She was 
wearing a clean cotton frock and her long black hair looked washed and 
combed. 

"Why you don't have a look at Leela foot, sahib?" 
Ganesh looked at Leela's foot, and a curious thing happened. "I just 

seemed to touch it," he wrote, "and it was all right. " 
Ramlogan did not hide his admiration. "Like I tell you, sahib. You is 
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your father son. Is only special people who could do that sort of thing. I 
wonder why you don't take up massaging." 

Ganesh remembered the queer feeling he had of being separated from 
the village people, and he felt that there was something in what Ram
logan said. 

He didn't know what Leela thought because as soon as he had fixed 
her foot she giggled and ran away. 

Thereafter Ganesh was a more willing visitor at Ramlogan's, and 
with every visit he noted improvements in the shop. The most spectacular 
of these was the introduction of a new glass case. It was given pride of 
place in the middle of the counter; it was so bright and clean it looked 
out of place. 

"Is really Leela idea," Ramlogan said. "It does keep out the fl ies from 
the cakes and it more modern." 

The flies now congregated inside the case. Presently a pane was bro
ken and patched up again with brown paper. The glass case now be
longed. 

Ramlogan said, "I doing my best to make this Fourways a modern 
place--as you see--but is hard, man, sahib." 

Ganesh sti l l  went out cycling, his thoughts maundering between him
self, his future, and l ife itself; and it was during one of his afternoon 
wanderings that he met the man who was to have a decisive influence on 
his l ife. 

The first meeting was not happy. It happened on the dusty road that 
begins at Princes Town and wriggles like a black snake through the green 
of sugar-cane to Debe. He was not expecting to see anyone on the road 
at that dead time of day when the sun was almost directly overhead and 
the wind had ceased to rustle the sugar-cane. He had passed the level
crossing and was freewheeling down the incline just before the small 
village of Parrot Trace when a man ran into the middle of the road at 
the bottom of the incline and waved to him to stop. He was a tall man 
and looked altogether odd, even for Parrot Trace. He was covered here 
and there in a yellow cotton robe like a Buddhist monk and he had a 
staff and a bundle. 

"My brother! " the man shouted in Hindi. 
Ganesh stopped because he couldn't do anything else; and, because 

he was afraid of the man, he was rude. "Who you is, eh?" 
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"Indian," the man said in  English, with an  accent Ganesh had never 
heard before. His long thin face was fairer than any Indian's and his teeth 
were bad. 

"You only lying," Ganesh said. "Go away and let me go."  
The man tightened his face into a smile. " I  am Indian. Kashmiri. 

Hindu too." 
"So why for you wearing this yellow thing, then?" 
The man fidgeted with his staff and looked down at his robe. "It isn't 

the right thing, you mean?" 
"Perhaps in Kashmir. Not here." 
"But the pictures-they look like this. I would very much like to talk 

with you," he added, with sudden warmth. 
"All right, all right," Ganesh said soothingly, and before the man 

could say anything he was on his bicycle saddle and pedalling away. 
When Ramlogan heard about the encounter he said, "That was Mr. 

Stewart. " 
"He just did look crazy crazy to me. He had funny cat-eyes that 

frighten me, and you shoulda see the way the sweat was running down 
his red face. Like he not used to the heat." 

"I did meet him in Penal," Ramlogan said. "Just before I move here. 
Eight nine months back. Everybody say he mad." 

Ganesh learnt that Mr. Stewart had recently appeared in South Trin
idad dressed as a Hindu mendicant. He claimed that he was Kash
miri. Nobody knew where he came from or how he lived, but it was 
generally assumed that he was English, a millionaire, and a little mad. 

"He a little bit l ike you, you know, sahib. He does think a lot. But I 
say, when you have so much money you could damn well afford to do a 
lot of thinking. Sahib, my people make me shame the way they does rob 
the man just because he have a lot of money and like to give it away. 
He does stay in one village, give away money, and then he does move 
somewhere else and start giving there." 

When Ganesh next saw Mr. Stewart, in the village of Swampland, 
Mr. Stewart was in distress, the object of a scrimmage of little boys who 
were doing their best to unwind his yellow robe. Mr. Stewart was not 
resisting or protesting. He was simply looking about him in a bemused 
way. Ganesh quickly got off his cycle and picked up a handful of blue
metal stone from a pile left on the verge by the Public Works Department 
and no doubt given up for lost. 
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"Don't hurt them," Mr. Stewart shouted, as Ganesh pursued the boys. 
"They are only children. Put down the stones. " 

The boys routed, Ganesh came up to Mr. Stewart. "You all right?" 
"My dress is a little dusty," Mr. Stewart admitted, "but I am still 

sound in wind and l imb." He brightened. "I knew I was going to meet 
you again. Do you remember our first meeting?" 

"I really sorry about that. " 
"Oh, I understand. But we must have a talk soon. I feel I can talk to 

you. The vibrations are right. No, don't deny it. The vibrations are there 
all right. " 

Ganesh smiled at the compliment and in the end accepted an invita
tion to tea. He did so only our of politeness and had no intention of 
going, but a talk with Ramlogan made him change his mind. 

"He is a lonely man, sahib," Ramlogan said. "It have nobody here 
who really l ike him and, believe me, I don't think he half as mad as 
people say. I would go if I was you. You go get on all right with him, 
seeing that both of you is educated people." 

So Ganesh went to the thatched hut outside Parrot Trace where Mr. 
Stewart now lived. From the outside it looked like any other hut, grass 
roof and mud walls, bur inside it was all order and simpl icity. There was 
a small bed, a small table, and a small chair. 

"A man needs no more," Mr. Stewart said. 
Ganesh was about to sit in the chair without being asked when Mr. 

Stewart said, "Nooh! not that one. " He lifted up the chair and showed it. 
"Something I made myself, but I fear it is a trifle unreliable. Made from 
local materials, you know." 

Ganesh was more interested in Mr. Stewart's clothes. He was dressed 
conventionally, khaki trousers and white shirt, and there was no sign 
anywhere of the yellow robe. 

Mr. Stewart divined Ganesh's interest. "It doesn't matter what you 
wear. No spiritual significance, I 've decided." 

Mr. Stewart showed Ganesh some clay statuettes he had made of 
Hindu gods and goddesses and Ganesh was astonished, not by the art
istry, but by the fact that Mr. Stewart had made them at all . 

Mr. Stewart pointed to a water-colour on the wall. "I 've been working 
on that picture for years. Once or twice a year I get a new idea for it and 
it has to be drawn all over again." 

The water-colour, done in blues and yellows and browns, depicted a 
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number of  brown hands reaching out for a yellow light in the top left
hand corner. 

"This, I think, is rather interesting." Ganesh followed Mr. Stewart's 
finger and saw a blue shrunk hand curling backwards from the yellow 
light. "Some see Illumination," Mr. Stewart explained. "But they do some
times get burnt and withdraw." 

"Why all the hands brown?" 
"Hindu hands. Only people really striving after the indefinite today. 

You look worried. " 
"Yes, I worried." 
"About life?" 
"I  think so," Ganesh said. "Yes, I think I worried about life." 
"Doubts?" Mr. Stewart probed. 
Ganesh only smiled because he didn't know what Mr. Stewart meant. 
Mr. Stewart sat down on the bed next to him and said, "What do you 

do?" 
Ganesh laughed. "Nothing at all. I guess I just doing a lot of 

thinking." 
"Meditating?" 
"Yes, meditating." 
Mr. Stewart jumped up and clasped his hands before the water-colour. 

"Typical! "  he said, and closed his eyes as if in ecstasy. "Typical ! "  
Then he  opened his eyes and said, "But now-tea."  
He  had taken a lot of  trouble to  prepare tea. There were sandwiches 

of three sorts, biscuits, and cakes. And although Ganesh was beginning 
to l ike Mr. Stewart and wanted to eat his food, all his Hindu instincts 
rose high and he was nauseated to bite into a cold egg-and-cress 
sandwich. 

Mr. Stewart saw. "It doesn't matter," he said. "It's too hot, anyway." 
"Oh, I like it. But I more thirsty than hungry, that's al l ." 
They talked, and talked. Mr. Stewart was anxious to learn all of 

Ganesh 's problems. 
"Don't think you are wasting your time meditating," he said. "I know 

the things that are worrying you, and I think one day you may find the 
answer. One day you may even bring it all out in a book. If I weren't so 
terribly afraid of getting involved I might have written a book myself. 
But you must find your own spiritual rhythm before you start doing 
anything. You must stop being wom"ed about life ." 

"All right," Ganesh said. 
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Mr. Stewart talked like a man who had saved up conversation for 
years. He told Ganesh all about his life, his experiences in the First World 
War, his disillusionment, his rejection of Christianity. Ganesh was en
tranced. Apart from the insistence that he was a Kashmiri Hindu, Mr. 
Stewart was as sane as any of the masters at the Queen's Royal College; 
and as the afternoon wore on, his blue eyes ceased to be frightening and 
looked sad. 

"Why you don't go to India then?" Ganesh asked. 
"Politics. Don't want to get involved in any way. You can't imagine 

how soothing it is here. One day you may go to London-I pray not
and you will see how sick you can get gazing from your taxi at the stupid, 
cruel faces of the mob on the pavements. You can't help being involved 
there. Here there is no such need ."  

The tropical night fel l  suddenly and Mr. Stewart l it an o i l  lamp. The 
hut felt very small and very sad, and Ganesh was sorry that soon he had 
to go and leave Mr. Stewart to his loneliness. 

"You must write your thoughts, " Mr. Stewart said. "They may help 
other people. You know, I felt all along that I was going to meet some
one l ike you." 

Before Ganesh left, Mr. Stewart presented h im with twenty copies of 
The Sdence of Thought Review. 

"They have given me a great deal of comfort," he said. "And you 
may find them useful ." 

Ganesh said in surprise, "But is not a Indian magazine, Mr. Stewart. 
It say here that it print in England." 

"Yes, in England," Mr.  Stewart said sadly. "But in one of the prettier 
parts. In Chichester, in Sussex." 

That was the end of their conversation and Ganesh saw no more of 
Mr. Stewart. When he called at the hut some three weeks later, he found 
it occupied by a young labourer and his wife. Many years afterwards 
Ganesh learnt what had happened to Mr. Stewart . About six months after 
their conversation he had returned to England and joined the army. He 
died in Italy. 

This was the man whose memory Ganesh so handsomely honoured 
in the dedication of his autobiography: 

To LoRD STEWART oF CHICHESTER 

Fn"end and Counsellor 
of Many Years 
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Ganesh had become more than a regular visitor at Ramlogan's. He 
was eating there every day now; and when he called, Ramlogan no longer 
allowed him to remain in the shop, but invited him in immediately to the 
room at the back. This caused Leela to retreat to the bedroom or the 
kitchen. 

And even the back room began to undergo improvements. The table 
got an oilcloth cover; the unpainted, mildewed partitions became gay 
with huge Chinese calendars; the hammock made from a sugar sack was 
replaced by one made from a flour sack. A vase appeared one day on the 
oilcloth on the table; and less than a week later paper roses bloomed in 
the vase. Ganesh himself was treated with increasing honour. At first they 
fed him out of enamel dishes. Now they gave him earthenware ones. 
They knew no higher honour. 

The table itself was to offer a further surprise. One day a whole series 
of booklets on The Art of Salesmanship appeared on it. 

Ramlogan said, "I bet you does miss all the big books and thing you 
did have in Port of Spain, eh, sahib?" 

Ganesh said he didn 't. 
Ramlogan strove to be casual. "I have a few books myself. Leela put 

them out on the table. " 
"They look pretty and nice." 
"Education, sahib, is one hell of a thing. Nobody did bother to send 

me to school, you know. When I was five they send me out to cut grass 
instead. But look at Leela and she sister. Both of them does read and 
write, you know, sahib. Although I don't know what happening to 
Soomintra since she married that damn fool in San Fernando."  

Ganesh flipped through the pages of  one of  the booklets. "Yes, they 
look as really nice books . "  

"Is really for Leela I buy the book, sahib. I say, if the girl can read, 
we must give she something to read. Ain't true, sahib?" 

"Is not true, Pa," a girl's voice said, and they turned to see Leela at 
the kitchen door. 

Ramlogan turned back quickly to Ganesh. " Is the sort of girl she is, 
sahib. She don't like people to boast about she. She shy. And if it have 
one thing she hate, is to hear lies. I was just testing she, to show you." 

Leela, not looking at Ganesh, said to Ramlogan, "You buy those 
books from Bissoon. When he went away you get so vex you say that if 
you see him again you go do for him." 
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Ramlogan laughed and slapped his thigh. "This Bissoon, sahib, ts a 
real smart seller. He does talk just as a professor, not so good as you, 
but still good. But what really make me buy the books is that we did 
know one another when we was small and in the same grass-cutting 
gang. We was ambitious boys, sahib." 

Ganesh said again, "I think they is good books ." 
"Take them home, man. What book make for if not to read? Take 

them home and read them up, sahib ." 
It was not long after that Ganesh saw a big new notice in the shop, 

painted on cardboard. 
"Is Leela self who write that," Ramlogan said. "I didn't ask she to 

write it, mind you. She just sit down quiet quiet one morning after tea 
and write it off." 

It read: 

NOTICE! 
NoTICE, IS. HEREBY; PROVIDED: THAT, SEATS! 

ARE, PROVIDED. FORi FEMALE: SHOP, ASSISTANTS! 

Ganesh said, "Leela know a lot of punctuation marks. "  
"That i s  it, sahib. All day the girl just sitting down and talking about 

these puncturation marks. She is like that, sahib." 
"But who is your shop assistants?" 
"Leela say is the law to have the sign up, sahib. But, smatterer fact, 

I don't l ike the idea of having a girl in the shop." 
Ganesh had taken away the booklets on salesmanship and read them. 

The very covers, shining yellow and black, interested him; and what he 
read enthralled him. The writer had a strong feeling for colour and beauty 
and order. He spoke with relish about new paint, dazzling displays, and 
gleaming shelves. 

"These is first-class books," Ganesh told Ramlogan. 
"You must tell Leela so, sahib. Look, I go call she and you you go 

tell she and then perhaps she go want to read the books she self." 
It was an important occasion and Leela acted as  though she felt its 

full importance. When she came in she didn't look up and when her 
father spoke she only lowered her head a bit more and sometimes she 
giggled, coyly. 

Ramlogan said, "Leela, you hear what the sahib tell me. He like the 
books." 

Leela giggled, but decorously. 
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Ganesh asked, "Is you who write the sign?" 
"Yes, is me who write the sign." 
Ramlogan slapped his thigh and said, "What I did tell you, sahib? 

The girl can really read and really write." He laughed. 
Then Leela did a thing so unexpected it killed Ramlogan's laughter. 
Leela spoke to Ganesh. She asked him a question! 
"You could write too, sahib?" 
It took him off his guard. To cover up his surprise he began rearrang

ing the booklets on the table. 
"Yes," he said. "I could write." And then, stupidly, almost without 

knowing what he was saying, "And one day I go write books like these. 
Just like these."  

Ramlogan's mouth fell open. 
"You only joking, sahib." 
Ganesh slapped his hand down on the booklets, and heard himself 

saying, "Yes, just like these. just like these." 
Leela's wide eyes grew wider and Ramlogan shook his head in amaze

ment and wonder. 
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The Quarrel with Ramlogan 

"I suppose," Ganesh wrote in The Years rfGuilt, "I had always, from 
the first day I stepped into Shri Ramlogan's shop, considered it as settled 
that I was going to marry his daughter. I never questioned it. It all 
seemed preordained." 

What happened was this. 
One day when Ganesh called Ramlogan was wearing a clean shirt. 

Also, he looked freshly washed, his hair looked freshly oiled; and his 
movements were silent and deliberate, as though he were doing a puja. 
He dragged up the small bench from the corner and placed it near the 
table; then sat on it and watched Ganesh eat, all without saying a word .  
First he  looked at  Ganesh's face, then a t  Ganesh's plate, and there his 
gaze rested until Ganesh had eaten the last handful of rice. 

"Your belly full, sahib?" 
"Yes, my belly ful l ." Ganesh wiped his plate clean with an extended 

index finger. 
"It must be hard for you, sahib, now that your father dead." 
Ganesh licked his finger. "I don't really miss him, you know." 
"No, sahib, don 't tell me. I know is hard for you. Supposing, just 

supposing-! just putting this up to you as a superstition, sahib--but just 
supposing you did want to get married, it have nobody at all to fix up 
things for you." 

"I don't even know if I want to get married." Ganesh rose from the 
table, rubbing his belly until he belched his appreciation of Ramlogan's 
food. 

Ramlogan rearranged the roses in the vase. "Still, you is a educated 
man, and you could take care of yourself. Not l ike me, sahib. Since I was 
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five I been working, with nobody looking after me. Still, all that do 
something for me. Guess what it do for me, sahib." 

"Can't guess. Tell me what it do." 
"It give me cha'acter and sensa values, sahib. That's what it give me. 

Cha'acter and sensa values."  
Ganesh took the brass jar  of  water from the table and went to  the 

Demerara window to wash his hands and gargle. 
Ramlogan was smoothing out the oilcloth_ with both hands and dust

ing away some crumbs, mere specks. "I know," he said apologetically, 
"that for a man like you, educated and reading books night and day, 
shopkeeping is a low thing. But I don't care what people think. You, 
sahib, answer me this as a educated man: you does let other people worry 
you?" 

Ganesh, gargling, thought at once of Miller and the row at the school 
in Port of Spain, but when he spat out the water into the yard he said, 
"Nah. I don't care what people say." 

Ramlogan pounded across the floor and took the brass jar from 
Ganes h. "I go put this away, sahib. You sit down in the hammock. 
Ooops! Let me dust it for you first." 

When he had seated Ganesh, Ramlogan started to walk up and down 
in front of the hammock. 

"People can't harm me," he said, holding his hands at his back. "All 
right, people don't like me. All right, they stop coming to my shop. That 
harm me? That change my cha 'acter? I just go to San Fernando and open 
a little stall in the market. No, don't stop me, sahib. Is exactly what I 
would do. Take a stall in the market. And what happen? Tell me, what 
happen?" 

Ganesh belched again, softly. 
"What happen?" Ramlogan gave a short crooked laugh. "Bam! In 

five years I have a whole chain of grocery shop. Who laughing then? 
Then you go see them coming round and begging, 'Mr. Ramlog:m'
that's what it go be then, you know: Mister Ramlogan-'Mr. Ramlogan, 
gimme this, gimme that, Mr. Ramlogan.' Begging me to go up for elec
tions and a hundred and one stupid things." 

Ganesh said, "You ain't have to start opening stall in San Fernando 
market now, thank God." 

"That is it ,  sahib. Just just as you say. Is all God work. Count my 
property now. Is true I is ill iterate, but you just sit down in that hammock 
and count my property." 
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Ramlogan was walking and talking with such unusual energy that the 
sweat broke and shone on his forehead. Suddenly he halted and stood 
directly in from of Ganesh. He took away his hands from behind his back 
and started to count off his fingers. "Two acres near Chaguanas. Good 
land, too. Ten acres in Penal. You never know when I could scrape 
together enough to make the drillers put a oil-well there. A house in 
Fuente Grove. Not much, but is something. Two three houses in Siparia. 
Add up all that and you find you looking at a man worth about twelve 
thousand dollars, cool cool ." 

Ramlogan passed his hand over his forehead and behind his neck. " I  
know is hard to believe, sahib. But is the gospel truth. I think i s  a good 
idea, sahib, for you to married Leela. " 

"All right," Ganesh said. 

He never saw Leela again until the night of their wedding, and both 
he and Ramlogan pretended he had never seen her at all, because they 
were both good Hindus and knew it was wrong for a man to see his wife 
before marriage. 

He still had to go to Ramlogan's, to make arrangements for the wed
ding, but he remained in the shop itself and never went to the back room. 

"You is not like Soomintra damn fool of a husband," Ramlogan told 
him. "You is a modern man and you must have a modern wedding." 

So he didn't send the messenger around to give the saffron-dyed rice 
to friends and relations and announce the wedding. "That old-fashion," 
he said. He wanted printed invitations on scalloped and gilt-edged cards. 
"And we must have nice wordings, sahib." 

"But you can 't have nice wordings on a thing like a invitation ."  
"You i s  the educated man, sahib. You could think of  some." 
((R. S. VP?" 
"What that mean?" 
"It don't mean nothing, but it nice to have it. " 
"Let we have it then, man, sahib! You is a modern man, and too 

besides, it sound as pretty wordings." 
Ganesh himself went to San Fernando to get the cards printed. The 

printer's shop was, at first sight, a little disappointing. It looked black 
and bleak and seemed to be manned only by a thin youth in ragged khaki 
shorts who whistled as he operated the hand-press. But when Ganesh 
saw the cards go in blank and come out with his prose miraculously 
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transformed into all the authority of  type, he  was struck with something 
like awe. He stayed to watch the boy set up a cinema handbill. The boy, 
whistling without intermission, ignored Ganesh altogether. 

"Is on this sort of machine they does print books?" Ganesh asked. 
"What else you think it make for?" 
"You print any good books lately?" 
The boy dabbed some ink on the roller. "You ever hear of Trinidad 

people writing books?" 
"! writing a book."  
The boy spat into a b in  full of  ink-stained paper. "This must be a 

funny sort of shop, you know. The number of people who come in here 
and ask me to print the books they writing in invisible ink, man! "  

"What you name?" 
"Basdeo." 
"All right, Basdeo, boy. The day go come when I go send you a book 

to print. " 
"Sure, man. Sure. You write it and I print it." 
Ganesh didn't think he liked Basdeo's Hollywood manner, and he 

instantly regretted what he had said. But so far as this business of writing 
books was concerned, he seemed to have no will : it was the second time 
he had committed himself. It all seemed pre-ordained. 

"Yes, they is pretty invitation cards," Ramlogan said, but there was 
no joy in his voice. 

"But what happen now to make your face long long as mango?" 
"Education, sahib, is one hell of a thing. When you is a poor ill iterate 

man like me, all sort of people does want to take advantage on you."  
Ramlogan began to  cry. "Right now, right right now, as  you sitting 

down on that bench there and I sitting down on this stool behind my 
shop counter, looking at these pretty pretty cards, you wouldn't believe 
what people trying to do to me. Right now it have a man in Siparia 
trying to rob my two house there, all because I can't read, and the people 
in Penal behaving in a funny way." 

"What they doing so?" 
"Ah, sahib. That is just like you. I know you want to help me, but is 

too late now. All sort of paper with fine fine writing they did make me 
sign and everything, and now-now everything lost. " 

Ganesh had not seen Ramlogan cry so much since the funeral. He 
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said, "Well, look. If is the dowry you worried about, you could stop. I 
don't want a big dowry." 

"Is the shame, sahib, that eating me up. You know how with these 
Hindu weddings everybody does know how much the boy get from the 
girl father. When, the morning after the wedding the boy sit down and 
they give him a plate of kedgeree, with the girl father having to give 
money and keep on giving until the boy eat the kedgeree, everybody go 
see what I give you, and they go say, 'Look, Ramlogan marrying off his 
second and best daughter to a boy with a college education, and this is 
all the man giving. ' Is that what eating me up, sahib. I know that for 
you, educated and reading books night and day, it wouldn't mean much, 
but for me, sahib, what about my cha'acter and sensa values?" 

"You must stop crying and listen. When it come to eating the ked
geree, I go eat quick, not to shame you. Not too quick, because that 
would make people think you poor as a church-rat. But I wouldn't take 
much from you." 

Ramlogan smiled through his tears. "Is just l ike you, sahib, just what 
I did expect from you. I wish Leela did see you and then she woulda 
know what sort of man I choose for she husband." 

"I wish I did see Leela too." 
"Smatterer fact, sahib, I know it have some modern people nowadays 

who don't even like waiting for money before they eat the kedgeree." 
"But is  the custom, man."  
"Yes, sahib, the custom. But still I think is a disgrace in these modern 

times. Now, if it was I was getting married, I wouldn't want any dowry 
and I woulda say, 'To hell with the kedgeree, man. ' "  

As soon as the invitations were out Ganesh had to stop visiting Ram
logan altogether, but he wasn't alone in his house for long. Dozens of 
women descended on him with their children. He had no idea who most 
of them were; sometimes he recognised a face and found it hard to bel ieve 
that the woman with the chi ldren hanging about her was the same cousin 
who was only a child herself when he first went to Port of Spain .  

The children treated Ganesh with contempt. 
A small boy with a running nose said to him one day, "They tell me 

is you who getting married. "  
"Yes, i s  me." 
The boy said, "Ahaha!" and ran away laughing and jeering. 
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The boy's mother said, "Is something we have to face these days. 
The children getting modern." 

Then one day Ganesh discovered his aunt among the women, she 
who had been one of the principal mourners at his father's funeral. He 
learnt that she had not only arranged everything then, but had also paid 
for it all. When Ganesh offered to pay back the money she became an
noyed and told him not to be stupid. 

"This life is a funny thing, eh," she said. "One day somebody dead 
and you cry. Two days later somebody married, and then you laugh. Oh, 
Ganeshwa boy, at a time like this you want your own family around you, 
but what family you have? Your father, he dead; your mother, she dead 
too." 

She was so moved she couldn't cry; and for the first time Ganesh 
realised what a big thing his marriage was . 

Ganesh thought it almost a miracle that so many people could live 
happily in one small house without any sort of organisation. They had 
left him the bedroom, but they swarmed over the rest of the house and 
managed as best they could. First they had made it into an extended 
picnic site; then they had made it into a cramped camping site. But they 
looked happy enough and Ganesh presently discovered that the anarchy 
was only apparent. Of the dozens of women who wandered freely about 
the house there was one, tall and silent, whom he had learnt to call King 
George. It might have been her real name for all he knew: he had never 
seen her before. King George ruled the house. 

"King George got a hand," his aunt said. 
"A hand?" 
"She got a hand for sharing things out. Give King George a little 

penny cake and give she twelve children to share it out to, and you could 
bet your bottom dollar that King George share it fair and square." 

"You know she, then?" 
"Know she! Is I who take up King George. Mark you, I think I was 

very lucky coming across she. Now I take she everywhere with me." 
"She related to us?" 
"You could say so. Phulbassia is a sort of cousin to King George and 

you is a sort of cousin to Phulbassia." 
The aunt belched, not the polite after-dinner belch, but a long, stut

tering thing. "Is the wind," she explained without apology. "It have a 
long time now-since your father dead, come to think of it-I suffering 
from this wind." 
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"You see a doctor?" 
"Doctor? They does only make up things. One of them tell me--you 

know what?-that I have a lazy liver. Is something I asking myself a long 
time now: how a liver could be lazy, eh?" 

She belched again, said, "You see?" and rubbed her hands over her 
breasts. 

Ganesh thought of this aunt as Lady Belcher and then as The Great 
Belcher. In a few days she had a devastating effect on the other women 
in the house. They all began belching and rubbing their breasts and com
plaining about the wind. All except King George. 

Ganesh was glad when the time came for him to be anointed with 
saffron. For those days he was confined to his room, where his father's 
body had lain that night, and where now The Great Belcher, King 
George, and a few other anonymous women gathered to rub him down. 
When they left the room they sang Hindi wedding songs of a most pes
simistic nature, and Ganesh wondered how Leela was putting up with 
her own seclusion and anointing. 

All day long he remained in his room, consoling himself with The 
Sdence of Thought Review. He read through all the numbers Mr. Stewart 
had given him, some of them many times over. All day he heard the 
children romping, squealing, and being beaten; the mothers beating, shout
ing, and thumping about on the floor. 

On the day before the wedding, when the women had come in to rub 
him down for the last time, he asked The Great Belcher, "I never think 
about it before, but what those people outside eating? Who paying for 
. �" It. 

"You." 
He almost sat up m bed, but King George's strong arm kept him 

down. 
"Ramlogan did say that we mustn't get you worried about that," The 

Great Belcher said. "He say your head hot with enough worries already. 
But King George looking after everything. She got a account with Ram
logan. He go settle with you after the wedding." 

"Oh God! I ain't even married the man daughter yet, and already he 
start !" 

F ourways was nearly as excited at  the wedding as it  had been at  the 
funeral. Hundreds of people, from Fourways and elsewhere, were fed at 
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Ramlogan's. There were dancers, drummers, and singers, for those who 
were not interested in the details of the night-long ceremony. The yard 
behind Ramlogan's shop was beautifully illuminated with all sorts of 
lights, except electric ones; and the decorations-mainly fruit hanging 
from coconut-palm arches-were pleasing. All this for Ganesh, and Ganesh 
felt it and was pleased. The thought of marriage had at first embarrassed 
him, then, when he spoke with his aunt, awed him; now he was simply 
thrilled. 

All through the ceremony he had to pretend, with everyone else, that 
he had never seen Leela. She sat at his side veiled from head to toe, until 
the blanket was thrown over them and he unveiled her face. In the mel
low light under the pink blanket she was as a stranger. She was no longer 
the giggling girl simpering behind the lace curtains. Already she looked 
chastened and impassive, a good Hindu wife. 

Shortly afterwards it was over, and they were man and wife. Leela 
was taken away and Ganesh was left alone to face the kedgeree-eating 
ceremony the next morning. 

Still in all his bridegroom's regalia, satin robes and tasselled crown, 
he sat down on some blankets in the yard, before the plate of kedgeree. 
It looked white and unpalatable, and he knew it would be easy to resist 
any temptation to touch it. 

Ramlogan was the first to offer money to induce Ganesh to eat. He 
was a little haggard after staying awake all night, but he looked pleased 
and happy enough when he placed five twenty-dollar bills in the brass 
plate next to the kedgeree. He stepped back, folded his arms, looked from 
the money to Ganesh to the small group standing by, and smiled. 

He stood smiling for nearly two minutes; but Ganesh didn't even look 
at the kedgeree. 

"Give the boy money, man," Ramlogan cried to the people around. 
"Give him money, man. Come on, don't act as if you is all poor poor as 
church-rat ." He moved among them, laughing, and rallying them. Some 
put down small amounts in the brass plate. 

Still Ganesh sat, serene and aloof, like an over-dressed Buddha. 
A little crowd began to gather. 
"The boy have sense, man."  Anxiety broke into Ramlogan's voice. 

"What you think a college education is these days?" 
He put down another hundred dollars. "Eat, boy, eat it up. I don't 

want you to starve. Not yet, anyway." He laughed, but no one laughed 
with him. 
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Ganesh didn't eat. 
He heard a man saying, "Well, this thing was bound to happen some 

day. " 
People said, "Come on, Ramlogan. Give the boy money, man. What 

you think he sitting down there for? To take out his photo?" 
Ramlogan gave a short forced laugh, and lost his temper. "If he think 

he going to get any more money from me he damn well mistaken. Let 
him don't eat. Think I care if he starve? Think I care?" 

He walked away. 
The crowd grew bigger; the laughter grew louder. 
Ramlogan came back and the crowd cheered him. 
He put down two hundred dollars on the brass plate and, before he 

rose, whispered to Ganesh, "Remember your promise, sahib. Eat, boy; 
eat son; eat, sahib; eat, pundit sahib. I beg you, eat." 

A man shouted, "No! I not going to eat! " 
Ramlogan stood up and turned around. "You, haul your tail away 

from here quick quick, before I break it up for you. Don't meddle in what 
don't concern you." 

The crowd roared. 
Ramlogan bent down again to whisper. "You see, sahib, how you 

making me shame." This time his whisper promised tears. "You see, 
sahib, what you doing to my cha'acter and sensa values." 

Ganesh didn't move. 
The crowd was beginning to treat him like a hero. 
In the end Ganesh got from Ramlogan: a cow and a heifer, fifteen 

hundred dollars in cash, and a house in Fuente Grove. Ramlogan also 
cancelled the bill for the food he had sent to Ganesh's house. 

The ceremony ended at about nine in the morning; but Ramlogan 
was sweating long before then. 

"The boy and I was only having a joke," he said again and again at 
the end. "He done know long time now what I was going to give him. 
We was only making joke, you know." 

Ganesh returned home after the wedding. It would be three days 
before Leela could come to live with him and in that time The Great 
Belcher tried to restore order to the house. Most of the guests had left as 
suddenly as they had arrived; though from time to time Ganesh still saw 
a straggler who wandered about the house and ate. 
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"King George gone to Arima yesterday," The Great Belcher told him. 
"Somebody dead there yesterday. I going tomorrow myself, but I send 
King George ahead to arrange everything." 

Then she decided to give Ganesh the facts of life. 
"These modern girls is hell self," she said. "And from what I see and 

hear, this Leela is a modern girl. Anyway, you got to make the best of 
what is yours ." 

She paused to belch. "All she want to make she straight as a arrow 
is a little blows every now and then." 

Ganesh said, "You know, I think Ramlogan really vex with me now 
after the kedgeree business." 

"Wasn't a nice thing to do, but it serve Ramlogan right. When a man 
start taking over woman job, match-making, he deserve all he get."  

"But I go have to  leave here now. You know Fuente Grove? I t  have 
a house there Ramlogan give me." 

"But what you want in a small outa the way place like that? All the 
work it have doing there is work in the cane-field." 

"It ain't that I want to do." Ganesh paused, and added hesitantly, "I 
thinking of taking up massaging people. " 

She laughed so much she belched. "This wind, man, and then you
you want to kill me or what, boy? Massaging people! What you know 
about massaging people?" 

"Pa was a good massager and I know all he did know." 
"But you must have a hand for that sort of thing. Think what go 

happen if any- and everybody start running round saying, 'I thinking of 
taking up massaging people. ' It go have so much massagers in Trinidad 
they go have to start massaging one another." 

"I feel I have a hand for it. Just like King George." 
"She have her own sort of hand. She born that way." 
Ganesh told her about Leela 's foot. 
She twisted her mouth. "It sound good. But a man like you should 

be doing something else. Bookwork, man." 
"I going to do that too." And then it came out again. "I thinking of 

writing some books." 
"Good thing. It have money in books, you know. I suppose the man 

who write the Macdonald Farmer's Almanac just peeling money. Why you 
don't try your hand at something like the Napoleon Book cf Fate? I just feel 
you could do that sort of thing good." 

"People go want to buy that sort of book?" 
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"Is exactly what Trinidad want, boy. Take all the Indians in the 
towns. They ain't have any pundit or anything near them, you know. 
How they go know what to do and what not to do, when and not when? 
They just have to guess." 

Ganesh was thoughtful. "Yes, is that self I go do. A little bit of 
massaging and a little bit of writing." 

"I know a boy who could make anything you write sell as hot cakes 
all over Trinidad. Let we say, you selling the book at two shillings, forty 
eight cents. You give the boy six cents a book. Let we say now, you 
print four five thousand--" 

"It make about two thousand dollars, but-wait, man! I ain't even 
write the book yet ." 

"I  know you, boy. Once you put your mind to it ,  you go write nice 
nice books. "  

She belched. 

As soon as Leela had come to live with Ganesh and the last guest 
had left the village, Ramlogan declared war on Ganesh and that very eve
ning ran through Fourways crying out, chanting, his declaration. "See how 
he rob me. Me with my wife dead, me now without children, me a poor 
widow. See how he forget everything I do for him. He forget all that I 
give him, he forget how I help burn his father, he forget all the help I 
give him. See how he rob me. See how he shame me. Watch me here 
now, so help me God, if I don't here and now do for the son of a bitch." 

Ganesh ordered Leela to bolt the doors and windows and put out the 
lights. He took one of his father's old walking-sticks and remained in the 
middle of the front room. 

Leela began to cry. "The man is my own father and here you is 
taking up big big stick to beat him." 

Ganesh heard Ramlogan shouting from the road, "Ganesh, you damn 
little piss-in-tail boy, you want property, eh? You know the only place 
you could take my property? You going to take it away on your chest, 
six foot of it." 

Ganesh said, "Leela, in the bedroom it have a little copy-book. Go 
bring it. And it have a pencil in the table drawer. Bring that too." 

She brought the book and pencil and Ganesh wrote, Carry away his 
property on my chest. Below he wrote the date. He had no particular reason 
for doing this except that he was afraid and felt he had to do something. 
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Lee Ia cried. "You working magic on  my own father! " 
Ganesh said, "Leela, why you getting 'fraid? We not staying in this 

place long. In a few days we moving to Fuente Grove. Nothing to 'fraid." 
Leela continued to cry and Ganesh loosened his leather belt and beat 

her. 
She cried out, "Oh God! Oh God! He go kill me today selP." 
I t  was their first beating, a formal affair done without anger on 

Ganesh's part or resentment on Leela's; and although it formed no part 
of the marriage ceremony itself, it meant much to both of them. It meant 
that they had grown up and become independent. Ganesh had become 
a man; Leela a wife as privileged as any other big woman. Now she 
too would have tales to tell of her husband's beatings; and when she 
went home she would be able to look sad and sullen as every woman 
should. 

The moment was precious. 
Leela cried for a bit and said, "Man, I really getting worried about 

Pa." 
This was another first: she had called him "man." There could be no 

doubt about it now: they were adults. Three days before Ganesh was 
hardly better than a boy, anxious and diffident. Now he had suddenly lost 
these qualities and he thought, "My father was right. I shoulda get mar
ried long before now." 

Leela said, "Man, I getting really worried about Pa. Tonight he not 
going to do you anything. He just go shout a lot and go away, but he 
won't forget you. I see him horsewhip a man in Penal really bad one 
time." 

They heard Ramlogan shouting from the road, "Ganesh, this is the 
last time I warning you." 

Leela said, "Man, you must do something to make Pa feel nice. Other
wise I don't know." 

Ramlogan's shout sounded hoarse now. "Ganesh, tonight self I sharp
ening up a cutlass for you. I make up my mind to send you to hospital 
and go to jail for you. Look out, I warning you."  

And then, as Leela had said, Ramlogan went away. 
The next morning, after Ganesh had done his puja and eaten the first 

meal that Leela had cooked for him, he said, "Leela, you got any pictures 
of your father?" 

She was sitting at the kitchen table, cleaning rice for the midday meal. 
"Why you want it for?" she asked with alarm. 
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"You forgetting yourself, girl. Somebody make you a policeman now 
to ask me question? Is a old picture?" 

Leela wept over the rice. "Not so old, man. Two three years now Pa 
did go to San Fernando and Chong take out a photo of Pa by hisself and 
another one with Pa and Soomintra and me. Just before Soomintra did 
get married. They was pretty photos. Paintings behind and plants in 
front. " 

"I just want a picture of your father. What I don't want is your tears."  
He followed her  to  the bedroom, and while he put  on h is  town 

clothes-khaki trousers, blue shirt, brown hat, brown shoes-Leela 
pulled out her suitcase, an Anchor Cigarettes coupons-gift, from under 
the bed and looked for the photograph. 

"Gimme," he said, when she had found it, and snatched it away. 
"This go settle your father." 

She ran after him to the steps. "Where you going, man?" 
"Leela, you know, for a girl who ain't married three days yet you 

too damn fast." 
He had to pass Ramlogan's shop. He took care to swing his father's 

walking-stick, and behaved as though the shop didn't exist. 
And sure enough, he heard Ramlogan calling out, "Ganesh, you play

ing man this morning, eh? Swinging walking-stick as if you is some 
master-stickman. But, boy, when I get after you you not going to run 
fast enough ."  

Ganesh walked past without a word. 

Leela confessed later that she had gone to the shop that morning to 
warn Ramlogan. She found him mounted on his stool and miserable. 

"Pa, I have something to tell you ."  
"I have nothing to  do with you or  your husband. I only want you to 

rake a message to him. Tell him for me that Ramlogan say the only way 
he going to get my property is to take it away on his chest." 

"He write that down last night in a copy-book. And then, Pa, this 
morning he ask me for a photo of you and he have it now." 

Ramlogan slid, practically fell, off his stool. "Oh God! Oh God! I 
didn't know he was that sort of man. He look so quiet. " He stamped up 
and down behind the counter. "Oh God! What I do to your husband to 
make him prosecute me in this way? What he going to do with the 
picture?" 

4 5 



T H E  M Y S T I C  M A S S E U H  

Leela was sobbing. 
Ramlogan looked at the glass case on the counter. "All that I do for 

him. Leela, I didn't want any glass case in my shop." 
"No, Pa, you didn't want any glass case in the shop." 
"Is for he I get the glass case. Oh God! Leela, is only one thing he 

going to do with the picture. Work magic and obeah, Leela ." 
In his agitation Ramlogan was clutching at his hair, slapping his chest 

and belly, and beating on the counter. "And then he go want more prop
erty. " Ramlogan's voice palpitated with true anguish. 

Leela shrieked. "What you going to do to my husband, Pa? Is only 
three days now I married him." 

"Soomintra, poor little Soomintra, she did tell me when we was going 
to take out the photos, 'Pa, I don't think we should take out any photos . '  
God, oh God! Leela, why I didn't listen to  poor little Soomintra?" 

Ramlogan passed a grubby hand over the brown-paper patch on the 
glass case, and shook away his tears. 

"And last night, Pa, he beat me."  
"Come, Leela, come, daughter." He  leaned over the counter and put 

his hands on her shoulder. "Is your fate, Lee Ia. Is my fate too. We can't 
fight it, Leela ." 

"Pa," Leela waiied, "what you going to do to him? He is my husband, 
you know." 

Ramlogan withdrew his hands and wiped his eyes. He beat on the 
counter until the glass case rattled. "That is what they call education these 
days . They teaching a new subject. Pickpocketing." 

Leela gave another shriek. "The man is my husband, Pa." 

When, later that afternoon, Ganesh came back to Fourways, he was 
surprised to hear Ramlogan shouting, "Oh, sahib! Sahib! What happen 
that you passing without saying anything? People go think we vex." 

Ganesh saw Ramlogan smiling broadly behind the counter. "What 
you want me to say when you have a sharpen cutlass underneath the 
counter, eh?" 

"Cutlass? Sharpen cutlass? You making joke, sahib. Come in, man, 
sahib, and sit down. Yes, sit down, and let we have a chat. Eh, but is just 
like old times, eh, sahib?" 

"Things change now." 
"Ah, sahib. Don't say you vex with me." 
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"I ain't vex with you." 
"Is for stupid ill iterate people like me to get vex. And when ill iterate 

people get vex they does start thinking about working magic against 
people and all that sort of thing. Educated people don't do that sort of 
thing." 

"You go be surprised."  
Ramlogan tried to  draw Ganesh's attention to  the glass case. " Is  a 

nice modern thing, ain't so, sahib? Nice, pretty, little modern thing." A 
drowsy fly was buzzing on the outside, anxious to join its fellows inside. 
Ramlogan brought down his hand quickly on the glass and killed the fly. 
He threw it out of the side window and wiped his hands on his trousers. 
"These flies is a botheration, sahib. What is a good way of getting rid of 
these botherations, sahib?" 

"I  ain't know anything about fl ies, man." 
Ramlogan smiled and tried again. "How you like being a married 

man, sahib?" 
"These modern girls is hell self. They does keep forgetting their 

place." 
"Sahib, I have to hand it to you. Only three days you married and 

you find that out already. Is the valua education. You want some salmon, 
sahib? Is just as good as any salmon in San Fernando." 

"Don't l ike San Fernando people." 
"How business there for you, sahib?" 
"Tomorrow, please God, we go see what happen." 
"Oh God! Sahib, I didn't mean anything bad last night. Was only a 

little drunk I was, sahib. A old man l ike me can't hold his l iquor, sahib. 
I don't mind how much you want from me. I is a good good Hindu, 
sahib. Take away everything from me and it don't make no difference, 
once you leave me with my cha'acter. " 

"You is a damn funny sort of man, you know." 
Ramlogan slapped at another fly and missed. "What go happen to

morrow, sahib?" 
Ganesh rose from the bench and dusted the seat of his trousers. "Oh, 

tomorrow is one big secret." 
Ramlogan rubbed his hands along the edge of the counter. 
"Why you crying?" 
"Oh, sahib, I is a poor man. You must feel sorry for me." 
"Leela go be all right with me. You mustn't cry for she." 
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He found Leela in the kitchen squatting before the low chulha fire, 
stirring boiling rice in a blue enamel pot. 

"Leela, I have a good mind to take off my belt and give you a good 
dose of blows before I even wash my hand or do anything else. " 

She adjusted the veil over her head before turning to him. "What 
happen now, man?" 

"Girl, how you let all your father bad blood run in your veins, eh? 
How you playing you don't know what happen, when you know that 
you run around tel ling Tom, Dick, and Harry my business?" 

She faced the chulha again and stirred the pot. "Man, if we start quar
relling now, the rice go boil too soft and you know you don't l ike it l ike 
that. " 

"All right, but I go want you to answer me later on." 
After the meal she confessed and he surprised her by not beating her. 
So she was emboldened to ask, "Man, what you do with Pa photo?" 
"I think I settle your father. Tomorrow it wouldn't have one man in  

Trinidad who wouldn't know about him. Look, Leela, if you start this 
crying again, I go make you taste my hand again. Start packing. T omor
row self we moving to Fuente Grove." 

And the next morning the Tnnidad Sentinel carried this story on page 
five: 

BEI"EFACTOR EKoows CuLTURAL INSTITUTE 

Shri Ramlogan, merchant, of Fourways, near Debe, has donated 
a considerable sum of money with the view of founding a Cultural 
Institute at Fuente Grove. The aim of the proposed Institute, 
which has yet to be named, will be the furthering of Hindu Culture 
and Science of Thought in Trinidad. 

The President of the Institute, it is learnt, will be Ganesh 
Ramsumair, B.A. 

And there was, in a prominent place, a photograph of a formally attired 
and slimmer Ramlogan, a potted plant at his side, standing against a 
background of Greek ruins. 

The counter of Ramlogan's shop was covered with copies of the Tnn
idad Sentr.nel and the Port of Spazn Herald Ramlogan didn't look up when 
Ganesh came into the shop. He was gazing intently at the photograph 
and trying to frown. 
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"Don't bother with the Herald, " Ganesh said. "I didn't give them the 
story." 

Ramlogan didn 't look up. He frowned more severely and said, 
"Hmmh!" He turned the page over and read a brief item about the danger 
of tubercular cows. "They pay you anything?" 

"The man wanted me to pay." 
"Son of a bitch."  
Ganesh made an approving noise. 
"So, sahib." Ramlogan looked up at last. "Was really this you wanted 

the money for?" 
"Really really. " 
"And you really going to write books at Fuente Grove and everything?" 
"Really going to write books." 
"Yes, man. Been reading it here, sahib. Is a great thing, and you is a 

great man, sahib." 
"Since when you start reading?" 
"I learning all all the time, sahib. I does read only a little tiny little 

bit. Smatterer fact, it have a hundred and one words I just can't make 
head or tail outa. Tell you what, sahib. Why you don't read it out to me? 
When you read I could just shut my eyes and listen."  

"You does behave funny afterwards. Why you just don't look at the 
photo, eh?" 

"Is a nice photo, sahib." 
"You look at it. I got to go now." 

Ganesh and Leela moved to Fuente Grove that afternoon; but just 
before they left Fourways a letter arrived. It contained the oil royalties 
for the quarter, and the information that his oil had been exhausted and 
he was to receive no more royalties. 

Ramlogan's dowry seemed providential. It was another remarkable 
coincidence that gave Ganesh fresh evidence that big things were ahead 
of him. 

"Great things going to happen in Fuente Grove," Ganesh told Leela. 
"Really great things." 
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Trials 

For more than two years Ganesh and Lee Ia l ived in Fuente Grove 
and nothing big or encouraging happened. 

Right from the starr Fuente Grove looked unpromising. The Great 
Belcher had said it was a small, out-of-the-way place. That was only half 
true. Fuente Grove was practically lost. It was so small, so remote, and 
so wretched, it was marked only on large maps in the office of the Gov
ernment Surveyor; the Public Works Department treated it with con
tempt; and no other village even thought of feuding with it. You couldn't 
really like Fuente Grove. In the dry season the earth baked, cracked, and 
calcined; and in the rainy season melted into mud. Always it was hot. 
Trees would have made some difference, but Ganesh's mango tree was 
the only one. 

The villagers went to work in the cane-fields in the dawn darkness 
to avoid the heat of day. When they returned in the middle of the morn
ing the dew had dried on the grass; and they set to work in their vege
table gardens as if they didn't know that sugar-cane was the only thing 
that could grow in Fuente Grove. They had few thrills. The population 
was small and there were not many births, marriages or deaths to excite 
them. Two or three times a year the men made a noisy excursion to a 
cinema in distant, wicked San Fernando. Little happened besides. Once a 
year, at the "crop-over" harvest festival, when the sugar-cane had been 
reaped, Fuente Grove made a brave show of gaiety. The half-dozen bullock 
carts in the village were decorated with pink and yellow and green streamers 
made from crepe paper; the bullocks themselves, sad-eyed as ever, wore 
bright ribbons in their horns; and men, women and children rattled the 
piquets on the carts and beat on pans, singing about the bounty of God. 
It was l ike the gaiety of a starving child. 
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Every Saturday evening the men gathered tn Beharry's shop and 
drank a lot of bad rum. They became sufficiently enthusiastic about their 
wives to beat them that night. On Sunday they woke sick, cursing Be
harry and his rum, continued sick all day, and rose fresh and strong early 
Monday morning, ready for the week's work. 

It was only this Saturday drinking that kept Beharry's shop going. 
He himself never drank because he was a good Hindu and because, as 
he told Ganesh, "it have nothing like a clear head, man." Also, his wife 
didn't approve. 

Beharry was the only person in Fuente Grove with whom Ganesh 
became friendly. He was a little man, scholarly in appearance, with a neat 
little belly and thin, greying hair. He alone in Fuente Grove read the 
newspapers. A day-old copy of the Tnnidad Sentinel came to him every 
day by cyclist from Princes Town and Beharry read it from end to end, 
sitting on a high stool in front of his counter. He hated being behind the 
counter. "It does make me feel I is in a pen, man." 

The day after he arrived in Fuente Grove Ganesh called on Beharry 
and found that he knew all about the Institute. 

"Is j ust what Fuente Grove want," Beharry said. "You going to write 
books and thing, eh?" 

Ganesh nodded and Beharry shouted, "Suruj ! "  
A boy of about five ran into the shop. 
"Suruj, go bring the books. They under the pillow." 
c�ll the books, Pa?" 
"All ." 
The boy brought the books and Beharry passed them one by one to 

Ganesh: Napoleon s Book of Fate, a school edition of Eothen which had lost 
its covers, three issues of the Booker's Drug Stores Almanac, the Gita and 
the Ramayana. 

"People can't fool me," Beharry said. "Tom is a country-bookie but 
Tom ain't a fool. Suruj ! "  

The boy ran up  again. 
"Cigarette and match, Suruj . "  
"But they on  the counter, Pa." 
"You think I can't see that? Hand them to me." 
The boy obeyed, then ran out of the shop. 
"What you think of the books?" Beharry asked, pointing with an 

unlighted cigarette. 
When Beharry spoke he became rather like a mouse. He looked anx-
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ious and worked his small mouth nervously up  and down as  though he 
were nibbling. 

"Nice." 
A big woman with a tired face came into the shop. "Suruj Poopa, 

you ain't hear me calling you to eat?" 
Beharry nibbled. "I was just showing the pundit the books I does 

read." 
"Read!" Her tired face guickened with scorn. "Read! You want to 

know how he does read?" 
Ganesh didn't know where to look. 
"He does close up the shop if I don't keep a eye on him, and he does 

jump into bed with the books. I ain't know him read one book to the end 
yet, and still he ain't happy unless he reading four five book at the same 
time. It have some people it dangerous learning them how to read." 

Beharry replaced the cigarette in the box. 
"This world go be a different and better place the day man start 

making baby," the woman said, sweeping out of the shop. "Life hard 
enough with you one, leave alone your three worthless children." 

There was a short silence after she had gone. 
"Suruj Mooma," Behary explained. 
"They is l ike that," Ganesh agreed. 
"But she right, you know, man. If everybody did start behaving like 

me and you it would be a crazy kinda world." 
Beharry nibbled, and winked at Ganesh. "I telling you, man. This 

reading is a dangerous thing." 
Suruj ran into the shop again. "She calling you, Pa." His tone carried 

his mother's exasperation. 
As Ganesh left he heard Beharry saying, «She? Is how you does call 

your mother? Who is she? The cat mother?" 
Ganesh heard a slap. 
He went often to Beharry's shop. He liked Beharry and he l iked the 

shop. Beharry made it bright with coloured advertisements for things he 
didn't stock; and it was as dry and clean as Ramlogan's shop was greasy 
and dirty. 

"It beat me what you does see in this Beharry," Leela said. "He think 
he could run shop but he does only make me laugh. I must write and tell 
Pa about the sort of shop it have in Fuente Grove." 

"It have one thing you must write and tell your father to do. Tell 
him to go and open a stall in San Fernando market." 



Lee! a cried. "You see the sort of thing Be harry putting in your head. 
The man is my father." And she cried again. 

But Ganesh still went to Beharry's. 
When Beharry heard that Ganesh was going to set himself up as a 

masseur he nibbled anxiously and shook his head. "Man, you choose a 
hard hard thing. These days nearly everybody you bouncing up is either 
massager or dentist. One of my own cousin-really Suruj Mooma cousin, 
but Suruj Mooma family is l ike my own family-a really nice boy he is, 
he too starting in this thing." 

"As another massager?" 
"Wait, you go hear. Last Christmas Suruj Mooma take up the chil

dren by their grandmooma and this boy just come up to she cool cool 
and say he taking up dentistry. You could imagine how Suruj Mooma 
was surprise. And the next thing we hear is that he borrow money to 
buy one of them dentist machine thing and he start pulling out people 
teeth, just l ike that. The boy killing people left and right, and still people 
going. Trinidad people is like that. " 

"It ain't people teeth I want to pull out. But the boy doing all right, 
eh?" 

"For the time, yes. He done pay back for the machine. But Tunapuna 
is a busy place, remember. Eh, I see the time coming when quack go find 
it hard getting two cent to buy a bread and some cheap red butter. " 

Suruj Mooma came in hot and dusty from the yard with a cocoye 
broom. "I was coming with a good good mind to sweep out the shop
eh!-and look at the first thing I hearing. Why for you must call the boy 
quack? It ain't as if he not trying." She looked at Ganesh. "You know 
what wrong with Suruj Poopa? He just jealous the boy. He can't even 
cut toenail, and a little little boy pulling out big people teeth. Is just 
jealous he jealous the boy." 

Ganesh said, "You have something there, mahara;iiz. Is like me and 
my massaging. I ain't just rushing into it like that, you know. I learn and 
stop and study a lot about it, from my own father. It ain't quack work ." 

Beharry, on the defensive, nibbled. "Wasn 't that I d id mean at  a l l .  I 
was just tell ing the pundit here that if he set hisself up as a massager in 
Fuente Grove he go have it hard." 

It didn't take Ganesh long to find out that Beharry was right. There 
were too many masseurs in Trinidad, and it was useless to advertise. Leela 



T H E  M Y ST I C  I\I A S S E U H  

told her friends, The Great Belcher told hers, Beharry promised to  write 
to all the people he knew; but few cared to bring their ailments to a place 
as far away as Fuente Grove. The villagers themselves were very healthy. 

"Man," Leela said, "I don 't think you really make for massage." 
And the time came when he himself began to doubt his own powers. 

He could cure a nara, a simple stomach dislocation, as wel l as any mas
seur, and he could cure stiff joints. But he could never bring himself to 
risk bigger operations. 

One day a young girl with a twisted arm came to see him. She looked 
happy enough but her mother was weeping and miserable. "We try every
body and everything, pundit. Nothing happen. And every day the girl 
getting older, but who go want to married she?" 

She was a pretty girl, too, with lively eyes in an impassive face. She 
looked only at her mother, not once at Ganesh. 

"Twenty time people break over the girl hand, if they break it over 
one time," the mother continued. "But still the hand can't set. " 

He knew what his father would have done. He would have made the 
girl lie down, he would have placed his foot on her elbow, levered the 
arm upwards until it broke, then set it again. But all Ganesh said, after 
examining the hand, was, "It have nothing wrong with the girl, mahara;i'n. 
She only have a little bad blood, that is all . And too besides, God make 
she that way and is not for me to interfere in God work." 

The girl's mother stopped sobbing and pulled her pink veil over her 
head. "Is my fate," she said, without sadness. 

The girl never spoke a word. 
Afterwards Leela said, "Man, you shoulda at least try to fix the hand 

first, and then you coulda start talking about God work. But you don 't 
care what you doing to me. It look as though you only want to drive 
away people now." 

Ganesh continued to offend his patients by telling them that nothing 
was wrong with them; he spoke more and more about God's work; and, 
if he was pressed, he gave out a mixture he had made from one of his 
father's prescriptions, a green fluid made mostly from shining-bush and 
leaves of the neem tree. 

He said, "Facts is facts, Leela. I ain't have a hand for massage." 

There was another disappointment in his life. After a year it was clear 
that Leela couldn't have children. He lost interest in her as a wife and 
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stopped beating her. Leela took it well, but he expected no less of a good 
Hindu wife. She sti l l  looked after the house and in time became an effi
cient housekeeper. She cared for the garden at the back of the house and 
minded the cow. She never complained. Soon she was ruler in the house. 
She could order Ganesh about and he didn't object. She gave him advice 
and he listened. He began to consult her on nearly everything. In time, 
though they would never have admitted it, they had grown to love each 
other. Sometimes, when he thought about it, Ganesh found it strange that 
the tall hard woman with whom he lived was the saucy girl who had 
once asked, "You could write too, sahib?" 

And always there was Ramlogan to be mollified. The newspaper cut
ting with his photograph hung, mounted and framed, in his shop, above 
Leela's notice concerning the provision of chairs for female shop assistants. 
Already the paper was going brown at the edges. Whenever Ganesh 
went, for one reason or another to Fourways, Ramlogan was sure to ask, 
"How the Institute going, man?" 

"Thinking about it all the time," Ganesh would say. Or, "Is all in my 
head, you know. Don't rush me." 

Everything seemed to be going wrong and Ganesh feared that he had 
misread the signs of fate. It was only later that he saw the providential 
pattern of these disappointing months. "\Ve never are what we want to 
be," he wrote, "but what we must be."  

He had failed as a masseur. Leela couldn't have children. These 
disappointments, which might have permanently broken another man, 
turned Ganesh seriously, dedicatedly to books. He had always intended 
to read and write, of course, but one wonders whether he would have 
done so with the same assiduity if he had been a successful masseur or 
the father of a large family. 

"Going to write a book," he told Leela. "Big book." 
There is a firm of American publishers called Street and Smith, versa

tile, energetic people who had pushed their publications as far as South 
Trinidad. Ganesh was deeply impressed by Street and Smith, had been 
since he was a boy; and, without saying a word to Beharry or Leela, he 
sat down one evening at the little table in the drawing room, turned up 
the oil lamp, and wrote a letter to Street and Smith. He told them that 
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he  was thinking of  writing books and wondered whether either of  them 
was interested. 

The reply came within a month. Street and Smith said they were very 
interested. 

"You must tell Pa," Leela said. 
Beharry said, "The Americans is nice people. You must write this 

book for them." 
Ganesh framed the Street and Smith letter in passe-partout and hung 

it on the wall above the table where he had written his letter. 
"Is only the beginning," he told Leela. 
Ramlogan came all the way from Fourways and when he gazed on 

the framed letter his eyes filled with tears. "Sahib, this is something else 
for the papers. Yes, man, sahib, write the books for them." 

"Is just what Beharry, Fuente Grove so-call shopkeeper, tell him," 
Leela said. 

"Never mind," Ramlogan said. "I still think he should write the 
books. But I bet it make you feel proud, eh, sahib, having the Americans 
begging you to write a book for them?" 

"Nah," Ganesh said quickly. "You wrong there. It don't make me 
feel proud at all at all. You know how it make me feel? It make me feel 
humble, if I tell the truth. Humble humble." 

"Is the sign of a great man, sahib." 
The actual writing of the book worried Ganesh and he kept putting 

it off. When Leela asked, "Man, why you ain't writing the book the 
American people begging you to write?" Ganesh replied, "Leela is talk 
l ike that that does break up a man science of thought. You mean you 
can't see that I thinking, thinking about it all all the time?" 

He never wrote the book for Street and Smith. 
"I didn't promise anything," he said. "And don't think I waste my 

time." 
Street and Smith had made him think about the art of writing. Like 

many Trinidadians Ganesh could write correct English but it  embarrassed 
him to talk anything but dialect except on very formal occasions. So 
while, with the encouragement of Street and Smith, he perfected his prose 
to a Victorian weightiness he continued to talk Trinidadian, much against 
his will. 

One day he said, "Leela, is high time we realise that we living in a 



British country and I think we shouldn't be shame to talk the people 
language good." 

Leela was squatting at the kitchen chulha, coaxing a fire from dry mango 
twigs. Her eyes were red and watery from the smoke. "All right, man." 

"We starting now self, girl." 
"As you say, man." 
"Good. Let me see now. Ah, yes. Leela, have you lighted the fire? 

No, j ust gimme a chance. Is 'lighted' or ' lit', girl?" 
"Look, ease me up, man. The smoke going in my eye." 
"You ain't paying attention, girl. You mean the smoke is going in 

your eye." 
Leela coughed in the smoke. "Look, man. I have a lot more to do 

than sit scratching, you hear. Go talk to Beharry." 
Beharry was enthusiastic. "Man, is a master idea, man! Is one of the 

troubles with Fuente Grove that it have nobody to talk good to. When 
we starting?" 

"Now." 
Beharry nibbled and smiled nervously. "Nah, man, you got to give 

me time to think." 
Ganesh insisted. 
"All right, then," Beharry said resignedly. "Let we go."  
"I t  is hot today." 
"I see what you mean. It is very hot today."  
"Look, Beharry. This go do, but  i t  won't pay, you hear. You got to 

give a man some help, man. All right now, we going off again .  You 
ready? The sky is very blue and I cannot see any clouds in it. Eh, why 
you laughing now?" 

"Ganesh, you know you look damn funny." 
"Well, you look damn funny yourself, come to that. " 
"No, what I mean is that it funny seeing you so, and hearing you 

talk so." 
Rice was boiling on the chulha when Ganesh went home. "Mr. Ram

sumair," Leela asked, "where have you been?" 
"Beharry and me was having a little chat. You know, Beharry did 

look real funny trying to talk good." 
It was Leela's turn to laugh. "I thought we was starting on this big 

thing of talking good English." 
"Girl, you just cook my food good, you hear, and talk good English 

only when I tell you." 
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This was the time when Ganesh felt he  had to  respond to  every 
advertiser's request to fill in coupons for free booklets. He came across 
the coupons in American magazines at Beharry's shop; and it was a great 
thrill for him to send off about a dozen coupons at once and await the 
arrival, a month later, of a dozen bulging packets. The Post Office people 
didn't like it and Ganesh had to bribe them before they sent a postman 
cycling down with the packets to Fuente Grove in the evenings, when it 
was cool. 

Beharry had to give the postman a drink. 
The postman said, "The two of all you getting one set of big fame 

in Princes Town. Everywhere I turn it have people asking me, 'Who is 
these two people? They come just like Americans, man. ' " He looked 
down at his emptied glass and rocked it on the counter. "And guess what 
I does do when they ask me?" 

It was his manner of asking for a second drink. 
"What I does do?" He downed his second glass of rum at a gulp, 

made a wry face, asked for water, got it, wiped his mouth with the back 
of his hand, and said, "Man, I does tell them straight off who you is! " 

Both Beharry and Ganesh were excited by the booklets and handled 
them with sensuous reverence. "That America, boy, is the place to live 
in, " Beharry said. "They does think nothing of giving away books like 
this." 

Ganesh shrugged a knowing shoulder. "Is nothing at all for them, 
you know. Before you twist and turn three times-bam!-a book done 
print."  

"Ganesh, you is a man with a college education. How much book 
they does print every year in America, you think?" 

"About four five hundred so." 
"You crazy, man. Is more about a million. So I read somewhere the 

other day." 
"Why you ask me then?" 
Beharry nibbled. "Just to make sure." 
Then they had a long discussion whether one man could ever get to 

know everything about the world. 
Beharry annoyed Ganesh one day by showing a folder. He said casu

ally, "Look what these people in England send me." 
Ganesh frowned. 
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Beharry sensed trouble. "Didn't ask for it, you know. You mustn't 
think I setting up in competition with you. They just send it, just l ike 
that." 

The folder was too beautiful for Ganesh 's annoyance to last. 
"I don 't suppose they go just send it to me like that, though."  
"Take it, man," Beharry said. 
"Yes, take it before I burn it up." The voice of Suruj Mooma, inside. 

"I don't want any more rubbish in my house." 
It was a folder from the Everyman Library. 
Ganesh said, "Nine hundred and thirty book at two shilling a book. 

Altogether that make-" 
"Four hundred and sixty dollars ." 
"Is a lot of money." 
Beharry said, "Is a lot of book." 
"If a man read all those book, it go have nobody at all to touch him 

in the line of education. Not even the Governor." 
"You know, is something I was talking about to Suruj Mooma about 

only the other day. I don't think Governor and them is really educated 
people." 

"How you mean, man?" 
"If they was really educated they wouldn't want to leave England 

where they printing books night and day and come to a place l ike 
Trinidad." 

Ganesh said, "Nine hundred and thirty book. Every book about one 
inch thick, I suppose." 

"Make about seventy-seven feet. " 
"So with shelf on two walls you could find room for al l ." 
"I prefer big books myself. "  
The walls of  Ganesh's drawing-room were subject to  a good deal of  

scrutiny that evening. 
"Leela, you got a ruler?" 
She brought it. 
"You thinking of alterations, man?" 
"Thinking of buying some book." 
"How much, man?" 
"Nine hundred and thirty. " 
"Nine hundred !" She began to cry. 
"Nine hundred and thirty." 

5 9  



T H E  M YS T I C  M A S S E U R  

"You see the sort of idea Beharry putting i n  your head. You just 
want to make me a pauper. It ain't enough for you to rob my own father. 
Why you don't send me straight off to the Poor House?" 

So Ganesh didn't buy all the Everyman Library. He bought only three 
hundred volumes and the Post Office delivered them in a van late one 
afternoon. It was one of the biggest things that had happened to Fuente 
Grove, and even Leela was impressed, though reluctantly. Suruj Mooma 
alone remained indifferent. The books were still being taken into 
Ganesh's house when she told Beharry loudly, so that everybody could 
hear, "Now, you don't start copying anybody and making a fool of your
self, you hear. Leela could go to the Poor House. Not me." 

But Ganesh's reputation, lowered by his incompetence as a masseur, 
rose in the village; and presently peasants, crumpling their grimy felt hats 
in their hands, came to ask him to write letters for them to the Governor, 
or to read letters which the Government, curiously, had sent them. 

For Ganesh it was only the beginning. It took him about six months 
to read what he wanted of the Everyman books; after that he thought of 
buying more. He made regular trips to San Fernando and bought books, 
big ones, on philosophy and history. 

"You know, Beharry, sometimes I does stop and think. What those 
Everyman people did think when they was parcelling up those books for 
me? You think they did ever guess that it had a man like me in Trinidad?" 

"I ain't know about that but, Ganesh, you beginning to get me vex 
now. You always forgetting nearly all what you read. You can't even 
end what you was beginning to remember sometimes." 

"What to do, then?" 
"Look, I have a copy-book here. I can't sell i t  because the cover get 

oily-is that boy Suruj playing the fool with the candles-and I go give 
you this copy-book. When you reading a book, make notes here of the 
things you think is important. " 

Ganesh had never liked copy-books, since his school days; but the 
idea of note-books interested him. So he made another trip to San Fer
nando and explored the stationery department of one of the big stores in 
the High Street. It was a revelation. He had never before realised that 
paper could be so beautiful, that there were so many kinds of paper, so 
many colours, so many glorious smells. He stood still, marvelling and 
reverent, until he heard a woman's voice. 

"Mister. " 
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He turned to see a fat woman, traces of white powder on her black 
face, wearing a dress of a most splendidly floriferous design. 

"Mister. How you selling the"-she fished out a piece of paper from 
her purse and read from it-"Nelson Introductory reading-book?" 

"Me?" Ganesh said in surprise. "I ain't a seller here." 
She began to laugh all over the place. "Kee! Kee! Kyah! I did take 

you for the clurkist!" 
And she went in search of the clerk, laughing and shaking and bend

ing forward to hide her laughter. 
Left alone, Ganesh began taking surreptitious sniffs at the paper, and, 

closing his eyes, passed his hands over many papers, the better to savour 
their texture. 

"What you think you feeling?" 
It was a boy, wearing a white shirt, a tie, unmistakable badge of 

authority, and blue serge shorts. 
"What you think you feeling? Yam or cassava in the market?" 
Ganesh in a panic bought a ream of light-blue paper. 
Now, with the desire to write on his paper strong within him, he 

decided to have another look at Basdeo's printing shop. He went to the 
narrow, sloping street and was surprised to find that the building he knew 
had been replaced by a new one, all glass and concrete. There was a 
new sign: ELITE ELECTRIC PRINTERY; and a slogan: When Better Printing 
is Printed We Will Print It. He heard the clatter of machinery and pressed 
his face against a glass window to look in. A man was sitting at a machine 
that looked like a huge typewriter. It was Basdeo, long-trousered, mous
tached, adult. There could be no doubt that he had risen in the world. 

"Got to write my book," Ganesh said aloud. "Got to." 
There were diversions, however. Presently he developed a passion 

for making note-books. When Lee Ia complained he said, "Just making 
them now and putting them away. You never know when they go be 
useful ." And he became a connoisseur of paper-smells. He told Beharry, 
"You know, I could just smell a book and tell you how old it is ." He 
always held that the book with the best smell was the Harrap's French 
and English dictionary, a book he had bought, as he told Beharry, simply 
for the sake of its smell. But paper-smelling was only part of his new 
passion; and when he bribed a policeman at Princes Town to steal a 
stapling-machine from the Court House, his joy was complete. 

In the beginning, filling the note-books was frankly a problem. At 
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this time Ganesh was reading four, sometimes five, books a week; and 
as he read he scored a line, a sentence, or even an entire paragraph, in 
preparation for his Sunday. This had become for him a day of ritual and 
perfect joy. He got up early, bathed, did his puja, ate; then, while it was 
stil l  cool, he went to Beharry's. He and Beharry read the newspaper and 
talked, until Suruj Mooma pushed an angry head through the shop door 
and said, "Suruj Poopa, your mouth always open. If it ain 't eating, is 
talking. Well, talk done now. Is time to eat ." 

Ganesh would take the hint and leave. 
The least pleasant parr of Sunday was that walk back to his own 

house. The sun was wicked and the lumps of crude asphalt on the road 
were soft and hot underfoot. Ganesh played with the idea of covering all 
Trinidad with a huge canvas canopy to keep out the sun and to collect 
the water when it rained. This thought occupied him until he got home. 
Then he ate, bathed again, put on his good Hindu clothes, dhoti, vest, 
and koortah, and attended to his note-books. 

He brought out the whole pile from a drawer in the bedroom bureau 
and copied out the passages he had marked during the week. He had 
evolved a system of note-taking. It had appeared simple enough in the 
beginning-white paper for notes on Hinduism, light blue for religion in 
general, grey for history, and so on-but as time went on the system 
became hard to maintain and he had allowed it to lapse. 

He never used any note-book to the end. In each he began with the 
best of intentions, writing in a fine, sloping hand, but by the time he had 
reached the third or fifth page he lost interest in the note-book, the 
handwriting became a hasty, tired squiggle, and the note-book was aban
doned. 

Leela complained about the waste. "You go make we all paupers. 
Just as Beharry making Suruj Mooma a pauper." 

"Girl, what you know about these things? Is not a shop-sign I copy
ing out here, you know. Is copying right enough, but it have a lot of 
thinking I doing at the same time." 

"I getting too tired hearing you talking, talking. You say you come 
here to write your precious books. You say you come here to massage 
people. How much people you massage? How much book you write? 
How much money you make?" 

The questions were rhetorical and all Ganesh could say was: "You 
see! You getting to be just like your father, talking like a lawyer." 

Then, in the course of a week's reading, he came upon the perfect 
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reply. He made a note of it there and then, and the next time Leela 
complained he said, "Look, shut up and listen." 

He hunted about among his books and note-books until he got a pea
green note-book marked Literature. 

"Just let me sit down, man, before you start reading." 
"And when you listen don't fall asleep. Is one of your nasty habits, 

you know, Leela ." 
''Can't help it, man. The moment you start reading to me you does 

make me feel sleepy. I know some people does feel sleepy the moment 
they see a bed." 

"They is people with clean mind. But listen, girl . A man may tum over 
ha(f a library to make one book. I t  ain 't me who make that up, you know."  

"How I know you ain 't fooling me, just as  how you did fool Pa?" 
"But why for I go want to fool you, girl?" 
"I ain 't the stupid little girl you did married, you know." 
And when he brought the book and revealed the quotation on the 

printed page, Leela fell silent in pure wonder. For however much she 
complained and however much she reviled him, she never ceased to mar
vel at this husband of hers who read pages of print, chapters of print, 
why, whole big books; this husband who, awake in bed at nights, spoke, 
as though it were nothing, of one day writing a book of his own and 
having it pnnted! 

Bur it was hard for her when she went to her father's, as she did on 
most of the more important holidays. Ramlogan had long ago come to 
regard Ganesh as a total loss and a crook besides. And then there was 
Soomintra to be faced. Soomintra had married a hardware merchant in 
San Fernando and she was rich. More than that, she looked rich. She was 
having child after child, and growing plump, matronly, and important. 
She had a son whom she had called Jawaharlal, after the Indian leader; 
and her daughter was called Saroj ini, after the Indian poetess. 

"The third one, the one coming, if he is a boy, I go call him Motilal; 
if she is a girl I go call she Kamala." 

Admiration for the Nehru family couldn't go much further. 
More and more Soomintra and her children looked out of place in 

F ourways. Ramlogan himself grew dingier and the shop grew dingier 
with him. Left alone, he seemed to have lost interest in housekeeping. 
The oilcloth on the table in the back room was worn, crinkled and cut 
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about; the Aour sack hammock had become brown, the Chinese calendars 
Ay-blown. Soomintra 's children wore clothes of increasing cost and fussi
ness, and they made more noise; but when they were about Ramlogan 
had time for no one else. He petted them and pampered them, but they 
soon made it clear that they considered his attempts at pampering ele
mentary. They wanted more than a sugar-coated sweet from one of 
the jars in the shop. So Ramlogan gave them lollipops. Soomintra got 
plumper and looked richer, and it was a strain for Leela not to pay too 
much attention when Soomintra crooked her right arm and jangled her 
gold bracelets or when, with the licence of wealth, she complained she 
was tired and needed a holiday. 

"The third one come," Soomintra said at Christmas. "I wanted to 
write and tell you, but you know how it hard." 

"Yes, I know how it hard." 
"Was a girl, and I call she Kamala, l ike I did say. Eh, girl, but I 

forgetting. How your husband? I ain't see any of the books he writing. 
But then, you see, I isn't a big reader." 

"He ain 't finish the book yet. " 
"Oh." 
"Is a big big book."  
Soomintra jangled her gold bracelets and a t  the same time coughed, 

hawked, but didn't spit-another mannerism of wealth, Leela recognised. 
"Jawaharlal father start reading the other day too. He always say that i f  
he  had the time he would do some writing, but with a l l  the coming and 
going in the shop he ain't really have the time, poor man. I don 't suppose 
Ganesh so busy, eh?" 

"You go be surprise how much people does come for massage. If  
you hear anybody wanting a massage you must tell them about him. 
Fuente Grove not so hard to reach, you know."  

"Child, you know I go do anything at  all to  help you out. But  you 
go be surprise the number of people it have these days who going around 
calling theyself massagers. Is people like that who taking away the work 
from really good people l ike Ganesh. But the rest of these little boys who 
taking up massaging, I feel they is only a pack of good-for-nothing 
idlers ." 

Kamala, in the bedroom, began to cry; and little Jawaharlal, wearing 
a brand-new sailor suit, came and lisped, "Ma, Kamala wet sheself."  

"Children!"  Soomintra exclaimed, thumping out of  the room. "Leela 
girl, you ain't know how lucky you is, not having any." 
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Ramlogan came in from the shop with Saroj ini on his hip. She was 
partly sucking a lemon lollipop, partly investigating its stickiness with 
her fingers. 

"I been listening," Ramlogan said. "Soomintra don't mean anything 
bad. She just feeling a little rich and she got to show off a l ittle. " 

"But he going to write the book, Pa. He tell me so heself. He reading 
and writing all the time. One day he go show all of all you." 

"Yes, I know he going to write the book." Saroj ini was dragging the 
loll ipop over Leela's uncovered head, and Ramlogan was making unsuc
cessful efforts to stop her. "But stop crying. Soomintra coming back."  

"Ah, Leela! Saroj ini take a l iking to  you. First person she take a l iking 
to, just l ike that. Ah, you mischeevyus little girl, why for you playing 
with your auntie hair like that?" 

Ramlogan surrendered Sarojini. 
"Lookish prettish girlish," Soomintra said, "wif prettish namish. We 

having a famous family, you know, Leela. This little girl name after a 
woman who does write nice nice poetry and again it have your husband 
writing a big big book." 

Ramlogan said, "No, when you think about it, I think we is a good 
family. Once we keep cha'acter and sensa values, is all right. Look at me. 
Supposing people stop liking me and stop coming to my shop. That harm 
me? That change my--" 

"All right, Pa, but take it easy," Soomintra interrupted. "You go wake 
up Kamala again if you walk up and down like that and talk so loud." 

"But stil l , man, the truth is the truth. It does make a man feel good 
to have all his family around him, and seeing them happy. I say that 
every family must have a radical in it, and I proud that we have Ganesh." 

"So is that what Soomintra saying, eh?" Ganesh was trying to be 
calm. "What else you expect? Money is all she and she father does think 
about. She don't care about books and things. Is people like that did laugh 
at Mr. Stewart, you know. And they call theyself Hindus! Now, if I was 
in India, I woulda have people coming from all over the place, some 
bringing me food, some bringing me clothes. But in Trinidad-bah!" 

"But, man, we got to think about money now. The time coming when 
we won't have a cent remaining." 

"Look, Leela. Look at this thing in a practical way. You want food? 
You have a little garden in the back. You want milk? You have a cow. 
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You want shelter? You have a house. What more you want? Chut! You 
making me talk like your father now." 

"Is al l  right for you. You ain't have no sisters to face and hear them 
laughing at you."  

"Leela, is the thing everybody who want to  write have to  face. Pov
erty and sickness is what every writer have to suffer. " 

"But you ain 't writing, man." 
Ganesh didn't reply. 

He kept on reading. He kept on making notes. He kept on making 
note-books. And he began to acquire some sensitivity to type-faces. Al
though he owned nearly every Penguin that had been issued he disliked 
them as books because they were mostly printed in Times, and he told 
Beharry that it looked cheap, "like a paper." The works of Mr. Aldous 
Huxley he could read only in Fournier; in fact, he had come to regard 
that type as the exclusive property of Mr. Huxley. 

"But is just the sort of type I want my book to be in," he told Beharry 
one Sunday. 

"You think they have that sort of type in Trinidad. All they have 
here is one sort of mash-up type, ugly as hell ." 

"But this boy, this man I was telling you about, Basdeo, he have a 
new printing machine. It l ike a big typewriter." 

"Line of type." Beharry passed his hand over his head and nibbled. 
"It does just show you how backward this Trinidad is. When you look 
at those American magazines, you don't wish people in Trinidad could 
print like that?" 

Ganesh couldn't say anything because just then Suruj Mooma put her 
head through the door and gave Ganesh his hint to leave. 

He found his food neatly laid out for him in the kitchen, as usual . 
There was a brass jar of water and a little plate of fresh coconut ch·Jtney. 
When he was finished he lifted up the brass plate to lick it and found a 
short note below it, written on one of his best sheets of light-blue paper: 

I, cannot; live: here. and, put; up: with. the, insult; of my. Family/ 
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The First Book 

He didn 't feel it at all, at first. 
Then he got up on a sudden and kicked the brass jar over, spilling 

water all over the floor. He watched the jar circling until it stopped on its 
side. 

"Let she go!" he said aloud. "Lesshego!" 
He spent some time walking up and down. "Going to show she. Not 

going to write at all. Not going to write a single line." 
He gave the jar another kick and was surprised to see a l ittle more 

water spill. "Let she feel sorry and shame. Let she go. Saying she coming 
here to l ive with me and then she can't even have a thing like a baby, a 
small tiny little thing like a baby! Let she shame! Lesshego!" 

He went to the drawing room and began pacing there, among his 
books. He stopped and gazed at the wall. Instantly he began working out 
whether he cou ld really have fitted in seventy-seven feet of book-shelves 
on it. "Just l ike she father. No respect for books. Only money, money, 
money." 

He went back to the kitchen, picked up the jar and mopped up the 
floor. Then he bathed, singing devotional songs with a certain fierceness. 
From time to time he stopped singing and cursed and sometimes he 
shouted, "Going to show she. Not going to write a single line." 

He dressed and went to see Beharry. 
"The Governor say the truth, man," Beharry said, when he had heard. 

"The trouble with we Indians is that we educate the boys and leave the 
girls to fend for theyself. So now it have you more educated than Leela 
and me more educated than Suruj Mooma. That is the real trouble ." 

Suruj Mooma made a sudden irruption into the shop and as soon as 
she saw Ganesh she began crying, hiding her face in her veil. She tried 
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to  embrace him across the counter, failed; and, still crying, ducked under 
the counter and passed over to where Ganesh was standing. "Don't tell 
me," she sobbed, and flung an arm over his shoulder. "Don't tel l me a 
single word. I know it already. I myself didn't think she was serious or I 
woulda try to stop she. But we have to fight things l ike that. Ganesh, 
you must be brave. Is what l ife is ." 

She edged Beharry off the shop-stool, sat on it, and cried by herself, 
wiping her eyes with the corner of her veil . Be harry and Ganesh watched 
her. 

"I would never leave Suruj Poopa," she said. "Never. I ain't educated 
enough." 

Suruj appeared at the door. "I hear you calling me, Ma?" 
"No, son. I ain't calling you, but come." 
Suruj did as he was told and his mother pressed his head against her 

knees. "You think I go ever want to leave Suruj and he Poopa?" She 
gave a short scream. "Never!" 

Suruj said, "I could go now, Ma?" 
"Yes, son, you could go now." 
When Suruj had gone she became a l ittle calmer. "That is the trouble, 

giving girls education these days. Leela spend too much of she time 
reading and writing and not looking after she husband properly. I did 
talk to she about it, mark you." 

Beharry, rubbing his belly and looking down thoughtfully at the floor, 
said, "The way I look at it is this. These young girls not l ike we, you 
know, Ganesh. These young girls today think that getting married is 
some sort of game. Something l ike rounders. Running away and running 
back. Is a lot of fun for them. They want you to go and beg them--" 

"You never had to beg me once, Suruj Poopa." Suruj Mooma burst 
into fresh tears. "I never once leave you. Is the sort of woman I is. I go 
never leave my husband. I ain't educated enough." 

Beharry put his arm around his wife's waist and looked at Ganesh, a 
little ashamed of having to be so openly affectionate. "You mustn't mind, 
man. Not to mind. You ain't educated, is true. But you full of sense." 

Crying and wiping her eyes and crying again, Suruj Mooma said, 
"Nobody bother to educate me, you know. They take me out of school 
when I was in Third Standard. I always come first in my class. You know 
Purshottam, the barrister in Chaguanas?" 

Ganesh shook his head. 
"Me and Purshottam was in the Third Standard together. I always 
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come first in my class but still they take me out of school to make me 
married. I ain't educated, man, but I would never leave you." 

Ganesh said, "Don't cry, mahara;in. You is a good woman." 
She cried a bi t  more; and then stopped abruptly. "Don't mind, 

Ganesh. These girls these days does behave as if marrying is something 
like rounders. They run away but all the time they run away only to 
come back. But what you going to do now, Ganesh? Who go cook for 
you and keep your house clean?" 

Ganesh gave a brave little laugh. "Somehow I never get worried by 
these things. I always believe, and Suruj Poopa could tell you this, that 
everything happen for the best." 

Beharry, his right hand under his vest now, nodded and nibbled. "Ev
erything have a reason." 

"Is my phi losophy," Ganesh said, throwing up his arms in an expan
sive manner. "I ain't worried." 

"Well ," Suruj Mooma said, "eat philosophy at your house and come 
and eat food here." 

Beharry went on with his own thoughts. "A wife does keep a man 
back-a man like Ganesh, I mean. Now that Leela gone he could really 
start writing the book. Eh, Ganesh?" 

"Not writing no book. Not . . .  going . . .  to . . .  write . . .  any . . .  book." 
He began to stride up and down the short shop. "Not even if she come 
back and beg me." 

Suruj Mooma looked incredulous. "You not going to write the 
book?" 

"No."  And he kicked at something on the floor. 
Be harry said, "You ain't serious, Ganes h." 
"I ain't laughing." 
Suruj Mooma said, "You musn't mind what he saying. He just want 

we to beg him a little bit." 
"Look, Ganesh," Beharry said. "What you want is a time-table. And 

look, eh, I ain't begging you. I ain 't go have you playing the fool and 
throwing away your abilities. I making a time-table for you right now 
and if you don't fol low it, it going to have big trouble between the two 
of we. Think, your own book." 

"With your picture in front and your name in big big letters," Suruj 
Mooma added. 

"And getting it print on that big typewriter machine you tell me 
about. " 
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Ganesh stopped pacing. 
Suruj Mooma said, "Is all right now. He go write the book." 

"You know my note-books," Ganesh said to Beharry. "Well, I was 
thinking if it wouldn't be a good idea to start off with that. You know, 
printing a set of things about religion, from different authors, and explain
ing what they say." 

"Antheology," Beharry said, nibbling. 
"Right. A antology. What you think?" 
"I thinking." Beharry passed his hand over his head. 
"It go learn people a lot," Ganesh encouraged. 
"Is just what I was thinking. It go learn people a lot. But you think 

people want to learn?" 
"They ain 't want to learn?" 
"Look, Ganes h. You must always remember the sort of people it have 

in Trinidad. Every- and anybody not educated up to your standard. Is 
your job and is my job to bring the people up, but we can't rush them. 
Start small and later on fling out your antology at them. Is a good idea, 
mark you. But leave it for now." 

"Something simple and easy first, eh?" 
Beharry placed his hands on his thighs. "Yes. The people here just 

l ike children, you know, and you got to teach them like children."  
"A primer like?" 
Beharry slapped his thighs and nibbled furiously. "Yes, man. That 

self."  
"Leave i t  to  me, Beharry. I go give them this book, and I go make 

Trinidad hold it head and bawl." 
"That is the way Suruj Mooma and me like to hear you talk." 

And he did write the book. He worked hard at it for more than five 
weeks, sticking to the time-table Beharry had drawn up for him. He rose 
at five, milked the cow in the semidarkness and cleaned out the cow-pen; 
bathed, did his puja, cooked and ate; took the cow and calf out to a rusty 
little field; then, at nine, he was ready to work on the book. From time 
to time during the day he had to take salted water to the cow and calf. 
He had never had to mind a cow before and it came as a surprise to him 
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that an animal which looked so patient, trusting and kindly required so 
much cleaning and attention. Beharry and Suruj Mooma helped with the 
cow, and Beharry helped with the book at every stage. 

He said, "Beharry, I going to dedicate this book to you." 
And he did that too. He worked on the dedication even before the 

book was completed. "Is the hardest part of the whole book," he said 
jocularly, but the result pleased even Suruj Mooma: For Beharry, who asked 
why. 

" It sound like po'try," she said. 
"It sound like a real book," Beharry said. 
Finally the day came when Ganesh rook his manuscript to San Fer

nando. He .stood on the pavement outside the Elite Electric Printery and 
looked in at the machinery. He was a little shy at entering and at the 
same time anxious to prolong the thrill he felt that soon that magnificent 
and complicated machine and the grown man who operated it were to be 
dedicated to the words he had written. 

When he went inside he saw a man he didn't know at the machine. 
Basdeo was at a desk in a wire-cage full of pink and yellow slips on 
spikes. 

Basdeo came out of the cage. "I remember the face."  
"You did print my wedding invitation long time now." 
"Ah, that is a thing for you. So much wedding invitation I printing 

and you know I never get one invite. What you have for me today? 
Magazine? Everybody in Trinidad bringing out magazine these days." 

"Book." 
Ganesh was alarmed at  the casual way in  which Basdeo, whistling 

through his teeth, flipped his grubby fingers through the manuscript. 
"You does write on nice paper, you know. But is only a booklet you 

have here, man. Come to that, it more like a pamphlet than a booklet ."  
" I t  don't take much to  see that i t  ain't a big hook. And i t  don't take 

much to know too that we all have to start small. Like you. Remember 
the old machine you did have. Now, look at all this here." 

Basdeo didn't reply. He went to his cage and came out again with a 
cinema handbill and a stumpy red pencil. He became serious, the busi
nessman and, bending over a blackened table, started to write down fig
ures on the back of the handbill, pausing every now and then to blow 
away invisible dust from the sheet or to brush it with his right l ittle 
finger. "Look, how much you know about this thing?" 
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"Printing?" 
Basdeo, still bending over the table, nodded, blew away some more 

dust, and scratched his head with the pencil .  
Ganesh smiled. "I study it a little bit. " 
"What point you want it to be in?" 
Ganesh didn't know what to say. 
"Eight, ten, eleven, twelve, or what?" Basdeo sounded impatient. 
Ganesh was thinking rapidly about the cost. He said firmly, "Eight 

go do me." 
Basdeo shook his head and hummed. "You want any leading?" 
He was l ike a Port of Spain barber boosting a shampoo. Ganesh said, 

"No. No leading." 
Basdeo looked dismayed. "For a book this size and in this print? You 

sure you don't want leading?" 
"Sure sure. But, look, before we go any further just show me the type 

you going to print the book in." 
It was Times. Ganesh groaned. 
"Is the best we have." 
"Well, all right," Ganesh said, without enthusiasm. "Another thing. I 

want my picture in the front. " 
"We don't make blocks here, but I could fix that up. Extra twelve 

dollars ."  
"For one little little picture?" 
"A dollar a square inch." 
"Is expensive, man." 
"You expect other people to pay fo� your picture? Well, that settle. 

Altogether-but wait, how much copies you want?" 
"A thousand in the beginning. But I don't want you to break up the 

type. You never know what could happen. "  
Basdeo didn't look impressed. "Thousand copies," he  mumbled ab

stractedly, working away at his calculations on the back of the handbill . 
"Hundred and twenty-five dollars." And he flung down his pencil on the 
table. 

So the process began, the thrilling, tedious, discouraging, exhilarating 
process of making a book. Ganesh worked with Beharry on the proofs, 
and they both marvelled at the way the words looked so different in print. 

"They look so powerful," Beharry said. 
Suruj Mooma could never get over it. 
At last the book was completed and it was Ganesh's J OY to bring 
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home the thousand copies in a taxi. Before he left San Fernando he told 
Basdeo, "Remember now, keep the type set up. You never know how 
fast the book go sell, and I don't want Trinidad bawl ing for the book 
when I ain't have any left. " 

"Sure," Basdeo said. "Sure. They want 'em, you want 'em, I print 
' s h "  " em. ure t mg, man. 

Though Ganesh's joy was great there was one disappointment he 
couldn't quite stifle. His book looked so small. It had no more than thirty 
pages, thirty small pages; and it was so thin nothing could be printed on 
the spine. 

"Is this boy Basdeo," Ganesh explained to Beharry. "All the big talk 
he give me about point and leading, and after all that he not only give 
me that ugly type he cal l  Times, but he had to give me small small type." 

Suruj Mooma said, "He make the book look like nothing, man. "  
"Is the trouble with Indians in Trinidad," Be  harry said. 
"All of them not like Suruj Poopa, you know," Suruj Mooma inter

rupted. "Suruj Poopa want to see you get on." 
Beharry went on, "You know, Ganesh, it wouldn't surprise if some

body did pay this boy Basdeo to do what he do to your book. Now, 
another printer who didn't jealous you woulda make the book run to 
sixty pages and he woulda give you thick thick paper too."  

"Anyway, you mustn't mind," Suruj Mooma said. " Is  something. I s  a 
damn lot more than most people do in this place." 

Beharry pointed to the frontispiece and nibbled. "Is a nice picture of 
you here, you know, Ganesh." 

"He look like a real professor," Suruj Mooma said. "So serious, and 
with his hand under his chin like if he thinking real deep." 

Ganesh took another copy and pointed to the dedication page. "I 
think Suruj Poopa name look nice in print too," he said to Suruj Mooma. 

Beharry nibbled in embarrassment. "Nah. You only making joke, 
man ."  

"I think the whole thing look nice," Suruj Mooma said. 

Early one Sunday afternoon Leela was standing at the window of the 
kitchen at the back of Ramlogan's shop in Fourways. She was washing 
the midday dishes and was about to throw some dirty water out of the 
window when she saw a face appear below her. The face was familiar, 
but the impish smile on it was new. 
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"Leela !" the face whispered. 
"Oh-is you. What you doing here?" 
"I come back for you, girl ." 
"Go away quick march from here, you hear, before I throw this tu

reen of dirty water all over your face and wash away the grin." 
"Leela, is not only come I come for you; but I have something to tell 

you, and I want to tell you first." 
"Say it quick. But I must say you was able to keep it to yourself a 

damn long time. Eh, eh, is nearly three months now you drive me away 
from your house and in all that time you never bother to send a message 
to ask me, 'Dog, how you is?' or 'Cat, how you is?' So why for you 
come now, eh?" 

"But, Leela, is you who leave me. I couldn't send you a message 
because I was writing." 

"Go and tel l that to Beharry, you hear. Look, I go cal l  Pa in a minute 
and what he have for you ain't nice, I could tell you." 

The smile on the face became more impish, and the whisper was more 
conspiratorial. "Lee Ia, I write a book." 

She trembled on the brink of belief. "Y au lying." 
He ' produced it with a flourish. "Look at the book. And look here at 

my name, and look here at my picture, and look here at all these words 
I write with my own hand. They print now, but you know I just sit down 
at the table in the front-room and write them on ordinary paper with a 
ordinary pencil ." 

"Oh, man! Oh, man! Oh, man, you really write the book ." 
"Careful !  Don't touch it with your soapy hand." 
"Look, I go run and tel l Pa."  She turned and went inside. Ganesh 

heard her saying, "And we must let Soomintra know. She wouldn't like 
it at all at all." 

Left alone under the window in the shade of the tamarind tree, Ga
nesh began to hum and take a minute interest in Ramlogan's backyard, 
though he really saw nothing, neither the copper cask, rusted and empty, 
nor the barrels of water full of mosquito larvae. 

"Sahib !"  Ramlogan's voice rasping from within. "Sahib! Come inside, 
man, sahib. Why you pretending that you is a stranger and standing up 
outside? Come in, sahib, come in, sit down in your old place in the 
hammock. Oh, sahib, is a real honour. I too too proud of you." 

Ganesh sat in the hammock which was now, once again, made from 
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a sugar-sack. The Chinese calendars had disappeared from the walls, which 
looked mi ldewed and dingy as before. 

Ramlogan was passing his fat hairy hands over the cover, and he 
smiled until his cheeks almost covered his eyes. "The book smooth 
smooth," he said. "Look, Leela, feel how smooth it is. And the print on 
the cover, man. It look as if, sahib, is really parr of the paper. Oh, sahib, 
you make me really proud today. Remember, Leela, was just last Christ
mas I was telling you and Soomintra that Ganesh was the radical in the 
family. Is my opinion that every family should have a radical in it. " 

"Is just the beginning," Ganesh said. 
"Leela," Ramlogan said, with mock severity. "Girl, your husband 

come all the way from Fuente Grove and you ain't even ask him if he 
hungry or if he thirsty?" 

"I ain't hungry and I ain't thirsty," Ganesh said. 
Leela looked miserable. "All the rice finish, and the dal that remain 

over nor much really." 
"Open a tin of salmon," Ramlogan ordered. "And get some bread 

and butter and peppersauce and some avocado pears." And he went him
self ro look after the preparations, saying, "We have a author in the 
family, man, girl. Girl, we have a author in the family, man." 

They seated him at  the table which was again bare, without i ts  oil
cloth and vase and paper roses, and they fed him in enamel dishes. 
Ramlogan and Leela watched him eat, Ramlogan's gaze shifting from 
Ganesh's plate ro Ganesh's book. 

"Have some more salmon, sahib. I ain't a pauper yet that I can 't 
afford to feed the radical in the family. " 

"More water, man?" Leela asked. 
Chewing and swallowing almost continually, Ganesh found it hard 

to acknowledge Ramlogan's compliments. All he could do was swallow 
quickly and nod. 

Ramlogan at last turned the green cover of the book. 
"I really wish I was a proper reader, sahib," he said. Bur in his ex

citement he betrayed his literacy. "A Hundred and One Questions and Answers 
on the Hindu Religion, by Ganesh Ramsumair, B.A. It sound nice, man. Eh, 
Leela? Just hear it again." And he repeated the title, shaking his head 
and smiling until tears came to his eyes. 

Leela said, "Man, I tell you a long time now that you must stop going 
around calling yourself a B.A.

" 
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Ganesh chewed hard and swallowed with difficulty. He  looked up  
from his plate and addressed Ramlogan. "Is something me and Beharry 
was talking about only the other day. Is a thing I ain 't approve of, you 
know: this modern method of education. Everybody start thinking is the 
little piece of paper that matter. It ain 't that does make a man a B.A. Is 
how he does learn, how much he want to learn, and why he want to 
learn, is these things that does make a man a B.A. I real ly can't see how 
I isn 't a B.A.

" 

"You is a B.A., man, sahib. I like to see the man who go come and 
tell me to my face that you ain't a B.A." 

Ramlogan turned a few more pages and read aloud: "Question Num
ber Forty-Six. Who is the greatest modern Hindu? Leela, just let me hear 
you answer that one." 

"Let me see now. Is-is Mahatma Gandhi, eh?" 
"Right, girl. Fust class. Is the selfsame answer it have in the book. Is 

really a nice book, man, sahib. Full of nice little things to know." 
Ganesh, swallowing water from a brass jar that practically covered 

his face, gurgled. 
"Let we see now," Ramlogan continued. "Listen to this one, Leela. 

Question Number Forty-Seven. Who is the second greatest modern 
Hindu?" 

"I did know. But I forget now." 
Ramlogan was exultant. "Is the same thing I was saying. All sort of 

nice things in the book. The answer here is Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru."  
"Was that self I was going to  say." 
"Try this one. Question Number Forty-Eight. Who is the third great

est modern Hindu?" 
"Leave the book alone now, Pa. I go read it by myself." 
"You is a sensible girl. Is the sort of book, sahib, they should give 

to children in school and make them learn it off by heart." 
Ganesh swallowed. "And big people too." 
Ramlogan turned some more pages. Suddenly the smile went off his 

face. 
"Who is this Beharry you give the book to?" 
Ganesh saw trouble coming. "You know him, man. A thin little man 

break-up like match-stick who does get good hell from his wife. You did 
meet him that day you come to Fuente Grove." 

"He ain 't a educated man, not true? He does keep shop like me, not 
true?" 
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Ganesh laughed. "But he ain't no sort of shopkeeper at all . Is Beharry 
who start asking me question and give me the idea for the book." 

Ramlogan put 101 Questions and Answers on the Hindu Religion on the table, 
rose, and regarded Ganesh with sadness. "And you mean, sahib, you 
mean you give that man the book rather than give it to your own father
in-law, the man who help you burn your father and everything? Was the 
least you could do for me, sahib. Who start you off? Who give you the 
house in Fuente Grove? Who give you the money for the In
stitute?" 

"The next book go be yours. I done think of the dedication too." 
"Don't worry about dedication and edication. I did just hoping to see 

my name in your first book, that is all . I was right to hope for that, 
wasn't I, sahib? People now go look at the book and say, 'I wonder who 
daughter the author married. ' And the book go tell them?" 

"The next book is yours." Ganesh hurriedly polished his plate with 
his fingers. 

"Just answer me that, sahib. The book go tell them? You dragging 
my name in the mud, sahib." 

Ganesh went to gargle at the window. 
"Who it is who always standing up for you, sahib? When everybody 

laughing at you, who did protect you? Ah, sahib, you disappoint me. I 
give you my daughter, I give you my money, and you don't even want 
to give me your book." 

"Take it easy, Pa," Leela said. 
Ramlogan was crying openly. "How I go take it easy? Tel l me, how 

I go do that? It isn't as if a stranger do me something. No, no, Ganesh, 
today you really hurt me. You take up a big knife, you sharpen it, you 
hold it with your two hands and you push it right inside my heart. Leela, 
go bring the cutlass in the kitchen." 

"Pa!" Leela screamed. 
"Bring the cutlass, Leela," Ramlogan sobbed. 
"What you doing, Ramlogan?" Ganesh shouted. 
Leela, sobbing, brought the cutlass. 
Ramlogan took it and looked at it. "Take this cutlass, Ganesh. Come 

on, take it. Take it and finish off the job. Cut me up twenty-five times, 
and every time you chop me think is  your own soul you chopping up." 

Leela screamed again. "Pa, don't cry. Pa, don't talk so. Pa, don't 
behave so." 

"No, Ganesh, come, chop me up." 
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"Pa!" 
"Why I musn't cry, eh, girl? How? The man rob me and I ain't say 

nothing. He send you home and ain't write a line to ask, 'Dog, how you 
is?' or 'Cat, how you is?' And I ain't say nothing. Nothing, nothing, 
nothing! Is all I does get in this world. People go look at the book and 
say, 'Who daughter the author married?' And the book ain't going to tell 
them." 

Ganesh put away the cutlass under the table. "Ramlogan! Is only the 
beginning, Ramlogan. The next book--" 

"Don't talk to me. Don't speak to me. Don't say another word to 
me. You disappoint me. Take your wife. Take she and go home. Take 
she, go home, and never come back."  

"All right, if  i s  how you want to  behave. Leela, come, let we go. Go 
and pack your clothes. Ramlogan, I going from your house. Remember 
is you who drive me away. But still, look here. On the table. I leaving 
this book for you. I sign it. And the next one--" 

"Go," Ramlogan said. He sat down in the hammock, held his head 
in his hands and sobbed silently. 

Ganesh waited for Leela in the road. "Trader!" he muttered. "Damn 
low-caste trader!" 

When Leela came out with her small Anchor Cigarettes coupons
suitcase, Ganesh said, "How your father so much like a woman, eh?" 

"Man, don't start again so soon."  

Beharry and Suruj Mooma called that evening and as  soon as  Leela 
and Suruj Mooma saw each other they began crying. 

"He write the book," Suruj Mooma wailed. 
"I know, I know," Leela agreed, with a sharper wail, and Suruj 

Mooma embraced her. 
"Don't mind you educated. You must never leave him. I would never 

leave Suruj Poopa although I read up to Third Standard." 
"No! No!" 
When that was over they went to Beharry's shop and ate. Later, while 

the women washed up, Beharry and Ganesh discussed how the book 
could best be distributed. 

"Gimme some," Beharry said. "I go put them in the shop." 
"But Fuente Grove is a damn small place, man. Nobody does ever 

come here." 
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"If it ain't do good it ain't go do harm." 
"We have to paint some signs and send them to Rio Claro and 

Princes Town and San Fernando and Port of Spain." 
"Handbills?" 
"Nah. Is a book we talking about, not a theatre show. " 
Beharry smiled weakly. "Was just an idea. Really Suruj Mooma idea. 

But we must have a advertisement in the Sentinel. With a coupon to full 
up and cut out and send." 

"Like the American magazines. Is a good idea, that ." 
"Eh, is something that was worrying Suruj Mooma. You ask the 

printer to keep the print?" 
"Yes, man, I know about the business, you know." 
They grew so enthusiastic that Ganesh wondered whether he should

n't have printed two thousand copies of the book. Beharry said he visu
alised Trinidad storming Fuente Grove to get copies, and Ganesh agreed 
that the idea wasn 't far-fetched. They were so excited they fixed the price 
of the book at forty-eight cents, and not thirty-six, as they had planned 
in the beginning. 

"Clear three hundred dollars profit," Beharry said. 
"Don't use that word," Ganesh said, thinking of Ramlogan. 
Beharry brought out a heavy ledger from a shelf under the counter. 

"You go want this. Suruj Mooma make me buy it some years now, but 
I use only the first page. You go want it to show your expenses and your 
sale. " 

Soon the Tnnidad Sentznel carried a three-inch column advertisement 
for the book, with a coupon to fill in, and the coupon was full of dotted 
lines, as Ganesh had insisted. The Sentznel gave the booklet a three-inch 
review. 

Ganesh and Beharry warned and bribed the Post Office people; and 
waited to deal with the rush. 

After a week only one coupon was filled and sent. But the writer had 
attached a letter begging for a free copy. 

"Throw it away," Beharry said. 
"So Trinidad does behave," Ganesh said. 
Bookshops and even ordinary shops refused to handle the book. 

Some of them wanted a fifteen-cent commission on every copy and Ga
nesh couldn't agree to that. 
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"All they thinking about i s  money, money," he  told Beharry bitterly. 
A few hawkers in San Fernando agreed to display the book and 

Ganesh made many journeys to see how the sales were going. The news 
wasn't encouraging, and he walked a good deal about San Fernando with 
the book in his shirt pocket so that anyone could see the title; and when
ever he was on a bus or in a cafe he took out the book and read it with 
absorption, shaking his head and stroking his chin when he came across 
a question and answer with which he was particularly pleased. 

It made no difference. 
Leela was as distressed as he was. "Don't mind, man," she said. "You 

must remember that Trinidad just full of people l ike Soomintra ." 
Then The Great Belcher came to Fuente Grove and she brought a 

long thin boy with her. The boy wore a three-piece suit and a hat and 
stood in the yard in the shade of the mango tree while The Great Belcher 
explained. "I hear about the book," she said warmly, "and I get Bissoon 
to come. He have a hand for selling." 

"Only printed matter," Bissoon said, coming up the steps to the ver
anda. 

Ganesh saw that Bissoon wasn't a boy, but an elderly man; and he 
saw too that, although Bissoon wore a three-piece suit, a hat, collar and 
tie, he wore no shoes. 

"They does keep me back," he said. 
Bissoon was anxious to make it clear that, although he had taken a 

lot of trouble to come to Fuente Grove, he had not come as a suppliant. 
When he came into the drawing room he didn't take off his hat, and from 
time to time he rose from his chair and spat through the open window 
in a clean strong arc. He flung his feet over one arm of the chair and 
Ganesh watched his toes playing with each other, dropping a fine powder 
of dust onto the floor. 

The Great Belcher and Ganesh looked at Bissoon, ful l  of respect for 
his selling hand. 

Bissoon sucked his teeth loudly. "Lemmesee the book." He snapped 
his fingers. "The book, man." 

Ganesh said, "Yes, the book."  And shouted for Leela to bring the 
book from the bedroom where, for safety, all the copies were kept. 

"Bissoon, what you doing here?" 
For a moment Bissoon's composure broke up as he turned and saw 

Lee Ia. 
"Ah, is you. Leela. Ramlogan daughter. How your father, girl?" 
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"You do well to ask. Pa got you in mind, I could tell you. All those 
books you sell him he didn't want to buy." 

Bissoon was calm again. "Oh, yes. American books. Pretty books. 
Nice books. Salesmanship. Fastest-selling books I ever handle. Reason I 
sell them to your father. Last set he get. Lucky man, Ramlogan ."  

"I  ain't know about that. But you go be an unlucky man if you ever 
go back to Fourways, I could tel l you." 

"Leela," Ganesh said, "Bissoon come here to sell my book." 
The Great Belcher bel-ched and Bissoon said, "Yes, lemmesee the 

book. When you in the book business time don't wait for you, you 
know." 

Leela gave him the book, shrugged her shoulders and left. 
"Stupid man, Ramlogan," Bissoon said. 
"More a woman than a man," The Great Belcher said. 
"Materialist, " Ganesh said. 
Bissoon sucked his teeth again. "You got any water in this place. It 

making hot and I thirsty." 
"Yes, yes. We got water, Bissoon, man," Ganesh said eagerly, rising, 

and shouted to Leela to bring the water. 
Bissoon shouted, "And, eh, Ramlogan daughter, don't bring me any 

mosquitoey water, you hear. " 
"No mosquitoes here, man," Ganesh said. "Dryest place in Trinidad."  
Leela brought the water and Bissoon put down the book to  take the 

brass jar. Ganesh and The Great Belcher looked at him intently. Bissoon 
drank the water in the orthodox Hindu way, not letting the jar touch his 
lips, just pouring the water into his mouth; and Ganesh, sympathetic 
Hindu though he was, resented the imputation that his jars were dirty. 
Bissoon drank slowly, and Ganesh watched him drink. Then Bissoon 
delicately put down the jar on the floor and burped. He pulled out a si lk 
handkerchief from his coat-pocket, wiped his hands and his mouth, and 
dusted his coat. Then he took up the book again. 

"Ques-tion Num-ber One. What is Hin-du-ism? Answer: Hin-du-ism 
is the re-li-gion of the Hin-dus. Ques-tion Num-ber Two. Why am I a 
Hin-du? Answer: Be-cause my pa-rents and grand-pa-rents were Hin-dus. 
Ques-tion Num-ber Three--" 

"Stop reading it so! " Ganesh cried. "You breaking up the words and 
the sentences and you making the whole thing sound l ike hell . "  

Bissoon gave a decisive rub to his toes, got up, dusted his coat and 
trousers, and started towards the door. 
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The Great Belcher rose hurriedly, belching, and stopped Bissoon. 
"God, is this wind troubling me again. Bissoon, you mustn't go now. Is 
for a good cause we want you to sell the book."  

She took his arm and he  allowed himself to  be led back to  his chair. 
"Is a holy book, man," Ganesh apologised. 
"Sort of kyatechism," Bissoon said. 
"Just what it is ." Ganesh smiled appeasingly. 
"Hard book to sell, kyatechisms." 
"Nah!" The Great Belcher blended a belch into the word. 
"Look, is experience I have in this business, you know." Bissoon's 

feet were draped again over the arm of his chair, and his toes were again 
playing with each other. "All my life, ever since I leave the grass-cutting 
gang, I in the book business. Now I could just look at a book and tel l 
you how hard or how easy it is to sell. I start off as a l ittle boy, you 
know. Start off with theatre handbi lls. Had to give them away. I give 
away more theatre handbills than any other body in Trinidad. Then, I 
move up to San Fernando, selling kyalendars, then--" 

"These books is different books," Ganesh said. 
Bissoon picked up the book from the floor and looked through it. "You 

right. Handle poetry-it go surprise you how much people in Trinidad 
does write poetry-and I handle essays and thing, but I never handle a 
kyatechism before. Still, is experience. Gimme nine cents commission. 
Remember, if any sort of printed matter could sell in Trinidad, Bissoon 
is the man to sell it. Gimme thirty of your kyatechisms to start off with. 
Mark you, I warning you now that I don't think they go sell ." 

When Bissoon had left, The Great Belcher said, "He have a hand. He 
go sell the books." 

And even Leela was cheerful. "Is a sign. Is the first sign I ever believe 
in. Is Bissoon who sell those books to Pa. Is those books that put the 
idea of authoring in your head. And is Bissoon who selling them for you. 
Is a sign." 

"Is more than a sign," Ganesh said. "Anybody who could sell a book 
to your father could sell milk to a cow." 

But secretly he too believed it was a good sign. 

Beharry and Suruj Mooma could not hide their disappointment at the 
poor reception of the book. 

"Don't let them worry you," Suruj Mooma said. "Is just jealous they 



The First Book 

jealous in Trinidad. I still think is a good book. Already it have some 
question and answer Suruj know off by heart ." 

"It have a lot in what Suruj Mooma say," Beharry said judiciously. 
"But I feel the real trouble is that Trinidad just ain't ready for that sort 
of book. They ain't educated enough."  

"Hah!" And Ganesh gave a short dry laugh. "They want a book that 
look big. Once it look big they think it good." 

"Perhaps they want more than a booklet," Beharry ventured. 
"Look," Ganesh said sharply. "Is a damn good hook, you hear. " 
Beharry, growing bolder, nibbled energetically. "I don't think you 

really go deep enough."  
"You think I should throw out another one at they head?" 
"Companion volume," Beharry said. 
Ganesh was silent for a while. «More Questions and Answers on the 

Hindu Religion," he dreamed aloud. 
"More Questions and Answers," Beharry said, "Companion Volume to r o r  

Questions and Answers. " 
"You make it sound good, man, Beharry." 
"Well, write it, man. Write it." 

Before Ganesh even began thinking constructively about the com
panion volume Bissoon returned with bad news. He gave it with respect 
and sympathy. He took off his hat when he came into the house, didn't 
fl ing his feet over the arm of the chair, and when he wanted water he said, 
" Tonnerre/ But it hot today. You think you could give me just a little sip 
of water?" 

"I is not like some people who does go round boasting that they 
right, " he said, after he had drunk. "Nah, I is not that sort of man. I 
know I did tell you, but I not going to even talk about it now. Wasn 't 
your fault that you didn't know. You ain't have my experience in the 
business, that is all ."  

"You ain't sell none a t  all?" 
"Sell ten, and all the people I sell it to going to behave like your wife 

father when they get to find out. Had to sell it to them as a sort of charm. 
Pappa, that cost me a lot of work." 

"Ninety cent commission you have to get, then." 
"Don't bother. You keep that for the next one you write. Anything 

in the way of printed matter, if it can sell, Bissoon is the man to sell it . " 
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"Can't understand it, Bissoon." 
"Is easy. You a little too early. You see, is  the sort of book you go 

have hell even giving away because people go think you want to work 
some sort of magic on them. Still, you mustn't give up." 

"Damn funny sort of sign!"  
Bissoon looked up  bewildered. 

In spite of everything Ganesh still felt that something might be made 
of the book. He sent signed copies to the heads of all the Governments 
he could think of, and when Beharry found that Ganesh was sending 
them free, he was annoyed. 

"I is a independent man," he said. "And I don't hold with that sort of 
curry-favouring. If the King want to read the book, he got to pay for it. " 

This didn't stop Ganesh sending a copy to Mahatma Gandhi, and 
doubtless it  was only the outbreak of the war that prevented an acknowl
edgment. 
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Many years after the event, Ganesh wrote in The Years ofGuzlt: "Every
thing happens for the best. If, for instance, my first volume had been a 
success, it is l ikely that I would have become a mere theologian, writing 
endless glosses on the Hindu scriptures. As it was, I found my true path. " 

In fact, when the war began, his path was none too clear. 
"Is a hell of a thing," he told Beharry. "I feel I make for something 

big, yet I can 't see what it is." 
"Is just why you going to do something big. I still believe in you, 

and Suruj Mooma still bel ieve in you." 
They followed the war news with interest and discussed i t  every 

Sunday. Beharry got hold of a war map of Europe and stuck red pins on 
it. He talked a lot about strategy and ta'tics, and this gave Ganesh the 
idea of publishing monthly surveys of the progress of the war, "as a sort 
of history book for later on." The idea excited him for a little, then lin
gered and died at the back of his mind. 

"I wish Hitler would come over and start bombing up Trinidad," he 
exclaimed one Sunday. 

Beharry nibbled, eager for argument. "Why, man?" 
"Bomb everything to hell. Then it going to have no more worries 

about massaging people and writing books and all that sort of nonsense." 
"But you forgetting that we is just a tiny little dot on some maps. If 

you ask me, I think Hitler ain't even know it have a place called Trinidad 
and that it have people like you and me and Suruj Mooma living on it ." 

! 'Nah," Ganesh insisted. " It have oil here and the Germans thirsty for 
oil. If you don't look out, Hitler come here first ." 

"Don't let Suruj Mooma hear you. She cousin join the Volunteers. 
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The dentist fellow I did tell you about. Dentistry stop paying, so  he  join 
up. He tell Suruj Mooma is a nice, easy work." 

"Suruj Mooma cousin have a eye for that sort of thing." 
"But what if the Germans land here tomorrow?" 
"The only thing I sure about is that Suruj Mooma cousin go start 

breaking all sort of world record for running." 
"No, man. If the Germans come, what we going to use for money? 

What about my shop? And the court-house? Is things like that does worry 
me." 

So, discussing the implications of the war, they began to discuss war 
in general. Beharry was full of quotations from the Gita, and Ganesh read 
again, with fuller appreciation, the dialogue between Arjuna and Krishna 
on the field of battle. 

It gave a new direction to his reading. Forgetting the war, he became 
a great Indologist and bought all the books on Hindu philosophy he could 
get in San Fernando. He read them, marked them, and on Sunday after
noons made notes. At the same time he developed a taste for practical 
psychology and read many books on The Art of Getting On. But India 
was his great love. It became his habit, on examining a new book, to 
look first at the iudex to see whether there were any references to India 
or Hinduism. If the references were complimentary he bought the book. 
Soon he owned a curious selection. 

"Is a lot of book you getting, you know, Ganesh," Beharry said. 
"I was thinking. Suppose you didn't know about me and you was 

just driving through Fuente Grove in your Lincoln Zephyr. You think 
you would guess that my house just ful l  up with a hundred and one sort 
of book?" 

"Wouldn't guess," said Be harry. 
Leela's pride in Ganesh 's books was balanced by her worry about 

money. "Man, all this book-buying go do," she said, "but it  not going to 
pay. You got to start thinking of making some money now." 

"Look, girl. I have enough worries and I don't want you to make my 
head any hotter, you hear. " 

Then two things happened almost at the same time, and his fortunes 
were changed for ever. 

The Great Belcher, continually on circuit, called one day. 
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"Is a blow, Ganesh," she began. "A big big blow. You can't trust 
nobody these days." 

Ganesh respected his aunt's sense of the dramatic. " What happen now 
so, then?" 

"King George do me a nasty trick." 
Ganesh showed his interest. She paused to belch and call for water. 

Leela brought it and she drank. "A nasty nasty trick." 
" What she do so?" 
She belched again. "Wait, you go hear." She rubbed her breasts. 

"God, this wind! King George leave me. She pick up a married man near 
Arouca. Is a blow, Ganesh." 

"Oh God!" Ganesh sympathised. "You telling me is a blow. But you 
mustn't worry. You go get somebody else. " 

"She was nobody at all when I pick she up. All the clothes she had 
she had on she back. I buy she clothes. I take she round, show she to 
people. I get the Bombays to make she nice jewellery from my own 
gold."  

"Is  l ike what I do for this husband that God give me," Leela said. 
The Great Belcher immediately laid her sorrow aside. "Yes, Leela? I 

hearing right? Is how you does always talk about your husband, girl?" 
She nodded slowly up and down and put her right palm to her j aw as 
though she had tooth-ache. 

"It shock me to hear about King George," Ganesh said, trying to make 
peace. 

Leela became shril l .  "Eh, eh, I have a husband who lose all sensa 
values and dragging my name in the mud, and still you don't want me 
to complain?" 

Ganesh stood between the women, but The Great Belcher moved him 
aside. "No, gimme a chance, boy. I want to hear this thing out to the 
end." She sounded more hurt than annoyed. "But Leela, who you is to 
ask your husband what he doing or what he ain't doing? Oho! This is 
the thing they call ed-u-ca-tion?" 

"What wrong with education? I educated, is true, but I don't see why 
that should make everybody think they could insult me as they well 
want." 

Ganesh laughed unhappily. "Leela is a good girl . She don't mean 
anything, really. " 

The Great Belcher turned on him sharply. "What she say is the gas-
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pel truth, though. Everybody in  Trinidad have the idea that you just 
sitting down here, scratching. Scratching not l ike hoeing, you know. It 
don't grow food." 

"I ain't scratching, man. I reading and I writing." 
"Is your story. I did come to let you know about King George, seeing 

as she did help you out so much at your wedding, but I really want to 
tell you, boy, that you have me worried. What you going to do about 
the future?" 

Through her sobs Leela said, "I does keep on telling him that he 
could become a pundit. He know a lot more than most of the other 
pundits in Trinidad ."  

The Great Belcher belched. "Is  exactly what I come to tell h im today. 
But Ganesh make to be a lot more than a ordinary pundit. If he is a 
Hindu he must realise by now that he have to use his learning to help 
out other people. " 

"What else you think I doing?" Ganesh asked petulantly. " I  sit down 
and spend my good good time writing a whole big book. Wasn't for my 
benefit, you know." 

"Man," Leela pleaded, "don't start behaving so .  Listen to what she 
have to tell you ."  

The Great Belcher went on  unperturbed. "It have a long time now I 
studying you, Ganesh. You have the Power all right." 

It was the sort of statement he had grown to expect from The Great 
Belcher. "What Power?" 

"To cure people. Cure the mind, cure the soul-chut! Man, you mak
ing me confuse, and you well know what I mean." 

Ganesh said acidly, "You want me to start curing people soul when 
you see me catching good hell to cure their toenail ! "  

Lee I a  coaxed, "Man, the least you could do for me i s  to give i t  a try." 
"She right, you know, Ganesh. Is the sort of Power you don't even 

know you have until you start using it. " 
"All right, then. I have this great Power. How I go start using it? 

What I go tell people? 'Your soul a little run down today. Here, take this 
prayer three times a day before meals. ' "  

The Great Belcher clapped her hands. "Is exactly what I mean." 
"You see, man. I did tell you you only had to l isten a little bit ." 
The Great Belcher went on, "Is the sort of thing your uncle, poor 

man, used to do until he dead." Leela's face grew sad again at the men
tion of the dead, but The Great Belcher snubbed her by refusing to cry. 
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"Ganesh, you have the Power. I could see it in your hands, your eyes, 
in the shape of your head. Just like your uncle, God bless him. He woulda 
be a great man today, if only he did live." 

Ganesh was interested now. "But how and where I go start, man?" 
"I go send you all your uncle old books. They have all the prayers 

and everything in it, and a lot more besides. Isn't really the prayers that 
important, but the other things. Oh, Ganeshwa, boy, I too too glad 
now." In her relief she began to cry. "I carrying around these books like 
a weight on my chest, looking for the proper person to give them to, and 
you is the man." 

Ganesh smiled. "How you know that?" 
"Why else you think God make you live the sort of l ife you been 

living? Why else you think you been spending all these years doing 
nothing but reading and writing?" 

"Yes, is true," Ganesh said. "I did always feel I had something big 
to do." 

Then all three of them cried a little, Leela prepared a meal, they ate, 
and The Great Belcher took up her sorrow where she had left it. As she 
made ready to leave she began belching and rubbing her breasts and 
moaning, "Is a blow, Ganesh. King George do me a nasty trick. Ohh! 
Ohh! Ganesh, Ganesh, is a blow." And wailing, she left. 

A fortnight later she brought a parcel wrapped in red cotton spattered 
with sandalwood paste and handed it over to Ganesh with appropriate 
ceremony. When Ganesh untied the parcel he saw books of many sizes 
and many types. All were in manuscript, some in Sanskrit, some in Hindi; 
some were of paper, some of palm strips. The palm strips bound together 
looked l ike folded fans. 

Ganesh warned Leela off. "Don't touch these books, girl, or I don 't 
know what going to happen to you."  

Leela understood and opened her eyes wide. 

And at about the same time Ganesh discovered the Hollywood Hin
dus. The Hollywood Hindus are Hindus who live in or near Hollywood. 
They are holy, cultivated men who issue frequent bulletins about the state 
of their soul, the complexities and variations of which are endless and 
always worth description. 

Ganesh was a little annoyed. "You think I could do this sort of thing 
in Trinidad and get away with it?" he asked Beharry. 
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"I suppose, i f  you really know, you only jealous them." 
"Man, I could write a book like that every day if  I put my mind to 

"Ganesh, you is a big man now. The time come when you must 
forget other people and think about yourself." 

So he tried to forget the Hollywood Hindus and set about "preparing 
himself," as he said. The process, it soon became clear, was going to take 
time. 

Leela began to complain again. "Man, nobody seeing you go think 
that it have a war going on and that everywhere people making money. 
The Americans come to Trinidad now and they giving away work, with 
all sort of big pay." 

"Don't approve of war," Ganesh said. 

It was during this period of preparation that my mother took me to 
see Ganesh. I never knew how she got to know about him; but my 
mother was a sociable woman and I believe that she must have met The 
Great Belcher at some wedding or funeral. And, as I said at the beginning, 
if I had been more acute I would have paid more attention to the Hindi 
phrases Ganesh muttered over me while he thumped my foot about. 

Thinking now about that visit I made to Ganesh as a boy, I am struck 
only by my egotism. It never crossed my mind then that the people I 
saw casually all around me had their own very important lives; that, for 
instance, I was as unimportant to Ganesh as he was amusing-and puz
zling-to me. Yet when Ganesh published his autobiography, The Years 
of Gwlt, I read it half hoping to find some reference to myself. Of course, 
there was none. 

Ganesh devotes quite a third of The Years oJGuzlt to the comparatively 
short period of his preparation, and it is perhaps the most rewarding thing 
in the book. The anonymous critic of Letras (Nicaragua) wrote: "The 
section contains l ittle of what is popularly conceived of as autobiography. 
What we get instead is a sort of spiritual thriller, handled with a tech
nique which would not have disgraced the creator of Sherlock Holmes. 
All the facts are stated, the most important spiritual clues are widely and 
obviously laid, but the reader keeps guessing the outcome till the last 
revelation when it is clear that the outcome could only have been what 
it in fact was ." 

Ganesh was undoubtedly inspired by the Hollywood Hindus but what 
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he says owes nothing to them. It was quite a new thing when Ganesh 
said it, bur the path that he followed has been trodden so often since that 
it has become a rut; and there is little point in going over it here. 

Presently The Grear Belcher came again. She appeared to have re
covered from the defection of King George and she told Ganesh almost 
as soon as she saw him, "I want to talk to you in private now, to see 
how well you study your uncle books." 

After the examination she said she was satisfied. "It just have one 
thing you must remember all the time. Is something your uncle use to 
say. If you want to cure people, you must believe them, and they must 
know that you believe them. But first, people must get to know about 
you. " 

"Loudspeaker van in San Fernando and Princes Town?" Ganesh 
suggested. 

"Nah, they might mistake it for the Borough Council elections. Why 
you don't get some leaflets print and get Bissoon to give them out for 
you? He have a lot of experience and he wouldn't go giving them away 
to any- and everybody." 

Leela said, "I wouldn't let Bissoon touch a thing in this house. The 
man is a blight." 

"Is strange," Ganesh said. "Last time he was a sign. Today he is a 
blight. Don't worry with Leela. I go get Basdeo to print some leaflets and 
Bissoon to give them away." 

Basdeo was a little plumper when Ganesh went to see him about the 
folders-that was how, on Beharry's advice, he had begun to call the 
leaflets-and the first thing he said to Ganesh was, "You still want me to 
keep the type for your first book?" 

Ganesh didn't reply. 
"You does give me a strange feeling," Basdeo said, scratching his 

neck below the collar. "Something tell me nor to break up the type and 
I keeping it. Yes, you does give me a strange feeling." 

Still Ganesh didn't speak, and Basdeo became gayer. "I have some 
news. You know so much wedding invitation I keep on printing and 
nobody at all invite me to a wedding. And, mark you, I does beat a damn 
good drum. So I think I would invite myself to a wedding. So I get 
married." 

Ganesh congratulated him and then coldly outlined his request for an 
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i l lustrated folder-the illustration was h i s  photograph-and when Basdeo 
read the copy, which was all about Ganesh's spiritual qualifications, he 
shook his head and said, "Tell me, man, but tell me, how people does 
get so crazy in a small small place l ike Trinidad?" 

And after all this, Bissoon refused to handle the folders, and made a 
long speech about it. 

"Can't handle that sort of printed matter. I is a seller, not a give
awayer. Look, I go tell you. I start as a little boy in this business, giving 
away theatre handbills. Then I move up to San Fernando, selling kya
lendars. Is not that I have anything against you or your wife. But is my 
reputation I got to be careful about. In the book business you got to be 
carefu l  about your reputation." 

Leela was more displeased than Ganesh. "You see what I say? The 
man blight. Giving we all that amount of big talk. Is the trouble with 
Indians in Trinidad. They does get conceited too quickly, you hear. " 

The Great Belcher looked on the bright side. "Bissoon ain't what he 
used to be. He losing his hand, ever since his wife run away. She run 
away with Jhagru, the Siparia barber, some five six months, I think. And 
Jhagru is a married man, with six children! Bissoon shoot off a lot of big 
talk then about killing Jhagru, but he ain't do nothing. He just start drink
ing. Too besides, Ganesh, you is a modern educated man and I think you 
should do things in a modern way. Put a advertisement in the papers, 
man." 

"Coupon to full up?" Ganesh asked. 
"If you want, but you must put a picture of yourself. Same picture 

you put in your book."  
" Is  just like I say in the beginning," Leela said. "Advertisement in  

the papers i s  the best thing. You wouldn't waste any of the folders i f  you 
do that." 

Beharry and Ganesh worked on the copy and they produced that 
challenging advertisement which was to be so famous later on: WHO IS 

THIS GANESH? The "this" was Beharry's idea. 
There was one other thing. Ganesh was not happy to be called simply 

a pundit. He felt he was more than that and he felt that he was entitled 
to a weightier word. So, remembering the Hollywood Hindus, he nailed 
a signboard on the mango tree: GAJ\'ESH, Mystic. 

"Is nice," Beharry said, looking at it closely and nibbling, while he 
rubbed his bel ly under his vest. "Is very nice, but you think people go 
believe you is a mystic?" 
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"But the advertisement in the papers--" 
"That was two weeks back. People forget that long time. If you want 

people to believe you, you must start a advertising campaign. Yes, ad-
. . . " vert1smg campa1gn. 
"So they won't believe, eh? All right, let we see how much they won't 

believe. " 
He built a small shed in his front yard, thatched it with carat palm, 

which he had to get all the way from Debe, and put up some stands in 
it. On these stands he displayed about three hundred of his books, includ
ing the Questions and Answers. Leela put out the books in the mornings 
and brought them in at night. 

"Won't believe! " Ganesh said. 
Then he waited for clients, as he called them. 
Suruj Mooma told Leela, "I  feel sorry for you, Leela, girl. Ganesh 

gone mad this time." 
"Well, is his books, and I don't see why he shouldn't let people see 

them. Other people does drive about in their big car to show it off. " 
"I so glad Suruj Poopa is not a big reader. I so glad nobody bother 

to educate me after Third Standard." 
Be harry shook his head. "Yes, man. This education and reading is a 

dangerous thing. Is one of the very first things I tell Ganesh."  
Ganesh waited for a month. No clients came. 
"Is another twenty dollars you throw away on that advertisement," 

Leela moaned. "And that sign and those books. You make me the laugh
ing-stock in Fuente Grove." 

"Well, girl, is only the country district here, and if plenty people ain't 
see, plenty people ain't here to laugh. Personally, I feel we want another 
advertisement in the papers. Proper advertising campaign." 

Leela began to sob. "No, man. Why you don't give up and take a 
work? Look at Suruj Mooma cousin, look at Sookram. The boy give up 
dentistry and Sookram give up massaging and take a work l ike a brave 
man. Suruj Mooma tell me that Sookram getting more than thirty dollars 
a week from the Americans. Man, for my sake, why you don't make up 
a brave mind and take a work?" 

"You looking at this thing from the wrong point of view. Your sci
ence of thought tell you that the war going to last for ever? And what 
go happen to Sookram and the other massagers when the Americans 
leave Trinidad?" 

Leela still sobbed. 
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Ganesh forced a smile and became coaxing. "Look, Lee I a  girl, we go 
pur another advertisement in the papers, and we go have my picture and 
we go have your picture. Side by side. Husband and wife. Who is this 
Ganesh? Who is this Leela?" 

She stopped crying and her face brightened for a moment, but then 
she began to cry in earnest. 

"God, woman! If man did listen to woman all the time, nothing at all 
woulda happen in this world. Beharry was right. A woman does keep a 
man back. All right, all right, leave me and run back to your father. Think 
I care?" 

And he stuck his hands in his pockets and went to see Beharry. 
"No luck?" Beharry queried, nibbling. 
"Why you have this thing about asking damn fool questions, eh? But 

don't think I worried. What is for me I will get." 
Beharry put his hand under his vest. It was a warning, as Ganesh 

knew now, that Beharry was going to give advice. "I think you make a 
big big mistake in not writing the companion volume. That's where you 
go wrong." 

"Look, Beharry. It have a damn long time now you judging me like 
some blasted magistrate, and telling me where I go wrong. I read a lot 
of psychology book about people like you, you know. And what those 
book have to say about you ain't nice, I can tell you ."  

"Is  only for you I worried." Beharry pulled away h is  hand from his 
vest. 

Suruj Mooma came into the shop. "Ah, Ganesh. How?" 
"How 'how'?" Ganesh snapped. "You can't see?" 
Beharry said, "Is a suggestion I have to make to you ."  
"All right, I l istening. But I ain't responsible for what I do when I 

finish listening." 
"Is really Suruj Mooma idea." 
"Oh." 
"Yes, Ganesh. Me and Suruj Poopa been thinking a lot about you. 

We thinking that you must stop wearing trousers and a shirt ." 
"It  don't suit a mystic," Beharry said. 
"You must wear proper dhoti and koortah. I was talking only last 

night to Leela about it when she come here to buy cooking-oil. She think 
is a good idea too." 

Ganesh 's annoyance began to melt. "Yes, is a idea. You feel it go 
bring me luck?" 
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"Is what Suruj Mooma say." 
Next morning Ganesh involved his legs in a dhoti and called Leela to 

help him tie the turban. 
"Is a nice one," she said. 
"One of my father old ones. Make me feel funny wearing it. " 
"Something telling me it go bring you luck." 
"You really think so?" Ganesh cried, and almost kissed her. 
She pulled away. "Look what you doing, man." 
Then Ganesh, a strange and striking figure in white, went to the shop. 
"You look like a real maharaj," Suruj Mooma said. 
"Yes, he look nice," said Beharry. "It make me wonder why more 

Indians don't keep on wearing their own dress." 
Suruj Mooma warned, "You better not start, you hear. Your legs thin 

enough already and they look funny even in trousers." 
"It look good, eh?" Ganesh smiled. 
Beharry said, "Nobody would believe now that you did go to the 

Christian college in Port of Spain. Man, you look l ike a pukka brahmin." 
"Well, I have a feeling. I feel my luck change as from today." 
A child began crying inside. "My luck don't change," Suruj Mooma 

said. "If it ain't Suruj Poopa, is the children. Look at my hands, Ganesh. 
You see how smooth they is. They can't even leave finger-prints now." 

Suruj came into the shop. "The baby crying, Ma." 
Suruj Mooma left and Beharry and Ganesh began a discussion about 

dress through the ages. Beharry was putting forward a daring view that 
dress wasn't necessary at all in a hot place l ike Trinidad when he broke 
off suddenly and said, "Listen." 

Above the rustle of the wind through the sugar-cane came the rattle 
of a motor car bumping along the lumpy road. 

Ganesh was excited. "Is somebody coming to see me." Then he be
came very calm. 

A light-green 1 9 3  7 Chevrolet stopped in front of the shop. There was a 
woman at the back and she was trying to shout above the beat of the 
engine. 

Ganesh said, "Go and talk to she, Beharry." 
The engine was turned off before Beharry could get down the shop 

steps. The woman said, "Who is this Ganesh?" 
"This is this Ganesh," Beharry said. 
And Ganesh stood, dignified and unsmiling, in the centre of the shop 

doorway. 

9 5 



T H E  M Y S T I C  M A S S E U R  

The woman looked a t  him carefully. "I driving all from Port of  Spain 
to see you." 

Ganesh walked slowly towards the car. "Good morning," he said, but 
in his determination to be correct he was a little too curt and the woman 
was discomfited. 

"Good morning." She had to fumble for the words. 
Speaking slowly, because he wanted to speak properly, Ganesh said, 

"I do not live here and I cannot talk to you here. I live down the road." 
"Hop in the car," the taxi-driver said. 
"I prefer to walk." 
It was a strain for him to talk correctly and the woman noted with 

obvious satisfaction that he was moving his lips silently before every 
sentence, as though he were mumbling a prayer. 

Her satisfaction turned to respect when the car stopped outside 
Ganesh's house and she saw the GANESH, Mystic sign on the mango tree 
and the book-display in the shed. 

"Is books you selling on the side, or what?" the taxi-driver asked. 
The woman looked sideways at him and nodded towards the sign. 

She began to say something when the taxi-driver, for no apparent reason, 
blew his horn and drowned her words. 

Leela came running out, but with a glance Ganesh told her to keep 
out of the way. To the woman he said, "Come into the study." 

The word had the desired effect. 
"But take off your shoes here in the verandah first." 
Respect turned to awe. And when the woman brushed through the 

Nottingham lace curtains into the study and saw all the books, she looked 
abject. 

"My only vice," Ganesh said. 
The woman just stared. 
"I don't smoke. I don't drink." 
She sat awkwardly on a blanket on the floor. "Is a matter of life and 

death, mister, so whatever I say you mustn't laugh." 
Ganesh looked straight at  her. "I never laugh. I listen." 
"Is about my son. A cloud following him." 
Ganesh didn't laugh. "What sort of cloud?" 
"A black cloud. And every day it getting nearer. The cloud even 

talking to the boy now. The day the cloud reach him the boy go dead. 
I try everything. The real doctors and them want to put the boy in 
the mad-house in St. Ann's, but you know that once they put anybody 
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there they does get mad for true. So what I do? I take him to the 
priest. The priest say the boy possess, and paying for his sins. It have 
a long time now I see your advertisement, but I didn't know what you 
could do." 

As she spoke Ganesh scribbled in one of his note-books. He had 
written, Black boy under a black cloud; and he had drawn a great black 
cloud. "You mustn't worry. Lots of people see clouds. How long your 
son has been seeing the cloud?" 

"Well, to tell you the truth, the whole bacchanal begin not long after 
his brother dead." 

Ganesh added to the black cloud in his note-book and said, "Hmmh!"  
Then he  chanted a short Hindi hymn, snapped his note-book shut and 
threw his pencil down. "Bring the boy tomorrow. And don't worry about 
priests. Tell me, you see the cloud?" 

The woman looked distressed. "No. That is the thing. None of we 
ain't see the cloud, apart from the boy." 

"Well, don't worry. Things would be bad if you really did see the 
cloud. " 

He led her to the taxi. The taxi-driver was sleeping with the Tnnidad 
Senttnel over his face. He was awakened, and Ganesh watched the car 
drive away. 

"I did feel this coming, man," Leela said. "I did tell you that your 
luck change." 

"We don 't know what going to happen yet, girl. Give me a chance 
to think this thing out. " 

He remained a long time in the study consulting his uncle's books. 
His ideas were slowly beginning to form, when Beharry came in a 
temper. 

"Ganesh, how you so ungrateful?" 
"What happening now?" 
Beharry looked helpless in his anger. He nibbled so furiously that for 

a while he couldn't speak. When he could, he stammered. "Don't tell me 
you don't know. Why you couldn't walk up to the shop to tell me what 
happen, eh? For a hundred and one weeks you coming up all the time, 
but today you prefer to make me leave my shop, leave only l ittle Suruj 
in charge, and come to see you." 

"But I was going to come later, man." 
"Tell me, what go happen if somebody come to the shop and beat 

up little Suruj and Suruj Mooma and thief everything?" 
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"Was going to  come, Beharry. Only thing I was doing a little think
ing first." 

"No, you wasn't. You just getting conceited now, that is all . Is the 
trouble with Indians all over the world." 

"But this new thing I handling is something really big." 
"You sure you could handle it? But look, you see how stupid I is, 

still letting myself be interested in your affairs! You could handle it?" 
"God will give me a little help." 
"All right, all right. Give me all this flashy talk. But don't come round 

begging me for anything, you hear." 
And Beharry left. 
Ganesh read and thought deeply all that day and most of the night. 
"I don't know why for you wasting all this time on one little black 

boy," Leela said. "Anybody would think you was a schoolchild doing 
homework." 

When Ganesh saw the boy next morning he felt he had never seen 
anyone so tormented. It was torment heightened by a deep sense of 
helplessness. Though the boy was thin now and his arms looked bony 
and brittle, it was clear that he had once been strong and healthy. His 
eyes were dead, lack-lustre. In them you could see not the passing shock 
of momentary fear, but fear as a permanent state, fear so strong that it 
had ceased to thrill. 

The first thing Ganesh said to the boy was, "Look, son, you mustn't 
worry. I want you to know that I can help you. You believe I can help 
you?" 

The boy didn't move but it seemed to Ganesh that he had recoiled a 
little. "How I know that you not laughing at me, just as everybody else 
laughing at the back of their mind?" 

"You see me laughing? I believe in you, but you must believe in me 
too." 

The boy looked down at  Ganesh's feet. "Something tel l me you is  a 
good man and I believe in you." 

Ganesh asked the boy's mother to leave the room and when she left 
he asked, "You see the cloud now?" 

The boy looked Ganesh in the face for the first time. "Yes." The 
voice was part whisper, part scream. "It here now and the hands it reach
ing out getting longer and longer. " 
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"Oh, God!" Ganesh gave a sudden shriek. "I see it now too. Oh, 
God!" 

"You see it? You see it?" The boy put his arms around Ganes h. "You 
see how it chasing me? You see the hands it have? You hear what it 
saying?" 

"You and me is one," Ganesh said, still a little breathlessly, breaking 
into pure dialect. "God! Hear my heart beating. Only you and me see it 
because you and me is one. But, l isten to something I going to tell you. 
You fraid the cloud, but the cloud fraid me. Man, I been beating clouds 
like he for years and years. And so long as you with me, it not going to 
harm you." 

The boy's eyes filled with tears and he tightened his embrace on 
Ganesh. "I know you is a good man."  

"It just can't touch you with me  around. I have powers over these 
things, you know. Look round at all these books in this room, and look 
at all those writings on the wall and all the pictures and everything. These 
things help me get the power I have and cloud fraid these things. So 
don't frighten. And now tell me how it happen." 

"Tomorrow is the day." 
"What day?" 
"It coming to get me tomorrow."  
"Don't talk stupidness. I t  coming tomorrow all right, but how it could 

take you away if you with me?" 
"It saying so for a year." 
"What, you seeing it for a whole year?" 
"And it getting bigger all the time." 
"Now, look, man. We must stop talking about it  as though we fraid 

it. These things know when you fraid them, you know, and then they 
does behave like real bad-johns. How you getting on at school?" 

"I stop." 
"What about your brothers and sisters?" 
"I ain 't have no sisters." 
"And your brothers?" 
The boy broke into a loud cry. "My brother dead. Last year. I didn't 

want him to dead. I never want Adolphus to dead." 
"Eh, eh, but who saying you want him to dead?" 
"Everybody. But it  ain't true." 
"He dead last year?" 
"Tomorrow go make one year exact. " 
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"Tell me how he  dead." 
"A truck knock him down. Ram him against a wall, break him up and 

mash him up. But he was trying to get away even then. He try to pull 
hisself away and all he could do was take his foot out of the shoe, the 
left foot. He didn't want to dead either. And the ice only melting in the 
hot sun and running down on the pavement next to the blood."  

"You see this?" 
"I didn't see it happen. But it was really me that shoulda go to buy 

the ice, not he. Ma ask me to go and buy some ice for the grapefruit juice 
and I ask my brother to go instead and he go and this thing happen to 
him. The priest and everybody else say was my fault and I have to pay 
for my sins ." 

"What sort of damn fool tell you that? Well, anyway, you mustn't 
talk about it now. Remember, you wasn't responsible. Wasn't your fault. 
Is clear as anything to me that you didn't want your brother to dead. As 
for this cloud, we go fix him tomorrow self, when he get so close to you 
I could reach him and settle him." 

"You know, Mr. Ganesh, I think he getting fraid of you now." 
"Tomorrow we go make him run, you watch and see. You want to 

sleep here tonight?" 
The boy smiled and looked a little perplexed. 
"All right. Go home. Tomorrow we go settle this Mister Cloud. What 

time you say he was coming to get you?" 
"I didn't tell you. Two o'clock."  
"By five-past two you go be the happiest boy in the world, believe 

me." 
On the verandah the boy's mother and the taxi-driver sat silently, the 

taxi-driver on the floor with his feet on the step. 
"The boy go be all right," Ganesh said. 
The taxi-driver rose, dusting the seat of his trousers, and spat into 

the yard, just missing the display of Ganesh's books. The boy's mother 
also rose and put her arm around her son's shoulders. She looked without 
expression at Ganesh . 

After they had gone away Leela said, "Man, I hope you could help 
the lady out. I feel too sorry for she. She just sit down quiet all the time, 
not saying anything, she face small with sadness." 

"Girl, this is the most important case anybody ever handle in the 
world. I know that that boy going to dead tomorrow unless I do some
thing for him. It give you a funny feeling, you know. Is l ike watching a 
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theatre show and then finding out afterwards that they was really kil l ing 
people on the stage." 

"I was thinking, man. I didn't l ike the taxi-driver. He come here, he 
see all the books, he never mention them once. He ask for water and for 
this and that and he ain't even say, 'Thank you. '  And he making a pile 
of money bringing these poor people here every day." 

"Girl, but why you have to be like your father for? Why you have 
to try to take my mind off what I doing? You want me to start driving 
taxi now?" 

"I was just thinking. " 
When he had washed his hands after eating, Ganesh said, "Leela, 

take out my clothes-the English clothes." 
"Where you going?" 
"It have a man I want to see in the Oilfields." 
"What for, man?" 
" Tonnerrel But you full of questions today. You and Beharry is one." 
She asked no more questions and did as she was told. Ganesh 

changed from dhoti and koortah to trousers and shirt. Before he left he 
said, "You know, sometimes I glad I get a college education." 

He came back radiant later in the afternoon and immediately began 
clearing out the bedroom. He paid no attention to Leela's objections. He 
placed the bed in the drawing-room, the study; and took the table from 
the study into the bedroom. He turned the table over on its top and 
arranged a three-sided screen round the legs. He made Leela hang a 
heavy curtain over the window, and he went over the wooden walls 
systematically, blocking up every chink and cranny that let in light. He 
rearranged the pictures and quotations, giving the goddess Lakshmi pride 
of place just above the screened and upturned table. Below the goddess 
he placed a candle-bracket. 

"It look frightening," Leela said. 
He walked about the darkened room, rubbing his hands, and hum

ming a song from a Hindi film. "It don't matter if we have to sleep in 
the study." 

Then they agreed on arrangements for the next day. 
All that night camphor and incense burned in the bedroom and in the 

morning Ganesh, rising early, went to see how the room smelled. 
Leela was still asleep. He shook her by the shoulder. "It look all right 

and it smell all right, girl . Get up and milk the cow. I hear the calf  
bawling." 
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He bathed while Leela milked the cow and cleaned out the cow-pen; 
did his puja while Leela made tea and roti; and when Leela started to clean 
the house, he went for a walk. The sun was not yet hot, the leaves of 
razor-grass still looked frosted with the dew, and the two or three dusty 
hibiscus shrubs in the village carried fresh pink flowers that were to quail 
before midday. "This is the big day," Ganesh said aloud, and prayed 
again for success. 

Shortly after twelve the boy, his mother and father arrived, in the 
same taxi as before. Ganesh, dressed once more in his Hindu garments, 
welcomed them in Hindi, and Leela interpreted, as arranged. They rook 
off their shoes in the verandah and Ganesh led them all to the darkened 
bedroom, aromatic with camphor and incense, and lit only by the candle 
below the picture of Lakshmi on her lotus. Other pictures were barely 
visible in the semidarkness: a stabbed and bleeding heart, a putative like
ness of Christ, two or three crosses, and other designs of dubious signifi
cance. 

Ganesh seated his clients before the screened table, then he himself 
sat down out of view behind the screen. Leela, her long black hair un
done, sat in front of the table and faced the boy and his parents. In the 
dark room it was hard to see more than the white shirts of the boy and 
his father. 

Ganesh began to chant in Hindi. 
Leela asked the boy, "He ask whether you believe in him." 
The boy nodded, without conviction. 
Leela said to Ganesh in English, "I don't think he really believe in 

you." And she said i t  in Hindi afterwards. 
Ganesh spoke in Hindi again. 
Leela said to the boy, "He say you must believe." 
Ganesh chanted. 
"He say you must believe, if only for two minutes, because if you 

don't believe in him completely, he will dead too." 
The boy screamed in the darkness. The candle burned steadily. "I 

believe in him, I believe in him." 
Ganesh was still chanting. 
"I believe in him. I don't want him to dead too." 
"He say he go be strong enough to kill the cloud only if you believe 

in him. He want all the strength you could give him." 
The boy hung his head. "I don't doubt him." 
Leela said, "He change the cloud. It not following you now. It chas-
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ing him. If you don't believe, the cloud will kill him and then it will kill 
you and then me and then your mother and then your father. " 

The boy's mother shouted, "Hector go believe! Hector go believe !"  
Leela said, "You must believe, you must believe." 
Ganesh suddenly stopped chanting and the room was shocked by the 

silence. He rose from behind his screen and, chanting once more, went 
and passed his hands in curious ways over Hector's face, head and chest. 

Lee Ia still said, "You must believe. You beginning to believe. You 
giving him your strength now. He getting your strength. You beginning 
to believe, he getting your strength, and the cloud getting frighten. The 
cloud still coming, but it getting frighten. As it coming it getting 
frighten." 

Ganesh went back behind the screen. 
Lee Ia said, "The cloud coming." 
Hector said, "I believe in him now." 
"It coming closer. He drawing it now. It not in the room yet, but it 

coming. It can't resist him." 
Ganesh 's chants were becoming more frenzied. 
Leela said, "The fight beginning between them. It starting now. Oh, 

God! He get the cloud. It not after you. It after him. God! The cloud 
dying," Leela screamed, and as she screamed there seemed to be a muffled 
explosion, and Hector said, "Oh God, I see it leaving me. I can feel it 
leaving me." 

The mother said, "Look at the ceiling. At the ceiling. I see the cloud. 
Oh, Hector, Hector. It ain't a cloud at all. Is the devi l ." 

Hector's father said, "And I see forty little devils with him." 
"Oh God," Hector said. "See how they ki l l  the cloud. Look how it 

breaking up, Ma. You see it now?" 
"Yes, son. I see it. It getting finer and finer. It dead." 
"You see it, Pa."  
"Yes, Hector, I see it. " 
And mother and son began to cry their relief, while Ganesh still 

chanted, and Leela collapsed on the floor. 
Hector was crying, "Ma, it gone now. It really gone." 
Ganesh stopped chanting. He got up and led them to the room out

side. The air was fresher and the light seemed dazzl ing. It was l ike step
ping into a new world. 

"Mr. Ganesh," Hector's father said. "I don't know what we could do 
to thank you." 
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"Do just what you want. If you want to  reward me, I don't mind, 
because I have to make a living. But I don't want you to strain yourself. "  

Hector's mother said, "But you save a whole l ife."  
"I t  i s  my duty. I f  you want to  send me anything, send i t .  But don't 

go around telling all sorts of people about me. You can't take on too 
much of this sort of work. A case like this does tire me out for a whole 
week sometimes." 

"I know how it is," she said. "But don't worry. We go send you a 
hundred dollars as soon as we get home. Is what you deserve." 

Ganesh hurried them away. 
When he came back to the little room the window was open and 

Leela was taking down the curtains. 
"You ain 't know what you doing, girl," he shouted. "You losing the 

smell. Stop it, man. Is only the beginning. In no time at all, mark my 
words, this place go be ful l  of people from all over Trinidad."  

"Man, I take back a l l  the bad things I say and think about you. Today 
you make me feel really nice. Soomintra could keep she shopkeeper and 
she money. But, man, don't again ask me to let down my hair and go 
through all that rigmarole again."  

"We not going to  do that again. I only wanted to  make sure this 
time. It make them feel good, you know, hearing me talk a language they 
can't understand. But it not really necessary." 

"Manwa, I did see the cloud too, you know." 
"The mother see one devil, the father forty little devil, the boy see 

one cloud, and you see one cloud. Girl, whatever Suruj Mooma say about 
education, it have it uses sometimes."  

"Oh, man, don't tell me you use a trick on them." 
Ganesh didn't say. 

There was no report of this incident in the newspapers, yet within 
two weeks all Trinidad knew about Ganesh and his Powers. The news 
went about on the local grape-vine, the Niggergram, an efficient, almost 
clairvoyant, news service. As the Niggergram noised the news abroad, 
the number of Ganesh's successes were magnified, and his Powers be
came Olympian. 

The Great Belcher came from lcacos, where she had been mourning 
at a funeral, and wept on Ganesh's shoulder. 

"At long last you find your hand," she said. 
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Leela wrote to Ramlogan and Soomintra. 
Beharry came to Ganesh's house to offer his congratulations and 

make up his quarrel. He conceded that it was no longer fitting that 
Ganesh should go to the shop to talk. 

"From the first Suruj Mooma believe that you had some sort of 
Powers." 

"So I did feel too. But ain't it strange though that for so long I did 
feel I had a hand for massaging people?" 

"But you was dead right, man." 
"How you mean?" 
Beharry nibbled. "You is the mystic massager." 
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More Trouble with Ramlogan 

Within a month Ganesh was getting as many clients as he could 
handle. 

He had never imagined there were so many people in Trinidad with 
spiritual problems. But what surprised him even more was the extent 
of his own powers. No one could lay evil spirits better, even in Trini
dad, where there were so many that people had acquired especial skill 
in dealing with them. No one could tie a house better, bind it, that is, 
in spiritual bonds proof against the most resolute spirit. If he ran up 
against a particularly tough spirit there were always the books his aunt 
had given him. So, balls-of-fire, soucouyants, loups-garoux, all became as 
nothing. 

In this way he made most of his money. But what he really liked was 
a problem which called for all his intellectual and spiritual strength. Like 
the Woman Who Couldn't Eat. This woman felt her food turn to needles 
in her mouth; and her mouth actually bled. He cured her. And there was 
Lover Boy. Lover Boy was a Trinidad character. Racehorses and racing
pigeons were named after him. But it was an embarrassment to his friends 
and relations that a successful racing-cyclist should fall in love with his 
cycle and make love to it openly in a curious way. He cured him too. 

So, Ganesh's prestige had risen until people who came to him sick 
went away well. Sometimes even he didn't know why. 

His prestige was secured by his learning. Without this he might easily 
have been lumped with the other thaumaturges who swarmed over Trin
idad. They were nearly all fakes. They knew an ineffectual charm or two 
but had neither the intelligence nor sympathy for anything else. Their 
method of tackling spirits remained primitive. A sudden kick in the back 
of a person possessed was supposed to take the spirit by surprise and 
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drive it out. It was because of these ignorant people that the profession 
had a bad name. Ganesh elevated the profession by putting the charlatans 
out of business. Every oheah-man was quick enough to call himself a 
mystic, but the people of Trinidad knew that Ganesh was the only true 
mystic in the island. 

You never felt that he was a fake and you couldn't deny his literacy 
or learning-not with all those books. And he hadn't only book-learning. 
He could talk on almost any subject. For instance, he had views about 
Hitler and knew how the war could be ended in two weeks. "One way," 
he used to say. "Only one. And in fourteen days, even thirteen-bam!
no more war." But he kept the way a secret. And he could discuss rel igion 
sensibly as well. He was no bigot. He took as much interest in Chris
tianity and Islam as in Hinduism. In the shrine, the old bedroom, he had 
pictures of Mary and Jesus next to Krishna and Vishnu; a crescent and 
star represented iconoclastic Islam. "All the same God," he said. Christians 
liked him, Muslims liked him, and Hindus, willing as ever to risk prayers 
to new gods, didn't object. 

But more than his powers, learning or tolerance, people l iked his 
charity. He had no fixed fee and accepted whatever was given him. When 
someone complained that he was poor and at the same time persecuted 
by an evil spirit, Ganesh took care of the spirit and waived the fee. People 
began to say, "He not l ike the others. They only hot after your money. 
But Ganesh, he is a good man." 

He was a good listener. People poured out their souls to him and he 
didn 't make them feel uncomfortable. His speech became flexible. With 
simple folk he spoke dialect. With people who looked pompous or scep
tical or said, "Is the first time in my life I come to anybody like you,"  he 
spoke as correctly as possible, and his deliberate delivery gave weight to 
what he said and won confidence. 

So clients came to Fuente Grove from every corner of T rinidad. Soon 
he had to pull down the book-shed and put up a canvas-roofed bamboo 
tent to shelter them. They brought their sadnesses to Fuente Grove, but 
they made the place look gay. Despite the sorrow in their faces and 
attitudes they wore clothes as bright as any wedding crowd: veils, bod
ices, skirts all strident pink, yellow, blue or green. 

The Niggergram had it that even the Governor's wife had consulted 
Ganesh. When he was asked about this he grew stern and changed the 
subject. 
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On Saturdays and Sundays he  rested. On Saturday he  went to  San 
Fernando and bought about twenty dollars' worth of books, almost six 
inches; and on Sunday, from habit, he took down Saturday's new books 
and underlined passages at random, although he no longer had the time 
to read the books as thoroughly as he would have liked. 

On Sunday, too, Beharry came in the morning, to talk. But a change 
had come over him. He seemed shy of Ganesh and wasn't as ready with 
talk as before. He just sat on the verandah and nibbled and agreed with 
everything Ganesh said. 

Now that Ganesh had stopped going to Beharry's, Leela began. She 
had taken to wearing sari and it made her look thinner and frailer. She 
spoke to Suruj Mooma about Ganesh's work and her own fatigue. 

As soon as Leela left, Suruj Mooma exploded. "Suruj Poopa, you was 
listening to she? You see how Indian people does get conceited quick 
quick? Mind you, it ain't he I mind, but she. You hear all that big talk 
she giving we about wanting to break down the old house and build up 
a new one? And why all this damn nonsense about wearing sari? All she 
l ife she knocking about in bodice and long skirt, and now she start with 
sari?" 

"Man, was your idea Ganesh should wear dhoti and turban. It ain't 
have anything wrong if Lee Ia wear sari ." 

"Suruj Poopa, you ain't have no shame. They does treat you l ike dog 
and still you sticking up for them. And too besides, he wearing dhoti and 
Leela wearing sari is two different things. And what about the other set 
of nonsense she sit down on she thin tail here and giving we? All about 
feeling tired and wanting holiday. She ever had holiday before? Me ever 
had holiday? Ganesh ever had holiday? You ever had holiday? Holzdayl 
She working hard all the time cleaning out cow-pen and doing a hundred 
and one things I wouldn't dirty myself doing, and we ain't hear not one 
single squeak about tiredness and holiday. Is only because she feeling a 
little money in she purse that she start with this nonsense, you hear. " 

"Man, it ain't nice to talk l ike this. If people hear you they go think 
you just jealous ." 

"Me jealous? Me jealous she? Eh, but what is this I hearing in my old 
age?" 

Beharry looked away. 
"Tel l me, Suruj Poopa, what cause I have to jealous a thin little 

woman who can't even make a baby? I never leave my husband and run 
away from my responsibility, you hear. Is not me you got to complain 
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about. Is them who is the ungrateful ones ."  She paused, then continued, 
solemnly. "I remember how we did take in Ganesh and help him and 
feed him and do a hundred and one other things for him." She paused 
again, before snapping, "And now, what we get?" 

"Man, we wasn 't looking for anything in return. We was just doing 
we duty." 

"You see what we getting. Tiredness. Holiday." 
"Yes, man." 
"Suruj Poopa, you ain't listening to me. Every Sunday morning 

bright and early you jump out of your bed and running over to kiss the 
man foot as though he is some Lord Laloo."  

"Man, Ganesh i s  a great man and I must go and see him. If he  treat 
me bad, is on his head, not mine." 

And when Beharry went to see Ganesh he said, "Suruj Mooma not 
well this morning. Otherwise she woulda come. But she send to say 
how." 

For Ganesh the most satisfying thing about these early mystic months 
was the success of his Questions and Answers. 

It was Basdeo, the printer, who pointed out the possibilities. He came 
to Fuente Grove one Sunday morning and found Ganesh and Beharry 
sitting on blankets in the verandah. Ganesh, in dhoti and vest, was read
ing the Sentinel-he had the paper sent to him every day now. Beharry 
just stared and nibbled. 

"Like I tel l you," Basdeo said, after the salutations. He was a little 
more than plump now and when he sat down he could cross his legs 
only with difficulty. "I still keeping the print of your book, pundit. Re
member, I did tell you 1 did feel something special about you. Is a good 
good book, and is my opinion that more people should have a chance to 
read it." 

"It still have more than nine hundred copies remaining. " 
"Sell those at a dollar a copy, pundit. People go snap them up, I tell 

you. It have nothing to shame about. After you sell off those I print 
another edition--" 

"Revise edition," Beharry said, but very softly, and Basdeo paid no 
attention. 

"Another edition, pundit. Cloth cover, jacket, thicker paper, more 
pictures." 
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"De luxe edition," Beharry said. 
"Exactly. Nice de luxe edition. What you say, sahib?" 
Ganesh smiled and folded the Sentinel with great care. "How much 

the Elite Electric Printery going to make out of this?" 
Basdeo didn't smile. "This is the idea, sahib. I print the book at my 

own expense. A nice big de luxe edition. We bring them here. You ain't 
pay a cent so far. You sell the book at two dollars a copy. Every copy 
you sell you keep a dollar. You ain't even have to lift your little finger. 
And is a good holy book, sahib." 

"What about other sellers?" Beharry asked. 
Basdeo turned apprehensively. "What other sellers? Nobody but the 

pundit sahib going to handle the books. Only me and Ganesh pundit 
sahib." 

Beharry nibbled. "Is a good idea, and is a good book." 
So 101 Questions and Answers on the Hindu Religion became the first best

seller in the history of Trinidad publishing. People were willing to pay 
the money for it. The simple-minded bought it as a charm; the poor 
because it was the least they could do for Pundit Ganesh; but most people 
were genuinely interested. The book was sold only at Fuente Grove and 
there was no need of Bissoon's selling hand. 

He came, though, to ask for a few copies. He looked longer, thinner, 
and at a hundred yards couldn't be mistaken for a boy. He had grown 
very old. His suit was frayed and dusty, his shirt was dirty and he wore 
no tie. 

"People just ain't buying from me these days, sahib. Something gone 
wrong. I feel your kyatechism go bring back my hand and my luck." 

Ganesh explained that Basdeo was responsible for distribution. "And 
he don't really want any sellers. It have nothing I could do, Bissoon. I 
sorry." 

"Is my luck, sahib. " 
Ganesh turned up the edge of the blanket on which he was sitting 

and brought out some five-dollar notes. He counted four and offered them 
to Bissoon. 

To his surprise Bissoon rose, very much like the old Bissoon, dusted 
his coat and straightened his hat. "You think I come to beg you for 
charity, Ganesh? I was a big big man when you was wetting your diaper, 
and you want now to give me charity?" 

And he walked away. 
It was the last Ganesh saw of him. For a long time no one, not even 
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The Great Belcher, knew what became of him, until Beharry brought the 
news one Sunday morning that Suruj Mooma thought she had glimpsed 
him in a blue uniform in the grounds of the Poor House on the Western 
Main Road in Port of Spain. 

One Sunday Beharry said, "Pundit, it have something I feel I must 
tell you, but I don't know how to tell you. But I must tell you because it 
does hurt me to hear people dirtying your name." 

"Oh." 
"People saying bad things, pundit." 
Leela came out to the verandah, tall, thin and fragile in her sari. "Oh, 

Beharry. But you looking well today. How you is? And how Suruj 
Mooma? And Suruj and the children, they well too?" 

"Ah," Beharry said apologetically. "They wel l. But how you is, Leela? 
You looking very sick these days." 

"I don't know, Beharry. One foot in the grave, as they does say. I 
ain 't know what happening, but I so tired these days. It have so much 
things to do these days. I feel I have to take a holiday." She flopped down 
at the other end of the verandah and began to fan herself with the Sunday 
Sentinel. 

Beharry said, "Ahh, maharajin," and turned to Ganesh, who was pay-
ing no attention to Leela. "Yes, pundit. People complaining." 

Ganesh said nothing. 
"It have some people even saying you is a robber." 
Ganesh smiled. 
"Is not you they complaining about, pundit." Beharry nibbled anx

iously. "Is the taxi-drivers they don't l ike. You know how it hard to get 
up here, and the taxi-drivers charging anything up to five shillings ."  

Ganesh stopped smiling. " Is  true?" 
"Is true true, pundit, so help me God. And the thing, pundit, is that 

people saying that you own the taxis, and that if you don't charge people 
for the help you does give them, you does take it out of them in taxi 
fare. "  

Leela got up. "Man, I think I go go and lie down a little bit. Beharry, 
tell Suruj Mooma how for me." 

Ganesh didn't look at her. 
"All right, mahara;i·n," Beharry said. "You must take good care of 

yourself." 
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"But, Beharry, i t  have a lot of  taxis coming here, man."  
"Is  where you wrong, pundit. I s  only five. The same five. And a l l  of 

them charging the same price ." 
"But who taxis they is?" 
Beharry nibbled and played with the edge of his blanket. "Ah, pundit, 

that is the hard part. Wasn't me did notice it, you know, pundit. Was 
Suruj Mooma. These woman and them, pundit, they does notice thing 
we can't even see with magnifying glass. They sharp as razor-grass, 
man ."  Be harry laughed and looked at Ganesh. Ganesh was serious. Be
harry looked down at his blanket. 

"Who taxis?" 
"It make me shame to say, pundit. Your own father-in-law. Is what 

Suruj Mooma say. Ramlogan, from Fourways. It have a good three 
months now he running those taxis here. " 

"Oho!" Ganesh rose quickly from his blanket and went inside. 
Beharry heard him shouting. "Look, girl, I ain 't care how tired you 

is, you hear. You never too tired to count money. What I want is the 
facts. You and your father is proper traders. Buy, sell, make money, 
money." 

Beharry listened, pleased. 
"Wasn't your father idea. He too stupid. Was your idea, not so? You 

and your father ain't care what sort of name I have in this place once 
you making your money. And, eh, eh, is my money. A year back, how 
much motor car coming to Fuente Grove in a whole month? One, two. 
Today? Fifty, sometimes a hundred. Who is the cause of that? Me or 
your father?" 

Beharry heard Leela crying. Then he heard a slap. The crymg 
stopped. He heard Ganesh walking heavily back to the verandah. 

"You is a good good friend, Beharry. I go see about this right away." 

Before midday he had eaten, dressed-not in English clothes but in  
h i s  normal Hindu attire--and was on his way to  Fourways in  a taxi. It 
was one of Ramlogan's. The driver, a fat little man bumping cheerfully 
up and down in his seat, handled the steering-wheel almost as if he loved 
it. When he wasn't talking to Ganesh he sang a Hindi song which ap
parently had only four words, Let us praise God. 

He explained, "Is l ike this, pundit. We five taxi-boys does remain in 
Princes Town or San Fernando, and we does tell people that if they going 
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to see you they must only use these taxis, because you say so. Is what 
Mr. Ramlogan say. But even I say is better for them, seeing how you 
bless the taxi yourself." 

He sang Let us praise God a few times. "What you think of your 
pictures, sahib?" 

"Pictures?" 
The driver sang the song again. "Picture on the door, hanging by 

where other taxi does have the tariff." 
It was a framed picture, issued by the Gita Press of Gorakhpur in 

India, of the goddess Lakshmi standing, as usual, on her lotus. There was 
no tariff. 

"Is a too nice idea, sahib. Mr. Ramlogan say was your own idea, and 
all five of we taxi-boys take we old hat off to you, sahib." He became 
earnest. "It does make a man feel good, sahib, driving a car with a holy 
picture inside it, especially when said picture bless by you. And the 
people l ike it too, man."  

"But what about the other taxi-drivers and them?" 
"Ah, sahib. Is we biggest problem. How to keep the son-of-a-bitches 

away? You have to be very very careful with them. Pappa, they could l ie 
roo, you know. Eh, Sookhoo find one man the other day who did sticking 
up he own holy picture." 

"What Sookhoo do?" 
The driver laughed and sang. "Sookhoo smart, sahib. He drive the 

man car on the grass one day and take up the crank and he go over and 
tel l him cool cool that if he don't stop playing the fool, you was going 
to make the car bewitch."  

Ganesh cleared his throat. 
"Sookhoo is l ike that, sahib. But listen to the upshot. Two days good 

ain't pass before the man car get in an accident. A bad accident too." 
The driver began to sing again. 

Ramlogan kept his shop open all week. The laws forbade him to sell 
groceries on Sunday; but there was no regulation against the selling of 
cakes, aerated water or cigarettes on that day. 

He was sitting on his stool behind the counter, doing nothing at al l, 
just staring out into the road, when the taxi pulled up and Ganesh stepped 
out. Ramlogan held out his arms across the counter and began to cry. 
"Ah, sahib, sahib, you forgive a old, old man. I didn't mean to drive you 
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away that day, sahib. All the time since that day I only thinking and 
saying, 'Ramlogan, what you do your cha'acter? Ramlogan, oh Ram
logan, what you go and do your sensa values?' Night and day, sahib, I 
praying for you to forgive me." 

Ganesh tossed the tasselled end of his green scarf over his shoulder. 
"You looking well, Ramlogan. You getting fat, man." 

Ramlogan wiped his  tears away. "Is just wind, sahib." He blew his  
nose. "Just wind." He had grown fatter and greyer, oilier and dingier. 
"Ah, sit down, sahib. Don't bother about me. I is all right. You remem
ber, sahib, how when you was a little boy you use to come in Ramlogan 
shop and sit down right there and talk to the old man? You was a fust
class talker, sahib. It use to flubbergast me, sitting down behind the counter 
here and hearing you giving off ideas. But now"-Ramlogan waved his 
hands around the shop and fresh tears came to his eyes-"everybody gone 
and leave me. Me one. Soomintra don't even want to come by me now." 

"Is  not about Soomintra I come to talk--" 
"Ah, sahib. I know you just come to comfort a old man left to live by 

hisself. Soomintra say I too old-fashion. And Leela, she always by you. 
Why you don't sit down, sahib? It ain 't dirty. Is just how it does look." 

Ganesh didn't sit down. "Ramlogan, I come to buy over your taxis ." 
Ramlogan stopped crying and got off his stool. "Taxi, sahib? But 

what you want with taxi?" He laughed. "A big, educated man like you." 
"Eight hundred dollars apiece." 
"Ah, sahib, I know is help you want to help me out. Especially these 

days when taxi ain't making any money at all. Is not the sort of job you, 
a famous mystic, want. I buy the taxi and them, sahib, only because when 
you getting old and lonely it must have something for you to do. You 
remember this glass case, sahib?" 

It looked so much part of the shop now that Ganesh hadn't noticed 
it. The woodwork was grimy, the glass in many places patched and re
patched with brown paper and, in one instance, with part of the cover of 
The Illustrated London News. The short legs stood in four salmon tins fil led 
with water, to keep out ants. It required memory rather than imagination 
to believe the glass case was once new and spotless. 

"I glad I do my little piece to help modernise Fourways, but nobody 
ain 't appreciate me, sahib. Nobody." 

Ganesh, for the moment forgetting his mission, looked at the news
paper-cutting and Leela's notice. The cutting was so brown it looked 
scorched. Leela's notice had faded and was almost unreadable. 
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"Is what life is, sahib." Ramlogan fol lowed Ganesh's gaze. "Years 
does pass. People does born. People does married. People does dead. Is 
enough to make anybody a proper phi losopher, sahib." 

"Philosophy is my job. Today is Sunday--" 
Ramlogan shrugged. "You ain't really want the taxis, sahib." 
"It go surprise you how much rime I have on my hand these days. 

Let we say we make a bargain right now, eh?" 
Ramlogan became very sad. "Sahib, why for you want to make me a 

pauper? Why for you want to make me sad and miserable in my old, old 
age? Why for you prosecuting a old illiterate man who don't know A 
from B?" 

Ganesh frowned. 
"Sahib, wasn 't a trick I was working back on you ."  
"Working hack? Trick? What trick you have to work back? Anybody 

passing in the road this hot Sunday afternoon and hearing you talk like 
this go swear I work some trick on you." 

Ramlogan placed the palms of his hands on the counter. "Sahib, you 
know you getting me vex now. I ain 't l ike other people, you know. I 
know you is a mystic, but don't provoke me, sahib. When I get vex, I 
don't know what I could do." 

Ganesh waited. 
"If you wasn't my son-in-law, you know I take up your l ittle tail and 

fling it through that door?" 
ccRamlogan, ain 't you does ever get a little bit tired of being smart 

smart all the time, even in your old age?" 
Ramlogan thumped the counter. "When at your wedding you rob 

me, we didn't get any of this damn mystical stupidness. Look, move out 
of here before I lose my temper. And too besides, is Government road 
and anybody can run taxi to Fuente Grove. Ganesh, you just try and do 
anything and I put you in the papers, you hear. " 

"Put me in the papers?" 
"One time you did put me in the papers. Remember? But it ain't going 

to be nice for you, I guarantee you. Oh, God! But I take enough from 
you in my lifetime! Just just because you married one daughter I did 
have. If you was a reasonable man, we coulda sit down, open a tin of 
salmon and talk this thing over. But you too greedy. You want to rob 
the people yourself." 

"Is a favour I want to do you, Ramlogan. I giving you money for the 
taxis. If I buy my own, you think you could find people to drive your 
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taxis from Princes Town and San Fernando to  Fuente Grove? Tell me."  
Ramlogan became insulting. Ganesh only smiled. Then, when i t  was 

too late, Ramlogan appealed to Ganesh's good nature. Ganesh only 
smiled. 

Ramlogan sold, in the end. 
But when Ganesh was leaving, he burst out. "All right, Ganesh, you 

making me a pauper. But watch. Watch and see if I don 't put you in the 
papers and tell everybody everything about you." 

Ganesh got into his taxi. 
"Ganesh!" Ramlogan shouted. "Is war now!"  

He might have run the taxis as  part of  his service to  the public, and 
not charge for it; but Leela made difficulties and he had to give in. It was 
her idea, after all . He charged four shillings for the trip from Princes 
Town and San Fernando to Fuente Grove; and if this was a little more 
than it ought to have been, it was because the roads were bad. At any 
rate the fare was cheaper than Ramlogan's, and the clients were grateful . 

Leela tried to explain away Ramlogan's threats. "He getting old now, 
man, and it ain't have much for him to live for. You mustn't mind all the 
things he say. He don't mean it. " 

But Ramlogan was good as his word. 
One Sunday, when The Great Belcher had called at Fuente Grove, 

Beharry came with a magazine, "Pundit, you see what they write about 
you in the papers?" 

He passed the magazine to Ganesh. It was a ragged thing called The 
Hindu, printed atrociously on the cheapest paper. Advertisements took up 
most of the space, but there were lots of quotations from the Hindu 
scriptures in odd corners, stale Information Office hand-outs about the 
British War Effort, repeated urgings to "Read The Hindu"; and a column 
of original scandal headed A Little Bird Tells Us. It was to this that Be harry 
drew Ganesh's attention. 

"Suruj Mooma bring it back from Tunapuna. She say you should hear 
the amount of scandal it  causing." 

There was one item that began: "A little bird tells us that the so
called mystic in South Trinidad has taken up driving taxis. The little bird 
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also twittered into our ears that the said so-called mystic was party to a 
hoax played on the Trinidad public concerning a certain so-called Cul
tural Institute . . .  " 

Ganesh passed the paper to The Great Belcher. "Leela father," he 
said. 

The Great Belcher said, "Is why I come, boy. People talking about 
it. He call you the business Man of God. But you mustn 't get worried, 
Ganesh. Everybody know that Narayan, the man who edit it, just jealous 
you. He think he is a mystic too." 

"Yes, pundit. Suruj Mooma say that Narayan went up to Tunapuna 
and start telling people that with just a little bit of practice he could be 
just as good as you in the mystic business. " 

The Great Belcher said, "Is the thing about Indians here. They hate 
to see another Indian get on." 

"I ain't worried," Ganesh said. 
And, really, he wasn't. But there were things in The Hindu that people 

remembered, such as the description of Ganesh as the business Man of 
God; and the accusation was parroted about by people who didn't know 
better. 

He didn 't have the business mind. In fact, he despised it. The taxi
service was Leela's idea. So was the restaurant, and that could hardly be 
called a business idea. Clients had to wait so long now when they came 
to see Ganesh that it seemed only considerate to give them food. So Leela 
had built a great bamboo tent at the side of the house, where she fed 
people; and since Fuente Grove was so far from anywhere else, she had 
to charge a little extra. 

And then people made a lot of fuss about Beharry's shop. 
To understand the affair-some people made it the scandal-of Be

harry's shop, you must remember that for years most of Ganesh's cl ients 
had been used to fake spirit-charmers who made them burn camphor and 
ghee and sugar and rice, and kill cocks and goats. Ganesh had little use 
for that sort of silly ritual. But he found that his clients, particularly the 
women, loved it; so he too ordered them to burn things two or three 
times a day. They brought the ingredients and begged him, and some
times paid him, to offer them up on their behalf. 

He wasn't really surprised when, one Sunday morning, Beharry said, 
"Pundit, sometimes me and Suruj Mooma does stop and think and get 
worried about the things people bringing to you. They is poor people, 
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they don't know whether the stuff they getting i s  good or  not, whether 
it clean or not. And I know that it have a lot of shopkeepers who would
n't mind giving them the wrong sort of stuff." 

Leela said, "Yes, man. Is something Suruj Mooma been telling me 
she worried about for a long long time." 

Ganesh smiled. "Suruj Mooma doing a lot of worrying these days." 
"Yes, pundit. I know you woulda see my point. The poor people 

ain't educated up to your standard and is up to you to see that they 
getting the right stuff from the proper shopkeeper." 

Leela said, "I think it would make the poor people feel nicer if they 
could buy the stuff right here in Fuente Grove." 

"Why you don't keep it by you then, mahara;i.n?" 
" It wouldn't look nice, Beharry. People go start thinking we working 

a trick on them. Why not at your shop? Suruj Mooma done tell me that 
it wouldn't be any extra work. In fact, I think that you and Suruj Mooma 
is the correctest people to handle the stuff. And I so tired these days, 
besides ."  

"You overworking yourself, maharajin. Why you don't take a rest?" 
Ganesh said, "Is nice for you to help me out this way, Beharry." 
So clients bought the ingredients for offerings only from Beharry's 

shop. "Things not cheap there," Ganesh told them. "But is the only place 
in Trinidad where you sure of what you getting. " 

Nearly everything Beharry sold came to Ganesh 's house. A fair 
amount was used for ritual. "And even that," Ganesh said, "is a waste of 
good good food." Leela used the rest in her restaurant. 

"I want to give the poor people only the best," she said. 

Fuente Grove prospered. The Public Works Department recognised 
its existence and resurfaced the road to a comparative evenness. They 
gave the village its first stand-pipe. Presently the stand-pipe, across the 
road from Beharry's shop, became the meeting-place of the village 
women; and children played naked under the running water. 

Beharry prospered. Suruj was sent as a boarder to the Naparima Col
lege in San Fernando. Suruj Mooma started a fourth baby and told Leela 
about her plans for rebuilding the shop. 

Ganesh prospered. He pulled down his old house, carried on business 
in the restaurant, and put up a mansion. Fuente Grove had never seen 
anything l ike it. It had two stories; its walls were of concrete blocks; the 
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Niggergram said that it had more than a hundred windows and that if 
the Governor got to hear, there was going to be trouble because only 
Government House could have a hundred windows. An Indian architect 
came over from British Guiana and built a temple for Ganesh in proper 
Hindu style. To make up for the cost of all this building Ganesh was 
forced to charge an entrance fee to the temple. A professional sign-writer 
was summoned from San Fernando to rewrite the GANESH, Mystic sign. 
At the top he wrote, in Hindi, Peace to you all; and below, Spiritual solace 
and comfort may be had here at any time on every day except Saturday and 
Sunday. It is regretted, however, that requests for monetary assistance cannot be 
entertained. In English. 

Every day Leela became more refined. She often went to San Fer
nando to visit Soomintra, and to shop. She came back with expensive 
saris and much heavy jewellery. But the most important change was in 
her English. She used a private accent which softened all harsh vowel 
sounds; her grammar owed nothing to anybody, and included a highly 
personal conjugation of the verb to be. 

She told Suruj Mooma, "This house I are building, I don't want it to 
come like any erther Indian house. I wants it to have good furnitures and 
I wants everything to remain prutty prutty. I are thinking about getting 
a refrigerator and a few erther things l ike that." 

"I are thinking too," Suruj Mooma said. "I are thinking about build
ing up a brand-new modern shop, a real proper grocery like those in 
Suruj Poopa books, with lots of tins and cans on good good shelf--" 

"-and all that people says about Indians not being able to keep their 
house properly is true true. But I are going to get ours painted prutty 
prutty--" 

"-a long time now Suruj Poopa say that, and we going to paint up 
the shop, paint it up from top to bottom, and we going to keep it prutty 
prutty, with a nice marble-top counter. But, mark you, we not going to 
forget where we live. That going to be prutty prutty too--" 

"-with good carpets l ike therse Soomintra and I see in Gopal 's, and 
nice curtains--" 

"-morris chairs and spring-cushions. But look, I hear the baby cry
ing and I think he want his feed. I has to go now, Leela, my dear. " 

With so much to say to each other now, Leela and Suruj Mooma 
remained good friends. 

And Leela wasn't talking just for the sake of talk. Once the house 
was completed-and that, for a Trinidad Indian, is in itself an achieve-
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ment-she had i t  painted and she expressed her Hindu soul i n  her choice 
of bright and clashing colours. She commissioned one house-painter to 
do a series of red, red roses on the blue drawing room wall. She had the 
British Guianese temple-builder execute a number of statues and carvings, 
which she scattered about in the most unlikely places. She had him build 
an ornate balustrade around the flat roof, and upon this he was later com
missioned to erect two stone elephants, representing the Hindu elephant 
god Ganesh. Ganesh thoroughly approved of Leela's decorations and 
designed the elephants himself. 

" I  don't give a damn what Narayan want to say about me in The 
Hindu,

,, 
he said. "Leela, I going to buy that refrigerator for you." 

And he did. He placed it in the drawing room, where it hid part of 
the rose-design on the wall but could be seen from the road. 

He didn't forget the smaller things. From an Indian dealer in San 
Fernando he bought two sepia reproductions of Indian drawings. One 
represented an amorous scene; in the other God had come down to earth 
to talk to a sage. Leela didn't l ike the first drawing. "It are not going to 
hang in my drawing room." 

"You have a bad mind, girl ."  Under the amorous drawing he wrote, 
Will you come to me like this? And under the other, or like this? 

The drawings went up. 
And after they had settled that they really began hanging pictures. 

Leela started with photographs of her family. 
"I ain't want Ramlogan picture in my house," Ganesh said. 
"I are not going to take it down." 
"All right, leave Ramlogan hanging up.  But see what I going to put 

up." 
It was a photograph of a simpering Indian film-actress. 
Leela wept a little. 
Ganesh said blandly, "It does make a change to have a happy face in 

the house." 
The one feature of the new house which thrilled them for a long time 

was the lavatory. It was so much better than the old cess-pit. And one 
Saturday, in San Fernando, Ganesh came upon an ingenious toy which 
he decided to use in the lavatory. It was a musical toilet-paper rack. 
Whenever you pulled at the paper, it played Yankee Doodle Dandy. 

This, and the sepia drawings, were to inspire two of Ganesh's most 
successful writings. 
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Narayan's attacks increased, and varied. One month Ganesh was ac
cused of being anti-Hindu; another month of being racial ist; later he was 
a dangerous atheist; and so on. Soon the revelations of The Little Bird 
threatened to swamp The Hindu. 

"And still he are calling it a little bird." 
"You right, girl. The little bird grow up and come a big black 

corheau. " 
"Dangerous man, pundit," Beharry warned. When Beharry came now 

to see Ganesh he had t9 go to the fern-smothered veranda upstairs. 
Downstairs was one large room where clients waited. "The time go come 
when people go start believing him. Is l ike a advertising campaign, you 
know." 

"If you ask me," said Leela, in her fatigued, bored manner, "the man 
is a disgrace to Hindus in this place." She rested her head on her right 
shoulder and half-shut her eyes. "I remember how my father did give a 
man a proper horse-whipping in Penal. It are just what Narayan want." 

Ganesh leaned back in his morris chair. "The way I look at it is this ." 
Beharry nibbled, a l l  attention. 
"What would Mahatma Gandhi do in a situation like this?" 
"Don't know, pundit."  
"Write. That's what he  would do .  Write." 
So Ganesh took up pen again. He had considered his writing career 

almost over; and was only planning, in a vague way, a spiritual auto
biography on the lines of the Hollywood Hindus. But this was going to 
be a big thing, to be attempted much later, when he was ready for it. 
Now he had to act immediately. 

He wanted to do things properly. He went to Port of Spain-his 
courage failed him at the last moment and he wore English clothes-to 
the Registrar-General's Office in the Red House. There he registered 
Ganesh Publishing Company, Limited. The insignia of the firm was an 
open lotus. 

Then he began to write again and found, to his delight, that the desire 
to write had not died, but was only submerged. He worked hard at his 
book, sitting up late at night after treating clients all day; and often Leela 
had to call him to bed. 

Beharry rubbed his hands. "Oh, this Narayan going to get it  good." 
The book, when it came out two months later, was a surprise to 

Beharry. It looked l ike a real book. It had hard covers; the type was big 
and the paper thick; and the whole thing looked substantial and author-

1 2 1  



T H E  M Y S T I C  M A S S E U R  

itative. Bur Beharry was dismayed at the subject. The book was called 
The Guide to T nnidad. 

"Basdeo do a nice job this time," Ganesh said. 
Beharry agreed, bur looked doubtful . 
"It go knock hell out of Narayan. It go do you a lot of good and it 

go do Leela a lot of good." 
Beharry dutifully read The Guzde to Tnnidad. He found it good. The 

history, geography and population of Trinidad were described in a mas
terly way. The book spoke about the romance of Trinidad's many races. 
In a chapter called The East in the West, readers were told that they would 
be shocked to find a mosque in Port of Spain; and even more shocked to 
find, in a village called Fuente Grove, a genuine Hindu temple which 
looked as if it had been bodily transported from India. The Fuente Grove 
Hindu temple was considered well worth a visit, for spiritual and artistic 
reasons. 

The anonymous author of the Guide was enthusiastic about the is
land's modernity. The island, he stressed, had three up-to-date daily news
papers, and foreign advertisers could consider them good investments. 
But he deplored the absence of any influential weekly or monthly paper, 
and he warned foreign advertisers to be wary of the mushroom monthlies 
which claimed to be organs of certain sections of the community. 

Ganesh sent free copies of the Guide to all the American Army camps 
in Trinidad, "to welcome," as he wrote, "our brave brothers-in-arms." 
He also sent copies to export agencies and advertising agencies in America 
and Canada which dealt with Trinidad. 

Beharry did his best to hide his bewilderment. 
Leela said, "It are beat me, if I see why for you doing all this. " 
He left her to her worries; ordered her to get tablecloths, lots of 

knives, forks and spoons; and warned her to look after the restaurant 
properly. He told Beharry it would be wise for him to lay in large stocks 
of rum and lager. 

Presently the American soldiers began to pour into Fuente Grove and 
the village children had their first chew of gum. The soldiers came in 
jeeps and army lorries, some in taxis with girl-friends. They saw ele
phants in stone and were reassured, if not satisfied, but when Ganesh 
took them on a tour of his temple-he used the word "tour"-they felt 
they had their money's worth. 
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Leela counted more than five thousand Americans. 
Beharry had never been so busy in all his l ife. 
"Is like what I did think," Ganesh said. "Trinidad is a small place and 

it ain't have much for the poor Americans to do." 
Many of them asked for spiritual advice and all who asked received it. 
"Sometimes," Ganesh said, "I does feel that these Americans is the 

most religious people in the world. Even more than Hindus." 
"Hollywood Hindus," muttered Beharry, but he nibbled so badly Ga

nesh didn't catch what he was saying. 

After three months The Hindu announced that it had to cut the number 
of its pages because it wished to help the war effort. Not many people 
besides Ganesh noticed that there were fewer advertisements for patent 
medicines and other internationally known products. The Hindu lost the 
glamour of illustrated advertisements; and Narayan was making money 
only from plain statements about small shops here and there in Trinidad. 

But The Little Bird still twittered. 
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Ganesh found himself now a philosopher and arbiter. Indian villages 
in Trinidad still had panchayats, councils of elders, and he was often in
vited by them to give judgment in a case of minor theft or assault, or to 
settle a quarrel between husband and wife. Often, too, he was asked to 
ad

.
dress prayer-meetings. 

His arrival at such a meeting was impressive. He came out of his taxi 
with dignity, tossed his green scarf over his shoulder and shook hands 
with the officiating pundit. Then two more taxis came up with his books. 
Helpers fell upon these taxis, grabbed armfuls of books and took them to 
the platform. The helpers were proud and busy people then, and looked 
almost as solemn as Ganesh. They ran from taxi to platform and ba�k 
again, frowning, never saying a word. 

Seated on the platform under a tasselled red canopy, and surrounded 
by his books, Ganesh looked the picture of authority and piety. His gaily 
dressed audience rippled out from the platform in widening circles of 
diminishing splendour, from well-dressed businessmen and shopkeepers 
just below the platform to ragged labourers at the back, from extrava
gantly bedecked children sleeping on blankets and cushions to naked, 
spidery-limbed children sprawling on sugar-sacks. 

People came to hear him not only because of his reputation but also 
because of the novelty of what he said. He spoke about the good life, 
about happiness and how to get it. He borrowed from Buddhism and 
other religions and didn 't hesitate to say so. Whenever he wished to 
strengthen a point he snapped his fingers and a helper held a book open 
towards the audience so that they could see that Ganesh wasn 't making 
it all up. He spoke in Hindi but the books he showed in this way were 
in English, and people were awed by this display of learning. 
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His main point was that desire was a source of misery and therefore 
desire ought to be suppressed. Occasionally he went off at a tangent to 
discuss whether the desire to suppress desire wasn't itself a desire; but 
usually he tried to be as practical as possible. He spoke with fervour 
about the Buddha's Fire Sermon. Sometimes from that he moved on nat
urally to the war, and war in general, and to the quotation from Dickens's 
Childs History of England that "war is a dreadful thing." At other times he 
said that happiness was only possible if you cleared your mind of desire 
and looked upon yourself as part of Life, just a tiny l ink in the vast chain 
of Creation. "Lie down on the dry grass and feel Life growing out from 
the rocks and earth beneath you, through you, and upwards. Look at the 
clouds and sky when it isn't hot and feel that you are part of all that. 
Feel that everything else is an extension of you. Therefore you, who are 
all this, can never die." 

People sometimes understood and when they got up they felt a little 
nobler. 

And it was precisely for this that now, in 1 944, The Little Bird began 
attacking Ganesh. It seemed to have reconciled itself to his "so-called 
mysticism."  

The Little Bird said: "I am just a little birdie but  I think i t  is surely a 
retrograde step for any community these days to look up to a religious 

. . , VISIOnary . . .  
The Great Belcher told Ganesh, "And, boy, Narayan start copying 

you. He start giving lectures now-in the towns. And he showing his 
own books and thing too. Something about religion and the people."  

"0 . " B  h .d pwm, e arry sa1 . 
Every new revelation of The Little Bird was carefully studied in F u

ente Grove. 
"It ain't your mystical powers he jealousing now, pundit. He working 

for the elections in two years ' time. First election with universal adult 
franchise. Yes, universal adult franchise. Is what he have his eye on." 

Later issues of The Hindu seemed to show that Beharry was right. 
Spare inches of the magazine were no longer fil led up with quotations 
from the Gita or the Upanishads. Now it was all: Workers, Unite/ Each One 
Teach One, Mens Sana in Corpore Sano, Per Ardua ad Astra, The Hindu is an 
Organ of Progress, I may not agree with what you say but I will fight to the 
death to defend your right to say it. The Little Bird began to agitate for A 
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Fair Day's Pay for a Fair Day's Work, and Homes for the Destitute; later 
it announced the opening of The Hindu "Homes for Destitutes" fund. 

One day Leela said to Suruj Mooma, "I are thinking of taking up 
social welfare work." 

"My dear, is the said selfsame thing that Suruj Poopa beggi'ng me to 
do a long long time now. But, my dear, I ain't have the time." 

The Great Belcher was enthusiastic and practical .  "Leela, it have nine 
years now I know you, and is the best idea you ever have. All this food 
I does come here and see you throwing away, you could give to poor 
people. "  

"Ah, aunt, i t  are not much that I does throw away. If something are 
not use today, well it are use tomorrow. But how I could start up with 
this social welfare work?" 

"I go tell you how they does do it. You just get some children to
gether, bring them inside the restaurant and feed them up. Or you go 
outside, look for children, and feed them outside. Christmas-time come 
round now, you pick up two three balloons and you go round giving 
them away." 

"Yes, Soomintra beginning to stock a lot of prutty prutty balloons." 
And every Sunday now Leela, with the help of The Great Belcher, 

did social work. 

Ganesh worked on, unperturbed by Narayan and The Little Bird. It 
was as if Narayan's taunts had encouraged him to do just the thing for 
which he was attacked. In this he was far-sighted; for certainly it was the 
books he wrote at this time which helped to establish his reputation, not 
only in the country, but also in Port of Spain. He used the material of 
his talks for The Road to Happiness. After that came Re-i'ncarnati'on, The Soul 
as I See It, The Necessity for Fai'th. These books sold regularly and well; 
but none of them had spectacular success. 

And then, one after the other, appeared the two books that made his 
name a household word in Trinidad. 

The first book began: "On Thursday, May 1 2, at nine o'clock in the 
morning, just after I had had breakfast, I saw God. He looked at me and 
said . . .  " 

What God Told Me must surely rank as a classic in Trinidad l iterature. 
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Its stark simplicity, almost ingenuousness, is shattering. The character of 
the narrator is beautifully revealed, especially in the chapters of dialogue, 
where his humility and spiritual bewilderment counterpoint the unravel
ling of many knotty metaphysical points. There were also some chapters 
of spirited prophecy. The end of the war was predicted, and the fate of 
certain local people. 

The book set a fashion. Many people in many parts of Trinidad began 
seeing God. The most celebrated was Man-man of Miguel Street in Port 
of Spain. Man-man saw God, tried to crucify himself and had to be put 
away. 

And only two months after the publication of What God Told Me 
Ganesh scored a stupendous success of scandal. His inspiration was the 
musical toilet-roll rack. Because Profitable Evacuation was published during 
the war its title was misunderstood; fortunately, for it might not have 
been allowed if the authorities knew that it was concerned more or less 
with constipation. "A vital subject," Ganesh wrote in his Preface, "one 
that has adversely dogged human relationships since the beginning of 
time." The gist of the book was that evacuation could be made not only 
pleasurable but profitable, a means of strengthening the abdominal mus
cles. The system he recommended is roughly that which contortionists 
and weight-lifters call excavation. 

This, printed on thick paper, with a cover of brightest yellow deco
rated with a lotus, established Ganesh finally, without question. 

Left to himself Ganesh might not have taken any further action 
against Narayan. The Little Bird was only a twitter of protest amid 
whole-hearted and discerning applause. But people like The Great Belcher 
and Beharry didn't l ike it. 

Beharry, in particular, was upset. Ganesh had opened up to him 
vaster vistas of reading and knowledge; and it was because of Ganesh 
that he prospered. He had put up his new shop, all concrete and plaster 
and glass. Land-values in Fuente Grove had risen and he had profited by 
that too. From time to time he was asked by various Literary-Debating
and-Social-Welfare Societies to talk on aspects of Ganesh's career: Ga
nesh the man, Ganesh the mystic, the contribution of Ganesh to Hindu 
thought. His fate was bound up with Ganesh's and he, more than anyone, 
resented Narayan's attacks. 

He did what he could to encourage Ganesh to act. 
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"The man attack you again this month, pundit." 
"Gaddaha!" 
"But it does look bad bad, pundit. Especially now that Ramlogan 

beginning to write against you in The Hindu. Is dangerous." 
But Ganesh wasn't worried that Narayan was preparing for the 1 946 

elections. "I ain't burning to be one of those damn crooks who does go 
up for elections." 

"You hear the latest, pundit? Narayan form a party. The Hindu As
sociation. Is a election stunt, pundit. He ain't have a chance to win in 
Port of Spain. He have to come to the country and that is where he 
frighten you beat him." 

"Beharry, you and me know what sort of thing Indian associations is  
in this place. Narayan and those people just l ike little girls playing dolly
house." 

Ganesh 's judgment was sound. At the first general meeting of the 
Hindu Association Narayan was elected President. The following were 
also elected: four Assistant-Presidents, two Vice-Presidents, four Assist
ant Vice-Presidents; many Treasurers; one Secretary-in-Chief, six Secre
taries, twelve Assistant-Secretaries. 

"You see? They ain't leave nobody out. Look, Beharry, boy, going 
about talking to all these prayer-meetings, I get to know Trinidad Indians 
l ike the back of my own hand." 

But then Narayan began playing the fool. He began sending off cables 
ro India, to Mahatma Gandhi, Pandit Nehru and the All-India Congress; 
in addition to anniversary cables of all sorts, he noted centenaries, bicen
tenaries, tercentenaries. And every time he sent a cable the news was 
reported in the Tnnidad Sentinel There was nothing to prevent Ganesh 
sending his own cables; but in India, where they didn't know what 
was what in Trinidad, what chance would a cable signed GANESH PUNDIT 

MYSTIC have against one signed NARAYAN PRESIDENT HINDU ASSOCIATION 

TRINIDAD? 

The deputation was the work of Beharry. 
Two men and a boy came one Saturday afternoon to Ganesh's resi

dence. One man was tall, black and fat. He looked a little l ike Ramlogan; 
only, he was dressed in spotless white: his belly was so big it hung over 
his black leather belt and hid it. In his shirt pocket he carried a letter and 
a whole row of pens and pencils. The other man was thin, fair and good-
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looking. The boy wore short trousers and his shirt-sleeves were buttoned 
at his wrists. Ganesh had often met the men and knew them as organi
sers. The boy he didn't know. 

The deputation sat down carefully on the morris chairs in the veran
da and Ganesh shouted for Leela to bring out some Coca-Cola. 

The deputation looked through the drawing room doors and ex
amined the pictures and the two big Coca-Cola calendars on the walls. 

Then they saw Leela, thin and elegant in her sari, opening the refrig
erator. The fat man n11dged the boy sitting next to him on the couch; and 
the whole deputation stopped staring. 

The fat man became businesslike. "Sahib, we ain't come here to beat 
about the bush. Beharry and your aunt-a nice nice woman, sahib--they 
ask me to come because of the amount of experience I have organising 
prayer-meetings and things like that--" 

The Coca-Cola came. Four frosted bottles on a glass-bottomed tray. 
Leela sighed. "Wait j irst one moment. I are going to get the glasses."  

The fat man looked at  the bottles. The thin fair man fingered the strip 
of adhesive-plaster above his left eye. The boy looked at the tassels on 
Ganesh's scarf. Ganesh smiled at them all in turn and they all smiled 
back, except the boy. 

On another glass-bottomed tray Leela brought expensive-looking 
glasses of great beauty, arabesqued in gold, red and green and ringed 
with gold bands. 

The deputation held their glasses in both hands. 
There was an awkward silence until Ganesh asked the fat man, 

"What you doing these days, Swami?" 
Swami took a sip of Coca-Cola, a refined lill iputian sip. "Jirst l iving, 

sahib." 
"Jirst living, eh?" Ganesh smiled. 
Swami nodded and smiled back. 
"And what happen to you, Partap? I see you cut yourself, man."  
"A little accident in Parcel Post," Partap said, fingering the adhesive

plaster. 
Ganesh had always thought of this man as Partap of Parcel Post. He 

managed to bring in the Parcel Post into almost any conversation, and 
Ganesh knew that to annoy him you only had to suggest that he worked 
in the Post Office. "Parcel Post, please," he would say coldly. 

Silence, for three little sips of Coca-Cola. 
Swami put down his glass with decision, but with unintentioned vio-
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lence, and Leela came and stood at one of  the drawing-room doors. 
Swami took up his glass again and smiled. "Yes, sahib," he said, with 
great cheerfulness. "We ain't come here to beat about the bush. You is 
the only man with authority among all Trinidad Indians to stand up to 
Narayan. We don't approve of the way Narayan attacking you. We come 
here today, sahib"-Swami became solemn-"to ask you to form up 
your own own association. We go make you President staightaway and
you ain't have to look very far-you have three Assistant-Presidents sitting 
down quiet quiet in front of you drinking Coca-Cola." 

"What Narayan do you so?" 
"Don 't ask me," Partap said surlily. "Nasty attack on me and my 

family, pundit. Accusing my own father of bribery and corruption in the 
local Road Board. And he always does call me a Post Office man, just 
for spite. I write letters, but he don't print them." 

"And me he accusing of robbing poor people." Swami looked pained. 
"Sahib, it have more than eighteen months now you know me. I organise 
a hundred and one prayer-meetings for you. Sahib, a man of my standing 
go ever rob poor people?" Swami was a solicitor's tout in Couva. 

"And what Narayan do the boy?" 
Swami laughed and took a big gulp of Coca-Cola. The boy looked 

down into his glass. "Narayan ain't do him anything yet, sahib. He only 
here for the experience." 

The boy's face grew darker with embarrassment. 
"But he is a bright little boy, you know." The boy frowned into his 

glass. "My sister son. A genius, man, sahib. First shot, he get a first grade 
in the Cambridge School Certificate." 

Ganesh thought of his own second grade at the age of nineteen. He 
said, "Ummh," and took his first sip of Coca-Cola. 

Partap went on, "It not right, sahib. Every day you open the Sendnel, 
two to one you find something on page three about Narayan sending off 
greeting cables. "  

Ganesh took a long draught of  Coca-Cola. 
Swami said, "You must do something, sahib. Start up your own as

sociation. Or bring out a paper. Is another thing where I have a whole 
ton of experience. When I was young, man, sahib, in the nineteen
twenties, a year didn't pass off without Swami bringing out a new paper. 
I had to go up to Port of Spain-law business, you know-and I went 
to the Registrar office. Man, it surprise me self the number of paper I 
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bring out. But I change now. I say you must bring out a paper only when 
you have a good good reason." 

Everybody drank some Coca-Cola. 
"But I must stop talking about myself. This l ittle boy here, sahib, he 

is a born writer. Man, if you does hear the English word he does use
word as long as my hand, man!" Swami held out his right arm until his 
shirt tautened at the arm-pit. 

Ganesh looked at the boy. 
"He shy today," Swami said. 
"But don't let that fool you," Partap said. "He thinking all the time." 
They drank a lot more Coca-Cola and talked a lot more, but Ganesh 

refused to be convinced, although there was in their arguments much that 
attracted him. That business of bringing out his own newspaper, for ex
ample, had repeatedly crossed his mind. In fact, sometimes on Sundays 
he had shouted to Leela to bring him paper and red pencils and he had 
made up dummy issues of newspapers. He had ruled columns, indicated 
which were for advertisements, which for edification. But this pleasure, 
l ike that of making note-books, was a private one. 

Shortly afterwards, however, two things occurred that decided him to 
take action against Narayan. 

You might say that the first began in the offices of the London Messen
ger. The war ended, throwing journalists more or less upon their own 
resources. The Messenger flew a correspondent to South America to cover 
a revolution that looked promising. Considering that the only human 
interest story he could get there was from a woman in a night-club who 
said, "You are in bed. You hear him-bam-hom. You say, 'Revolution,' 
and you go to sleep again," the correspondent had done well. Having 
covered that revolution he flew back by way of Para, Georgetown and 
Port of Spain, and uncovered crises in all three places. Apparently Trin
idad natives were planning a revolt and British officials and their wives 
were taking revolvers to dances. The libel was publicity and pleased Trin
idad. Ganesh was more concerned with the correspondent's analysis of 
the political situation, as reported back in the Tn!udad Sentinel Narayan 
was described as President of the extremist Hindu Association. Narayan, 
"who received me at his party headquarters," was the leader of the Indian 
community. Ganesh didn't mind that. He didn't mind the disparaging 
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reference ro the Hindu fanatics of  South Trinidad. But he  was needled 
when the correspondent lingered over romantic details when speaking of 
Narayan and described him as "chain-smoking, balding C. S. Narayan, 
veteran journalist," and much more. He could take any amount of abuse 
from Narayan himself. England could, if it wished, think of Narayan as 
the leader of Trinidad Indians. But that England would read and remember 
that C. S. Narayan was chain-smoking, balding, and a veteran journalist 
was more than he could bear. 

"I know is unreasonable, Beharry. But is how I feel. "  
Beharry sympathised. "A man could take big things. Is the little 

things l ike that what does cut up a man tai l ." 
"Something go have to happen, and then I go do for Narayan." 
Beharry nibbled. "Is the way I l ike to hear you talk, pundit." 
And then, most opportunely, The Great Belcher brought great news. 
"Oh, Ganesh, the shame! The shame to Indians that Narayan bring-

ing! " She was so overcome she could only belch and ask for water. She 
got Coca-Cola. It made her burp between belches and she remained un
communicative for some time. "I done with Coca-Cola," she said at last. 
"I ain't modern enough for it. Next time is only water for me."  

"What shame?" 
"Ah, boy. The Home for Destitutes Fund. You know Narayan start 

that?" 
"The Little Bird talking about it  for months now." 
"Home for Destitutes! As fast as  the money collecting, the man buy

ing estates. And was only by a chance I get to find out. I ain't know if  
you know how hard Gowrie having it these days. She i s  a sort of  relation 
to Narayan. So, when I met Gowrie at Doolarie wedding and she start 
this big bawling and crying about money, I say, 'Gowrie, why you don't 
go to Narayan and ask him? He having this fund for destitute . '  She say 
no, she can't go, because she got she pride and the fund still open. But I 
talk she into going and so when I see she yesterday at Daulatram funeral, 
I ask she, 'You ask Narayan?' She say yes, she ask Narayan. 'And what 
he do?' I ask. She say Narayan just begin one crying and losing his 
temper when she ask him, saying that everybody think that because he 
open one little fund he is a rich man. He say, 'Gowrie, I poorer than you. 
How you could look at me and think I is rich? Just last week I had to 
buy a whole estate for fourteen thousand dollars. Where I go find all that 
money?' So he say and so he begin one long crying and Gowrie say in 
the end she feel that he was going to ask she for money." 
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Throughout the long speech The Great Belcher hadn't belched once. 
"Is the Coca-Cola, you think?" Ganesh asked. 

"No, so it does happen when I get carry away." 
"But how people ain't making a row about this fund, man?" 
"Ah, boy, don't tell me you ain't know Trinidad. When people give 

money, you think they care who get it? Once they open they mouth and 
skin their teeth for a photo in the papers, they happy, you hear. And too 
besides, you believe they want this thing to come out for people to start 
laughing at them?" 

"It ain't right. I ain 't saying this because I is a mystic and all that, 
but I think that to any outsider it can't look right ." 

"Is just how I feel," The Great Belcher said. 

So the deputation came again and sat, not in the verandah, but at the 
dining-table in the drawing-room. They looked at the pictures on the 
walls again. Once more Leela went through the ritual of taking out Coca
Cola from the refrigerator and pouring it into the beautiful glasses. 

Swami was still dressed in white; there was the same array of pens 
and pencils in his shirt pocket, and the same letter. Partap had lost his 
adhesive plaster. The boy had discarded his short trousers for a double
breasted brown suit a size or two bigger than he required. He had a copy 
of Time magazine and the New Statesman and Nation. 

Partap said, "Narayan so smart he stupid. He playing right in we 
hand now, pundit. He changing his name, man. With Indians he is Chan
dra Shekar Narayan." 

"And with everybody else," Swami added, "Cyrus Stephen Narayan." 
Leela brought large sheets of paper and many red pencils .  
Ganesh said, "I think over what you say, and we going to start up 

we own paper." 
Swami said, "Is just what go knock hell out of Narayan. "  
Ganesh ruled out columns on  the sheet before him. "Like in al l  

things, we have to start small ." 
The boy put Time and the New Statesman on the table. "These is small 

papers. Very small papers." 
Swami laughed. It sounded l ike gargl ing in the next room. "You see, 

sahib, the boy could talk good. And, man, he is a born writer. He know 
a lot more than plenty of big big man in this place." 

The boy repeated, "Yes, these is very small papers." 
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Ganesh smiled sympathetically. "That go cost a lot, man. We have 
to start small and simple. Look at your uncle Swami. He start small when 
he did bringing out papers ." 

Swami nodded solemnly. 
"And Partap. And me. We did all have to start small .  We starting up 

with four pages." 
"Only four pages?" the boy said petulantly. "But that ain't no sort of 

paper at  all, man." 
"Later we go build i t  up, man. Big big." 
"All right, all right. " The boy angrily pulled his chair away from the 

table. "Go ahead and make up your so-call paper. But just leave me out 
of it. " He attended to his Coca-Cola. 

"First page," Ganesh announced. "Bright page. No advertisements, 
except in the bottom right-hand corner." 

"I always did promise myself," Partap said reverently, "that if I 
did ever start up a paper, I woulda dedicate it to Mahatma Gandhi. I 
know a boy, if you treat him nice, could pick up a block with Gandhi 
picture from the Sentinel office. We could put this on the top of the 
front page and I could always find out some words or something to go 
with it." 

Ganesh marked out the space for the homage. 
"That settle," Swami said. 
"The front page going to be a page of attack, attack," Ganesh said. 

"Leave that to me. I working on this article exposing the Destitutes Fund 
and Leela busy writing a little report about the social welfare work she 
doing." 

Swami was so pleased he tried to cross his gargantuan legs. The 
chair creaked and Ganesh looked hard at him. Leela came out and swept 
through the room. "Some people look as if they are never see furnitures 
before. Next time I are going to bring some benches." 

Partap sat bolt upright and Swami smiled. 
The boy, sitting against the wall next to the refrigerator, said, "Yes, 

the page settle. But I wonder what people go say when they see in one 
side the page dedication to Mahatma Gandhi and in the other side attack, 
attack." 

Swami said sharply, "Shut up, boy. Otherwise, don't mind you big 
and wearing long pants, I haul you across my knee and I give you a 
sound sound cut-arse, right here, in front of the pundit self. And I leave 
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you home next time and you never touch any paper I bring out. If you 
ain't have nothing but suckastic remarks, keep quiet. " 

"All right, you is a big man and you go shut me up. But I want to 
see how all you going to ful l  up the three other pages. " 

Ganesh ignored the exchange and went on ruling columns on the 
inside pages. "Page two." 

Partap sipped some Coca-Cola. "Page two." 
"Yes," Swami said, "page two." 
Partap snapped his fingers. "Advertisements! "  
"A  whole page advertisements on  page two? You see the way inex-

perience people does talk?" 
"Some advertisements," Ganesh pleaded. 
"Is what I did mean," Partap said. 
"Four columns on page two. Two for advertisement?" 
Partap nodded. 
Swami said, "Is how I use to do it." 
"What you going to put in the two columns?" The boy. 
Swami turned around quickly in his chair and again it creaked dan

gerously. The boy was holding up Time before his face. 
"How about a little thing by you, pundit?" Partap asked. 
"Man, already I writing up a whole front page. And I ain 't want my 

name to appear in the paper, I ain 't want to bring myself down to Nara
yan level." 

Swami said, "Culture, sahib. Page two is the culture page." 
Partap said, "Yes, culture." 
There was a long silence, broken only by the boy turning over the 

pages of Time with unnecessary rustle. 
Ganesh tapped his pencil on the table. Swami propped his hands 

against his chin and leaned forward on the table, pushing it towards 
Ganesh. Partap crossed his arms and furrowed his brow. 

"Coca-Cola?" Ganesh said. 
Swami and Partap nodded absent-mindedly and Leela came out to do 

the honours. "I have some enamel cups, you know, if that are going to 
make you people any happier." 

"Oh, we is all right," Partap smiled. 
"Cinema," the boy said, behind Time. 
"What you mean?" Swami asked eagerly. 
"Film reviews," Ganesh said. 
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Partap said, "Film reviews i s  a first-class idea." 
Swami was enthusiastic. "And on that selfsame page, advertisements 

for films. From the Indian companies. One review for one advertise
ment." 

Ganesh slapped the table. "That self. "  
The boy was humming. 
The three men sipped Coca-Cola with abandon. Swami laughed and 

chuckled till his chair creaked. 
The boy said coldly, "Page three." 
"Two more columns of advertisement there," Ganesh said briskly. 
"And a nice big advertisement on the whole of page four, "  Swami 

added. 
"True enough," Ganesh said, "but why for you jumping ahead so?" 
Partap said, "Only two more columns to full up." 
"Yes," Swami said sadly, "two more." 
The boy walked to the table and said, "Feecher." 
They looked at him inquiringly. 
"F eecher article." 
"The paper finish !"  Swami cried. 
Parrap said, "Who go write the feecher?" 
Ganesh said, "People know my style. Is something for you people to 

write. Just gimme page one." 
"Serious, religious feecher on page three," the boy said, "to make up 

for page one which, if I ain't getting deaf, going to  be a page of  attack, 
attack ." 

Swami said, "I  outa practice. In the old days, man, I coulda turn out 
a feecher in half a hour." 

Partap said hesitantly, "A bright little thing about Parcel Post?" 
The boy said, "Serious and religious feecher." To Swami he said, 

"But what about that one you show me the other day?" 
"Which one?" Swami asked casually. 
"The flying one." 
"Oh. That l ittle thing. The boy talking, sahib, about a few words I 

scribble off the other day." 
Partap said, "I remember the one. The New Statesman send it back. 

Was nice, though. It prove, pundit, that in ancient India they did know 
all about aeroplanes." 

Ganesh said, "Hmmh." Then, "All right, we go put it in ." 
Swami said, "I  go have to polish it  up a little bit. " 
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Partap said, "Well, I glad that settle." 
The boy said, "All you forgetting one thing. The name." 
The men became thoughtful once more. 
Swami tinkled the ice in his glass. "I better say it right away, sahib. 

I is like that, sahib. No beating about the bush. If you can't get a good 
name, blame me. I use up everything when I was a proper editor. Mirror, 
Herald, Sentine� Trihune, MaiL Everything, man. Use them up. Hindu this 
and Hindu that ." 

Ganesh said, "Something simple." 
Partap toyed with his glass and mumbled, "Something really simple." 

And before he had time to take it back Partap had said, " The Hindu?" 
"Damn fool !" Swami shouted. "How you forgetting that that is  the 

name of Narayan paper? Is so stupid you does get working in the Post 
Office?" 

The chair scraped loudly on the floor and Leela rushed out in a panic. 
She saw Partap standing, pale and trembling, with a glass in his hand. 

"Say that again," Partap cried. "Say that again and see if  I don't break 
this glass on your head. Who does work in the Post Office? You could 
ever see a man l ike me licking stamps? You, a damn tout, running around 
licking-but I ain't going to dirty my mouth talking to you here today." 

Ganesh had put his arm around Partap's shoulders whi le Leela swiftly 
retrieved the glass from his hand and cleared the table of the other 
glasses. 

Swami said, "I was only making joke, man. Who could look at you 
and say that you working in the Post Office? I could just look at you and 
see that you is  a Parcel Post man. Parcel Post print all over you, man. 
Not so, boy?" 

The boy said, "He look to me like a Parcel Post man ."  
Ganesh said, "You see, they all say you does look like a Parcel Post 

man. Come on, sit down and behave like one. Sit down and take it easy 
and have some Coca-Cola. Eh, eh, where the glasses gone?" 

Leela stamped her foot. "I are not going to give any of these il l iterate 
people any Coca-Cola in my prutty prutty glasses. "  

Swami said, "We sorry, maharajin. " 
But she was out of the room. 
Partap, sitting down, said, "I sorry, mistakes are reliable. I did just 

forget the name of Narayan paper for the moment, that is all . "  
"What about The Sanatanist?" Swami asked. 
The boy said, "No." 
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Ganesh looked a t  the boy. "No?" 
"Is a easy name to twist around," the boy said. "It easy to make The 

Sanatanist The Satanist. And too besides, my father ain't a Sanatanist. We 
is Aryans." 

So the men thought again. 
Swami asked the boy, "You think anything yet?" 
"What you think I is? A professional thinker?" 
Partap said, "Don't behave so. If you think anything, don't keep it 

secret ." 
Ganesh said, "We is big men. Let we forget the boy." 
The boy said, "All right, stop worrying. I go ease you up. The name 

you looking for is The Dharma, the faith." 
Ganesh blocked out the name at the top of the front page. 
The boy said, "It surprise me that big big men sitting down drinking 

Coca-Cola and talking about their experience ain't bother to worry about 
the advertisements." 

Partap, still excited, grew garrulous. "I was talking to the Head of 
Parcel Post only last week and he tell me that in America and England
he was there on leave before the war-they does have big big men sitting 
down •all day just writing off advertisements. "  

Swami said, "I ain't have the contacts I use to  have for getting 
advertisements." 

Ganesh asked the boy, "Think we need them?" 
Swami said, "Why for you asking the boy? If you ask me my advice, 

I go tell you flat that unless a paper have advertisements it does look like 
nothing and it go make people think nobody does read the paper. " 

Partap said, "If you ain't having advertisements, it mean having more 
columns to full up. Two and two is four, and four columns on the back 
page make eight columns, and one on the front--" 

Ganesh said, "We having advertisements; and I know one man bound 
to want to advertise. Beharry. Beharry's Emporium. Front page."  

"Who else you know?" the boy asked. 
Panap furrowed his brow. "The best thing would be to appoint a 

business manager." 
Swami smiled at Partap. "Very nice idea. And I think the best man 

for business manager is Ganesh Pundit. " 
The vote was unanimous. 
The boy nudged Swami and Swami said, "And I think we have to 

appoint a sub-editor. The best man for that job is this boy here." 
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That was agreed. It was further agreed that, on the first page of The 
Dharma, Swami should appear as Editor-in-Chief, and Partap as Editor. 

There were times during the next two or three weeks when Ganesh 
regretted his plunge into journalism. The film companies were rude. They 
said they had enough advertisements as it was and they doubted whether 
any reviews in The Dharma, however favourable, would stabilise the film 
industry in India. That was Ganesh's contention. "The Indian film indus
try," he said, "isn't as healthy as it looks. Let the effects of the war wear 
off and-bam!-things are going to get bad. " The executives advised him 
ro stick to religion and leave the film industry alone. "All right," Ganesh 
threatened. "No reviews for you. Nor a single little word. The Dharma 
will ignore the very existence of the Indian cinema. Not a single word." 
Quick thinking had, however, shown the two culture columns on page 
two as a blank and he had relented. "I am sorry I lost my temper," he 
wrote. "Your treatment of me shall not influence my treatment of you ."  
Still the fi lm companies refused to  issue free tickets to  The Dharma and 
Ganesh had to pay for the boy to go and see the two films for review. 

Being a business manager was embarrassng. It meant going to see a 
man he knew and talking about the situation in India before springing 
the request for an advertisement. It wasn't very wise either, because 
Ganesh didn't want it known that he was too closely associated with The 
Dhanna. 

In the end he threw up the idea of getting advertisements. He got 
two or three inches from those of his clients who were shopkeepers; but 
he decided thereafter to print unsolicited advertisements. He thought of 
all the shops he knew and wrote copy for them. A difficult business, since 
the shops were nearly all alike and it wasn't satisfying ro keep on writing 
"Best Quality Goods at City Prices" or "High-Class Commodities at Com
petitive Prices."  Finally he became inventive. He described superlative 
bargains in fictitious shops in unknown villages. 

Swami was pleased. "A master job, sahib."  
Partap said, "This place you mention, Los Rosales, where it is?" 
"Keskidee Bargain Shop? Brand-new place. Open only last week ."  
The boy handed in libellous reviews of  the films. 
"We can't print this, man," Ganesh said. 
"Is all right for you to talk. You just go around getting advertise

ments. Me, I had to spend six whole hours watching those two pictures. " 
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The reviews were rewritten. 
The boy said, "Is your paper, pundit. If you make me lie, is on your 

head." 
"How about your article on the Destitutes Fund, sahib?" 
"I have it right here. It go make Narayan a laughing-stock. And print

ing this report by Leela next to it, Narayan go have good hell knock out 
of him." 

He showed the report. 
"What is all these dots over the paper?" the boy asked. 
"Crossing out punctuation marks." 
"Is a nice little report, man, sahib." Swami's voice was mellow. 
It read: 

REPORT OF MY SOCIAL WELFARE WORK 

by Lee/a Ramsumair 

1 .  In November last year I in my very small and humble way 
treated 22 5 destitutes by way of cash and refreshments. The ex
penses for this treat were met by donations willingly and cheer
ful ly given by private individual Trinidadians. 
2. In December I treated 2 I 3 poor children. Expenses were met by 
me and my husband, Pundit Ganesh Ramsumair, B.A., Mystic. 
3· In January I was approached by Dr. C. V. R. Swami, the Hindu 
journalist and religious organiser, with a request for immediate 
monetary assistance. He had been organising a seven-day prayer
meeting, feeding on an average anything up to 200 brahmins per 
diem, in addition to about 3 2 5  others (Dr. Swami's figures). He had 
run short of food. I gave him monetary assistance. Therefore he 
was able, on the 7TH and last day of the prayer-meeting, to feed 
more than 500 brahmins in addition to 344 destitutes. 
4· In February I visited Sweet Pastures Estate where I was met by 
approximately 425  children. They were all destitute. I fed them and 
gave I 3 5 of the very poorest toys. 
5 .  In March, at my residence in Fuente Grove, I treated more than 
42 children of the very poorest. I think it advisable to state that 
while I was able to feed them all I was able to give clothes only 
to I 2 of the very poorest. 
G. In presenting this incomplete report for the inspection of the 
Trinidadian public, I wish to make it publicly known that I owe 
very much to the very many private individual Trinidadians who 
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willingly and cheerfully donated money to bring comfort and sol
ace to children of the very poorest without distinction of race, 
caste, colour or creed. 

The Dharma went to press. 

The boy handled the layout of the paper with rel ish. He had a banner 
headline on page one and another on page three. At the top of page three 
he had, in twenty-four point italic: 

Today the aeroplane is a common or garden sight and it is 
commonly believed that progress in this field has only been made 
in the past forty years. But diligent research is proving otherwise 
and in this learned dispatch Dr. C. V. R. Swami shows that 2000 years 
ago there was--

And in huge black letters: 

F L Y I N G  I N  A N C I E N T  I N D I A 

He knew all about cross-headings and used them every paragraph. He 
put the last paragraph of every article in ital ic, with the last line in black 
letter. 

Basdeo, the printer, told Ganesh afterwards, "Sahib, if you ever send 
that boy again to have anything print, I think I go wring his neck." 
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The Defeat of Narayan 

"If I needed any further proof of the hand of Providence in my ca
reer," Ganesh wrote in The Years of Guilt, "I had only to look at the 
incidents which led to the decline of Shri Narayan." 

In Trinidad it isn't polite to look down on a man because you know 
he handles public funds unwisely. As soon as he is exposed the poor man 
becomes ridiculous enough, a subject for calypso. After The Dharma came 
out Narayan didn't have a chance. 

"Now is your chance to finish him off, pundit," Beharry said. "Give 
him two three months to recover and-bam!-people stop laughing and 
begin to listen to him again." 

But no one could think of a plan. 
Lee Ia said, "I would do l ike my father and give him a good horse-

whipping." 
Beharry suggested more lectures. 
The boy said, "Kidnap the son of a bitch, pundit." 
Swami and Partap thought a lot but came up with nothing. 
It was the Hindu wedding season and The Great Belcher was very 

busy. 
Suruj Mooma was still thinking when Fate, unfortunately for Nara

yan, took a hand. 
Two days after the publication of Volume One, Number One of The 

Dharma it was announced in the Tnnidad Sentinel that a Hindu industrialist 
in India had offered thirty thousand dollars for the cultural uplift of Trin
idad Hindus. The money was being kept in trust by the Trinidad Gov
ernment until it could be handed over to a competent Hindu body. 

Narayan promptly claimed that the Hindu Association, of which he 
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had the honour to be President, was competent enough to handle the 
thirty thousand dollars. 

Lee Ia said, "They could handle a lot more, if you let them." 
"Is God Self send this chance, pundit," Beharry urged. "But you have 

to act fast. Narayan Association having their second General Meeting in 
four weeks. You couldn't do something there?" 

"I thinking about it all all the time," Ganesh said and for a moment 
Beharry recognised the old, pre-mystic Ganesh. 

Four days later the San Fernando correspondent of the Sentinel re
ported that Pundit Ganesh Ramsumair of Fuente Grove was planning the 
formation of a representative assembly of Trinidad Hindus to be known 
as the Hindu League. 

That day, in an interview, Narayan claimed that the Hindu Associa
tion was the only representative Hindu body in Trinidad. It had a fine 
record of social work, it was founded long before the League was even 
thought of, and it was clear to all right-thinking people that the League 
was being formed only with thirty thousand dollars in view. 

Letters flew from both sides to the Sentinel. 
Finally, it was announced that the Inaugural Meeting of the Hindu 

League was to be held at the residence of Pundit Ganesh Ramsumair in 
Fuente Grove. The meeting was to be private. 

That Saturday afternoon about fifty men, most of them former clients, 
gathered in the ground floor of Ganesh's house. There were solicitors and 
barristers among them, solicitor's touts, taxi-drivers, clerks and labourers. 
Leela, taking no chances, gave them diluted Coca-Cola in enamel cups. 

Ganesh sat on orange cushions on a low platform below a carving of 
Hanuman, the monkey god. He recited a long Hindi prayer, then used a 
mango-leaf to sprinkle water from a brass jar over the meeting. 

Partap, sitting cross-legged on a charpoy next to the boy, said in Hindi, 
"Ganges water." 

The boy said, "Go to F ranee !"  
Ganesh made them a l l  swear a terrible oath of secrecy. 
Then he stood up and tossed his green scarf over his shoulder. "What 

I want to say today is very simple. We want to use the money given us 
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well, and a t  the same time we want to stop Narayan making more trou
ble. He says he is competent to handle the money. We know that." 

There was laughter. Ganesh took a sip of Coca-Cola from a prutty 
prutty glass. "To get the money, we mustn't only remove Narayan, we 
must form one united Hindu body." 

There were cries of approval. 
"The Hindu Association isn't a very large body. There are more of 

us here than in the Hindu Association. The Association wants to get new 
members and I have called you here today to beg you to form your own 
branches of the Hindu Association."  

Murmurings. 
The boy said, "But I thought we was going to form the Hindu League 

today." 
Ganesh raised his hand. "I am doing this only for the sake of Hindu 

unity in Trinidad." 
Some people cried in Hindi, "Long live Ganesh!" 
"But what about the League?" the boy said. 
"We are not going to form the League. In less than three weeks the 

Hindu Association is going to hold its second General Meeting. Many 
officers will be elected and I hope to see all of you among them." 

The meeting clapped. 
Swami stood up with difficulty. "Mr. President Ganesh, sir, may I ask 

how you is going to see that happen?" 
The meeting clapped again and Swami sat down. 
"This is the problem: how can we win the elections at the General 

Meeting of the Association? The solution: by having more delegates than 
anybody else. How do we get delegates? By forming more branches. I 
expect the fifty of you here to form fifty branches. Every branch will send 
three delegates to the Meeting." 

Swami rose again. "Mr. President Ganesh, sir, may I ask how you is 
going to give each and every one of we here three delegates, sahib?" 

"It have-there are hundreds of people who are willing to do me a 
favour." 

The boy got up amid applause for Swami and Ganesh. "All right, it 
sound all right. But what make you feel that Narayan not going to do 
the same thing as we?" 

. �" IS. 

Murmurs of, "The boy little but he smart, man," and, "Who son he 

Swami got up almost as soon as he had sat down. There was more 

1 44 



The Defeat of Narayan 

applause for him. He smiled, fingered the letter in his shirt pocket, and 
held up his hand for the ovation to cease. "Mr. President Ganesh, sahib, 
with your permission, sahib, I is going to answer the boy question. After 
all, he is my own nephew, my own sister son." 

Thunderous applause. Cries of, "Shh! Shh!  Let we hear what the man 
saying, man." 

"It  seem to me, Mr. President Ganesh, that the boy question sort of 
answer itself, sahib. First, who go take Narayan serious now? Who go 
listen to him? Mr. President Ganesh, I is the editor-in-chief of The 
Dharma. That paper make Narayan a laughing-stock. Second point, sahib. 
Narayan ain't have the brains to do anything like this." 

Laughter. 
Swami held up his hand again. "Third and last point, sahib. The 

element of surprise. That is the element that go beat Narayan." 
Shouts of, "Long live Swami! Long l ive Swami's nephew!" 
Partap asked, "What about transport, pundit? I was thinking. I could 

get some vans from Parcel Post--" 
"I have five taxis," Ganesh said. "And I have many taxi-drivers who 

are friends." 
The taxi-drivers in the gathering laughed. 
Ganesh made the closing speech. "Remember, is only Narayan we 

fighting. Remember, is Hindu unity we fighting for." And before the 
gathering broke up he rallied them with a cry, "Don't forget you have a 
paper behind you !"  

The next day, Sunday, the Sentinel reported the formation of  the 
Hindu League. According to the President, Pundit Ganesh Ramsumair, 
the League already had twenty branches. 

On Tuesday-the Sentinel isn't published on Monday-Narayan 
said that the Hindu Association had thirty branches. On Wednesday the 
League said it had doubled its membership and had forty branches. On 
Thursday the Association had doubled its membership and had sixty. The 
League was silent on Friday. On Saturday the Association claimed eighty 
branches. Nobody said anything on Sunday. 

On Tuesday Narayan stated at a press conference that the Hindu 
Association was clearly the competent Hindu body and was going to 
press for the grant of thirty thousand dollars immediately after the elec
tion of officers at its second General Meeting that Sunday. 
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The Hindu Association was to  meet in  Carapichaima a t  the hall of  a 
Friendly Society, a large Mission-school-type building with pillars ten 
feet high and a pyramidal roof of galvanised-iron. Concrete upstairs, down
stairs latticework around the pillars. A large black and silver signboard 
eloquent about the Society's benefits, including "free burial of members ." 

The second General Meeting of the Hindu Association was to begin 
at one in the afternoon but when Ganesh and his supporters arrived in 
taxis at about half-past one all they saw were three men dressed in white, 
among them a tall negro with a long beard who looked holy. 

Ganesh had warned that blows might pass and as soon as the taxi 
came to Carapichaima Swami, armed with a stout poui stick, sat on the 
edge of his seat and began shouting, "Where Narayan? Narayan, where 
you is? I want to meet you today!" 

Now he calmed down. 
Ganesh's men quickly overran the place. Partap, showing an initiative 

that surprised Ganesh, went with the advance party. 
"Narayan ain't here," the boy said with relief. 
Swami beat his stick on the dusty ground. "Is a trick, sahib. And 

today was the day I did want to meet Narayan n 
Then Partap came back with the news that the delegates of the Hindu 

Association were eating in a room upstairs. 
Ganesh, with Swami, Partap and the boy, walked across the dirt-and

asphalt yard to the wooden steps at the side of the building. 
The boy said, "All you better protect me good, you hear. If I get beat 

up here today it go have hell to pay." 
Half-way up the steps Swami shouted, "Narayan!" 
He was on the top landing, an old man, very small, very thin, in a 

soiled and clumsy white-drill suit. His face was screwed up into an ex
pression of great pain. He looked dyspeptic. He turned away and went 
to lean on the half-wall of the top veranda, staring intently at the mango 
trees and small wooden houses across the road. 

Ganesh and his men walked noisily up the steps, the boy making 
more noise than any. 

Swami said, "Take my poui and hit him on he bald head while he 
looking over, sahib. Is the chance of a life-time." 

Ganesh said, "You ain't know how right you is." 
The boy said, "You have three witnesses here that he just overbal

ance and fall down." 
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Ganesh didn't respond. 
The boy said, "Gimme the stick. I go settle Narayan." 
Swami smiled. "You too small ." 
Ganesh's supporters were distributing The Dharma right and left, to 

people passing in the road, to the eating delegates, to the delegates walk
ing about the yard. At first they tried to get four cents a copy but now 
they were just giving the paper away. 

Partap said calmly, "You want me go and abuse Narayan now, pun
dit? Is the sort of thing I mad enough to do, you know."  He suddenly 
became frenzied. "Look, all you people better hold me back before I send 
that thin little man to hospital, you hear. Hold me back !" 

They held h im back. 
Narayan stopped staring across the road and walked slowly towards 

the landing. 
Swami said, "You want me kick him down the steps, sahib?" 
They held him back too. 
Narayan glanced at them. He looked sick. 
"Leave him alone," Ganesh said. "He finish, poor man." 
The boy said, "He look like a wet fowl." 
They heard him going down the steps, clop by clop. 
The delegates who had been eating came out to the verandah in 

small groups, tumbler in hand. They were remaining as calm as pos
sible and behaved as though Ganesh and his men were not there. They 
washed their hands over the wall and gargled. They talked and laughed, 
loudly. 

Ganesh 's attention was caught by a short, stout gargler at the far end 
of the verandah. He thought he recognised the energy with which this 
man was gargl ing and spirting into the yard; and that over-all jauntiness 
was definitely familiar. From time to time the gargler gave a curious little 
hop, and that too Ganesh recognised. 

The man stopped gargl ing and looked around. "Ganesh! Ganesh Ram
sumair! " 

"Indarsingh! "  
H e  was plumper and moustached, but the weaving and bobbing, the 

effervescence that made him a star pupil at the Queen's Royal College, 
remained. "Hello there, old boy." 

"Man, you talking with a Oxford accent now, man. What happening, 
man?" 

"Easy, old boy. Nasty trick you're playing against us. But you're 
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looking well .  Demn wel l ."  He  fingered his St. Catherine's Society tie and 
gave another hop. 

Ganesh would have been too embarrassed to talk correctly with In
darsingh. "Man, I never did expecting to see you here. A big scholarship
winner l ike you, man." 

"Catching hell with law, old boy. Thinking of politics. Starting small. 
Talking." 

"Yes, man. Indarsingh was the champion debater at college." 
Swami and the others stood by, gaping. Ganesh said, "I ask the pack 

of all of you to stand guard over me? Where Narayan?" 
"He sitting down quiet quiet downstairs wiping he face with a dirty 

handkerchief. "  
"Well, go and watch him. Don't let him start u p  anything funny." 
The men and the boy left. 
Indarsingh took no notice of the interruption. "Talking to peasants 

now. Different thing altogether, old boy. Not like talking to the Lit. Soc. 
or the Oxford Union."  

"Oxford Union?" 
"For years, old boy. Term in. Term out. Indarsingh. Three times 

nominated for Library Committee. Didn't get in. Prejudice. Disgusted. "  
Indarsingh's face saddened for a moment. 

"What make you give up law so easy, man?" 
"Talking to peasants," Indarsingh repeated. "An art, old boy." 
"Oh, it ain't so hard." 
Indarsingh paid no attention. "Past few months been talking to al l  

sorts of people. Getting practice. Bicycle clubs, football clubs, cricket 
clubs. No ten-minute things, old boy. Give them something different. 
One day, at cricket elections, talked for so long gas-lamp went out. " He 
looked earnestly at Ganesh. "Know what happened?" 

"You light back the lamp?" 
"Wrong, old boy. Went on talking. In the dark " 
The boy ran up the steps. "The meeting starting to start, sahib ."  
Ganesh hadn't noticed that the garglers had left the verandah. 
"Ganesh, going to fight you, old boy. Don't like tricks. Going to 

break you by talk, old boy." He gave a little hop. 
They started down the steps. "Story to tell, old boy. About talking 

practice. Man called Ganga supported some fool for County Council elec
tions. I supported other man. My man won. A close thing. Ganga starts 
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row. Big row. Clamouring for recount. Talkedffteen minutes against re
count. Ah, meeting starting. Lots of delegates here today, what?" 

"What happen?" 
"Oh, recount. My man lost." 
The room was crowded. There were not enough benches and many 

delegates had to stand up against the lattice-work. The confusion was 
increased by the number of wooden pillars sprouting up in odd places. 

"No room, old boy. Didn't bargain for so many of us, what? Not 
going to sit with you, though. Going to squeeze in somewhere in front. 
No tricks, remember." 

The delegates fanned themselves with The Dharma. 

Perhaps, if The Dharma had not made him so ludicrous and the 
thirty-thousand-dollar grant so vulnerable, Narayan would have fought 
back. But he was taken so completely by surprise and knew the 
weakness of his own position so well, everything went smoothly for 
Ganes h. 

But there were moments when Ganesh was worried. 
When Narayan, for example, sitting as President at the table draped 

with the saffron, white and green Indian tricolour, asked how Mr. Partap, 
who, he knew, worked in Port of Spain and lived in San Fernando, could 
represent Cunaripo, which was miles away from either place. 

Ganesh at once jumped to his feet and said that Mr. Partap, it was 
true, was an esteemed member of the Parcel Post Service in Port of Spain 
and belonged to an honourable family in San Fernando; but he also, no 
doubt for merit in some past life, owned land in Cunaripo. 

Narayan looked sick. He said drily, "Oh, wel l. I suppose I represent 
Port of Spain although I work in Sangre Grande, only fifty miles away." 

There was general laughter. Everyone knew that Narayan lived and 
worked in Port of Spain. 

Then lndarsingh began to make trouble. In a speech lasting almost 
ten minutes he wondered, in impeccable English, whether all the branches 
present had paid their subscriptions. 

The Chief Treasurer, sitting next to Narayan, opened a blue exercise
book with a picture of King George VI on the cover. He said that many 
branches, particularly the new ones, hadn't paid; but he was sure they 
soon would. 
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Indarsingh shouted, "Unconstitutional !"  
There was silence. 
He seemed to have expected a howl of protest, and the silence caught 

him unprepared. He said, "Oh, I say, what?" and sat down. 
Narayan twisted his thin lips. "It is a little curious, however. Let me 

consult the constitution!" 
Swami bellowed from the back, "Narayan, you ain't going to consult 

no constitution !"  
Narayan looked miserable and pushed the booklet aside. 
"A man like you, robbing money that people scratch and scrape and 

save. Wanting to consult constitution!"  
Ganesh stood up. "Mr. President, sir, I call on  Dr. Swami to  withdraw 

those unkind remarks." 
The meeting took up the cry. "Withdraw! Withdraw!"  
"All right, I withdraw. Eh, who saying, 'Shut up'? He  want to  taste 

my hand." Swami looked menacingly around. "Look, I want to make we 
position plain. We ain't here to fight anybody. We just want to see Hin
dus unite and we want to get the grant for everybody, not for one man." 

Narayan looked sicker than ever. 
There was laughter, not only from Ganesh's supporters. 
Ganesh whispered to the boy, "How you didn't remind me about the 

subscriptions, man?" 
The boy said, "It ain't for you, a big man, to talk to me so." 
Indarsingh was up again. "Mr. President, this is a democratic body, 

and in no other body-and I have travelled-have I heard of members 
who haven't paid subscriptions being allowed to vote. In fact, i t  is my 
considered opinion that, by and large---" 

Narayan said, "Is this a motion?" 
lndarsingh looked hurt. "It is, Mr. President. A motion, certainly. " 
Swami bellowed, "Mr. President, enough of this damn nonsense mo-

tion and commotion, and listen to something sensible for a change. It is 
my motion that the constitution should be-be---" 

"Suspended," the boy prompted. 
"-be suspended, or anyway that part which say that members have 

to pay before they vote. Suspended for this meeting, and this meeting 
only. " 

lndarsingh lost his temper, bared an arm, quoted Gandhi, talked about 
the Oxford Union, and said he was ashamed of the corruption in the 
Hindu Association. 

q o  
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Narayan looked wretched. 
At a signal from Ganesh, four men rushed to lndarsingh and l ifted 

him outside. "Undemocratic!" Indarsingh shouted, "Unconstitutional ! " 
He became quiet all of a sudden. 

Narayan said, "Who will second that motion?" 
Every hand went up. 
Narayan saw defeat. He took out a handkerchief and held it over his 

mouth. 
Then the mood of the meeting changed. 
The bearded negro stood up and made a long speech. He said that 

he had been attracted to Hinduism because he l iked Indians; but the cor
ruption he had seen that day was entirely repugnant to him. It had, as a 
matter of fact, decided him to join the Muslims, and the Hindus had better 
look out when he was a Muslim. 

The Chief Treasurer, the guardian of the blue exercise-book, a splen
did figure in orange turban and silk koortah, said that Indians were bad 
people, and Hindus particularly bad. He had lost faith in his people and 
no longer thought it an honour to be Chief Treasurer of the Hindu As
sociation. He was going to resign then and there and not offer himself 
for re-election. 

Personal loyalties were forgotten. "Stay, punditj i ," the H indu Asso
ciation shouted, "stay." 

The Chief Treasurer wept and stayed. 
Narayan looked crumpled and more miserable than ever when he rose 

to speak. He said-and his speech was fully reported in The H£ndu
"Dissension and dissatisfaction prevail among the rank and file of Hindus 
in Trinidad today. My friends, I have caused some of that dissension and 
dissatisfaction. I confess it." He was weeping. "My friends, will you for
give an old man?" 

"Yes, ji," the audience wept back. "We forgive you ."  
"My friends, we are not united. And now, with your permission, 

am going to tell the story of an old man, his three sons, and a bundle 
of sticks. "  He didn't tell i t  very well. "United we stand, then, and di
vided we fal l .  My friends, let us fal l  united rather than stand united. 
My friends, Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru never wrangled with Shri Chakra
varti Rajagopalacharya or with Shri Vallabhai Patel for the Presidency 
of the All-India National Congress. And so too, my friends, I have 
no desire to be the cause of dissatisfaction and dissension among the 
rank and file of Hindus in Trinidad today. My friends, I only want 
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back my self-respect and I want your respect. My friends, I with
draw from public life. I do not want to be re-elected President of the 
Hindu Association of Trinidad, of which I am a founder member and 
President." 

Narayan was cheered loud and long. Some people wept. Some 
shouted, "Long live Narayan!"  

He wept too. "Thank you, thank you, my friends." And sat down to 
wipe his eyes and blow his nose. 

"A diplomatic son of a bitch, pundit," the boy said. 
But Ganesh was wiping away a tear. 
Ganesh was the only candidate for the Presidency and was elected 

without any fuss at all. 
Swami and Partap were among the new Assistant-Presidents. The 

boy was a simple Secretary. Indarsingh was offered the post of Fourth 
Assistant to the Chief Secretary, but declined. 

Ganesh's first act as President was to send a cable to the All-India 
Congress. Awkwardly, it wasn't the occasion of any important anniver
sary. He cabled: KEEP MAHATMAJI IDEALS ALIVE STOP HINDU ASSOCIATION 

TRINIDAD WITH YOU INDEPENDENCE STRUGGLE STOP B EST WISHES 

GANESH PRESIDENT HIKDU ASSOCIATION TRINIDAD 

AND TOBAGO 
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Volume One, Number Two of The Dharma never came our. 
Swami and Partap could not hide their relief. But the boy told 

Ganesh, "I ain't want to meddle in any more of this child-play, you hear. " 
And he told Swami, "Next time you start up a paper leave me out. " 

But The Dharma had served its purpose. Narayan kept his word and 
retired from public life. The election campaigns for Trinidad's first Gen
eral Elections raged around him while he remained at his house in Mucu
rapo in Port of Spain a useless invalid. The Hindu dropped the Each One 
Teach One and Per Ardua ad Astra slogans and consoled itself once more 
with quotations from the Hindu scriptures. The Little Bird disappeared 
and its place was taken by Sparks from a Brahmin s Log-fire. 

Ganesh didn't have time for the affairs of the Hindu Association. The 
island elections were two months off and he found himself embroiled. 
lndarsingh had decided to go up in Ganesh's ward and it was this rather 
than the promptings of the Association or Beharry or Swami that made 
Ganesh stand for the elections. 

"Narayan did have a little point there, pundit," Beharry said. "About 
religious visionaries. And Suruj Mooma too, she say curing soul go do 
but it  wouldn't put food in people mouth ." 

Ganesh asked Leela's advice. 
She said, "But you have to go up. You not going to sit down and let 

that boy fool the people?" 
"Indarsingh ain't a boy, man."  
"I t  are hard not to  believe that. Suruj Mooma right, you know. Too 

much of this education is a bad bad thing. You remain here, educate 
yourself and yet you is a bigger man than lndarsingh for all the Ox-ford 
he say he go to." 
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The Great Belcher cried. "Oh, Ganeshwa, i s  the word I was waiting 
for from your mouth. Is your duty to go up and help the poor people." 

So Ganesh went up for the elections. 
"But," Leela warned, "it are not going to make me happy to see my 

husband getting into all sort of low argument with all sort of low people. 
I don't want you to drag your name in the mud." 

He didn't. He fought the cleanest election campaign in Trinidad his
tory. He had no platform. And his posters were the simplest things: 
GANESH WILL DO WHAT HE CAN, A VOTE FOR GANESH IS A VOTE FOR GOD; 

sometimes even plainer statements, GANESH WILL WIN and GANESH IS A 

MAl\' OF GOOD AND GOD. 

He held no election meetings, but Swami and Partap arranged many 
prayer meetings for him. He worked hard to expand his Road to Happiness 
lectures; three or even four taxis had to take the books he required. Quite 
casually, in the middle of a lecture, he would say in Hindi, "It may 
interest one or two of you in this gathering tonight to hear that I am a 
candidate for the elections next month. I can promise nothing. In every
thing I shall consult God and my conscience, even at the risk of displeas
ing you. But that is by the way. We were talking, you remember, about 
the transmigration of souls. Now, this theory was also put forward by a 
philosopher of Ancient Greece, but I have brought along some books 
tonight to show you that it is more than likely that the Greek got the 
idea from India . . .  " 

Beharry said one day, "Suruj Mooma don't think the sign in front the 
house look nice, pundit. She say it so mildew it spoil the whole house." 

So Ganesh took down the sign which threatened that requests for 
monetary assistance would not be entertained, and put up a new and 
simpler one which said: Spiritual solace may be had here at any time. 

At a prayer-meeting one evening Ganesh noticed the boy among the 
helpers taking away the books from the taxis to the platform. Swami said, 
"I bring the boy to apologise for what he say, sahib. He say he want to 
make up by helping with the poster and them. He crying all the time, 
sahib. And don't mind he look little, he have a master hand for painting 
signs." 

The boy's lettering was elaborate. He was never content with a plain 
letter; he shadowed everything and sometimes it was hard to read what 
he had written. But he was keen and everybody liked him. Beharry, who 
was also working on the posters, said, "I wish sometimes that God did 
give me a son like this. Suruj , he all right, but Suruj, pundit, he ain't have 
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brains, man. He always in some Remove class. It does beat me. I is a 
intell igent man and Suruj Mooma ain't a fool." 

Beharry's praise spurred the boy on and he designed the most famous 
poster of the elections: 

GANESH is 
Able 
Nice 
Energetic 
Sincere 
HoLY 

Against all this it was clear from the start that Indarsingh didn 't have a 
chance. But he fought gamely. He got the support of the Party for Prog
ress and Unity, the PPU, an organisation hastily slung together two months 
before the elections. The PPU's aims, l ike its organisation, were vague; 
and Indarsingh had to fend for himself. His speeches were long, carefully 
thought-out things-later published by the author in book form with the 
title Colonialism: Four Essays-about The Economics of Colonialism, Co
lonialism in Perspective, The Anatomy of Oppression, The Approach to 
Freedom. Indarsingh travelled about with his own blackboard and a box 
of coloured chalks, i l lustrating his arguments with diagrams. Children 
liked him. They surrounded him at the beginning and end of a meeting 
and begged for "a little tiny little piece of chalk you did thinking of 
throwing away." The older people called him the "Walking Dictionary." 

Once or twice Indarsingh attempted an attack on Ganesh but he soon 
learned better. Ganesh never mentioned Indarsingh at all. 

Leela l iked Indarsingh less and less as polling day came nearer. "Al l 
this fancy talk in all this fancy accent he are giving the people here, it 
are beat me why they don't fling something big at his head." 

"It ain't nice to talk so, Leela," Ganesh said. "He is a good boy. He 
fighting a clean clean election and it ain't so clean in the rest of Trinidad, 
I can tell you." 

Leela turned to Beharry. "You hear what he are saying? It are just 
this sort of goodness and big mind that is dangerous in Trinidad. He ain't 
have enough, it look like, from people like Narayan." 

Beharry said, "Well, it have a lot in what the pundit say. Indarsingh 
is a good boy, but he still a boy. He does talk too big. Mark you, that all 
right for we here. I could understand and Ganesh pundit could under
stand, but is different for the ordinary people." 
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One night Ganesh came back late to  Fuente Grove from a prayer
meeting at Bamboo Walk, a village at the boundary of his ward. Upstairs 
in the drawing room Leela, Beharry and the boy were, as usual, working 
on the posters. They were at the dining-table. But Ganesh saw someone 
else kneeling next to the refrigerator, filling in the outlines of a GANESH 

IS A MAN OF GOOD AND GOD poster spread on the floor. He was a big fat 
man; but it wasn't Swami. 

"Hello, sahib," the man said casually, and went on filling in the let-
ters. 

It was Ramlogan. 
"Hello, Ramlogan. It have a long time I ain't see you ."  
Ramlogan didn't look up. "Busy, sahib. Very busy with the shop." 
Ganesh said, "Leela, I hope you have a lot of food for me tonight. 

Anything that leave over, I could eat all of it. I hungry like a horse. Eh, 
but Leela, you ain 't give your father anything?" 

She moved with alacrity to the refrigerator. 
Ramlogan kept on filling in letters. 
"What you think of it?" 
"Is very nice wordings, sahib. " Still Ramlogan didn 't look up. 
"Leela think them up." 
"She is l ike that, sahib. " 
Leela handed around the Coca-Cola. 
Ramlogan, who was resting forward on his hands, knelt upright and 

laughed. "It have years now I selling this Coca-Cola but you know, 
sahib, I never touch it before. Is so it does happen. You ever notice that 
carpenters always living in some sort of breakdown old shack?" 

Leela said, "Man, your food waiting for you in the kitchen."  
Ganesh went through the drawing-room to  the large room next to 

the back veranda. 
Leela had tears in her eyes. "Man, is the second time in my life you 

make me feel proud of you." She leaned on him. 
He didn't push her away. 
"The first time was with the boy and the cloud. Now is with Pa . "  
She wiped her eyes and seated Ganesh a t  the kitchen table. 

In the week before pol ling day Ganesh decided to suspend mystic 
activity and hold a Bhagwat, a seven-day prayer-meeting. 

q 6  
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He said, "Ever since I small I promising myself to hold my own 
Bhagwat, but I could never find the time." 

The boy said, "But now is the time to move around, pundit, talking 
to the people and them." 

"I  know," Ganesh said sadly. "But something tel ling me that if I don't 
have a Bhagwat now, I would never have one again." 

Leela didn 't approve. "Is easy for you, just sitting down and reciting 
prayers and thing to the people. But they don't come to Bhagwat just for 
prayers, I can tell you. They come for the free food."  

However, The Great Belcher and Suruj Mooma and Ramlogan ral lied 
round and helped Leela with the great week-long task of cooking. The 
Bhagwat was held in the ground floor of the house; people were fed in the 
bamboo restaurant at the side; and there was a special kitchen at the back. 
Logs burned in huge holes in the ground and in great black iron pots 
over the holes simmered rice, da/., potatoes, pumpkins, spinach of many 
sorts, karhee, and many other Hindu vegetarian things. People came to 
the Bhagwat from many miles around and even Swami, who had orga
nised so many Bhagwats, said, "Is the biggest and best thing I ever 

. " orgamse. 
Leela complained more than ever of being tired; The Great Belcher 

had unusual trouble with the wind; Suruj Mooma moaned all the time 
about her hands. 

But Ramlogan told Ganesh, "Is like that with women and them, sahib. 
They complaining, but it have nothing they like better than a big fete 
like this. Was the same with Leela mother. Always going off to sing at 
somebody wedding, coming back hoarse hoarse next morning and com
plaining. But the next time a wedding come round and you turn to look 
for Leela mother-she ain't there." 

As a supreme gesture Ganesh invited Indarsingh to the last night of 
the Bhagwat, on the eve of polling day. 

Leela told Suruj Mooma and The Great Belcher, "Is just what I are 
expecting from that husband of mine. Sometimes these man and them 
does behave as if they lose their senses. "  

Suruj Mooma stirred the cauldron of  dal with a ladle a yard long. 
"Ah, my dear. But what we go without them?" 

Indarsingh came in an Oxford blazer and Swami, as organiser of the 
Bhagwat, introduced him to the audience. "I got to talk Engl ish to intro
duce this man to you, because I don 't think he could talk any Hindi . But 
I think all of all you go agree with me that he does talk English l ike a 
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pukka Englishman. That i s  because he have a foreign education and he 
only just come back ro try and help out the poor Trinidad people. Ladies 
and gentlemen-Mr. lndarsingh, Bachelor of Arts of Oxford University, 
London, England." 

lndarsingh gave a little hop, fingered his tie, and, stupidly, talked 
about politics. 

Indarsingh lost his deposit and had a big argument with the secretary 
of the PPU who had also lost his. lndarsingh said that the PPU had prom
ised to compensate members who lost their deposits. He found he was 
talking ro nobody; for after the election results the Party for Progress 
and Unity j ust disappeared. 

It was Beharry's idea that the people of Fuente Grove should refer ro 
Ganesh as the Hon 'ble Ganesh Ramsumair, M.L.c. 

"Who you want?" he asked visitors. "The Onble Ganesh Ramsumair, 
Member of the Legislative Council?" 

Here it might be well to pause awhile and consider the circumstances 
of Ganesh's rise, from teacher ro masseur, from masseur to mystic, from 
mystic ro M.L.c. In his autobiography, The Years oJGui!t, which he began 
writing at this time, Ganesh attributes his success (he asks to be pardoned 
for using the word) to God. The autobiography shows that he believed 
strongly in predestination; and the circumstances which conspired to ele
vate him seem indeed to be providential. If he had been born ten years 
earlier it is unlikely, if you take into account the Trinidad Indian's attitude 
ro education at that time, that his father would have sent him to the 
Queen's Royal College. He might have become a pundit, and a mediocre 
pundit. If he had been born ten years later his father would have sent 
him to America or Canada or England to get a profession-the Indian 
attitude to education had changed so completely-and Ganesh might 
have become an unsuccessful lawyer or a dangerous doctor. If, when 
the Americans descended on Trinidad in I 94 I, Ganesh had taken Leela 's ad
vice and got a job with the Americans or become a taxi-driver, l ike so 
many masseurs, the mystic path would have been closed ro him for ever 
and he would have been ruined. Today these masseurs, despite their 
glorious American interlude, are finding it hard to make a l iving. No
body wants the quack dentist or the unqualified masseur in Trinidad 
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now; and Ganesh's former colleagues of  the world of  massage have had 
to keep on driving taxis, but at three cents a mile now, so great is the 
competition. 

"It is clear," Ganesh wrote, "that my Maker meant me to be a mystic." 
He was served even by his enemies. Without Narayan's attacks Ganesh 

would never have taken up politics and he might have remained a mystic. 
With unfortunate results. Ganesh found himself a mystic when Trinidad 
was crying out for one. That time is now past. But some people haven't 
realised it and today in odd corners of Trinidad there is still a backwash 
of penurious mystics. Providence indeed seemed to have guided Ganesh. 
Just as it told him when to take up mysticism, so it told him when to 
give it up. 

His first experience as an M.L.c. was a mortifying one. The members 
of the new Legislative Counci l  and their wives were invited to dinner at 
Government House and although a newly-founded scurrilous weekly saw 
the invitation as an imperialist trick all the members turned up. But not 
all the wives. 

Leela was shy but she made out that she couldn't bear the thought 
of eating off other people's plates. "It are like going to a restaurant. You 
don't know what the food are and you don't know who cook it. " 

Ganesh was secretly relieved. "I have to go. But none of this non
sense about knife and fork for me, you hear. Going to eat with my fin
gers, as always, and I don't care what the Governor or anybody else 
say."  

But the morning before the dinner he  consulted Swami. 
"The first idea to knock out of your head, sahib, is that you going to 

like what you eat. This eating with a knife and fork and spoon is like a 
drill, man." And he outlined the technique. 

Ganesh said, "Nah, nah. Fish knife, soup spoon, fruit spoon, tea 
spoon-who sit down and make up all that?" 

Swami laughed. "Do what I use to do, sahib. Just watch everybody 
else. And eat a lot of good rice and dal before you go."  

The dinner was a treat for the photographers. Ganesh came in  dhoti 
and koortah and turban; the member for one of the Port of Spain wards 
wore a khaki suit and a sun helmet; a third came in jodhpurs; · a fourth, 
adhering for the moment to his pre-election principles, came in short 
trousers and an open shirt; the blackest M.L.c. wore a three-piece blue 
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suit, yellow woollen gloves and a monocle. Everybody else, among the 
men, looked like penguins, sometimes even down to the black faces. 

An elderly Christian Indian member didn't bring a wife because he 
said he never had one; instead he brought along a daughter, a bright l ittle 
thing of about four. 

The Governor's lady moved with assurance and determination among 
the members and their wives. The more disconcerting the man or woman, 
the more she was interested, the more she was charming. 

"Why, Mrs. Primrose," she said brightly to the wife of the blackest 
M . L.C. "You look so different today." 

Mrs. Primrose, all of her squeezed into floriferous print frock, adjusted 
her hat with the floral design. "Ah, ma'am. It ain 't the same me. The other 
one, the one you did see at the Mothers ' Union at Granadina, she at 
home. Making baby." 

Sherry, opportunely, passed. 
Mrs. Primrose gave a little giggle and asked the waiter, "Is a strong 

drink?" 
The waiter nodded and looked down his nose. 
"Well, thanks. But I doesn't uses it." 
"Something else, perhaps?" the Governor's lady urged. 
"A little coffee tea, ifyou has it." 
"Coffee. I am afraid coffee wouldn't be ready for some time yet." 
"Well, thanks. I doesn't really want it .  I was only being social ."  .Mrs. 

Primrose giggled again. 
Presently they sat down to dinner. The Governor's lady sat on the 

left of Mr. Primrose. Ganesh found himself between the man in jodhpurs 
and the Christian Indian and his daughter; and he saw with alarm that 
the people from whom he had hoped to learn the eating drill were too 
far away. 

The members looked at the waiters, who looked away quickly. Then 
the members looked at each other. 

The man in jodhpurs muttered, "Is why black people can't get on. 
You see how these waiters behaving? And they black like hell too, you 
know."  

Nobody took up the remark. 
Soup came. 
"Meat?" Ganesh asked. 
The waiter nodded. 
"Take it away," Ganesh said with quick disgust. 
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The man in jodhpurs said, "You was wrong there. You shoulda toy 
with the soup." 

"Toy with it?" 
"Is what the book say." 
No one near Ganesh seemed willing to taste the soup. 
The man in jodhpurs looked about him. "Is a nice room here. " 
"Nice pictures," said the man with the open shirt who sat opposite. 
The man in jodhpurs .sighed wearily. "Is a funny thing, but I ain 't so 

hungry today." 
"Is the heat, " the man with the open shirt said. 
The Christian Indian placed his daughter on his left knee, and, ignor

ing the others, dipped a spoon in his soup. He tested it with his tongue 
for warmth and said, "Aah."  The girl opened her mouth to receive the 
soup. "One for you," the Christian said. He took a spoonfu l  himself. 
"And one for me." 

The other members saw. They became reckless and ate. 
Unoriginal disaster befell Mr. Primrose. His monocle fell into his soup. 
The Governor's lady quickly looked away. 
But Mr. Primrose drew her attention to the monocle. "Eh, eh," he 

chuckled, "but see how it fall down! "  
The M.L.c's looked o n  with sympathy. 
Mr. Primrose turned on them. "What all you staring at? All you ain't 

see nigger before?" 
The man in jodhpurs whispered to Ganesh, "But we wasn't saying 

anything." 
"Eh!" Mr. Primrose snapped. "Black people don't wear monocle?" 
He fished out the monocle, wiped it, and put it in his coat pocket. 
The man with the open shirt tried to change the subject. "I wonder 

how much car expenses they go pay we for coming here. I ain't ask to 
dine with the Governor, you know." He jerked his head in the Gover
nor's direction and quickly jerked it back. 

The man with jodhpurs said, "But they got to pay we, man ."  
The meal was torture to  Ganesh. He felt alien and uncomfortable. He 

grew sulkier and sulkier and refused a l l  the courses. He felt a s  i f  he were 
a boy again, going to the Queen's Royal College for the first time. 

He was in a temper when he returned late that night to Fuente Grove. 
"Just wanted to make a fool of me," he muttered, "fool of me. " 
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"Leela!" he  shouted. "Come, girl, and give me something to  eat ." 
She came out, smiling sardonically. "But, man, I thought you was 

dining with the Governor." 
"Don't make joke, girl . Done dine. Want to eat now. Going to show 

them," he mumbled, as his fingers ploughed through the rice and dal and 
curry, "going to show them."  
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Soon Ganesh decided to move to Port of Spain. He found it fatiguing 
to travel nearly every day between Port of Spain and Fuente Grove. The 
Government paid expenses that made it worthwhile but he knew that 
even if he lived in Port of Spain he could still claim travelling expenses, 
l ike the other country members. 

Swami and the boy came to say good bye. Ganesh had grown to like 
the boy: he saw so much of himself in him. 

"But don't worry, sahib," Swami said. "The Hindu Association fixing 
up a little something for him. A little cultural scholarship to travel about, 
I 

0 
" earmng. 

Beharry, Suruj Mooma and their second son Dipraj helped with the 
packing. Later, Ramlogan and The Great Belcher came. 

Suruj Mooma and Leela embraced and cried; and Leela gave Suruj 
Mooma the ferns from the top veranda. 

"I go always always keep them, my dear. " 
The Great Belcher said, "The two of you girls behaving as though 

somebody getting married." 
Beharry put his hand under his vest and nibbled. "Is go Ganesh have 

to go. He do his duty here and God call him somewhere else." 
"I wish the whole thing did never happen," Ganesh said with sudden 

bitterness. "I wish I did never become a mystic! " 
Beharry put his hand on Ganesh's shouider. "Is only talk you talking, 

Ganesh. Is hard, I know, to leave a place after eleven years, but look at 
Fuente Grove now. New road. My new shop. Stand-pipe. We getting 
electricity next year. All through you." 

They took bags and cases into the yard. 
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Ganesh went to the mango tree. "Is something we did forget. " He  
wrenched out the GANESH, Mystic sign. 

"Don't throw it away," Be harry said. "We go keep it in the shop ." 
Ganesh and Leela got into the taxi. 
Ramlogan said, "I always did say, sahib, you was the radical in the 

family." 
"Ah, Leela, my dear, look after youself," Suruj Mooma sobbed. "You 

looking so tired." 
The taxi started and the waving began. 
The Great Belcher belched. 
"Dipraj, carry this signboard home and come back and help your 

mother with the ferns." 
Leela waved and looked back. The veranda was naked; the doors and 

windows open; on the balustrade the two stone elephants stared in opposite 
directions. 

It would be hard to say just when Ganesh stopped being a mystic. 
Even before he moved to Port of Spain he had become more and more 
absorbed in politics. He stil l dispelled one or two spirits; but he had 
already given up his practice when he sold the house in Fuente Grove to 
a jeweller from Bombay and bought a new one in the fashionable Port 
of Spain district of St. Clair. By that time he had stopped wearing dhoti 
and turban altogether. 

Leela didn't take to Port of Spain. She travelled about a good deal 
with The Great Belcher. She visited Soomintra often and regularly went 
to Ramlogan's. 

But Ganesh found that for an M . L.C. Port of Spain was a pleasant 
place. He got used to it and even liked it. There were two good libraries, 
and so many bookshops! He dropped Indology, religion and psychology 
and bought large books on political theory. He had long discussions with 
Indarsingh. 

At first Indarsingh was bitter. "Funny people in Trinidad, old boy. 
No respect for ideas, only personalities."  

But he  softened as  time went on and he and Ganesh worked on a 
new political theory. 

"Came to me in a flash, old boy. Reading Louis Fischer's book about 
Gandhi. Socialinduism. Socialism-cum-Hinduism. Hot stuff, old boy. Out
lines settled. Details demn tricky, though." 
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So far the autobiography, and the private man. 
But by this time Ganesh was a public figure of great importance. He 

was always in the papers. His speeches inside and outside the Legislative 
Council were reported in detail; he was constantly photographed leading 
delegations of aggrieved taxi-drivers or scavengers or fish-vendors to the 
Red House; and he was always ready with a press conference or a letter 
to the editor. Everything he did or said was News. 

He was a terror in the Legislative Council. 
It was he who introduced the walk-out to Trinidad and made it pop

ular as a method of protest. The walk-out was no sudden inspiration. It 
had crude beginnings. At first he simply lay flat on his back on the Council 
table and refused to move. Policemen had to l ift him up. Acts like this 
caught the public imagination and in no time at all Ganesh became pop
ular throughout the South Caribbean. His photograph appeared constantly 
in the newspapers. Then he discovered the walk-out. In the beginning he 
just walked out; later, he walked out and gave interviews to reporters on 
the steps of the Red House; finally, he walked out, gave interviews, and 
addressed the crowd of beggars and idlers from the bandstand in Woodford 
Square. Often the Governor passed a weary hand over his forehead and 
said, "Mr. Ramsumair, what have we done to offend you this time? Please 
don't stage another walk-out." And the invariable concomitant of a headline 
announcing the passing of a bill was GANESH STAGES A WALK-OUT. Later 
this was shortened and a typical newspaper headline was: 

L A N D  R E S E TT L E M E N T  B I L L  P A S S E D  

Ganesh Walks Out 

They made a calypso about him which was the second road-march at 
the Carnival in 1 947: 

There is a gentleman of the opposition 
Suffering a sort of legislative constipation. 
Everyhody moving-hills for so, 
But with this gentleman nothing can go. 

The reference to Prrfitahle Evacuation was clear. But even before the ca
lypso, Ganesh had begun to find his mystic career an embarrassment. 
Certain paragraphs of What God Told Me had often been read out in the 
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Council Chamber; and in  November I 946, just four months after he  had pub
lished it, he suppressed The Years of Guilt, as well as his other books, and 
wound up Ganesh Publishing Company Limited. 

There was no doubt that at this time Ganesh was the most popular 
man in Trinidad. He never went to a cocktail party at Government 
House. He never went to dinner there. He was always ready to present 
a petition to the Governor. He exposed scandal after scandal. And he was 
always ready to do a favour for any member of the public, rich or poor. 
For such favours his fees were never high. He always said, "You must 
give only what you can afford." People like Primrose and the Christian 
had high fixed rates, went to every cocktail party at Government House, 
and wore dinner-jackets. You couldn't say that either of them really rep
resented his constituency. The Christian, as a matter of fact, now owned 
most of his; and Primrose became so wealthy he had to be knighted. 

In Colonial Office reports Ganesh was dismissed as an irresponsible 
agitator with no following. 

He had no idea that he was on the road to the M.B.E. 

This is how it happened. 
In September, I 949, a wild strike ripped through some sugar estates in 

South Trinidad. It was the most exciting thing since the oilfield riots of I 937· 
Strikers burnt canefields and policemen beat up strikers and spat in the 
mouths of those they arrested. The press thundered with threats and 
counter-threats. Sympathy for the strikers was high, and people who had 
never thought of striking themselves cycled past the pickets and whis
pered, "Keep it up, boys! "  

Ganesh was in Tobago a t  the time, investigating the scandal of the 
Help the Children Fund. He made a vague speech about it but the Nig
gergram at once spread a story that he was going to mediate. The sugar 
estates said they knew nothing about it. Ganesh told a Sentinel reporter 
that he was going to do all he could to bring about an amicable settle
ment. The estates denied that they had ever consented to having a medi
ator at all. Ganesh wrote to the Sentinel that whether the estates liked it 
or not he was going to mediate. 

In the few days that followed, Ganesh was at the peak of his popu
larity. 

He knew nothing about the strike except for what he had read in the 
newspapers; and it was the first time since he had been elected that he 
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had to deal with a crisis in South Trinidad. Hitherto he had been mainly 
involved in exposing ministerial scandals in Port of Spain. His whole 
approach to the strike was so thoughtless that we can perhaps-as he 
himself said later-see the hand of Providence once more in his career. 

In the first place he went South in a lounge suit. He rook books, bur 
they were nor religious books, only the writings of Tom Paine and John 
Stuart Mill and a large volume on Greek Political Theory. 

The moment he got to Lorimer's Park, a few miles out of San Fer
nando, where the strikers waited for him, he sensed that something was 
wrong. So he said later. Perhaps it was the rain the night before. The 
banners were still damp and their denunciations looked half-hearted. The 
grass had disappeared beneath the mud churned up by the strikers' bare 
feet. 

The strike-leader, a short far man in a striped brown suit, led Ganesh 
to the platform. This was nothing more than two Morris car crates; 
smaller boxes served as steps. The top of the platform was wet and 
muddy. Ganesh was introduced to the half dozen or so members of the 
strike committee and the man in the brown suit immediately set to work. 

He shouted, "Brothers and sisters, you know why the Red Flag red?" 
The police reporters scribbled conscientiously in longhand in their 

note-books. 
"Let them write it down," the leader said. "Let them write down in 

their dirty little black books rhar we ain't fraid them. Tell me, we fraid 
them?" 

A short stout man came out from the crowd and walked to the plat-
form. "Shut your tai l  up," he said. 

The leader insisted, "Tell me, we fraid them?" 
There was no response. 
The man below the platform said, "Cut out the talk and say some

thing quick." He was rolling up his shirtsleeves almost up to his armpits. 
He had powerful arms. 

The leader shouted, "Let we pray." 
The heckler laughed. "Pray for what?" he shouted. "For you to get 

fatter and burst your suit?" 
Ganesh began to feel uneasy. 
The leader unclasped his hands after his prayer. "The Red Flag dye 

with we blood, and is high time for we to hold up we head high high in 
the market-place like free and independent men and command big big 
armies in heaven." 
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More men came out from the crowd. The whole crowd seemed to 
have moved nearer the platform. 

The heckler shouted, "Cut out the talk. Go back to the estates and 
beg them to take back the bribe they give you."  

The leader talked on, unheard. 
The strike committee fidgeted in their folding chairs. 
The leader slapped his forehead and said, "But what happening? I 

forgetting that all you here to hear the great fighter for freedom, Ganesh 
Ramsumair." 

At last there was some applause. 
"All of you know that Ganesh write some major book about God 

and thing ." 
The heckler took off his hat and waved i t  up and down. "Oh God!" 

he screamed. "But i t  making stink!" 
Ganesh could see his gums. 
"Brothers and sisters, I now ask the man of good and God to address 

a few words to you." 
And Ganesh missed his  cue. Stupidly, completely missed his  cue. He 

forgot that he was talking to a crowd of impatient strikers as a man of 
good and God. He talked instead as though they were the easy-going 
crowd in Woodford Square and he the fighting M . L.c. and nothing more. 

"My friends," he said (he had got that from Narayan), "my friends, 
I know about your great sufferings, but I have yet to give the matter 
further study, and until then I must ask you to be patient." 

He didn't know that their leader had been telling them the same thing 
every day for nearly five weeks. 

And his speech didn't get better. He talked about the political situa
tion in Trinidad, and the economic situation; about constitutions and tar
iffs; the fight against colonialism; and he described Socialinduism in detail. 

Just when he was going to show how the strike could be the first 
step in establishing Socialinduism in Trinidad, the storm broke. 

The heckler took off his hat and stamped it into the mud. "No! " he 
shouted. "No! Noooh!" 

Others took up the cry. 
The leader waved his hands about for silence. 
"My friends, I--" 
The heckler stamped on his hat again and shouted, "Noooooh! "  
The leader stamped on the platform and turned to his committee. 

"Why the hell black people so ungrateful?" 

! 6 8 



M.L.C. to M.B.E. 

The heckler left his hat alone for a while and ran to the platform and 
tried to seize the leader by the ankles. Failing, he shouted, "Nooooh!" 
and ran back to stamp on his hat. 

Ganesh tried again. "My friends, I have-" 
"Ganesh, how much bribe they bribe you? Noooh!  Noooh!" 
The leader said to his committee, "If I live for a million years I ain't 

going to lift up my little finger to do a thing for black people again. Talk 
about ungrateful ! "  

The heckler was still stamping o n  his hat. "We don't want t o  hear 
nothing! Nothing! Nooooh! "  He was so enraged he was in tears. 

The crowd stepped nearer the platform. 
The heckler turned to them. "What we want, man? We want talk?" 
The whole crowd answered. "No! No! We want work! V.lork !"  
The heckler was right below the platform. 
The leader panicked and shouted, "Keep your dirty black hand off 

the white people box! Look, move away quick sharp now--" 
"My friends, I cannot--" 
"Keep your tail quiet, Ganesh!" 
"If you ain't move away quick, I calling the police and them over 

there. Look, haul all your tail away, you hear." 
The heckler tore at his hair and beat his fists on his chest. "All you 

hearing that fat-arse man? You hearing what he want to do?" 
And somebody shrieked, "Come, man, let we done with this damn 

nonsense. " 
The crowd flowed thickly forward and surrounded the platform. 

Ganesh escaped. The policemen took care of him. But the strike com
mittee were badly beaten up. The leader in the brown suit and one mem
ber of the committee had to spend some weeks in hospital. 

Later Ganesh learned the whole story. The leader had of course been 
bribed; and what he had started as a strike was nothing more than a lock
out during the slack season. 

Ganesh called a Press conference at the end of the week. He said 
Providence had opened his eyes to the errors of his ways. He warned 
that the labour movement in Trinidad was dominated by communists and 
he had often unwittingly been made their tool. "From now on," he said, 
"I pledge my life to the fight against communism in Trinidad and the rest 
of the free world." 
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He expanded his views in  a last book, Out of the Red (Government 
Printer, Trinidad. Free on application). It was left to lndarsingh to note 
the "capitalist mentality inherent in the title"; and he wrote an article for 
a weekly paper blaming the violence at Lorimer's Park on Ganesh, since 
he had cruelly raised the workers' hopes without having anything to offer 
them. 

Ganesh never walked out again. He went to cocktail parties at Gov
ernment House and drank lemonade. He wore a dinner-jacket to official 
dinners. 

In the Colonial Office report on Trinidad for 1 949 Ganesh was de
scribed as an important political leader. 

In r 950 he was sent by the British Government to Lake Success and his 
defence of British colonial rule is memorable. The Government of T rin
idad, realising that, after that, Ganesh stood little chance of being elected 
at the 1 9 50 General Elections, nominated him to the Legislative Council and 
arranged for him to be a member of the Executive Council. 

Indarsingh was elected in Ganesh's old ward, on a platform of modi
fied Socialinduism. 

In 1 9 5 3  Trinidad learned that Ganesh Ramsumair had been made 
an M . B.E. 



E P I L O G U E  

A Statesman on the 1 2 :  5 7  

In the summer of 1 9 54 I was at an English university, waiting for the 
results of an examination. One morning I got a letter from the Colonial 
Office. A party of Colonial Statesmen were in Britain  for a conference, 
and would I be willing to entertain a statesman from my own territory? 
It was the vacation and I had much time on my hands. I agreed. It was 
arranged that I should be host for a day to G. R. Muir, Esq., M.B.E. 

The day of the visit came and I was at the railway station to meet 
the 1 2 : 5 7  from London. As the passengers got off l looked among them for 
someone with a nigrescent face. It was easy to spot him, impeccably 
dressed, coming out of a first-class carriage. I gave a shout of joy. 

"Pundit Ganesh!" I cried, running towards him. "Pundit Ganesh Ram
sumair! " 

"G. Ramsay Muir," he said coldly. 





THE 
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P R O L O G U E  

A Bad Sign 

That afternoon Mr. Surujpat Harbans nearly killed the two white 
women and the black bitch. 

When he saw the women he thought of them only as objects he must 
try not to hit, and he didn't stop to think how strange it was to see two 
blonde women forcing red American cycles up Elvira Hill , the highest 
point in County Naparoni, the smallest, most isolated and most neglected 
of the nine counties of T rinidad. 

The heavy American bicycles with their pudgy tyres didn't make cy
cling up the hill easier for the women. They rose from their low saddles 
and pressed down hard on the pedals and the cycles twisted all over the 
narrow road. 

Harbans followed in a nervous low gear. He didn't l ike driving and 
didn 't feel he was ever in control of the old Dodge lorry banging and 
rattling on the loose dirt road. Something else about the lorry worried 
him. It was bright with red posters: Vote Harbans for Elvira. There were 
two on the front bumper; two on the bonnet; one on each wing; the 
cab-doors were covered except for an oblong patch which was painted 
HARBANS TRANSPORT SERVICE. The posters, the first of his campaign SO 

far, had arrived only that morning. They made him shy, and a little nerv
ous about the reception he was going to get in Elvira. 

just before the brow of the hill he decided he needed more power 
and stepped a little harder on the accelerator. At the same time the women 
wobbled into the middle of the road, decided they couldn't cycle up any 
further, and dismounted. Harbans stamped on his brakes, his left foot 
missed the clutch, and the engine stalled. 

The bumper covered with two Vote Harbans for Elvira posters hit the 
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back mudguard of one cycle and sent the cyclist stumbling forward, her 
hands still on the handlebars. But she didn't fall . 

The women turned to the lorry. They were both young and quite 
remarkably good-looking. Harbans had seen nothing like it outside the 
cinema. Perhaps it was the effect of the sun-glasses they both wore. The 
trays of both cycles were packed with books and magazines, and from 
the top of each tray a stiff pennant said: A WAKE! 

The taller woman, who had been knocked forward, composed herself 
quickly and smiled. "Good brakes, mister." She spoke with an Ameri
can accent-or it might have been Canadian: Harbans couldn't tell. She 
sounded unreasonably cheerful. 

"Fust time it happen," Harbans said, almost in a whisper. "Fust time 
in more than twenty years." That wasn't hard to believe. He had the face 
of the extra-careful driver, thin, timid, dyspeptic. His hair was thin and 
grey, his nose thin and long. 

The shorter woman smiled too. "Don't look so worried, mister. We're 
all right ." 

In a difficult position Harbans had the knack of suddenly going ab
sent-minded. He would look down at the grey hairs on the back of his 
hands and get lost studying them. 

"Eh?" he said to his hands, and paused. "Eh? All right?" He paused 
again. "You sure?" 

"We're always all right," the taller woman said. 
"We're Witnesses," said the other. 
"Eh?" But the legal sound of the word made him look up. "You 

is . . .  " He waved a wrinkled hand. "Election nonsense." He was coy and 
apologetic; his thin voice became a coo. "My head a little hot with wor
ries. Election worries." 

The taller woman smiled back. "We know you're worried . "  
"We're Witnesses, " said the other. 
Harbans saw the A WAKE! pennants for the first time and understood. 

The women dragged their red bicycles to the verge and waved him on. 
He managed somehow to move the Dodge off and got it to the top of 
Elvira Hill, where the black and yellow board of the Trinidad Automobile 
Association announces the district as "The Elvira." This is short for The 
Elvira Estate, named after the wife of one of the early owners, but every
one who knows the district well says Elvira. 

From the top of Elvira Hill you get one of the finest views in Trin
idad, better even than the view from Tortuga in South Caroni. Below, 
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the jungly hills and valleys of the Central Range. Beyond, to the south, 
the sugar-cane fields, the silver tanks of the oil refinery at Pointe-a-Pierre, 
and the pink and white houses of San Fernando; to the west, the shining 
rice-fields and swamps of Caroni, and the Gulf of Paria; the Caroni Sa
vannah to the north, and the settlements at the foot of the Northern 
Range. 

Harbans didn't care for the view. All he saw about him was a lot of 
bush. Indeed, the Elvira Estate had long been broken up and only the tall 
immortelle trees with their scarlet and orange bird-shaped flowers re
minded you that there was once a great cocoa estate here. 

It was the roads of Elvira that interested Harbans. Even the election 
didn't make him forget to count the ruts and trenches and miniature 
ravines that made it hell to drive to Elvira. So far he had counted seven, 
and noted the beginnings of what promised to be a good landslide. 

This consoled him. For years he had been able to persuade the chief 
engineer of County Naparoni to keep his hands off the Elvira roads. Big 
repairs were never attempted; even asphalt was not laid down, although 
the Pitch Lake, which suppl ies the world, is only thirty miles away. Har
bans could depend on the hilly dirt roads of Elvira to keep the Harbans 
Transport Service busy carrying sand and gravel and blue-metal stone. 
Harbans owned a quarry too. Road works were always in progress in 
Elvira. That afternoon Harbans had counted three road-gangs-four men 
to a gang, two filling in the gaps in the road with a hammer and a l ight 
pestle, two operating the traffic signals. Respectful boys. When Harbans 
had passed they had stopped working, taken off their hats and said, "Good 
luck, boss." 

At the small Spanish settlement of Cordoba he saw some labourers 
coming back from the day's work with muddy hoes and forks over their 
shoulders. They didn't wave or shout. The Spaniards in Cordoba are a 
reserved lot, more negro than Spanish now, but they keep themselves to 
themselves. 

Even so Harbans expected some small demonstration. But the labour
ers just stopped and stood at the side of the road and silently considered 
the decorated lorry. Harbans felt shyer than before, and a little wretched. 

From Cordoba the road sloped down sharply to the old cocoa-house, 
abandoned now and almost buried in tall bush. The cocoa-house stood 
at a blind corner and it was only as he turned it that Harbans saw the 
black bitch, l imping about idly in the middle of the road. She was a 
starved mongrel, her ribs stuck out, and not even the clangour of the 
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Dodge quickened her. He was almost on top of  her before he stamped 
on his brakes, stalling the engine once more. 

"Haul your arse! "  
Only his edginess made Harbans use language l ike that. Also, he 

believed he had hit her. 
If he had, the dog made no sign. She didn 't groan or whine; she didn't 

col lapse, though she looked near it. Then Harbans saw that she had 
littered not long before. Her udders, raw and deAated, hung in a scalloped 
pink fringe from her shrunken belly. 

Harbans sounded his horn impatiently. 
This the dog understood. She looked up, but without great animation, 

limped to the side of the road with one foot off the ground and disap
peared into the bushes in front of the cocoa-house. 

It was only when he had driven away that Harbans thought. His first 
accidents in twenty years. The strange white women. The black bitch. 
The stalling of the engine on both occasions. 

It was clearly a sign. 
And not a good sign either. He had done all his bargaining for the 

election; the political correspondents said he had as good as won already. 
This afternoon he was going to offer himself formally to Baksh and Chit
taranjan, the powers of Elvira. The bargains had only to be formally 
sealed. 

But what did this sign mean? 
Agitated, he drove into Elvira proper, where he was to find out. The 

first person he was going to call on was Baksh. 
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The Bakshes 

Democracy had come to Elvira four years before, in 1 946; but it had 
taken nearly everybody by surprise and it wasn 't until 1 9 50, a few months 
before the second general election under universal adult franchise, that 
people began to see the possibilities. 

Until that time Baksh had only been a tailor and a man of reputed 
wealth. Now he found himself the leader of the Muslims in Elvira . He 
said he  controlled more than a thousand Muslim votes. There were eight 
thousand voters in County Naparoni, that is, in Elvira and Cordoba. 
Baksh was a man of power. 

It was a puzzle: how Baksh came to be the Muslim leader. He wasn't 
a good Muslim. He didn't know all the injunctions of the Prophet and 
those he did know he broke. For instance, he was a great drinker; when 
he went to Ramlogan's rumshop he made a point of ordering white pun
cheon rum, the sort you have to swallow quickly before it turns to vapour 
in your mouth. He had none of the dignity of the leader. He was a big 
talker: in Elvira they called him "the mouther." 

Chittaranjan, now, the other power in Elvira, was aloof and stiff, and 
whenever he talked to you, you felt he was putting you in your place. 
Baksh mixed with everybody, drank and quarrelled with everybody. Per
haps it was this that helped to make Baksh the Muslim leader, though 
the position should have gone in all fairness to Hag, a fierce black little 
man who wore a bristle of white beard and whiskers and whose eyes 
flashed behind steel-rimmed spectacles when he spoke of infidels. Hag was 
orthodox, or so he led people to believe, but Hag was poor. He ran a 
grubby little stall, just twice the size of a sentry-box, stocked only with 
cheap sweets and soft drinks. 

Baksh made money. It was hard not to feel that for all his conviviality 
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Baksh was a deep man. He  was a talker, but he  did things. Like that 
shirt-making business. For months Baksh talked. "Make two three dozen 
cheap khaki shirts," he told them in Ramlogan's rumshop. "Take them 
to Princes Town and Rio Claro on market day. A cool seventy dollars. 
Some damn fool or the other come up to you. You tell him that the shirts 
not really good enough for him. You say you going to make something 
especially to fit him pussonal. You pretend you taking his measure, and 
when you go back the next week you give the damn fool the same shirt. 
Only, you charge him a' little extra." He talked like that for months. And 
then one day he actually did it all as he had said. And made money. 

He lived in a tumbledown wooden house of two storeys, an elaborate 
thing with jalousies and fretwork everywhere, built for an overseer in the 
days of the Elvira Estate; but he used to say that he could put up some
thing bigger than Chittaranjan's any day he chose. "Only," he used to 
say, "they just ain 't have the sort of materials I want for my house. This 
Trinidad backward to hell, you hear. " He kept designs of Californian
style houses from American magazines to show the sort of house he 
wanted. "Think they could build like that in Trinidad?" he would ask, 
and he would answer himself: "Naah!"  And if he were at the door of his 
tailoring establishment he would spit straight across the ragged little patch 
of grass into the deep gutter at the roadside. 

For a tailor he dressed badly and he said this was so because he was 
a tailor; anyway, "only poorer people does like dressing up, to try and 
pretend that they ain 't so poor." He dressed his children badly because 
he didn't want them "running about thinking they is superior to poorer 
people children . "  

In June I 9 )0, when Harbans drove into Elvira to see Baksh, there were 
seven young Bakshes. The eldest was seventeen; he would be eighteen 
in August. This boy's name was not generally known but everyone called 
him Foam, which was short for Foreman. 

The decorated Dodge lorry came to a stop in a narrow trace opposite 
Baksh's shop. Harbans saw the sign: 

M. BAKSH 

London Tailoring Est. 
Tailoring and Cutting 

Suits Made and Repair at City Prices 
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A flock of poorer people's children, freed from school that Friday after
noon, had been running after the lorry ever since it entered the Elvira 
main road. Many of them were half-dressed according to the curious rural 
prudery which dictated that the top should be covered, not the bottom. 
They shouted, "Vote Harbans for Elvira, man!" and made a chant of it. 
Harbans resented the whole thing as an indignity and was tempted to 
shoo the children away when he got out of the lorry, but he remembered 
the election and pretended not to hear. 

He wasn't a tall man but looked taller than he was because he was 
so thin. He walked with a clockwork jerkiness, seeming to move only 
from the knees down. His white shirt, buttoned at the wrist, was newly 
ironed, like his trousers. The only rakish touch in his dress was the tie 
he used as a trousers-belt. Altogether, there was about him much of the 
ascetic dignity of the man who has made money. 

Foam, Baksh's eldest son, sat at the Singer sewing-machine near the 
door, tacking a coat; an overgrown bony boy with a slab-like face: you 
felt that the moment he was born someone had clapped his face together. 

Foam said, "Candidate coming, Pa."  
"Let him come," Baksh said. If Harbans had heard he would have 

recognized the casual aggressiveness he had been fearing all afternoon. 
Baksh 'stood at a counter with a tape-measure round his neck, consulting 
a bloated copy-book and making marks with a triangular piece of yellow 
chalk on some dark-blue material . At one end of the counter there was a 
pile of new material, already cut. A yardstick, its brass tips worn smooth, 
was screwed down at the other end. 

Light came into the shop only through the front door and didn't reach 
everywhere. Age had given the unpainted wall-boards the barest curve; 
darkness had made them a dingy russet colour; both had given the shop 
a moist musty smel l . It was this smell, warm and sharp in the late after
noon, not the smell of new cloth, that greeted Harbans when he walked 
over the shaky plank spanning the gutter and came into the yard. 

Foam kept on tacking. Baksh made more marks on his cloth. 
Two months, one month ago, they would have jumped up as soon 

as they saw him coming. 
Harbans suffered. 
"Aah, Baksh." He used his lightest coo. "How you is?" He flashed his 

false teeth at Foam and added all at once, "And how the boy is? He doing 
well? Ooh, but he looking too well and too nice." 

Foam scowled while Harbans ruffled his hair. 
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"Foam," Baksh said, very gently, "get up like a good boy and give 
Mr. Harbans your bench." 

Baksh left his chalk and cloth and came to the doorway. He had the 
squat build of the labourer and didn't look like a leader or even like the 
father of seven children. He seemed no more than thirty. He seated Har
bans and spat through the door into the gutter. "Ain't got much in the 
way of furnishings, you see," he said, waving his hands about the dark 
windowless room with its gloomy walls and high sooty ceiling. 

"It matter?" Harbans said. 
"It matter when you ain't have." 
Harbans said, "Aah."  Baksh frightened him a little. He didn't l ike the 

solid square face, the thick eyebrows almost meeting at the bridge of a 
thick nose, the thick black moustache over thick lips. Especially he didn't 
like Baksh's bloodshot eyes. They made him look too reckless. 

Harbans put his hands on his thin knees and looked at them. "I take 
my life in my hands today, Baksh, to come to see you. If I tell you how 
I hate driving!" 

"You want some suit and things?" 
"Is talk I want to talk with you, Baksh."  
Baksh tried to  look surprised. 
"Foam," Harbans said, "go away a Iii bit. It have a few things, pus

sana!, I want to say to your father. " 
Foam didn't move. 
Baksh laughed. "No, man. Foam is a big man now. Eh, in two three 

years we have to start thinking about marrying him off. " 
Foam, leaning against the wall under a large Coca-Cola calendar, 

said, "Not me, brother. I ain 't in that bacchanal at all. I ain 't want to get 
married ."  

Harbans couldn't protest. He said, "Ooh," and gave a little chuckle. 
The room was too dark for him to see Foam's expression. But he saw 
how tall and wiry the boy was, and he thought his posture a little arro
gant. That, and his booming voice, made him almost as frightening as 
his father. Harbans's hands began to tap on his knees. "Ooh, ooh. Chil
dren, eh, Baksh?" He chuckled again. "Children. What you going to do?" 

Baksh sucked his teeth and went back to his counter. "Is the modern 
generation ."  

Harbans steadied his hands. "Is that self I come to  talk to  you about. 
The modern world, Baksh. In this modern world everybody is one. Don't 
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make no difference who you is or what you is. You is a Muslim, I is a 
Hindu. Tell me, that matter?" He had begun to coo again. 

"Depending." 
"Yes, as you say, depending. Who you for, Baksh?" 
"In the election, you mean?" 
Harbans looked ashamed. 
Baksh lay down on a low couch m the darkest corner of the dark 

room and looked up at the ceiling. "Ain't really think about it yet, you 
know." 

"Oh. Ooh, who you for, Foam?" 
"Why for you bothering the boy head with that sort of talk, man?" 
Foam said, "I for you, Mr. Harbans ." 
"Ooh, ooh. Ain't he a nice boy, Baksh?" 
Baksh said, "The boy answer for me." 
Harbans looked more ashamed. 
Baksh sat up. "You go want a lot of help. Microphone. Loudspeaking 

van. Fact, you go want a whole campaign manager. " 
"Campaign what? Ooh. Nothing so fancy for me, man. You and I, 

Baksh, we is very simple people. Is the community we have to think 
about." 

"Thinking about them all the time," Baksh said. 
"Time go come, you know, Baksh, and you too, Foam, time go come 

when you realize that money ain't everything." 
"But is a damn lot," Foam boomed, and took up his tacking again. 
"True," Harbans fluted. 
"Must have a loudspeaking van,"  Baksh said. "The other man have 

a loudspeaking van. Come to think of it, you could use my loudspeaker." 
He looked hard at Harbans. "And you could use my van."  

Harbans looked back hard into the darkness. "What you saying, 
Baksh? You ain't got no loudspeaker." 

Baksh stood up. Foam stopped tacking. 
"You ain't got no loudspeaker," Harbans repeated. "And you ain't 

got no van." 
Baksh said, "And you ain't got no Muslim vote. "  He went back to 

his counter and took up the yellow chalk in a businesslike way. 
"Haa !"  Harbans chuckled. "I was only fooling you. Haa! I was only 

making joke, Baksh." 
"Damn funny sorta joke," Foam said. 
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"You going to get your van," Harbans said. "And you going to get 
your loudspeaker. You sure we want loudspeaker?" 

"Bound to have one, man. For the boy." 
"Boy?" 
"Who else?" Foam asked. "I did always want to take up loudspeak

ing. A lot of people tell me I have the voice for it." 
"Hundred per cent better than that Lorkhoor," Baksh said. 
Lorkhoor was the brightest young man in Elvira and Foam's natural 

rival. He was only two-and-a-half years older than Foam but he was 
already making his mark on the world. He ran about the remoter districts 
of Central Trinidad with a loudspeaker van, advertising for the cinemas 
in Caroni. 

"Lorkhoor is only a big show-offer," Foam said. "Ever hear him, Mr. 
Harbans? 'This is the voice of the ever popular Lorkhoor,' he does say, 
'begging you and imploring you and entreating you and beseeching you 
to go to the New Theatre.' Is just those three big words he know, you 
know. Talk about a show-offer!" 

"The family is l ike that," Baksh said. 
"We want another stand-pipe in Elvira," Harbans said. "Elvira ts a 

big place and it only have one school. And the roads!" 
Foam said, "Mr. Harbans, Lorkhoor start loudspeaking against you, 

you know." 
"What! But I ain't do the boy or  the boy family nothing at  all . Why 

he turning against a old man l ike me?" 
Neither Baksh nor Foam could help him there. Lorkhoor had said so 

often he didn't care for politics that it had come as a surprise to all Elvira 
when he suddenly declared for the other candidate, the man they called 
Preacher. Even Preacher's supporters were surprised. 

"But I is a Hindu," Harbans cried. "Lorkhoor is a Hindu. Preacher is 
negro." 

Baksh saw an opening. "Preacher giving out money hands down. 
Lorkhoor managing Preacher campaign. Hundred dollars a month."  

"Where Preacher getting that sort of  money?" 
Baksh began to invent. "Preacher tell me pussonal"-the word had 

enormous vogue in Elvira in 1 9  s o--
" that ever since he was a boy, even before 

this democracy and universal suffrage business, he had a ambition to go 
up to the Legislative Council. He say God send him this chance." Baksh 
paused for inspiration. It didn't come. "He been saving up," Baksh went 
on lamely. "Saving up for a long long time." He shifted the subject. "To 
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be frank with you, Mr. Harbans, Preacher have me a little worried. He 
acting too funny. He ain't making no big noise or nothing. He just walking 
about quiet quiet and brisk brisk from house to house. He ain't stick up 

h . " no posters or not mg. 
"House-to-house campaign," Harbans said gloomily. 
"And Lorkhoor," Foam said. "He winning over a lot of stupid people 

with his big talk." 
Harbans remembered the sign he had had that afternoon: the women, 

the dog, the engine stalling twice. And he hadn't been half an hour in 
Elvira before so many unexpected things had happened. Baksh wasn't 
sticking to the original bargain. He was demanding a loudspeaker van; 
he had brought Foam in and Harbans felt that Foam was almost certain 
to make trouble. And there was this news about Lorkhoor. 

"Traitor! " Harbans exclaimed. "This Lorkhoor is a damn traitor!" 
"The family is l ike that," Baksh said, as though it were a consolation. 
"I ain't even start my campaign proper yet and already I spend more 

than two thousand dollars. Don't ask me what on, because I ain't know." 
Baksh laughed. "You talking like Foam mother." 
"Don't worry, Mr. Harbans," Foam said. "When we put you in the 

Leg. Co. you going to make it back. Don't worry too much with Lork-
h H . , 

H " oar. e am t even got a vote. e too young. 
"But he making a hundred dollars a month," Baksh said. 
"Baksh, we really want a loudspeaker van?" 
"To be frank, boss, I ain't want it so much for the elections as for 

afterwards. Announcing at all sort of things. Sports. Weddings. Funerals. 
It have a lot of money in that nowadays, boss, especially for a poor 
man"-Baksh waved his hands about the room again-"who ain't got 
much in the way of furnishings, as you see. And Foam here could manage 
your whole campaign for eighty dollars a month. No hardship." 

Harbans accepted the loudspeaker van sorrowfully. He tried again. 
"B B k h I · ' 

· " ut, a s , am t want no campatgn manager. 
Foam said, "You ain't want no Muslim vote." 
Harbans looked at Foam in surprise. Foam was tacking slowly, stead

ily, drawing out his needle high. 
Baksh said, "I promise you the boy going to work night and day for 

you."  And the Muslim leader kissed his crossed index fingers. 
"Seventy dollars a month." 
"All right, boss." 
Foam said, "Eh, I could talk for myself, you hear. Seventy-five." 



T H E  S U F F R A G E  O F  E L V IH A  

"Ooh. Children, Baksh." 
"They is like that, boss. But the boy have a point. Make it seventy-

five." 
Harbans hung his head. 
The formal negotiations were over. 
Baksh said, "Foam, cut across to Hag and bring some sweet drink 

and cake for the boss." 
Baksh led Harbans through the dark shop, up the dark stairs, through 

a cluttered bedroom into the veranda where Mrs. Baksh and six l ittle 
Bakshes-dressed for the occasion in their school clothes-were intro
duced to him. 

Mrs. Baksh was combing out her thick black hair that went down to 
her hips. She nodded to Harbans, cleared her comb of loose hair, rolled 
the hair into a ball, spat on it and threw it into a corner. Then she began 
to comb again. She was fresh, young, as well-built as her husband, and 
Harbans thought there was a little of her husband's recklessness about 
her as well .  Perhaps this was because of her modern skirt, the hem of 
which fell only just below the knee. 

Harbans was at once intimidated by Mrs. Baksh. He didn't like the l it
tle Bakshes either. The family insolence seemed to run through them all . 

If it  puzzled Harbans how a burly couple like Mr. and Mrs. Baksh 
could have a son like Foam, elongated and angular, he could see the 
stages Foam must have gone through when he looked at the other Baksh 
boys: Iqbal, Herbert, Rafiq and Charles. (It was a concession the Bakshes 
made to their environment: they chose alternate Christian and Muslim 
names for their children.) The boys were small-boned and slight and 
looked as though they had been stretched on the rack. Their bellies were 
barely swollen. This physique better became the girls, Carol and Zilla; 
they looked slim and delicate. 

Baksh cleared a cane-bottomed chair of a pile of clothes and invited 
Harbans to sit down. 

Before Harbans could do so, Mrs. Baksh said, "But what happen to 
the man at all? That is my ironing." 

Baksh said, "Carol, take your mother ironing inside." 
Carol took the clothes away. 
Harbans sat down and studied the back of his hands. 
Mrs. Baksh valued the status of her family and felt it deserved watch

ing. She saw threats everywhere; this election was the greatest. She couldn't 
afford new enemies; too many people were already jealous of her and 
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she suspected nearly everybody of looking at her with the evil eye, the 
mal yeux of the local patois. Harbans, with his thin face and thin nose, 
she suspected in particular. 

Harbans, looking down at the grey hairs and ridge-like veins of his 
hands and worrying about the loudspeaker van and the seventy-five dol
lars a month, didn 't know how suspect he was. 

Foam came back with two bottles of coloured aerated water and a 
paper bag with two rock cakes. 

"Zilla, go and get a glass," Baksh ordered. 
"Don't worry with glass and thing," Harbans said appeasingly. " I  

ain't a l l  that fussy." He was troubled. The aerated water and the rock 
cakes were sure not to agree with him. 

The little Bakshes, bored up till then, began to look at Harbans with 
interest now that he was going to eat. 

Zilla brought a glass. Foam opened a bottle and poured the bright 
red stuff. Zilla held the paper bag with the rock cakes towards Harbans. 
Foam and Zilla, the eldest Baksh children, behaved as though they had 
got to the stage where food was something to be handled, not eaten. 

The little Bakshes hadn't reached that stage. 
Baksh left the veranda and came back with a cellophane-wrapped tin 

of Huntley and Palmer's biscuits. He felt Mrs. Baksh's disapproval and 
avoided her eye. 

"Biscuit, Mr. Harbans?" 
The little Bakshes concentrated. 
"Nice biscuits, " Baksh tempted, stubbornly. "Have them here since 

Christmas." 
Harbans said, "Give it to the children, eh?" He broke off a large piece 

of the rock cake and handed it to Herbert, who had edged closest to him. 
"Herbert!" Mrs. Baksh exclaimed. "Your eyes longer than your 

mouth, eh!" 
"Let the poor boy have it," Harbans cooed, and showed his false 

teeth. 
She ignored Harbans's plea and faced Herbert. "You don't care how 

much you shame me in front of strangers. You making him believe I 
does starve you ."  

Herbert had already put the cake in h i s  mouth. He chewed slowly, to  
show that he  knew he had done wrong. 

"You ain't shame?" Mrs. Baksh pointed. "Look how your belly puff 
out." 



T H E  S U FFHA G E  O F  E L V IH A  

Herbert stopped chewing and mumbled, "Is  only the gas, Ma." 
The other little Bakshes had their interest divided between their 

mother's anger and Harbans's food. 
Harbans said, "Ooh, ooh," and smiled nervously at everybody. 
Mrs. Baksh turned to him. "You eat those cakes up and drink the 

sweet drink and don't give a thing to any of these shameless children of 
mine." 

She used a tone of inflexible authority which was really meant for the 
little Bakshes. Harbans didn't know this. He ate and drank. The warm 
liquid stabbed down to his stomach; once there it tore around in circles. 
Still, from time to time he looked up from the aerated water and rock 
cake and smiled at Mrs. Baksh and Baksh and Foam and the other little 
Bakshes. 

The biscuits were saved. 
At last Harbans was finished and he could leave. He was glad. The 

whole Baksh family frightened him. 
Foam walked down the steps with Harbans. They had hardly got 

outside when they heard someone screaming upstairs. 
"Herbert," Foam said. "He does always make that particular set of 

noise when they beat him." 
When Foam said they Harbans knew he meant Mrs. Baksh. 
Candidate and campaign manager got into the Dodge and drove on 

to see Chittaranjan. 
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The Bargain with Chittaran;an 

Easily the most important person in Elvira was Chittaranjan, the gold
smith. And there was no mystery why. He looked rich and was rich. He 
was an expensive goldsmith with a reputation that had spread beyond 
Elvira. People came to him from as far as Chaguanas and Couva and 
even San Fernando. Everyone knew his house as the biggest in Elvira. It 
was solid, two-storeyed, concrete, bright with paint and always well 
looked after. 

Nobody ever saw Chittaranjan working. For as long as Foam could 
remember Chittaranjan had always employed two men in the shop down
stairs. They worked in the open, sitting flat on the concrete terrace under 
a canvas awning, surrounded by all the gear of their trade: toy pincers, 
hammers and chisels, a glowing heap of charcoal on a sheet of galvanized 
iron, pots and basins discoloured with various liquids, some of which 
smelled, some of which hissed when certain metals were dipped in them. 
Every afternoon, after the workmen had cleared up and gone home, chil
dren combed the terrace for silver shavings and gold dust. Even Foam 
had done so when he was younger. He hadn't got much; but some children 
managed, after years of collecting, to get enough to make a ring. Chit
taranjan never objected. 

No wonder Foam, l ike nearly everyone else, Hindu, Muslim) negro, 
thought and spoke of his house as the Big House. As a Hindu Chittaran
jan naturally had much influence among the Hindus of Elvira; but he was 
more than the Hindu leader. He was the only man who carried weight 
with the Spaniards of Cordoba (it was said he lent them money); many 
negroes liked him; Muslims didn't trust him, but even they held him in 
respect. 

"You ain't have nothing to worry about, Mr. Harbans," Foam said, 
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speaking as campaign manager, as he and Harbans drove through Elvira. 
"Chittaranjan control at least five thousand votes. Add that to the thou
sand Muslim votes and you win, Mr. Harbans. It only have eight thousand 
voters in all . "  

Harbans had been brooding a l l  the way. "What about that traitor 
Lorkhoor?" 

"Tcha! You worrying with Lorkhoor? Look how the people welcoming 
you, man."  

And real ly, from the reception the lorry had been getting since it left 
Baksh's, it didn't look as though Harbans had anything to worry about. 
The news had gone around that he was in Elvira, campaigning at last. 
It was just after five o'clock, getting cool, and most people were at home. 
Children rushed to the roadside and shouted, "Vote Harbans, man!" Women 
left their cooking and waved coyly from their front yards, and made the 
babies at their hips wave too. 

Harbans was so morose he left it to Foam to wave and shout back, 
"That's right, man! Keep it up!" 

Foam's ebullience depressed Harbans more. The bargaining with Baksh 
had shaken him and he feared that Chittaranjan too might demand stiffer 
terms. Moreover, he was nervous about the Dodge; and the sweet drink 
and rock cakes he had had were playing hell with his inside. 

"You shy, Mr. Harbans," Foam said. "I know how it is. But you 
going to get use to this waving. Ten to one, before this election over, we 
going to see you waving and shouting to everybody, even to people who 
ain't going to vote for you." 

Harbans shook his head sadly. 
Foam settled into the angle of the seat and the door. "Way I see it is 

this. In Trinidad this democracy is a brand-new thing. We is sti l l  creeping. 
We is a creeping nation." He dropped his voice solemnly: "I respect people 
like you, you know, Mr. Harbans, doing this thing for the first time. " 

Harbans began to dislike Foam less. "I think you go make a fust
class loudspeaking man, Foam. Where you learn all that?" 

"Social and Debating Club. Something Teacher Francis did start up. 
It mash up now." He stuck his long head out of the window and shouted 
encouragement to a group of children at the roadside. "Soon as I get old 
enough, going up for County Council myself, you know, Mr. Harbans. 
Sort of campaigning in advance. You want to know how I does do it? 
Look, I go in a cafe and I see some poorer people child. Buy the child a 
sweet drink, man." 
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"Sweet drink, eh?" 
"Yes, man. Buy him a sweet drink. Cost me six cents. But in five 

years' time it getting me one vote. Buy one sweet drink for a different 
child every day for five years. At the end of five years, what you have? 
Everybody, but everybody, man, saying, 'We going to vote for Foam.' 
Is the only way, Mr. Harbans."  

"Is  a Iii too late for me to  start buying sweet drink for poorer people 
children now. " 

They were near Chittaranjan's now, and the Dodge slowed down not 
far from Ramlogan's rumshop. 

Ramlogan, a big greasy man in greasy trousers and a greasy vest, 
was leaning against his shop door, his fat arms crossed, scowling at the 
world. 

"Wave to him," Foam ordered. 
Harbans, his thin hands gripping nervously to the steering wheel, 

only nodded at Ramlogan. 
"You have to do better than that. Particularly that Ramlogan and 

Chittaranjan don't get on too good." 
"Aah. But why this disunity in our people, Foam? People should be 

uniting these days, man."  
The Dodge came to  a halt. Harbans struggled to  put  it in neutral. 
Foam pointed. "See that Queen of Flowers tree in Chittaranjan yard, 

just next door to Ramlogan?" 
"Ooh, ooh, is a nice one." It made him feel Chittaranjan must be a 

nice man. "I didn't know that Chittaranjan did l ike flowers." 
"Chittaranjan ain 't l ike flowers ." 
Harbans frowned at the Queen of Flowers. 
"Chittaranjan say flowers does give cough." 
"Is true." 
"Huh! Don't start talking to Chittaranjan about flowers, eh. Look at 

the Queen of Flowers again. Flowers in Chittaranjan yard. But look 
where the root is ." 

The root was in Ramlogan's yard. But about eight inches from the 
ground the Queen of Flowers-just out of perversity, it seemed-had 
decided to change course. It made almost a right angle, went through the 
wide-meshed wire fence and then shot up and blossomed in Chittaranjan's 
yard. 

"And look at that Bleeding Heart," Foam went on. "Root in Ramlogan 
yard, but the flowers crawling all up by Chittaranjan bedroom window. 
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And look at  the breadfruit tree. Whole thing in Ramlogan yard, but all 
the breadfruit only falling in Chittaranjan yard. And look at the zaboca 
tree. Same thing. It look like obeah and magic, eh?" 

"Ooh, ooh." 
"Now, whenever Ramlogan plant a tree, he planting it right in the 

middle middle of his yard. But what does happen then? Look at that 
soursop tree in the middle of Ramlogan yard." 

It was stunted, wilting. 
"Ramlogan blight. If you know, Mr. Harbans, the amount of row it 

does have here on account of those trees. One day Chittaranjan say he 
want to cut the trees down. Ramlogan chase him with a cutlass, man. 
Another day Ramlogan say he want to go in Chittaranjan yard to collect 
the breadfruit and the zaboca and flowers from his trees. Chittaranjan take 
up a stick and chase Ramlogan all down Elvira main road." 

Harbans began to get worried about Chittaranjan. 
All this while Ramlogan had been eyeing the lorry, heavy brows 

puckered over deep-set disapproving eyes, fat cheeks sagging sourly, 
massive arms still crossed. From time to time he hawked leisurely, and 
hissed out the spittle between the gap in his top teeth. 

"Foam," Harbans said, "is a good thing I have a campaign manager 
like you. I only know about Elvira roads. I ain't know about the people." 

"It have nothing like the local expert," Foam agreed. "Look out, Mr. 
Harbans, the lorry rolling in the drain!" 

The lorry was moving forward, locked towards the gutter at the right. 
Harbans dived for the hand-brake and pulled it back with a loud ripping 
sound. "Oh God, I did know I was taking my life in my hands today." 
His alarm was double; he knew then that the sign he had had was being 
confirmed. 

Ramlogan gave a short laugh, so sharp and dry it was almost like a 
word: "Ha." 

The commotion brought Chittaranjan to his veranda upstairs. The 
half-wall hid most of his body, but what Foam and Harbans could see 
looked absurdly small and shrivelled. Spectacles with thin silver rims and 
thin silver arms emphasized Chittaranjan's diminutiveness. 

Foam and Harbans got out of the lorry. 
The awning of Chittaranjan's shop had been pulled back; the ground 

had already been combed that afternoon by children; and only two toy 
anvils set in the concrete terrace remained of the day's workshop. 

"Is you, Mr. Harbans?" 
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"Is me, Goldsmith. "  
"Who is the little boy you have with you?" 
"Campaign . . .  " But Harbans was ashamed to go on. "Baksh son." 
"And not so little either," Foam muttered to himself. But he was 

anxious. He had been talking freely about Chittaranjan in the lorry, drop
ping the "Mr.," but l ike nearly everyone else in Elvira he was awed by 
Chittaranjan, had been ever since he was a boy. He had never set foot in 
the Big House. 

"What Baksh son want with me? He want to see me in any pus-
sana!?" 

"Not in any pussonal, Goldsmith. He just come with me. "  
"Why h e  come with you?" 
Harbans was beside himself with shyness. 
"About the elections," Foam boomed up. 
"Ha," Ramlogan said from his shop door. "Ha." 
Chittaranjan turned to talk to someone in his veranda; then he shouted 

down, "All right, come up, the both of all-you," and disappeared imme
diately. 

Foam nudged Harbans and pointed to one side of Chittaranjan's yard . 
The ground unde1 the breadfruit tree and the zaboca tree was mushy 
with rotting fruit. "See what I did tell you," Foam whispered. "One 
frighten to eat it, the other 'fraid to come and get it ." 

They went up the polished red steps at the side of the house and 
came into the large veranda. Chittaranjan was rocking in a morris rocking
chair. He looked even tinier sitting down than he did hunched over the 
ledge of the veranda wall. He didn't get up, didn't look at them, didn't 
greet them. He rocked measuredly, serenely, as though rocking gave him 
an exclusive joy. Every time he rocked, the heels of his sabots clacked on 
the tiled floor. 

"Is a big big house you have here, Goldmith," Harbans cooed. 
"Tcha!" Chittaranjan sucked his teeth. He had three gold teeth and 

many gold fillings. "Biggest house in Elvira, that's al l ." His voice was as 
thin as Harbans's, but there was an edge to it. 

Harbans sought another opening. "I see you is in your home clothes, 
Goldsmith. Like you ain't going out this evening at all . " 

Like Foam, Harbans was struck by the difference between the ap
pearance of the house and the appearance of the owner. Chittaranjan's 
white shirt was mended and remended; the sleeves had been severely 
abridged and showed nearly all of Chittaranjan's stringy arms. The 
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washed-out khaki trousers were not patched, but there was a tear down 
one leg from knee to ankle that looked as though it had been there a 
long time. This shabbiness was almost grand. It awed at once. 

Chittaranjan, rocking, smiling, didn't look at his visitors. "What it 
have to go out for?" he asked at last. 

Harbans didn't know what to say. 
Chittaranjan continued to smile. But he wasn 't really smiling; his face 

was fixed that way, the lips always parted, the gold teeth always flashing. 
"If you ask me," Chittaranjan said, having baffled them both into si-

lence, "I go tel l you it have nothing to go out for." 
"Depending," Foam said. 
"Yes," Harbans agreed quickly. "Depending, Goldsmith." 
"Depending on what?" Chittaranjan's tone seemed to take its calmness 

from the evening settling on Elvira. 
Harbans was stumped again. 
Foam came to the rescue. "Depending on who you have to meet and 

what you going to give and what you going to get." 
Chittaranjan relented. "Sit down. The both of all-you. You want some 

sweet drink?" 
Harbans shook his head vigorously. 
Chittaranjan ignored this. "Let me call the girl ."  For the first time he 

looked at Harbans. "Nelly! Nalini! Bring some sweet drink." 
"Daughter?" Harbans asked. As though he didn't know about Nalini, 

l ittle Nelly; as though all Elvira didn't know that Chittaranjan wanted 
Nelly married to Harbans's son, that this was the bargain to be settled 
that afternoon. 

"Yes," Chittaranjan said deprecatingly. "Daughter. One and only." 
"Have a son myself," Harbans said. 
"Look at that, eh." 
"Ambitious boy. Going to take up doctoring. Just going on eighteen."  
Foam sat silent, appreciating the finer points of  the bargaining. He 

knew that in normal circumstances Chittaranjan, as  the girl's father, would 
have pleaded and put himself out to please. But the elections were not 
normal circumstances and now it was Harbans who had to be careful not 
to offend. 

Nelly Chittaranjan came and placed two wooden negro waiters next 
to Harbans and Foam. She was small, like her father; and her long
waisted pink frock brought out every pleasing aspect of her slimness. She 
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placed bottles of coloured liquid on the waiters; then went and got some 
tumblers. 

Chittaranjan became a little more animated. He pointed to the bottles. 
"Choose. The red one or the orange one?" 

"Red for me," Foam said briskly. 
Harbans couldn't refuse. "Orange," he said, but with so much gloom, 

Chittaranjan said, "You could have the red if you want, you know." 
"Is a l l  right, Goldsmith. Orange go do me." 
Nelly Chittaranjan made a quick face at Foam. She knew him by sight 

and had had to put up with his daring remarks when she passed him on 
the road. Foam had often "troubled" her, that is, whistled at her; he had 
never "rushed" her, made a serious pass at her. She looked a little sur
prised to see him in her father's house. Foam, exaggeratedly relaxed, tried 
to make out he didn't value the honour at all . 

She poured the sweet drinks into the tumblers. 
Harbans looked carefully at the wooden waiter next to his chair. But 

in fact he was looking at Nelly Chittaranjan; doing so discreetly, yet in 
a way to let  Chittaranjan know he was looking at her. 

Chittaranjan rocked and clacked his sabots on the floor. 
"Anything else, Pa?" 
Chittaranjan looked at Harbans. Harbans shook his head. 
"Nothing else, Nelly." 
She went inside, past the curtains into the big blue drawing-room 

where on one wall Harbans saw a large framed picture of the Round 
Table Conference with King George V and Mahatma Gandhi sitting to
gether, the King formally dressed and smiling, the Mahatma in a loincloth, 
also smiling. The picture made Harbans easier. He himself had a picture 
like that in his drawing-room in Port of Spain. 

Then Foam had an accident. He knocked the negro waiter down and 
spilled his red sweet drink on the floor. 

Chittaranjan didn't look. "It could wipe up easy. Tiles, you know." 
Nelly came out, smiled maliciously at Foam and cleaned up the mess. 
Chittaranjan stood up. Even in his sabots he looked no more than 

five feet tall .  He went to a corner of the veranda, his sabots clicking and 
clacking, took up a tall chromium-plated column and set it next to Foam's 
chair. 

"Kick it down,"  he said. He looked flushed, as though he was going 
to break out in sweat. 
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Harbans said, "Ooh." 
"Come on, Baksh son, kick this down." 
"Goldsmith!"  Harbans cried. 
Foam got up. 
"Foam! What you doing?" 
"No, Mr. Harbans. Let him kick it down." 
The column was kicked. 
It swayed, then sprang back into an upright position. 
"You can't kick this down." Chittaranjan took the ashtray with the 

weighted bottom back to its corner, and returned to his rocking-chair. 
"Funny the modern things they making these days, eh? Something my 
brother in Port of Spain give me." Chittaranjan looked at Harbans. "Bar
rister, you know." 

Foam sat down in some confusion. 
Harbans said, "Your daughter look bright like anything, Goldsmith."  
"Tcha!" Chittaranjan didn't stop rocking. "When people hear she talk, 

they don't want to believe that she only have sixteen years. Taking typ
ing-lesson and shorthand from Teacher Francis, you know. She could 
take down prescription and type them out. This doctor son you have . . .  " 

"Oh, he ain 't a doctor yet. " 
"You shoulda bring him with you, you know. I like children with 

ambition. "  
"He was learning today. Scholar and student, you see. But you must 

come and see him. He want to see you." 
"I want to see him too." 
So it was settled. 
Harbans was so relieved that Chittaranjan had made no fresh demands, 

he took a sip of his orange liquid. 
Chittaranjan rocked. "You ain't have to worry about the election. 

Once I for you"-he made a small dismissing gesture with his right 
hand-"you win." 

"The boy father say he for me too." 
Chittaranjan dismissed Baksh with a suck of gold teeth. "Tcha! What 

he could do?" 
Foam's loyalty was quick. "He control a thousand votes." 
Harbans made peace. "In these modern days, everybody have to unite. 

I is a Hindu. You, Goldsmith, is a Hindu. Baksh is Muslim. It matter?" 
Chittaranjan only rocked. 
Foam said, "We got to form a committee." 
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Chittaranjan widened his smile. 
"Committee to organize. Meetings, canvassers, posters." 
Harbans tried to laugh away Foam's speech. "Things getting modern 

these days, Goldsmith." 
Chittaranjan said, "I don't see how committee could bring in more 

votes than me. If I go to a man in Elvira and I tell him to vote for so
and-so, I want to see him tell me no." 

The cool threatening tone of Chittaranjan's last sentence rook Harbans 
aback. He didn't expect it  from such a small man. 

"What about that traitor Lorkhoor?" he asked. 
But he got no reply because at that moment a loud crash on the 

galvanized-iron roof startled them all. The negro waiters shuddered. There 
was a sound of breaking glass. 

From inside a woman's voice, weary, placid-Mrs. Chittaranjan 's
said, "Breadfruit again. Break a glass pane this time." 

Chittaranjan jumped up, his sabots giving the loudest clack. "Is that 
son-of-a-bitch Ramlogan!" He ran to the veranda wall, stood on tiptoe 
and hunched himself over the ledge. Harbans and Foam looked out with 
him. 

Ramlogan was picking his teeth with unconcern. "Ha. Ha." 
"Ramlogan!" Chittaranjan shouted, his thin voice edged and carrying 

far. "One of these days I going to mash up your arse." 
"Ha. You go mash up my arse? You ain't even got nothing to sit 

down on, and you go mash up my arse?" 
"Yes, I go do it. I,  Chittaranjan, go do it, so help me God!" He 

suddenly turned to Foam and Harbans, the fixed smile on his  face, and 
screamed at them: "Oh, God! Don't let that man provoke me, you hear! 
Don't let him provoke me! " 

Ramlogan left his shop door and walked to the edge of his yard. 
"Come down," he invited, with savage amiability. "Come down and mash 
up my arse. Come down and fight. Come down and cut down the bread
fruit tree or the zaboca tree. Then we go see who is man."  

"Don't worry with the man, Pa ."  Nelly Chittaranjan, inside. "You 
don't see that the man just want you to low-rate yourself?" 

Chittaranjan paid no attention. " You is a fighter?" he challenged. " You? 
You ever been to Port of Spain? Go to Port of Spain, ask somebody to 
show you where St. Vincent Street is, walk down St. Vincent Street, stop 
at the Supreme Court and ask them about Chittaranjan. They go tell you 
who is the fighter. Supreme Court know you as a fighter?" 
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Ramlogan hesitated. Chittaranjan had been an  expert stick-fighter. He 
hadn't much of a reach but he made up for that by his nimbleness. And 
his stick-fighting had often got him into trouble with the police. 

Ramlogan couldn't reply. He put his hands on the wire fence. 
"Take your fat dirty hand offa my fence," Chittaranjan snapped. "A 

nasty blow-up shopkeeper like you want to put your hand on my fence?" 
"All right, all right. One day I going to build my own fence, and then 

you don't touch it, I warning you." 
"But t i l l  then, take your fat dirty hand offa my fence." 
Then, unexpectedly, Ramlogan began to cry. He cried in a painful, 

belly-shaking way, pumping the tears out. "You don't even want me to 
touch your fence now." He wiped his eyes with the back of his big hairy 
hand. "But you don't have to be so insultive with it. All right, you ain't 
want me. Nobody ain 't want me. The candidate ain't want me. The three 
of all-you remain up there complotting against me, and you ain't want 
me to put my hand on your fence now. I don't control no votes, so 
nobody ain't want me. Just because I don't control no votes. " He stopped 
for breath, and added with spirit: "Chittaranjan, the next time one of your 
wife chickens come in my yard, don't bother to look for it. Because that 
night I eating good." He became maudlin again: "I don't control no votes. 
Nobody don't want me. But everybody chicken think they could just walk 
in my yard, as if my yard is a republic. " 

Sobbing, he retreated to his shop. 
Chittaranjan went back to his rocking-chair. "Mother arse," he said, 

giving a bite to every consonant. "For three years now, since the man 
come to live in Elvira, he only giving me provocation." But Chittaranjan 
was as poised as before. His face was flushed; but the flush on Chittaranjan's 
face was, it seemed, as fixed as the smile. 

Night fell . 
Chittaranjan said, "You go have to start a rum-account with Ram

logan." The quarrel might not have been, to judge from Chittaranjan's 
calm. 

Foam nodded. "Only rumshop in Elvira, Mr. Harbans." 
Harbans looked down at his hands. "I have to buy rum for every-

body?" 
"Not everybody," Chittaranjan said. 
Harbans changed the subject. "What about that traitor Lorkhoor?" 
"Lorkhoor ain 't got no mind," Chittaranjan said. "But he can't 

worry me. Even supposing Lorkhoor win one thousand Hindu votes for 

200 



The Bargain with Chittaranjan 

Preacher, that still leave you three thousand Hindu votes. Now, three 
thousand Hindu votes and one thousand votes-you could depend on me 
for the Spanish votes-that give you four thousand votes."  

"Don't forget the thousand Muslim votes," Foam boomed. 
Chittaranjan acknowledged them distastefully. "Make five thousand 

votes. You can't lose." 
"So is only five thousand now, eh?" Harbans said to Foam. "In the 

lorry you tell me six thousand. I imagine tomorrow you go tell me four 
thousand and the day after you go tell me three thousand. "  

"Mr. Harbans! "  Chittaranjan called. "Mr. Harbans, you mustn't talk 
like that !" 

"Nobody can't fool me. I know this was going to happen. I had a 
sign." 

"Five thousand out of eight thousand," Chittaranjan said. "You can 't 
lose. Majority of two thousand. Remember, I, Chittaranjan, is for you."  

"This Lorkhoor is a damn traitor! " Harbans exclaimed finally. He 
became calmer. He looked a t  Foam and Chittaranjan, smiled and began 
to coo: "I sorry, Goldsmith. I sorry, Foam. I was just getting a little 
down-couraged, that is al l ." 

"Election fever," Foam said. "I know how it is ." 
They settled other matters. Chittaranjan accepted the need for a com

mittee, and they decided who were to be members of it. It pleased Har
bans to see Chittaranjan growing less frigid towards Foam. At length he 
broke the news that Foam was the campaign manager. Chittaranjan took 
it well. It was not a post he coveted, because it was a paid post; every
thing he did for Harbans, he did only out of the goodness of his heart. 

Before they left, Chittaranjan said, "I coming up to Port of Spain to 
see that doctor son you have. I like ambitious children." 

"He want to see you too, Goldsmith." 
Foam and Harbans got into the Dodge. 
A small oil lamp burned in Ramlogan's gloomy shop and the man 

himself was eating his dinner from an enamel plate on the counter. 
"Wave to him," Foam said. 
Ramlogan waved back. "Right, boss !" He was surprisingly cheerful .  
"Funny man," Harbans said, driving off. 
"He always ready to play brave brave, but you never know when he 

going to start crying," Foam said. "He lonely really. Wife dead long time. 
Daughters don't come to see him." 
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This time there was no waving and shouting. The youths sitting on 
the culverts and the half-naked children still straying about were dazzled 
by the headlights of the Dodge and recognized Harbans only when he 
had passed. Harbans drove warily. It was Friday evening and the main 
road was busy. The drinking was to begin soon at Ramlogan's rumshop; 
the other Friday evening excitement, Mr. Cuffy's sermon, had already 
begun. 

Foam pointed out Mr. Cuffy's house. A gas lamp in the small rickety 
veranda lit up Mr. Cuffy, an old negro in a tight blue suit, thumping a 
Bible; and l it up Mr. Cuffy's congregation in the yard below, a reverent 
negro group with many women. The rumble of the Dodge obliterated 
Mr. Cuffy's words, but his gestures were impassioned. 

"Mr. Cawfee is Preacher right hand man," Foam said. "Not one of 
those negro people there going to vote for you, Mr. Harbans." 

"Traitors! Elvira just full of traitors ." 
Mr.  Cuffy and his congregation passed out of sight. 
Harbans, thinking of the white women, the black bitch, the loud

speaker van, the seventy-five dollars a month, the rum-account with 
Ramlogan, the treachery of Lorkhoor, saw defeat and humiliation every
where. 

And then Foam shouted, "Look, Mr. Harbans! Preacher." 
Harbans saw. A tall negro with high frizzy hair, long frizzy beard, 

long white robe; haloed in the light of the headlamps; walking briskly at 
the edge of the road, stamping his staff, the hem of his robe dancing 
above sandalled feet. They saw him leave the road, go across a yard, saw 
him knock; and as they drove past, saw the door opened for him. 

"That is all he doing," Foam said. "Walking brisk brisk from door to 
door and knocking and going in and coming out and walking brisk brisk 
again." 

"What he does talk about when he go in?" 
"Nobody ain't know, Mr. Harbans. Nobody does tel l ." 
They stopped at Baksh 's house and Foam got off. 
"We go have the first committee meeting some time next week, Mr. 

Harbans. It going to give you a encouragement." 
But Foam's hand was still on the door. 
"Ooh, I was forgetting." Harbans dipped into his hip pocket. "Some

thing. Nothing much, but is a beginning." 
"Is a encouragement," Foam said, taking the note. 
Harbans drove out of Elvira, past the abandoned cocoa-house, past 
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Cordoba, up Elvira Hill, down Elvira Hill . At the bottom of the hill his 
headlights picked out the two white women on their bicycles. 

"It don't mean nothing," Harbans said to himself. "I mustn't get 
down-couraged. It don't mean nothing at al l ." 

If he only knew, his troubles hadn't started. 
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The Writing on the Wall 

In spite of what he had said to Harbans in the lorry about going up 
for the County Council, Foam hadn't been thinking of going into politics 
at all. But when Lorkhoor had suddenly begun to campaign for Preacher, 
Foam announced that he was going to campaign for Harbans. Mrs. Baksh 
objected. But Baksh said, "It going to be a good experience for the boy." 
Baksh had already agreed to support Harbans for two thousand dollars. 
Foam, however, wanted to do some loudspeaking, like Lorkhoor; and 
Baksh himself had been talking for some time in Ramlogan's rumshop 
about the money to be made out of a loudspeaker. So when Harbans 
came that afternoon, Baksh hadn't said a word about the two thousand 
dollars but had asked instead for a loudspeaker van and for Foam to be 
campaign manager. 

The rivalry between Foam and Lorkhoor began when Teacher Fran
cis, the new headmaster of the Elvira Government School, formed the 
Elvira Social and Debating Club. Teacher Francis was a young red-skinned 
negro who dazzled Elvira with his sharp city dress: sharkskin zoot suit, 
hot tie knotted below an open collar, two-toned shoes. He was young 
for a headmaster, but to be a headmaster in Elvira was to be damned by 
the Trinidad Education Department. (Teacher Fran cis had been so damned 
for parading his agnosticism in a Port of Spain school. He had drawn a 
shapeless outline on the blackboard and asked his class, "Tell me, eh. 
That soul you does hear so much about, it look like that, or what?" One 
boy had been outraged. The boy's father complained to the Director of 
Education and Teacher Francis was damned to Elvira.) He formed the 
Elvira Social and Debating Club to encourage things of the mind. The 
idea was new and the response was big. Lorkhoor quickly became the 
star of the club. It was Lorkhoor who wrote most of the poems and 
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stories which were read to the club, and one of Lorkhoor's poems had 
even been primed on the leader page of the Trinidad Sentinel, in the special 
type the Sentinel reserves for poetry and the Bibl ical quotation at the 
bottom of the leader: 

Elvira, awake/ Behold the dawn/ 
h shines for you, it shines for me . . . 

In all the discussions, political and religious-Teacher Fran cis was still 
hot on religion-Lorkhoor shone and didn't allow Foam or anyone else 
to shine. Teacher Francis always backed up Lorkhoor; between them they 
turned the club into a place where they could show off before an audi
ence. They made jokes and puns that went over the heads of nearly 
everybody else. One day Teacher Francis said, "People l ike you and me, 
Lorkhoor, are two and far between."  Lorkhoor alone roared. At the next 
meeting Lorkhoor began a review of a film: "The points in this fi lm are 
two and far between-the beginning and the end."  People stopped coming 
to the club; those who came, came to drink-there were always two or 
three people in Elvira who were having a row with Ramlogan the rum
shop owner-and the club broke up. 

Teacher Fran cis and Lorkhoor remained thick. Teacher Fran cis felt 
Lorkhoor understood him. He said Lorkhoor was a born writer and he 
was always sending off letters on Lorkhoor's behalf to the Sentinel and 
the Guardian and the Gar_ette. So far nothing had come of that. 

And then Foam was really cut up when Lorkhoor got that job adver
tising for the cinemas from a loudspeaker van. It was Foam who had 
heard of the job first, from Harichand the primer, a man of many contacts. 
Foam applied and had practically got the job when Lorkhoor, supported 
by Teacher Francis, stepped in. Lorkhoor pointed out that Foam was too 
young for a driving permit (which was true); that Foam's English wasn't 
very good (which was true). Lorkhoor pointed out that he, Lorkhoor, 
had a driving permit (which was true); and his English was faultless 
(which was an understatement). Lorkhoor got the job and said it was 
a degradation. But while he drove about Central Trinidad in his loud
speaker van, speaking faultless English to his heart's content, Foam had 
to remain in Elvira, an apprentice in his father's shop. Foam hated · the 
stuffy dark shop, hated the eternal tacking, which was all he was allowed 
to do, hated Elvira, at moments almost hated his family. 

He never forgave Lorkhoor. The job, which Lorkhoor called a deg
radation, was his by rights; he would have given anything to get it. And 
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now the election gave him the next best thing. I t  gave him a loudspeaker 
of his own and took him out of the shop. He worked not so much for 
the victory of Harbans and the defeat of Preacher, as for the humil iation 
of Lorkhoor and Teacher Francis. 

Even before the committee met, Foam set to work. He got a pot of 
red paint from Chittaranjan and went around Elvira painting culverts, 
telegraph poles and tree-trunks with the enthusiastic slogan, VOTE HAHBANS 

OR DIE! 
Mrs. Baksh didn't like it at all. "Nobody ain't listening to me," she 

said. "Everybody just washing their foot and jumping in this democracy 
business. But I promising you, for all the sweet it begin sweet, it going 
to end damn sour." 

She softened a little when the loudspeaker and the van came, but she 
still made it clear that she didn't approve. All Elvira knew about the 
van-it was another example of Baksh's depth-and Mrs . Baksh was 
frightened by the very size of her fortune. She was tempting fate, inviting 
the evil eye. 

Nobody else saw it that way. The little Bakshes clustered around the 
van while Foam and Baksh made arrangements for lodging it. To get the 
van into the yard they had to pull down part of the rotting wooden fence 
and build a bridge over the gutter. Some poorer people and their children 
came to watch. Baksh and Foam stopped talking; frowned and concen
trated and spat, as though the van was just a big bother. And though it 
wasn't strictly necessary then, they put up the loudspeaker on the van. 
They spread a gunny sack on the hood, placed the loudspeaker on it and 
tied it down to the bumper with four lengths of rope. 

Baksh spoke only one sentence during the whole of this operation. 
"Have to get a proper stand for this damn loudspeaker thing," he said, 
resentfully. 

After dinner that evening Foam, with his twelve-year-old brother Rafiq, 
went in the van to Cordoba, a good three mi les away, to do some more 
slogans. The Spaniards watched without interest while he daubed VOTE 

HARBANS OR DIE! 
The next evening he went to complete the job. 
The first three words of his slogans had been covered over with white

wash and Cordoba was marked everywhere, in dripping red letters, DIE! 
DIE! DIE! 
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"That is Lorkhoor work," Foam said. 
Then Rafiq pointed to a wall. The first three words of the slogan 

were only partially covered over. Three strokes with a dry brush had 
been used, and between each stroke there was a gap, and the sign read: 
-TE--N-DIE! 

"Ten die, " Rafiq said. 
"Come on, man,"  Foam said. "You letting a thing l ike that frighten 

you? You is a man now, Rafiq. And whatever you do," Foam added, 
"don't tel l Ma, you hear. " 

But that was the first thing Rafiq did. 
" Ten die!" Mrs. Baksh clapped her hand to her big bosom and sat on 

a bench, stil l  holding the ash-rag with which she had been washing up. 
Baksh swilled down some tea from a large enamel cup. "It don't mean 

nothing, man. Somebody just trying to be funny, that's al l ." 
"Oh, God, Baksh, this election sweetness!" 
The little Bakshes came into the kitchen. 
"Don't mean nothing," Baksh said. "It say ten die. It only have nine 

of we in this house. The seven children and you and me. Was j ust a 
accident, man." 

"Was no accident," Rafiq said. 
"Oh, God, Baksh, see how the sweetness turning sour!" 
"Is only that traitor Lorkhoor playing the fool," Foam said. "Let him 

wait. When he start putting up signs for Preacher . . .  " 
"How it could mean anything?" Baksh laughed. "It say ten die and it 

only have nine of we here." 
Mrs. Baksh became cooler. A thought seemed to strike her and she 

looked down at herself and cried, "Oh, God, Baksh, how we know is 
only nine?" 

Though he didn't care for the "Ten die !" sign and for Mrs. Baksh's 
fears, Foam didn't go out painting any more slogans. Instead he concen
trated on the first meeting of the campaign committee. 

He decided not to hold the meeting at Chittaranjan's house. The place 
made him too uncomfortable and he still remembered the malicious smile 
Nelly Chittaranjan had given him when he knocked his sweet drink over. 
His own house, the London Tailoring Establishment, was out of the ques
tion: Mrs. Baksh didn't even want to hear about the election. He decided 
then to have the meeting in the old wooden bungalow of Dhaniram, the 
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Hindu pundit, who had also been made a member of  the committee. At 
least there would be no complications with Dhaniram's family. Dhaniram's 
wife had been paralysed for more than twenty years. The only other 
person in the house was a meek young daughter-in-law who had been 
deserted by Dhaniram's son only two months after marriage. That was 
some time ago. Nobody knew where the boy had got to; but Dhaniram 
always gave out that the boy was in England, studying something. 

On the evening of the meeting Foam and Baksh, despite protests 
from Mrs. Baksh, drove over in the loudspeaker van. 

From the road Foam could see two men in the veranda. One was 
Dhaniram, a large man in Hindu priestly dress lying flat on his belly 
reading a newspaper by an oil lamp. The other man drooped on a bench. 
This was Mahadeo. 

Neither Dhaniram nor Mahadeo was really important. They had been 
drafted into the committee only to keep them from making mischief. 
Dhaniram was the best known pundit in Elvira, but he was too fond of 
gossip and religious disputation, and was looked upon as something of a 
buffoon. Mahadeo was an out-and-out fool; everybody in Elvira knew 
that. But Mahadeo could be useful; he worked on what remained of the 
Elvira Estate as a sub-overseer, a "driver" (not of vehicles or slaves, but 
of free labourers), and as a driver he could always put pressure on his 
labourers. 

When Foam and Baksh came into the veranda Dhaniram jumped up 
and the whole house shook. It was a shaky house and the veranda was 
particularly shaky. Dhaniram had kept on extending it at one end, so that 
the veranda opened out into something like a plain; there were gaps in 
the floor where the uncured, unplaned cedar planks had shrunk. 

"Ah," Dhaniram said, rubbing his hands. "Campaign manager. Come 
to discuss the campaign, eh?" 

Everything about the election thrilled Dhaniram. Words l ike cam
paign, candidate, committee, constituency, legislative council, thrilled him 
especially. He was a big exuberant man with a big belly that looked 
unnecessary and almost detachable. 

Mahadeo didn't get up or say anything. He drooped on his bench, 
a plump little man in tight clothes, his large empty eyes staring at the 
floor. 

There was an explosion of coughing inside the house and a woman's 
voice, strained and querulous, asked in Hindi, "Who's there?" 
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Dhaniram led Foam and Baksh to the small drawing-room and made 
them look through an open door into a dark bedroom. They saw a 
woman stretched out on a four-poster. It was Dhaniram's wife. She was 
lying on her left side and they couldn't see her face. 

"Election committee," Dhaniram said to the room. 
"Oh." She didn't turn. 
Dhaniram led Foam and Baksh back to the veranda and seated them 

on a bench opposite Mahadeo. 
Dhaniram sat down beside Mahadeo and began to shake his legs until 

the veranda shook. "So the goldsmith fix up, eh? Everything?" 
Foam didn't understand. 
"I mean, Chittaranjan see the boy? You know, Harbans son." 
"Oh, yes, that fix up," Baksh said. "Chittaranjan went to Port of 

Spain day before yesterday." 
Dhaniram l it a cigarette and pulled at it in the Brahmin way, drawing 

the smoke through his closed hand. "Chittaranjan really believe Harbans 
g·oing to let his son marry Nelly?" 

Baksh seized this. "You hear anything?" 
Dhaniram shrugged his shoulders. "We want some l ight. Doolahin, 

bring the Petromax," Dhaniram called. 
Baksh noted that though she had been deserted for so long, Dhaniram 

still called his daughter-in-law doolahin, bride. 
"How Hari?" Baksh asked. "He write yet?" 
Hari was Dhaniram's son. 
"Boy in England, man," Dhaniram said. "Studying. Can't study and 

write letters." 
The doolahin brought the Petromax. She looked a good Hindu girl. 

She had a small soft face with a wide mouth. About eighteen perhaps; 
barefooted, as was proper; a veil over her forehead, as was also proper. 
She hung the Petromax on the hook from the ceil ing and went back to 
the kitchen, a smoky room boarded off at one corner of the vast veranda. 

Baksh asked, "How she taking it these days? Still crying?" 
Dhaniram wasn't interested. "She getting over it now. So Chittaranjan 

really believe that Nelly going to marry Harbans son?" 
Mahadeo sat silent, his head bent, his full eyes staring at his unlaced 

black boots. Foam wasn't interested in the conversation. In the l ight of 
the Petromax he studied Dhaniram's veranda walls. There were many 
Hindu coloured prints; but by far the biggest thing was a large Esso 
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calendar, with Pundit Dhaniram's religious commitments written in pencil 
above the dates. It looked as though Dhaniram's practice was falling off. 
It didn't matter; Foam knew that Dhaniram also owned the fifth part of 
a tractor and Baksh said that was worth at least two hundred dollars a 
month. 

Harbans came, agitated, looking down at the ground, and Foam saw 
at once that something was wrong. 

Dhaniram rose. Mahadeo rose and spoke for the first time: "Good 
night, Mr. Harbans." 

Dhaniram took Harbans into the drawing-room and Foam heard Har
bans saying, "Ooh, ooh, how you is, mahara;i.n? We just come to talk over 
this election nonsense." 

But he looked dejected like anything when he came out and sat on a 
blanket on the floor. 

Dhaniram shouted, "Doolahin, candidate here. We want some tea. 
What sort of tea you want, eh, Mr. Harbans? Chocolate, coffee or green 
tea?" 

"Green tea," Harbans said distractedly. 
"What happen, Mr. Harbans?" Foam asked. 
Harbans locked his fingers. "Can't understand it, Foam. Can't under

stand it. I is a old old man. Why everybody down against me?" 
Dhaniram was thrilled. He gave a little laugh, realized it was wrong, 

and tried to look serious. But his eyes still twinkled. 
"I drive through Cordoba," Harbans said, talking down to his hands, 

his voice thin and almost breaking. "As soon as the Spanish people see 
the lorry, they turn their back. They shut their window. And I did think 
they was going to vote for me. Can't understand it, Foam. I ain't do the 
Spanish people nothing." 

"Is that traitor Lorkhoor," Baksh said. 

Then Chittaranjan came. He wore his VISJtmg oufit and carried a 
green book in his hand. He seemed to know the house well because he 
didn't wait for Dhaniram to introduce him to the invalid inside. As he 
came up the steps he shouted, "How you feeling these days, mahara;in? 
Is me, Chittaranjan, the goldsmith." 

When he came back out to the veranda, it seemed that Chittaranjan 
too had bad news. His smile was there, as fixed as his flush; but there was 
anger and shame in his narrow eyes. 
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"Dhaniram," Chittaranjan said, as soon as he sat down and took off 
his vast grey felt hat, "we got to make new calculations." 

Dhaniram took Chittaranjan at his word, "Doolahinl" he shouted. 
"Pencil and paper. New calculations. Committee waiting. Candidate and 
committee waiting." 

Harbans looked at Chittaranjan. "What I do the Spanish people for 
them to turn their back on me?" 

Chittaranjan forced the words out: "Something happen, Mr. Harbans. 
This thing not going to be so easy . . .  " 

"It don't surprise me, Goldsmith," Harbans interrupted. "Loudspeaker 
van. Campaign manager. Rum-account. Lorkhoor. People turning their 
back on me. Nothing don't surprise me at all . " 

The doolahin brought some brown shop-paper. "It ain't have no pen
cil. I look everywhere." 

Dhaniram forgot about the election. "But this is craziness, doolahin. 
have that pencil six months now." 

"Is only a pencil ," the doolahin said. 
"Is what you think," Dhaniram said, the smile going out of his eye. 

"Is more than just a pencil. Is the principle. Is only since you come here 
that we start losing things ."  

"Your son, fust of all, " Baksh said. 
Dhaniram looked at Baksh and the smile came into his eyes again. 

He spat, aiming successfully at a gap in the floor. 
Foam said, "This is the pencil you was looking for?" From the floor 

he picked up an indelible pencil of the sort used in government offices. 
A length of string was attached to a groove at the top. 

Dhaniram began to rub himself. "Ah, yes. Was doing the crossword 
just before you come in." 

The doolahin tossed her head and went back to her kitchen. 
Harbans brooded. 
All of a sudden he said, "Chittaranjan, I thought you was the big 

controller of the Spanish vote?" 
Everyone noticed that Harbans had called Chittaranjan by his name, 

and not "goldsmith ." It was almost an insult. 
Yet Chittaranjan didn't seem to feel it. He fidgeted with the book he 

had brought and said not a word. 
Harbans, not getting an answer, addressed his hands. "In the 1 946 

elections none of the candidates I know did spend all this money. I have 
to have loudspeaker van and rum-account with Ramlogan?" 

2 I I 



T H E  S U F F H A G E  O F  E L \' I H A  

Baksh looked offended. " I  know you mean me, boss. The moment 
you start talking about loudspeaker van. What you say about 1 946 is true. 
Nobody did spend much money. But that was only the fust election. 
People did just go and vote for the man they like. Now is different. 
People learning. You have to spend on them." 

"Yes, you have to spend on them," Dhaniram said, his legs shaking, 
his eyes dancing. He relished all the grand vocabulary of the election. 
"Otherwise somebody else going to spend on them." 

Mahadeo, the estate driver, raised his right hand, turned his large 
eyes on Harbans and twitched his thick little moustache and plump little 
mouth. "You spending your money in vain, Mr. Harbans," he said gently. 
"We win already." 

Harbans snapped, "Is arse-talk like that does lose election. (Oh God, 
you see how this election making me dirty up my mouth.) But you, 
Mahadeo, you go around opening your big mouth and saying Harbans 
done win already. You think that is the way to get people vote?" 

"Exactly," said Dhaniram. "People go say, 'If he done win, he ain't 
want my vote.' " 

"Foam," Harbans said. "How much vote you giving me today? Was 
six thousand when I first see you. Then was five thousand. Is four thou
sand today?" 

Foam didn't have a chance to reply because Chittaranjan spoke up at 
last: "Yes, Mr. Harbans, is four thousand." 

Harbans didn't take it well. "Look at the mess I getting myself in, in 
my old old age. Why I couldn't go away and sit down quiet and dead 
somewhere else, outside Elvira? Foam, take the pencil and paper and 
write this down. It have eight thousand votes in Naparoni. Four thousand 
Hindu, two thousand negro, one thousand Spanish, and a thousand Mus
lim. I ain't getting the negro vote and I ain't getting a thousand Hindu 
vote. That should leave me with five thousand. But now, Goldsmith, you 
say is only four thousand. Tell me, I beg you, where we drop this thou
sand vote between last week Friday and today?" 

"In Cordoba," Chittaranjan said penitently. "You see for yourself 
how the Spanish people playing the fool. Just look at this book." 

He showed the green book he had been turning over. 
Mahadeo wrinkled his brow and read out the title slowly: <Let

God-Be-True. " 
As a pundit Dhaniram regarded himself as an expert on God. He 

looked at the book quizzical ly and said, "Hmh." 
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"That is all that the Spanish talking about now," Chittaranjan said, 
pointing to the book. "I did know something was wrong the moment I 
land in Cordoba. Everywhere I look I only seeing red signs saying, 'Die! 
Die! ' " 

"That is Lorkhoor work," Foam said. 
Chittaranjan shook his head. "I don't know if any of all-you see two 

white woman riding about on big red bicycles. If I tell you the havoc 
they causing!" 

"Witnesses! "  Harbans exclaimed. "I know. I had a sign. I shoulda run 
them over that day." 

No one knew what he was talking about. 
"Who they campaigning for?" Baksh asked. "For Preacher?" 
"For Jehovah," Chittaranjan said. "They can't touch the Hindus or 

the Muslims or the negroes, but they wreaking havoc with the Spanish. 
Everywhere I go in Cordoba, the Spanish people telling me that the 
world going to end in 1 976. I ask them how they know the date so exact and 
they tell me the Bible say so." 

Dhaniram slapped his thigh. "Armageddon!" Pundit Dhaniram had 
been educated at one of the Presbyterian schools of the Canadian Mission 
where he had been taught hymns and other Christian things. He cher
ished the training. "It make me see both sides," he used to say; and even 
now, although he was a Hindu priest, he often found himself humming 
hymns like "Jesus loves me, yes, I know." He slapped his thigh and 
exclaimed, "Armageddon! "  

"Something like that," Chittaranjan said. "And these white woman 
telling the Spanish that they mustn't take no part in politics and the 
Spanish taking all what these woman say as a gospel." Chittaranjan 
sounded hurt. "I telling you, it come as a big big pussonal blow, especially 
as I know the Spanish people so long. Look, I go to see old Edaglo, 
you know, Teresa father. The man is my good good friend. For years 
he eating my food, drinking my whisky, and borrowing my money. 
And now he tell me he ain't voting. So I ask him, 'Why you ain 't 
voting, Edaglo?' And he answer me back, man. He say, 'Politics 
ain't a divine thing.' Then he ask me, 'You know who start politics?' 
You could imagine how that take me back. 'Somebody start politics?' I 
say. He laugh in a mocking sorta way as though he know more than 
everybody else and say, 'You see how you ain't know these little 
things. Is because you ain't study enough.' He, Edaglo, talking l ike that 
to me, Chittaranjan! 'Go home, ' he say, 'and study the Bible and you 
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go read and see that the man who start politics was Nimrod.' " 
"Who is Nimrod?" Baksh asked. 
Pundit Dhaniram slapped his thigh again. "Nimrod was a mighty 

hunter. " 
They pondered this. 
Harbans was abstracted, disconsolate. 
Baksh said, "What those woman want is just man, you hear. The 

minute they get one good man, all this talk about mighty hunting gone 
with the wind." 

Dhaniram was pressing Chittaranjan: "You didn't tell them about 
Caesar? The things that are Caesar's. Render unto Caesar. That sort of 
thing." 

Chittaranjan l ifted his thin hands. "I  don't meddle too much in all 
that Christian bacchanal, you hear. And as I was leaving, he, Edaglo, cal l  
me back. Me,  Chittaranjan. And he give me this green book. Let God be 
true. Tcha!"  

Mahadeo shook his head and clucked sympathetically. "Old Edaglo 
really pee on you, Goldsmith." 

"Not only pee," Chittaranjan said. "He shake it." 
And having made his confession, Chittaranjan gathered about him 

much of his old dignity again. 

"Even if the Spanish ain't voting," Foam said, "we have four thou
sand votes. Three thousand Hindu and one thousand Muslim. Preacher 
only getting three thousand. Two thousand negro and a thousand Hindu. 
I don't see how we could lose. " 

Dhaniram said, "I don 't see how a whole thousand Hindus going to 
vote for Preacher. Lorkhoor don't control so much votes." 

"Don't fool your head," Foam said quickly. "Preacher help out a lot 
of Hindu people in this place. And if the Hindus see a Hindu like Lark
hoar supporting Preacher, well, a lot of them go want to vote for Preacher. 
Lorkhoor going about telling people that they mustn't think about race 
and religion now. He say it ain't have nothing wrong if Hindu people 
vote for a negro like Preacher." 

"This Lorkhoor wanr a good cut-arse," Baksh said. 
Chittaranjan agreed. "That sort of talk dangerous at election time. 

Lorkhoor ain't know what he saying." 
Harbans locked and unlocked his fingers. "Nothing I does touch does 
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turn out nice and easy. Everybody else have life easy. I don't know what 
sin I commit to have life so hard. " 

Everyone fell silent in the veranda, looking at Harbans, waiting for 
him to cry. Only the Petromax hissed and hummed and the moths dashed 
against it. 

Then the doolahin thumped out bringing tea in delightfully orna-
mented cups so wide at the mouth that the tea slopped over continually. 

Dhaniram said, "Tea, Mr. Harbans. Drink it. You go feel better. " 
"Don't want no tea." 
Dhaniram gave his little laugh. 
Two or three tears trickled down Harbans's thin old face. He took 

the cup, blew on it, and put it to his lips; but before he drank he broke 
down and sobbed. "I ain't got no friends or helpers or nothing. Every
body only want money money." 

Mahadeo was wounded. "You ain't giving me nothing, Mr. Harbans. " 
He hadn't thought of asking. 

Dhaniram, who had been promised something-contracts for his trac
tor-pulled at his cigarette. "Is not as though you giving things to we 
pussonal, Mr. Harbans. You must try and feel that you giving to the 
people. After all, is the meaning of this democracy." 

"Exactly," said Baksh. "Is for the sake of the community we want 
you to get in the Legislative Council .  You got to think about the com
munity, boss. As you yourself tell me the other day, money ain't every
thing." 

"Is true," Harbans fluted. "Is true. " He smiled and dried his eyes. "You 
is all faithful. I did just forget myself, that is all ." 

They sipped their tea. 
To break the mood Dhaniram scolded his daughter-in-law. "You was 

a long time making the tea, doolahin. " 
She said, "I had to light the fire and then I had to boil the water and 

then I had to draw the tea and then I had to cool the tea." 
She had cooled the tea so well it was almost cold. It was the way 

Dhaniram liked it; but the rest of the committee didn't care for cool tea. 
Only Harbans, taking small, noisy sips, seemed indifferent. 

Dhaniram's wife called querulously from her room. The doolahin 
sucked her teeth and went. 

Foam said, "If Lorkhoor getting Hindus to vote for Preacher, I don 't 
see why we can't get negroes to vote for we." 

They sipped their tea and thought. 
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Dhaniram pulled hard at his cigarette and slapped his dhoti-clad thigh. 
"Aha! Idea!" 

They looked at him in surprise. 
"It go take some money . . .  " Dhaniram said apologetically. 
Harbans took a long sip of cool tea. 
"It go take some money. But not much. Here in Elvira the campaign 

committee must be a sort of social welfare committee. Supposing one of 
those negroes fall sick. We go go to them. We go take them to doctor in 
we taxi. We go pay for their medicine."  

Chittaranjan sucked his teeth and became like the formidable Chitta
ranjan Foam had seen rocking and smiling in his tiled veranda. "Dhaniram, 
you talking l ike if you ain't know how hard these negroes is in Elvira. 
You ever see any negro fall sick? They just does drop down and dead. 
And that does only happen when they about eighty or ninety." 

"All right. They don't get sick. But even you say they does dead 
sometimes. Well, two three bound to dead before elections." 

"You going to kil l  some of them?" Baksh asked. 
"Well, if even one dead, we go bury him. We go hold the wake. We 

go take we coffee and we biscuits." 
Baksh said, "And you think that go make the negroes vote for you?" 
"It go make them feel shame if they ain't vote for we," Dhaniram 

said. "And if  they ain't vote, well, the next time they start bawling for 
help, they better not come round here." 

Mahadeo l ifted his right hand as a warning that he was about to speak 
again. "Old Sebastian is one negro who look as though he might dead 
before elections." 

"Is a good idea," Foam said. "And every one of we could buy j ust 
one sweet drink for some negro child every day until elections. Different 
child every day. And the parents. We mustn't only help them if they fall 
sick or if they dead. If they can't get a work or something. If they going 
to have a wedding or something. Take the goldsmith here. He could 
make a little present for negroes getting married." 

Chittaranjan said animatedly, "Foam, you talking as if I does make 
jewellery with my own gold. I ain't have no gold of my own. When 
people want things make, they does bring their own gold."  

And Chittaranjan destroyed an il lusion which Foam had had since he 
was a boy: he had always believed that the gold dust and silver shavings 
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the children collected from Chittaranjan's workshop belonged to Chitta
ranjan. 

Harbans said, "Foam, take the pencil and paper and write down all 
those who sick in Elvira." 

Dhaniram said, "Mungal sick i ike anything." 
Mahadeo lifted his hand. "It have a whole week now that Basdai and 

Rampiari ain't come out to work. They must be sick too." 
Harbans said, "Mahadeo, you know you is a damn fool. You think is 

Hindu sick I want Foam to write down?" 
Chittaranjan said, "Like I say, it ain't have no negro sick in Elvira ." 
"Al l  right. " Harbans was getting annoyed again. "Who getting mar

ried?" 
Chittaranjan said, "Only Hindu and Muslim getting married. Is the 

wedding season now. The negro people don 't get married so often. Most 
of them just living with woman. Just like that, you know." 

Harbans said, "And you can't damn well start taking round wedding
ring to those people as wedding present. So, all we could do is to keep 
a sharp look-out for any negro who fall sick or who fall dead. That man 
you talk about, Mahadeo." 

"Sebastian?" 
"Keep a eye on him." 
Foam said, "I believe Mahadeo should handle the whole of that job. 

He could make a l ist of all negro who sick or going to dead . "  
"Yes." And Harbans added sarcastically, "You sure that job ain't too 

big for you, Mahadeo?" 
Mahadeo stared at the floor, his big eyes fil l ing with determination. " I  

could manage, Mr. Harbans. Old Sebastian i s  one negro who bound to 
dead." 

They finished their tea and had some more. Then Harbans sent Foam 
to get the new posters he had brought in the lorry. 

The posters said: HITCH YOUR WAGOI" TO THE STAR VOTE SURUJPAT 

("
PAT

") HARBANS CHOOSE THE BEST AND LEAVE THE REST. And there was 
a photograph of Harbans; below that, his name and the star, his symbol. 

Mahadeo said, "It must make a man feel really big sticking his photo 
all over the place." 

Harbans, unwillingly, smiled. 
Chittaranjan asked, "Where you get those posters print?" 
"Port of Spain." 

2 1 7 



T H E  S U FFRA G E  O F  E L V I RA 

"Wrong move, Mr. Harbans. You shoulda get that boy Harichand to 
print them." 

"But Harichand ain't got no sorta printery at all," Harbans said. 
"Never mind," said Chittaranjan. "People in Elvira wouldn't like that 

you get your posters print in Port of Spain when it have a Elvira boy 
who could do them." 

And then Harbans knew. No one in Elvira was fighting /or him. All 
Elvira-Preacher, Lorkhoor, Baksh, Chittaranjan, Dhaniram and every
body else-all of them were fighting him. 

He was nearly seized with another fit of pessimism. 
But deep down, despite everything, he knew he was going to win. 

He cried and raged; but he wanted to fool, not tempt, fate. Then he 
thought of the sign he had had: the white women and the stalled engine, 
the black bitch and the stalled engine. He had seen what the first meant. 
The women had stalled him in Cordoba. 

But the dog. What about the dog? Where was that going to stall him? 
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Some days passed. The new posters went up. The campaign pro
ceeded. Nothing terrible happened to Mrs. Baksh. She became calmer and 
Foam thought he could start painting slogans again. Bur now he didn't 
paint voTE HARBANS OR D I E! He had had his lesson; it was too easy for 
the enthusiasm of the slogan to be mistaken for a threat. He painted 
straight things ) ike WIN WITH HARDANS and WE WA!\'T HARDANS. 

One night when Baksh had taken out the loudspeaker van-he said 
it was to do some campaigning but Mrs. Baksh said it was to do some 
drinking-one night Foam rook up his pot of paint and a large brush and 
went about Elvira, painting new slogans and refurbishing old ones. He 
didn 't take the excitable and untrustworthy Rafiq with him. He took Her
bert instead. Herbert was ten and politically and psychically undeveloped. 
He didn 't care for signs or election slogans; and while Foam painted 
Herbert whistled and wandered about. 

Foam did his job with love. He painted even on houses whose owners 
had gone to bed; and only when he had got as far as the old cocoa-house 
did he decide it was time to go home. 

Herbert hung back a little and Foam noticed that he was walking in 
a peculiar way, arching his back and keeping his hands on his belly. His 
belly looked more swollen than usual. 

"Your belly hurting, Herbert?" 
"Yes, man, Foam. Is this gas breaking me up." 
"Don't worry about it roo much. All of we did get gas in we belly 

when we was small. It does pass." 
"Hope so for truth, man ."  
Lights were still on when they got home. They went around to  the 

back of the house. The door was locked from the inside bur it wasn't 
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barred; and if you pressed on the middle and pul led and shook at  the 
same time, it fell open. Foam put down the paint-pot and the brush. 

"Herbert, when I press down, you pull hard and shake." 
Foam pressed down. Herbert, clutching his belly with one hand, 

pulled and shook with the other. The door unlocked, and as it did, some
thing fell from Herbert's shirt. In the darkness Foam couldn't see what it 
was. When he pulled the door open and let out the thin light of the oil 
lamp inside, he saw. 

It was a puppy. 
A tiny rickety puppy, mangy, starved; a loose, ribby bundle on the 

ground. It made no noise. It tried to lift itself up. It only collapsed again, 
without complaint, without shame. 

"Where you pick him up, Herbert?" 
"Somewhere." 
"But you can't bring him home. You know how they don't like dogs." 

They was Mrs. Baksh. 
"Is my dog," Herbert said irrelevantly. 
Foam squatted beside the puppy. None of the evening's adventures 

had disturbed the fl ies that had settled down for the night around the 
puppy's eyes. The eyes were rheumy, dead. The puppy itself looked half
dead. When Foam stroked the little muzzle he saw fleas jumping about. 
He pulled away his finger quickly. 

"Take care, Foam. Is them quiet quiet dog does bite, you know." 
Foam stood up. "You got to feed him good. But how you going to 

hide him from Ma?" 
"I go hide him. Got a name for him too. Going to call him Tiger. " 
Tiger tried to get up on his haunches. It was as if every tiny rib and 

every bone were made of lead. But he made it this time, and held the 
shaky pose. 

"See! He recognize the name already," Herbert said. 
Tiger crumpled down again. 
"Come on, Tiger," Herbert said. 
Tiger didn't respond. 
"What you going to do with him?" 
"Take him upstairs. Put him in the bed." 
"And what about Rafiq and Charles and Iqbal?" Foam asked, naming 

the other Baksh boys. "Think they go want Tiger to sleep in the same 
bed with them?" 

"We go see." 
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The room in which they were was the room behind the tailor shop. 
It was the only part of the house Baksh had attempted to renovate and 
smelled of new concrete and new cyp wood. There was a new concrete 
floor and a new staircase of rough unpainted planks that led to the upper 
floor. The whole thing was so makeshift because Baksh said he was think
ing of pulling down the whole house one day and putting up something 
better and bigger. The room was called the store-room; but it was used 
as a dumping-ground for things the Bakshes didn 't want but couldn't 
bring themselves to throw away. 

Foam said, "You can't take up the dog tonight. They still waking. 
What about hiding him under the steps until morning?" 

He rummaged among the pile of rubbish under the staircase and 
brought out a condensed milk case stencilled sTow AwAY FROM BOILERS, 

two smelly gunny-sacks and many old issues of the Tnnidad Sentinel He 
put the sacks in the case, the newspapers on the sack, and Tiger on the 
newspapers. 

"Under the steps now." 
The door at the top of the stairs opened and some more light flowed 

down into the store-room. 
Mrs. Baksh said, "What the two of all-you complotting and conspir-

ing down there?" 
"Nothing," Foam said. "We just putting away the paint and thing." 
"And we cleaning up the place," Herbert added. 
Mrs. Baksh didn't take them up on that. "You see your father?" 
"Ain't he out with the loudspeaker?" Foam said. 
"I  know where he is. He just using this election as a big excuse to 

lift his tail and run about the place. And is what you doing too. Ha! This 
election starting sweet sweet for some people, but I promising you it 
going to turn sour before it end." 

She stood at the top of the stairs, broad and dominant. 
Herbert, noisily storing away the paint-pot, pushed Tiger's box under 

the steps as well. 
But Tiger had also to be fed. 
Foam knew this. He walked up the steps. "Herbert take in with one 

belly pain, Ma. All the way home he holding his belly and bawling. I 
think he hungry." 

"He ain 't hungry one little bit. I don't know who ask him to walk 
about Elvira with all this dew fal ling." 

Herbert took his cue from Foam. He came out from under the steps, 
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arched his back, and pressed his hands on his belly. "God, man, how this 
gas breaking me up!" 

Mrs. Baksh said, "But if a stranger hear this little boy talk they go 
believe I starving him. You ain't eat this evening, Herbert?" 

"Yes, Ma." 
"You ain't eat one whole roti?" 
"Yes, Ma." 
"You ain't eat bha;i'?" 
"Yes, Ma." 
"You ain't drink half a big pot of tea?" 
"Yes, Ma." Herbert drank enormous quantities of tea. He could drink 

two or three large enamel cups, and when visitors were present, four or 
five. Mrs. Baksh used to boast to her sisters, "I ain't see nobody to touch 
Herbert when it come to drinking tea ." 

"You eat al l  that and you drink al l  that, and you still asking me to 
believe that you hungry?" 

"Yes, Ma." 
"Look, boy! Don't answer me back like that, you hear. You standing 

up there with your little belly puff out and you looking me in my face 
and you still bold and brave enough to challenge me? Don't think I 
forgetting how you shame me in front of that Harbans man, you know." 

Foam said, "Is not his fault, Ma. Is the gas." 
"Gas! And the other modern thing is appendicitis. Nobody did have 

gas and appendicitis when I was small. It ain 't gas. Is j ust the sort of 
gratitude I getting from my own children, after all the pinching and scrap
ing and saving I does do. And tell me, for who I pinching and scraping 

d . �" an savmg. 
She got no reply. 
Her annoyance subsided. "All right, come up and take out something. 

If you ain 't careful you go get fat and blow-up like me. But I done see 
that is what you want. Dog eat your shame. Go ahead." 

She stood aside to let them pass and followed them to the grimy little 
kitchen. From a large blue enamel pot Herbert poured tea, stewed in 
condensed milk and brown sugar, into an enamel plate. He took half a 
roti, a dry unimaginative sort of pancake, broke it up and dropped the 
pieces into the tea. 

Mrs. Baksh stood over him. "Go ahead. I want to see you eat up all 
of that. " 
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Herbert listlessly stirred the tea and roti. 
"Is so hungry you was? Nobody ain't have to tell me about you, 

Herbert. Of all the seven children God give me, you have the longest 
tongue, and your eyes always longer than your tongue." 

Foam couldn't think of anything to get Mrs. Baksh out of the kitchen. 
But distraction came. From one of the inner rooms came a shriek, and a 
girl's voice shouting, "I going to tell Ma. Ma, come and see how Zil la 
pounding me up. She know I can't take blows and sti l l  she pounding me 
up." 

Mrs. Baksh moved to the kitchen door. She lowered her voice with 
sardonic concern: "Zilla, this evening you was telling me that you had a 
pain in your foot. " She left the kitchen and went inside. "I go take away 
this pain from your foot. I go move it somewhere else." 

Herbert ran down the steps with the tea and roti. Upstairs Zilla was 
being punished. Tiger was unmoved by the screams and slaps and bump
ing about. When Herbert put the plate of tea and roti before him, he 
didn't know what to make of it. Slowly, instinct overcame inexperience. 
He sensed it was food. He sought to rise and approach it with dignity, 
on all four legs; but his legs trembled and folded under him. He let his 
muzzle · l ie on the chipped rim of the plate, edged out a tiny languid 
tongue and dipped it in the tea. Then he dragged the tongue back. He 
did this a few times; at last, with a show of strength that quite astonished 
Herbert, he got up on all four legs, trembly and shaky, remained upright, 
drank and ate. 

"Go at it, Tiger boy," Herbert whispered. 
But Tiger ate in his own unemphatic way. Herbert expected him to 

wag his tail and growl at being handled while he ate; but Tiger ate 
without overt excitement or relish, philosophically, as though at any mo
ment he expected to see the plate withdrawn as capriciously as it had 
come. 

"Where that boy Herbert gone now?" 
Herbert heard Mrs. Baksh, and he heard Foam say, "Went downstairs 

to bolt and bar the door. I tell him to go down." 
Tiger ate sloppily, squelchily. 
Herbert waited, expecting Mrs. Baksh to ask for the plate. 
"But you and all, Foam, what happening to you? You want to bar 

the door and your father ain't come home yet?" 
"I go call him up." 
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The door a t  the top of  the stairs opened, new l ight ran down the 
steps and striped Tiger's box, and Herbert heard Foam saying, " Is all 
right, Herbert. Don't worry with the door. Come up." 

The room in  which the five Baksh boys slept was called the brass
bed room because its only notable feature was a jangly old brass four
poster with a mildewed canopy that sagged dangerously under a mounting 
load of discarded boxes, clothes and toys. The four younger Baksh boys 
slept on the brass bed. Foam, as the eldest, slept by himself on an Amer
ican Army canvas cot. 

Herbert squeezed between Rafiq and Charles under the single flour
sack coverlet. He didn't like sleeping at the edge of the bed because 
he always rolled off. Iqbal, the youngest, held that position; he never 
rolled off. 

Rafiq was still waking. 
Herbert whispered, "Tell you a secret if you promise not to tell . "  
Foam, from the cot, said, "Herbert, why you don't keep your mouth 

shut and go to sleep?" 
Herbert waited. 
He saw Rafiq kiss his crossed index fingers and put them to his eyes, 

to mean that his eyes would drop out if he told. 
"Got a dog," Herbert whispered. "Not big, but had. " 
" They know?" 
Herbert shook his head. 
"How big?" 
"Oh, he have to grow a little bit." 
"Call him Rex." 
"Nah. Calling him Tiger. Bad dog. Quiet too. Sort of thing, if they 

allow you, you could write up a signboard and hang it outside: Beware 
of Bad Dog." 

At that moment they heard the van drive into the yard and after a 
while they heard Baksh fumbling with the back door. Then there was a 
rattling and a stumbling, and Baksh began to curse. 

Rafiq said, "The old man drunk again." 
They heard him clattering hastily up the stairs, his curses becoming 

more distinct. 
Then: "Man !"  Baksh cried. "See a dog. Big dog. Downstairs." 
Herbert nudged Rafiq. 
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"Is all this campaigning and loudspeaking you doing," Mrs. Baksh 
said. 

"Telling you, man. Big big dog. Downstairs. Walking about. Quiet 
quiet. Sort of guarding the steps." 

"You go start seeing hell soon, if you ain 't careful," Mrs. Baksh said . 
Herbert giggled. 
"Who bite who?" Mrs. Baksh asked. "You bite the dog, or the dog 

bite you?" 
Rafiq dug Herbert in the ribs. 
They l istened hopefully; but there was no further excitement. Mum

blings from Baksh about the big dog; quiet sarcastic remarks from Mrs. 
Baksh. But no blows; nothing being smashed or thrown through the 
window. 

When Herbert got up the next morning, the brass bed was empty. 
Foam's cot was empty. He jumped out of bed-he slept in his ordinary 
clothes-and rushed to see what had happened to Tiger. 

He had hardly set foot on the steps when Baksh said, "You sleep 
well and sound? Come down, mister man. We waiting for you ."  

Herbert knew i t  was a l l  over. 
Baksh was saying, "But I tell you, man, I did see a big big dog here 

last night. And look how small it come this morning. Is only one thing. 
Magic. Oheah. But who want to put anything on me?" 

Mrs. Baksh was seated heavily on the cane-bottomed chair from the 
upstairs veranda. Baksh was standing next to her. In front of them the 
Baksh children were lined up, including Foam. Tiger's box had been 
dragged out from under the steps, and Tiger dozed fitfully, curled up on 
damp Tnrudad Sentinels. 

Mrs. Baksh mocked, " 'Who want to put anything on me?' Well, ten 
die. And with the dog it have ten of we in this house now."  Mrs. Baksh 
was calm, ponderously calm. "Baksh, you going to stand me witness that 
I tell you that this election beginning sweet sweet, but it going to end 
sour. You think Preacher is a fool? You think Preacher ain 't know that 
you campaigning against him? You expect him to take that grinning and 
lying down?" 

Baksh said, "As usual, you didn't listen to me. You did think I was 
drunk. If you did come down last night you woulda see what I was telling 
you. Telling you, man, was a big big dog last night. Big big dog. " 
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Tiger half-opened one eye. 
"See !" Baksh said. "He know. See how sly he looking at me." 
Herbert joined the l ine, standing beside Rafiq. 
Mrs. Baksh leaned back in her chair and looked broader than ever. 

Her bodice tightened and creased right across her bosom; her skirt tight
ened and creased across her belly. She folded her arms and then put one 
hand against her jaw. "Foam, you bring the dog?" 

"No, Ma." 
"Zilla, you bring the dog?" 
Zilla began to cry. 
"But why for you crying? If you ain't bring the dog, you ain't bring 

the dog, and that is that. You bring the dog?" 
Zilla shook her head and sobbed loudly. 
Tiger twitched an ear. 
"Carol, you bring the dog?" 
"Ma, you know I is not that sorta girl ." 
And so the questioning went on. 
"Herbert, you bring in any dog last night? Herbert, I asking you, you 

feed any dog outa one of my good good enamel plates that I does only 
feed humans on?" 

"No, Ma." 
"Make sure, you know." 
"I ain't bring no dog, Ma." 
"All right. Foam, go and get the Bible. It in my bureau. Under the 

parcel with all the photos and the birth certificates." 
Foam went upstairs. 
"Baksh, go and bring the shop key." 
Baksh went off with a lot of zest. "Telling you, man. If only you did 

listen to me last night!" 
"So!" Mrs. Baksh sighed. "So! Nobody ain't bring the dog. It j ust 

walk in through a lock door and jump in a condensed milk box." 
Foam and Baksh returned with Bible and key. 
Mrs. Baksh closed her eyes and opened the Bible at random. "Ten 

die," she sighed. "Ten die." She put the key on the open Bible. "Foam, 
take one end of the key." 

Foam held one end of the key on the tip of his middle finger and 
Mrs. Baksh held the other end. The Bible hung over the key. 

"If nobody ain't going to take back what they say," Mrs. Baksh said, 
"this is the only way to find out who bring the dog. All-you know what 
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going to happen. If the Bible turn when I mention anybody name, we go 
know who bring the dog. Don't say I didn't warn you. Ready, Foam?" 

Foam nodded. 
Mrs. Baksh said, "By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Foam bring the dog." 
Foam replied, "By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Foam ain 't bring no 

dog." 
The Bible remained steady. 
Mrs. Baksh began again. "By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Zilla bring 

the dog." 
Foam replied, "By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Zilla ain 't bring no dog." 
Mrs. Baksh, leaning back in her chair, looked solemnly at the Bible, 

not at the little Bakshes. She fetched a deep sigh and began again, this 
time on Carol . 

Foam's finger started to tremble. 
Baksh looked on, pleased. The Biblical trial always appealed to him. 

Rafiq was excited. Herbert knew he was lost, but he was going to stick 
it out to the end. Tiger was dozing again, his thin muzzle between his 
thin front legs; the flies, energetic in the early morning, swarmed about 
him. 

"By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Rafiq bring the dog." 
It was going to be Herbert's turn next. He had been through this sort 

of trial before. He knew he couldn't fool the Bible. 
Foam's whole right hand was trembling now, from the strain of hav-

ing a weight at his finger-tip. 
"By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Rafiq ain 't bring no dog." 
Another sigh from Mrs. Baksh. 
Baksh passed a hand over his moustache. 
"By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Herbert bring the dog." 
"By Saint Peter, by Saint Paul, Herbert ain 't bring no dog. " 
The key turned. The Bible turned and fel l .  The key lay naked, its 

ends resting on the fingers of Foam and Mrs. Baksh. 
Rafiq said excitedly, "I  did know it! I did know it! " 
Foam said, "You did know too much." 
"Herbert," Mrs. Baksh said, "you going to l ie  against the Bible, boy?" 
Rafiq said, "It must be obeah and magic. Last night he tell me it was 

a big big dog. And he say it was a bad dog." The emphasis sounded 
sinister. 

"Well," Mrs. Baksh said calmly, getting up and smoothing out the 
creases across her wide belly, "before I do anything, I have to cut his 
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little lying tail . "  She spoke to Baksh, kindly: "Man, let me see your belt 
a little bit, please." 

Baksh replied with equal civility: "Yes, man." 
He undid his leather belt, pulling it carefully through the loops of his 

khaki trousers as though he wanted to damage neither trousers nor belt. 
Mrs. Baksh took the belt. Herbert began to cry in advance. Mrs. Baksh 
didn't look at him. She held the belt idle for some moments, looking 
down at it almost reflectively. On a sudden she turned; and lunged at 
Herbert, striking out with the belt, hitting him everywhere. Herbert ran 
about the small room, but he couldn't get out. The back door was still 
barred; the door that led to the tailor shop was stil l padlocked. Unhurried, 
Mrs. Baksh stalked him. The belt gave her ample reach. Once she struck 
Baksh. She stopped and said, "Och. Sorry, man." 

"Is all right, man. Mistake." Herbert bawled and screeched, making 
the siren-like noise that had so disturbed Harbans that Friday afternoon 
some weeks before. The other little Bakshes looked on with fascination. 
Even Foam was affected. Rafiq's excitement turned to horror. Zilla wept. 

Then Foam called in his stern booming voice, "All nght, Ma." 
Mrs. Baksh stopped and looked at him. 
Baksh looked at him. 
Mechanically Mrs. Baksh passed the belt back to Baksh. 
Herbert sat on the steps, his eyes and nose streaming. His sobs, half 

snuffle and half snort, came at regular intervals. 
Tiger dozed on, his ears twitching. 
Mrs. Baksh sat down on the chair, exhausted, and began to cry. "My 

own son, my biggest son, talking to me so!"  
Baksh tried to soothe her. 
"Go away. Is your fault, Baksh. Is this election sweetness that sweeten 

you up so. And now you seeing how sour it turning. You having people 
throwing all sorta magic and obeah in my house, you having all my sons 
lying to my face, and you having my biggest son talk to me like if I is 
his daughter. Is your fault, Baksh. This election sweetness done turning 
sour, I tell you." 

"You see, Foam?" Baksh said. "It make you happy? Seeing your 
mother cry?" 

"I ain't tell she nothing. She was going to bless the boy, that is all . "  
"Take that dog outa my house!" Mrs. Baksh screamed, her face twisted 

and inflamed. "If that dog don't go, I go go."  She cried a lot more. "Oh 
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God, Baksh! Now I have to waste a whole day. Now I have to go and 
take Herbert and get the spirit off him." 

From the steps Herbert said, "I ain't got no spirit on me." 
Baksh said, "You keep your little tail quiet, mister man. Like you 

ain't had enough." He said to Mrs. Baksh, "I can't think of nobody who 
could drive away a spirit as good as Ganesh Pundit. He was the man for 
that sort of thing. But he take up politics now." 

That reminded Mrs. Baksh. "This election sweetness! Man, I tel ling 
you, it turning sour." 

"Where you want me take the dog?" Foam asked. 
"Just take him outa the house," Mrs. Baksh said, wiping her eyes. 

"That is all I want. But don't take him away in broad daylight. Is bad 
enough already having oheah coming inside here. Don't take it out for 
everybody to see. Ten die. What more Preacher have in mind than to 
make all of we come thin thin l ike that dog? And then for all ten of we 
to dead. What more?" 

Baksh was struck by his wife's interpretation. "Take that dog outa 
my house!" he ordered. "And don't give that dog any of my food, you 
hear. That dog going to suck the blood outa all of we if you don't get 
him out a here quick sharp." 

Tiger woke up and looked dreamily at the scene. 

Mrs. Baksh took Herbert for a spiritual fumigation to a gentleman in 
Tamana who, following the celebrated mystic masseur Ganesh at a dis
tance, dabbled in the mystic. 

And when Baksh saw Preacher on the road that morning, walking as 
briskly as ever, he crossed himself. 
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Things were crazily mixed up in Elvira. Everybody, Hindus, Muslims 
and Christians, owned a Bible; the Hindus and Muslims looking on it, if 
anything, with greater awe. Hindus and Muslims celebrated Christmas 
and Easter. The Spaniards and some of the negroes celebrated the Hindu 
festival of lights. Someone had told them that Lakshmi, the goddess of 
prosperity, was being honoured; they placed small earthen lamps on their 
money-boxes and waited, as they said, for the money to breed. Every
body celebrated the Muslim festival of Hosein. In fact, when Elvira was 
done with religious festivals, there were few straight days left. 

That was what Lorkhoor, Foam's rival, went around preaching from 
his loudspeaker van that morning: the unity of races and religions. Be
tween speeches he played records of Hindi songs and American songs. 

"People of Elvira, the fair constituency of Elvira," Lorkhoor said. 
"Unite! You have nothing to lose but your chains. Unite and cohere. 
Vote for the man who has lived among you, toiled among you, prayed 
among you, worked among you. This is the voice of the renowned and 
ever popular Lorkhoor begging you and urging you and imploring you 
and entreating you and beseeching you to vote for Preacher, the re
nowned and ever popular Preacher. Use your democratic rights on election 
day and vote one, vote all. This, good people of Elvira, is the voice of 
Lorkhoor." 

Lorkhoor took a good deal of pleasure in his unpopularity. He of
fended most Indians, Hindus and Muslims; and Preacher's negro supporters 
looked on him with suspicion. Mr. Cuffy didn't like Lorkhoor. Mr. Cuffy 
was Preacher's most faithful supporter. Preacher was the visionary, Mr. 
Cuffy the practical disciple. He was a grey-headed negro who ran a shoe
repair shop which he called The United African Pioneer Self-Help Society. 
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Every Friday evening Mr. Cuffy held a prayer-meeting from his veranda. 
He wore his tight blue serge suit and preached with the Bible in one 
hand. On a small centre table he had a gas lamp and a framed picture of 
a stabbed and bleeding heart. On the last few Fridays, to ward off the 
evil he feared from Lorkhoor, Mr. Cuffy had been giving resounding 
sermons on treachery. 

So, when Lorkhoor's van came near, Mr. Cuffy, some tacks between 
his purple lips, looked up briefly and muttered a prayer. 

Lorkhoor stopped the van outside Mr. Cuffy's shop and, to Mr. Cuffy's 
disgust, made a long speech over the loudspeaker before j umping out. 
He was slim and tall, though not so tall or slim as Foam. He had a broad 
bony face with a thriving moustache that followed the cynical curve of 
his top lip and drooped down a bit further. He had grown the moustache 
after seeing a film with the Mexican actor, Pedro Armendariz. In the fi lm 
Armendariz spoke American with an occasional savage outburst in Span
ish; it was the Spanish outbursts that thrilled Lorkhoor. Teacher Fran cis 
loyally if sorrowfully agreed that the moustache made Lorkhoor look like 
the Mexican; but Lorkhoor's enemies thought otherwise. Foam called 
Lorkhoor Fu-Manchu; that was how Mr. Cuffy thought of him too. 

"Heard the latest, Mr. Coffee?" 
Here was another reason for Lorkhoor's unpopularity: his stringent 

determination to speak correct English at all times. He spoke it in a 
deliberate way, as though he had to weigh and check the grammar be
forehand. When Lorkhoor spoke l ike that outside Elvira, people tried to 
overcharge him. They thought him a tourist; because he spoke correct 
English they thought he came from Bombay. 

"Good morning, " Mr. Cuffy said. 
Lorkhoor recognized his social blunder. "Morning, Mr. Coffee." 
Mr. Cuffy frowned, the wrinkles on his black face growing blacker. 

"I is not something you does drink, sir." 
The people of Elvira called Mr. Cuffy "Cawfee." Lorkhoor, a stickler 

for correctness, called him "Coffee." Mr. Cuffy preferred "Cawfee." 
"Heard the latest?" 
"Ain't hear nothing," Mr. Cuffy said, looking down at the ruined 

black boot in his hand. 
"Propaganda, Mr. Cawfee. Blackmail and blackball ."  
Mr .  Cuffy regarded Lorkhoor suspiciously; he thought h is  colour was 

being mocked. 
"Obeah, Mr. Cawfee."  
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Mr. Cuffy tacked a nail. "God hath made man upright. " 
"Yes, Mr. Cawfee. However, this propaganda is pernicious." 
Mr. Cuffy tacked another nail. "But they have found out many inven-

tions." 
"Something about a dog." 
"Ain't know nothing about no dog." 
"Could destroy the whole campaign, you know." 
"That go satisfy you, eh, Mr. Lorkhoor? That go satisfy your heart?" 
"Mr. Cawfee, I 'm only informing you that the opposition are spread-

ing the pernicious propaganda that Preacher is working obeah. " 
"Who give you the right to call the gentleman Preacher?" 
"Mr. Preacher, then." 
"Mr. Preacher go look after everything. Don't worry your head too 

much, you." 
"Still, Mr. Cawfee, keep your eyes open. Nip the rumour in the bud. 

And see if  they try to work any obeah against us. Could frighten off many 
votes, you know, if they try to work any obeah and magic against Mr. 
Preacher." 

Bicycle bells trilled from the road and Lorkhoor and Mr. Cuffy saw 
two white women with sunglasses standing beside red pudgy-tyred 
American bicycles. Pennants from both cycles said AwAKE! 

Mr. Cuffy grumbled a greeting. 
The shorter woman took a magazine from her tray and held it before 

her l ike a shield. 
The taller woman said, "Can we interest you in some good books?" 
"I 've read too many lately," Lorkhoor said. 
He was ignored. 
Mr. Cuffy looked down. "Ain't want no magazine." But his manner 

was respectful. 
Miss Short said happily, "Oh, we know you don't like us." 
Mr. Cuffy looked up. "You know?" 
"Course we do. We're Witnesses." 
"This election business," Mr. Cuffy said. "You in this election busi

ness, l ike everybody else?" 
Miss Short curled her thin lips. "We have nothing to do with politics." 
"It's not a divine institution," said Miss Tall, "but a man-made evil . 

After all, who started the Politics you have in Elvira today?" 
"British Government," Mr. Cuffy said. He looked puzzled. 
The Witnesses rested their case. 
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"We had to fight for it," Lorkhoor said. 
Miss Short looked at him sympathetically. "Why, I don't believe you 're 

even a Christian." 
"Of course not," Lorkhoor snapped. "Look at Jacob. Defend Jacob. 

Defend Abraham." It was something he had got from Teacher Fran cis. 
"We must study the Bible together," Miss Short said. "What do you 

do Sunday afternoons?" 
Mr. Cuffy's puzzlement was turning to exasperation. "Look, who you 

come to see? Me? Or he?" 
Miss Tall said, "The magazine my friend is holding shows how the 

prophecies in the Bible are coming true. Even the troubles of Elvira are 
in the Bible. Elections and al l ." 

"Who won?" Lorkhoor asked. 
"Who are you?" Miss Short asked. 
"I 'm the village intellectual ."  It was a tried sentence; it  had the ap-

proval of Teacher Francis. 
"We must study the Bible together." 
"Leave my election campaign alone first ." 
Mr. Cuffy's disapproval of Lorkhoor was melting into admiration. 
"About this magazine," Miss Tall persisted. "You have no interest at 

all in seeing how the Bible's prophecies are coming true?" 
"I 'm not ambitious," Lorkhoor said. 
The women left. 
"The devil ain't no fool," Mr. Cuffy said. "He does send pretty 

woman to tempt us. But were I tempted?" He used the tone and grammar 
of his Friday evening sermons. "No, sir, I were not." 

"You were not," Lorkhoor said. "But about this oheah affair, Mr. 
Cawfee. If  they try any fast ones, let me know. We have to plan move 
for move. And now we have those Witnesses encouraging people not to 
vote. We have to think of something to counter that as well . "  

"You is really a atheist?" 
"Freethinker really. Agnostic." 
"Oh." Mr. Cuffy looked reassured. 

This Mahadeo, the estate-driver, was a real fool. He just had to make 
a list of sick and dying negroes in Elvira-it was the only thing he could 
be trusted with-and he had to make a lot of noise about it. 

That midday, shortly after Lorkhoor had left Mr. Cuffy, Mahadeo, 
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plump and sweating in his  tight khaki driver's uniform, came up to Mr. 
Cuffy's shop and tried to open a conversation with him. Mr. Cuffy had 
relapsed into a mood of gloomy suspicion; opening a conversation with 
him was like opening a bottle of beer with your teeth. Mr. Cuffy wasn 't 
liking anything at all at that moment; he wasn't liking the Witnesses, 
wasn 't l iking this talk of oheah, wasn't liking Lorkhoor. 

Mahadeo took off his topee. "Working hard, Mr. Cawfee?" 
Silence. Mr. Cuffy wasn't liking Mahadeo either. 
Mahadeo watched the mauve sweat-stains under his arms. "Elections, 

Mr. Cawfee." 
No reply. 
"Progress, Mr. Cawfee. Democracy. Elvira going ahead."  
"Why you don't go ahead yourself and haul your arse outa my yard?" 
Mahadeo's eyes began to bulge, hurt but determined. "One of the 

candidates want my help in the election, Mr. Cawfee."  
Mr. Cuffy grunted. 
Mahadeo brought out his red pocket-notebook and a small pencil. "I  

have to ask you a few questions, Mr. Cawfee." He tried some elementary 
flattery: "After all, you is a very important man in Elvira." 

Mr. Cuffy liked elementary flattery. "True," he admitted. "It's God's 
will ." 

"Is what I think too. Mr. Cawfee, how your negro people getting on 
in Elvira?" 

"All right, I believe, praise be to God." 
"You sure, Mr. Cawfee?" 
Mr. Cuffy squinted. "How you mean?" 
"Everybody all right? Nobody sick or anything like that?" 
"What the hell you up to, Mahadeo?" 
Mahadeo laughed like a clerk in a government office. "Just doing a 

job, Mr. Cawfee. Just a job. If any negro fall sick in Elvira, you is the 
fust man they come to, not true?" 

Mr. Cuffy softened. "True." 
"And nobody sick?" 
"Nobody." Mr. Cuffy didn 't care for the hopeful note in Mahadeo's 

VOICe. 
Mahadeo's pencil hesitated, disappointed. "Nobody deading or dead?" 
Mr. Cuffy jumped up and dropped the black boot. "Oheah!" he cried, 

and took up an awl. "Oheah/ Lorkhoor was right. You people trying to 
work some oheah. Haul your tail outa my yard! Go on, quick sharp."  
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"How you mean, obeah?)) 
Mr. Cuffy advanced with the awl. 
"Mr. Cawfee! "  
Mahadeo retreated, note-book open, pencil pointing forward, a s  pro

tection. "Just wanted to help, that is all. And this is the thanks I getting. 
Just wanted to help, doing a job, that is al l ." 

"Nobody ask for your help," Mr. Cuffy shouted, for Mahadeo was 
now well away. "And listen, Mahadeo, one thing I promising you. If  
anybody dead, anybody at all, you going to be in trouble. So watch out. 
Don't try no magic. If anybody dead, anybody. Obeah/ " Mr. Cuffy bawled. 
Obeah/" 

Mr. Cuffy sounded serious. 
And now Mahadeo was really worried. 

Mahadeo wouldn't have got into that mess if Baksh had kept his 
mouth shut. Mrs. Baksh had warned him not to say anything about Tiger. 
But nothing like it had ever happened to him and he wanted people to 
know. Nearly everybody else in Elvira had some experience of the su
pernatural; when the conversation turned to such matters in Ramlogan's 
rumshop, Baksh had had to improvise. 

As soon as Mrs. Baksh and Herbert left for Tamana, Baksh went to 
see Harichand the printer and caught him before he started for his printery 
in Couva. 

Harichand, the best-dressed man in Elvira, was knotting his tie in the 
Windsor style before a small looking-glass nailed to one of the posts in 
his back veranda. He listened carefully, but without excitement. 

"Nothing surprising in what you say," he said at the end. 
"How you mean, man, Harichand? Was a big big dog . . .  " 
"If you think that surprising, what you going to think about the sign 

I had just before my father dead?" 
"Sign, eh?" It was a concession, because Baksh had heard Harichand's 

story many times before. 
"Two weeks before my father dead," Harichand began, blocking his 

moustache with a naked razor-blade. "Was a night-time. Did sleeping 
sound. Sound sound. Like a top. Eh, I hear this squeaky noise. Squeaky 
squeaky. Like little mices. Get up. Still hearing this squeaky noise. Was 
a moonlight night. Three o'clock in the morning. Moonlight making 
everything look like a belling-ground. Dead and funny. Squeak. Squeak. 
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Open the window. No wind a t  all. All the trees black and quiet. Squeak. 
Squeak. Road looking white in the moonlight. White and long. Squeak. 
Squeak. Lean out. No wind. Nothing. Only squeak, squeak. Look down. 
Something in the road. Black, crawling. Look down again. Four tiny 
tiny horses harness together. Big as little puppies. Black little horses. 
And they was pulling a funeral huss. Squeak. Squeak. Huss big as a 
shoebox." 

Harichand put away the razor-blade. 
"Two weeks later, my father dead. Three o'clock in the morning." 
"But talking about puppies," Baksh said. "This thing was a big big 

dog last night. I just open the back door and I see it. Walking about in 
a funny limping way. You know how Hag does walk? Limping, as though 
he walking on glass? This dog was walking about like Hag. It ain't say 
nothing. It just look at me. Sly. I get one frighten and I run upstairs. In 
the morning is a tiny tiny puppy, thin, all the ribs showing. But the same 
coloration. " 

Harichand bent down to shine his shoe. "Somebody trying to put 
something on you." His tone was matter-of-fact. 

"Was a big dog, man." 
"Just don't feed it ," Harichand said. 
"Feed it! Preacher ain 't catching me so easy." 
"Ah, is Preacher, eh?" Harichand gave a knowing chuckle. "Election 

thing starting already?" 
"We helping out Harbans." 
"Harbans ain 't getting my vote. Eh, the man ain't bring nothing yet 

for me to print. " 
"How you could say that, man? We fixing up something for you." 
"Mark you, I ain't begging nobody. But if you want my vote, you 

want my printery. It have a lot of people who wouldn't like it if they 
know you wasn't treating me nice." 

"We fixing you up, man. So just don't feed it, eh?" 
"Well, I waiting to see what all-you bringing. Just don't feed it. And 

try to get it outa the house." 
And then Baksh ran around telling his story to nearly everyone who 

wasn't too busy to listen. He had to listen to many stories in return. 
Etwariah, Rampiari's mother, told (in Hindi) how two days after her 
husband died she saw him standing at the foot of her bed. He looked at 
her and then at the baby-he had died the day Rampiari was born-and 
he cried a little before disappearing. Etwariah cried a lot when she told 
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the story and Baksh had to cry too; but he couldn't keep on crying with 
Etwariah and in the end he had to leave, very rudely. 

So it went on all morning. The story of Tiger got round nearly every
where. Lorkhoor heard and told Mr. Cuffy. 

Before Rafiq went to school Foam called him to the little ajoupa at 
the back of the house and said, "Rafiq, you is a nasty little good-for
nothing bitch."  

Rafiq began to  sniffle. 
"You pretending you ain't know why I calling you a bitch?" 
"I ain't tell no lie." 
Foam slapped him. "No, you ain't tell no lie," he mimicked. "But you 

tel l ." 
"The Bible turn for itself. I didn't have nothing to do with it. " 
Foam slapped him again. "How else Ma know, unless you did tell 

she about the dog?" 
Rafiq began to cry. "I didn't know she was going to bless Herbert. " 
"When Herbert come back this evening from T amana, I want you to 

beg his pardon. And I want you to give him that red-and-blue top you 
hiding on top the brass bed." 

"Is my top. I thief it from a boy at school. Big Lambie." 
"I  want you to give Herbert the top." 
"Not going to give it .  You could do what you like. Touch me again 

and I going to tell Ma." 
"Rafiq! What sorta obscene language you using? Where you pick up 

those words? Ma ever hear you using those sorta words?" 
"What sorta words?" 
"Again, Rafiq? I just have to tell Ma now." 
Rafiq understood blackmail .  "All right, I going to give the top to 

Herbert." 

One of the first things Foam bought with his campaign manager's 
salary was an expensive pair of dark glasses. He wore them whenever he 
took out the loudspeaker van. 

He was cruising down Ravine Road-if you could cruise down any 
road in Elvira-when he saw Nelly Chittaranjan coming back from school. 
She was walking briskly, head a little high. 
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Foam slowed up and gave a little election speech. Nelly Chittaranjan 
turned and saw and turned away again, head a little higher. 

Foam followed her with the van. 
"Want a l ift home, girl?" 
She didn't reply. He followed. 
"Fore man, I will kindly ask you to stop following me about." 
"Why you so formal? Is because you getting married to Harbans son? 

Call me Foam, man, like everybody else." 
"Some people in Elvira don't know their elders and betters ." 
He gave a dry laugh. "Ah, is because of the dark glasses that you 

can't recognize me! " 
"Foreman, please drive off. Otherwise I will just have to tell my 

father. " 
Foam sang: 

Tel� tel� 
Till your belly full of rotten egg. 

"Simple things amuse small minds, I see."  
"Look, girl, you want this lift or  you ain't want it? Don't waste my 

time. Is work I have to work these days." 
"Huh! I don't see what sort of work you could ever do." 
"I is your father boss in this election, you know." 
"Huh!"  But she stopped. 
The van stopped too. Foam rested an elbow on the door. "Just man

aging Harbans campaign for him. That is all. Seventy-five dollars a 
month. See these glasses? Guess how much." 

"Sixty cents."  
"Gam. Twelve dollars, if you please. " 
"Huh!" 
"You like the old loudspeaking voice?" He gave a loud and vigorous 

demonstration. 
"You mean to say you learn off all that by heart?" 
"Nah! Just make it up as I go along. Want to hear some more?" 
She shook her head. "It is hot. You can give me a lift to the end of 

Ravine Road."  
"Only up to  there, eh? Ah, you shame to  let the old man see you 

with me." He opened the door for her. "Now that you is practically a 
married woman." 
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He drove off with much noise, and settled down with one hand on 
the steering wheel, his back in the angle of the seat and door. He looked 
reposed and casual. 

"So little Nelly getting married off, eh?" 
He was embarrassing her. 
"I don't see why you shame about it. You marrying a doctor, man. 

You could take down prescriptions and type them out. Especially with 
doctors' handwriting so hard to read. "  

He  had gone too far. I t  looked as though she might cry. "I don't want 
· d F " to get marne , oreman. 

He hadn't thought of that. "What you want to do then?" 
"I want to go to the Poly. " 
He couldn't make anything of that. "Well, things could always mash 

up. From what I hear, Harbans ain't too anxious to see you as a daughter
in-law either." 

She wept. "I want to go to the Poly." 
"Poly, eh?" 
"In London. Regent Street." 
"Oh." He spoke as though he knew it well. "Teacher Fran cis been 

putting ideas in your head. Well, you never know what could happen 
between now and election day." He paused. "Look, you l ike dogs?" 

Weeping, Nelly Chittaranjan remembered refinement. "I adore dogs ."  
Foam stamped on the brakes and brought the van to  a noisy halt. 

"Look, I ain't want that sort of talk. I ask you if you l ike dogs. You 
answer me yes or you answer me no. None of this educative nonsense, 
you hear. You ain't gone to the Poly yet." 

She stopped crying. 
She said, "I l ike dogs." 
"You is a nice girl. I have a dog-well, small dog, puppy really. Can't 

keep it home. You want to look after it?" 
She nodded. 
He was surprised. "Giving it to you. Wedding present from Foam. 

What time you does stop taking lessons from Teacher Fran cis in the 
evening?" 

"Half-past eight." 
"See you at quarter to nine. Where we meet today." 
She got off at the end of Ravine Road. 
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In the afternoon Chittaranjan put on his visiting outfit, left Mrs. Chit
taranjan to look after the two workmen downstairs, and went out to 
campaign for Harbans. Chittaranjan's visiting outfit was as special as his 
home clothes. Item number one was an untorn white shirt, size thirteen, 
with the sleeves carefully rolled up-not rolled, folded rather-and when 
it wasn 't in use it hung on its own hanger in Chittaranjan's expensive, 
spacious and practically empty wardrobe. Chittarajan was extra carefu l  
with this shirt. He didn't like to  have i t  washed too often because that 
weakened the material; but he never liked keeping a shirt in use for more 
than two months at a time. He wore it as little as possible, and only on 
special occasions; Chittaranjan liked a shirt to grow dirty gradually and 
graceful ly. Item number two was a pair of brown gaberdine trousers 
which he kept flat between Tn"nidad Sentinels under his mattress. Item num
ber three was a pair of brown shoes, old, cracked, but glittering; this 
replaced the sabots he wore at home. The fourth and last item of Chit
taranjan's visiting outfit was a vast grey felt hat, smooth, ribbonless, with 
only one stain, large, ancient and of oil, on the wide brim. 

When Elvira saw Chittaranjan in this outfit, it knew he meant busi
ness. 

Chittaranjan campaigned. 
At first things went well. But then Chittaranjan found people a little 

less ready to commit themselves. They talked about obeah and magic and 
dogs. But they always yielded in the end. Only Rampiari's husband, 
who had cut his foot with a hoe, played the fool. At the best of times 
Rampiari's husband was a truculent lout; now he was in pain and ten 
times worse. He had been there in the morning when Baksh had come 
to Etwariah with the story of Tiger; and he made a big thing of it. He 
said he wasn't going to vote for anybody because he didn't want anybody 
to put any obeah on him, he didn't believe in this new politics business, 
politicians were all crooks, and nobody was going to do anything for him 
anyway. 

Chittaranjan listened patiently, his hat on his knees. 
When Rampiari's husband was finished, Chittaranjan asked: "When 

you does want money borrow, Rampiari husband, who you does come 
to?" 

"I does come to you, Goldsmith." 
"When you does want somebody to help you get a work, who you 

does come to?" 
"I does come to you, Goldsmith ." 
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"When you want letter write to the Government, who you does come 
to?" 

"I  does come to you, Goldsmith." 
"When you want cup borrow, plate borrow, chair borrow, who you 

does come to?" 
"I does come to you, Goldsmith." 
"When you want any sort of help, Rampiari husband, who you does 

come to?" 
"I  does come to you, Goldsmith. "  
"So when I want help, who I must come to?" 
"You must come to me, Goldsmith." 
"And when I want this help to put a man in the Legislative Council, 

who I must come to?" 
"You must come to me, Goldsmith. " 
"You see, Rampiari husband, the more bigger people I know, the 

more I could help you out. Now tell me, is beg I have to beg you for 
your sake?" 

"You ain't have to beg, Goldsmith." 
Chittaranjan stood up and put his hat on. " I  hope your foot get better 

quick." 
"When you see Mr. Harbans, Goldsmith, you go tell him, eh, how 

bad my foot sick." 
Chittaranjan hesitated, remembering Harbans's refusal to have any

thing to do with the Hindu sick or the Hindu dead. 
Rampiari's husband said, "Preacher coming to see me tomorrow." 
"What Preacher could do for you? A man l ike you ain 't want only 

sympathy. You want a lot more." 
The sick man's eyes brightened. "You never say a truer word, Gold

smith. Whenever I want help, I does come to you." 
Chittaranjan smiled; the sick man smiled back; but when he was out

side Chittaranjan muttered, "Blasted son of a bitch."  
Still, i t  was a successful afternoon, despite Rampiari's husband and 

all that talk about obeah. 
But the obeah talk worried him. It could lose votes. 
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Mrs. Baksh came back to Elvira, her mission accomplished. Herbert 
had received his spiritual fumigation; and she brought back mysterious 
things-in a small brown parcel-which would purify the house as wel l. 

"Ganesh Pundit was really the man for this sort of mystic thing," 
Baksh said. "Pity he had to take up politics. Sti l l, that show how good 
he was. The moment he feel he was losing his hand for that sort of thing, 
he give up the business." 

"The fellow we went to was all right," Mrs. Baksh said. "He jharay 
the boy well enough." 

Herbert looked chastened indeed. His thin face was stained with tears, 
his eyes were still red, the edges of his nostrils still quivering and wet. 
He kept his mouth twisted, to indicate his continuing disgust with the 
world in general . 

Mrs. Baksh had been feeling guilty about Herbert. She said to Baksh, 
for Herbert to hear, "Herbert didn't give the fellow much trouble, you 
know. He behave like a nice nice boy. The fellow say that the fust thing 
to do when a spirit come on anybody is to beat it out. It ain't the person 
you beating pussonal, but the spirit ." 

Herbert sniffed. 
Baksh said, "People ain't want to believe, you know, man, that the 

big big dog I see last night turn so small this morning. Nobody ain't want 
to believe at al l at all .  Everybody was surprise like anything." 

Mrs. Baksh sank aghast into her cane-bottomed chair. "But you know 
you is a damn fool, Baksh. You mean you went around telling people?" 

"Didn't tell them everything. Didn't mention nothing about Preacher 
or about obeah. Just say something about the dog. It ain't have nothing 
wrong if I tell about the dog. Look, Harichand tell me about the time he 
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did see some tiny tiny horses dragging a tiny tiny funeral huss. Was a 
moonlight night. Three o 'clock . . .  " 

"Everybody know about Harichand huss. But that was only a sign. "  
"Sign, eh? And this thing-this dog business-that-that i s  oheah and 

magic, eh? Something bigger?" 
"Yes, you damn fool, yes." 
"Nobody did believe anyway. Everybody thought I was lying." 
"You was lying, Pa," Herbert said. "Was a puppy last night and is a 

puppy today." 
Baksh was grateful for the diversion. "Oh God! Oh God! I go show 

that boy!" 
He tried to grab Herbert; but Herbert ducked behind Mrs. Baksh 's 

chair. He knew that his mother was in a sympathetic mood. And Baksh 
knew that in the circumstances Herbert was inviolate. Still, he made a 
show. He danced around the chair. Mrs. Baksh put out a large arm as a 
barrier. Baksh respected it. 

"Oh God!" he cried. "To hear a l ittle piss-in-tail boy talking to me 
like that! When I was a boy, if I did talk to my father like that, I woulda 
get my whole backside peel with blows." 

"Herbert," Mrs. Baksh said. "You mustn 't tell your father he lie. What 
you must say?" 

"I  must say he tell stories," Herbert said submissively. But he perked 
up, and a faint mocking smile-which made him look a bit like Foam
came to his lips. 

"No, Herbert, you mustn't even say that your father does tell stories ." 
"You mean I mustn't say anything, Ma?" 
"No, son, you mustn't say anything." 
Baksh stuck his hands into his tight pockets. "Next time you say 

anything, see what happen to you, mister man. I beat you till you pee, 
you hear. " 

Herbert had a horror of threats of that sort; they seemed much worse 
than any flogging. 

"I talking to you, mister man," Baksh insisted. "Answer me."  
Herbert looked at  h i s  mother. 
She said, "Answer him." 
He said, "Yes, Pa." 
Baksh took his hands out of his pockets. He was mollified but con

tinued to look offended. He couldn't fool Herbert though. Herbert knew 
that Baksh was only trying to prevent Mrs. Baksh attacking him. 
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Baksh got i n  his blows first. "You call yourself a mother, and this is 
the way you bringing up your children. To insult their father and call 
him liar to his face. This is what you encouraging the children to do, after 
they eating my food since they born." 

Mrs. Baksh, tired and very placid now, said, " You carry them nine 
months in your belly? You nurse them? You clean them?" 

Baksh's moustache twitched as he looked for an answer. 
Before he found one Mrs. Baksh returned to the counterattack. "Who 

fault it is that this whole thing happen?" Her brow darkened and her 
manner changed. "Is this election sweetness that sweeten you up, Baksh. 
But see how this sweetness going to turn sour sour. See." 

She was righter than she knew. 

All that day Tiger remained in his box under the steps, dozing or 
lying awake and futile. Foam fed him surreptitiously; but Tiger was un
used to food and in the afternoon he had an attack of hiccoughs. He lay 
flat on his side, his tiny ribs unable to contain the convulsions of his tiny 
belly. The hiccoughs shook him with more energy than he had ever 
shown; they lifted him up and dropped him down again on the sodden 
newspapers; they caused curious swallowing noises in his throat. His box 
became wetter and filthier. Foam, for all his toughness, was squeamish 
about certain things, and Tiger's box was never cleaned. But Foam fed 
Tiger, often and unwisely; and it gave him much pleasure when once, 
stretching out his hand and passing a finger down Tiger's muzzle, he saw 
Tiger raise his eyes and raise his tail. 

And now he had to get rid of Tiger. 
"Put him in a bag and take him away in the van," Mrs. Baksh said 

after dinner. 
"Take him far," Baksh added. "Far far." 
"All nght," Foam said, with sudden irritation. "All right, don't rush 

me. I going to take him so far, he not going to offend your sight or your 
heart ." 

Mrs. Baksh almost cried. "Is only since the elections that this boy 
talking to me like that, you know." 

Baksh saw a chance to redeem himself. "Boy, you know you talking 
to your mother? Who carry you for nine months in their belly? Who 
nurse you?" 

Mrs. Baksh said, "Why you don't shut your tail, Baksh?" 
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"The two of all-you quarrel," Foam said, and went downstairs. 
He took a clean gunny sack, held it open and rolled it down to make 

a nest of sorts; lifted Tiger from his box, using newspaper to keep his 
hands clean, and put him in the nest. 

Herbert tiptoed down the steps. 
"Ey, Herbert. Come down and throw away this dirty box somewhere 

in the backyard. It making the whole house stink." 
"Foam, what you going to do with him?" 
Foam didn't reply. His irritation lingered. 
Tiger sprawled in the nest of sacking, heaving with hiccoughs. 
"Foam, Tiger going to dead?" 
Foam looked at Herbert. "No. He not going to dead."  
"Foam! You not going to  kill him?" 
He didn't know what he was going to do. When he had spoken to 

Nelly Chittaranjan about Tiger, it was only to make conversation, to stop 
her from crying. 

Tiger made choking noises. 
Foam stood up. 
"Foam! You not going to kill Tiger?" 
Foam shook his head. 
"Promise, Foam. Kiss your fingers and promise."  
"You know I don't believe in that sort of  thing." 
"Don't kill him, Foam. You don't believe in this oheah business, eh, 

Foam?" 
Foam sucked his teeth. "That boy give you the top?" 
"Rafiq:)" Herbert brightened. "Yes, he give me the top." 
"Good, throw away that old box. It stinking." 
Herbert touched Tiger's nose with the tip of his index finger. Tiger's 

eyes didn't change; but his tail l ifted and dropped. 

Nelly Chittaranjan hadn't been thinking when she agreed to meet 
Foam that evening and take the dog. Now, sitting in Teacher Francis's 
drab drawing-room and only half listening while he talked, she wasn't so 
sure about the dog or about Foam. She didn't believe the dog existed at 
all .  But the thought of meeting a boy at night in a lonely lane had kept 
her excited all afternoon. She had never walked out with any boy: it  was 
wrong; now that she was practically engaged, it was more than wrong. 
Mr. Chittaranjan was modern enough in many ways-the way he had 
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given her an education and the way he furnished his house and kept it 
shining with new paint-but he wasn't advanced enough to allow his 
only daughter to walk out with a boy before she was married. Nelly 
didn 't blame him. She knew she was being married off so quickly only 
because she hadn 't been bright enough to get into one of the girls '  high 
schools like La Pique. Thinking of La Pique, she thought of the Poly, 
and then she thought of Harbans's son, the boy she was going to marry. 
She had seen him once or twice in Port of Spain when she had gone to 
stay with her aunt (the wife of the barrister, the donor of the chromium
plated ashtray in Chittaranjan's veranda). He was a fat yellow boy with 
big yellow teeth, a giggling gum-chewer, always taking out his wallet to 
show you his latest autographed picture of some American actress, and 
you were also meant to see the crisp quarter-inch wad of new dollar 
notes. Still, if she had to marry him, she had to; it was her own fault. 
She would have preferred the Poly though. Teacher Francis had met 
someone who had actually been. There were dances at the Poly! Foam 
didn 't even know what the Poly was. But he was no fool. He couldn't 
talk as well as that Lorkhoor; but Lorkhoor was a big show-off; she 
preferred Foam. Foam was crazy. Those sunglasses. And those long 
speeches he shot right off the reel, just like that. She had wanted to laugh 
all the time. Not that the speeches were funny; it was the over-serious 
way Foam spoke them. And yet he could never make her feel that the 
whole thing was more than a piece of skylarking. A boy trying to be 
mannish! And making up that story about a dog, just to meet her! 

Teacher Francis had to pull her up. "But what making you laugh all 
the time so for, Miss Chittaranjan?" Teacher Francis reserved standard 
English only for prepared statements. "I was saying, the thing about short
hand is practice. When I was studying it, I use to even find myself writing 
shorthand on my pillow." That was how he always rounded off the lesson. 

Nelly looked at the dusty clock on the ochre and chocolate wall . It 
was twenty past eight; she was meeting Foam at a quarter to nine. 

But this was the time when Teacher Francis, the lesson over, his coat 
off, his tie slackened a little lower than usual, liked to talk about l ife. He 
was talking about the election. A bitter subject for him ever since Lorkhoor 
had, without warning or explanation, deserted him to campaign for Preacher. 

"This new constitution is a trick, Miss Chittaranjan. Just another Brit
ish trick to demoralize the people."  

Nelly, her pen playing on her pad, asked absently, "Who you voting 
for, Teach?" 
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"Not voting for nobody at all ." 
"You talking like the Witnesses now, man, Teach." 
He gave a sour laugh. "No point in voting. People rn Elvira don't 

know the value of their vote." 
Nelly looked up from her pad. "It look to me that a lot of them know 

it very well, Teach."  
"Miss Chittaranjan, I don't mean nothing against your father, Miss 

Chittaranjan. But look at Lorkhoor. Before this election, I did always 
think he was going to go far. But now . . .  " Teacher Francis waved a 
hand and didn't finish the sentence. "Elvira was a good friendly place 
before this universal suffrage nonsense." 

"Teach! You mean to say you against democracy?" 
He saw he had shocked her. He smiled. "Is a thing I frown on, Miss 

Chittaranjan." 
"Teach!" 
"I am a man of radical views, Miss Chittaranjan." 
Nelly put down her pen on her note-book. "My father would be very 

interested, Teacher Francis." 
He saw the note-book. "Miss Chittaranjan! You been taking down 

what I was saying, Miss Chittaranjan!" 
She hadn't .  But she snapped the book shut and rose. 
"I was just throwing off ideas, Miss Chittaranjan. You mustn't think 

I is a fascist ." 
She prepared to leave. "I don't think anything, Teacher Francis. But 

if my father hear that you don't approve of democracy or the elections, 
he wouldn't approve of me coming to you for lessons, I could tell you." 

It was what Teach feared. 
"I was just talking, Miss Chittaranjan. Idea-mongering. Fact is, as a 

teacher, I have to be impartial." 
"I know what you mean. You want to play both sides." 
"No, Miss Chittaranjan, no." 
She didn't wait to hear any more. 
He wandered about his bare, cheerless government house, feeling 

once again that, since the defection of Lorkhoor, Elvira had become a 
wilderness. 

Ravine Road was pitch dark. There was no moon, no wind. The tall 
featureless bush hunched over the road on one side; on the other side the 
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dry ravine was black, blank. When Foam turned off the headlamps, all 
the night noises seemed to leap out at the van from the bush, all the 
croakings and stridulations of creatures he couldn't see, drowning the 
heaving of Tiger on the seat next to him. 

Then the noises receded. Foam heard the beat of a motor engine not 
far away. Soon he saw headlights about two hundred yards down the 
slope where the road turned. The vehicle had taken the corner too quickly: 
the headlights made a Z. Then Foam was dazzled. 

The driver shouted, "Yaah!"  
It was Lorkhoor. 
"Yaah! We will bury Harbans! Yaah!" 
Quick as anything, Foam put his  head out of the window and shouted 

back, "Put money where your mouth is! You traitor! " 
"Yaah!" 
And Lorkhoor was gone. 
But Lorkhoor wasn't alone in his van. Foam was sure he had seen a 

woman with him; she had ducked when the van passed. He was really a 
shameless liar, that boy. He said it was a degradation to get mixed up 
with Elvira politics, yet he was campaigning for Preacher. He said he 
didn't care for women, that marriage was unnatural, and here he was 
driving out of Elvira at night with a woman who wasn't anxious to be 
seen. 

"I too glad we not fighting on the same side this election," Foam said 
aloud. 

Nelly Chittaranjan came, coy but uneasy. "Well, Foreman," she said 
ironically. "You bring this famous dog?" 

He switched on the top l ight of the van. 
"Oh God, Foreman! A dog!" 
He didn't understand why she was annoyed. 
"Is a mangy little mongrel puppy dog, Foreman. It sick and it stink." 
"For a little dog you calling him a lot of big names, you know." 
She was in a temper. "Look at the belly, Foreman. Colic. " 
"Is why I ask you. It ain't have nobody else in Elvira who would look 

after a sick dog." 
She couldn't go back on her word. But she was angry with Foam; 

she felt he had made a fool of her. What was she going to do with the 
dog anyway? 



Encounters by Night 

Foam said, "Your father send a message. Committee meeting at your 
house. I could give you and your dog a lift ." 

She got in without a word. 
"For a educated girl, Miss Chittaranjan, you know you ain't got no 

manners? They not going to like that at the Poly. Nobody ever teach you 
to say thanks?" 

She tossed her head, smoothed out her frock, edged away from Tiger 
and sniffed loudly. 

Foam said, "You go get used to it." 
Then the trouble started. 
They heard a curious noise at the side of the road. It was part gurgle, 

part splutter, part l ike a thirsty dog lapping up water. 
Then a squeaky breathless voice exclaimed, "This is the thing that 

does start the thing." 
Foam had some trouble in making out Hag, the Muslim fanatic. 
He gor- out of the van. 
"Hag, you is a old maquereau. God give you the proper maquereau 

colour. Black. You so damn black nobody could see you in the night
time." 

Hag was trembling with excitement. His stick rapped the ground, he 
looked more bent than usual. "You, Foreman Baksh, call me what you 
like. But I going to tell your father. For a Muslim you ain't got no shame. 
Going out with a kaffir woman." 

Nelly looked down at Tiger beside her; she was too stupefied to say 
or do anything. 

Foam defended her. " You calling she kaffir? You make yourself out 
to be all this religious and all this Muslim and all this godly, and still you 
ain't got no shame. Dog eat your shame. You is a dirty old maquereau, 
old man." 

"This is the thing that does start the thing," Hag repeated, his squeaky 
voice twittering out of control. For a precarious moment he lifted his 
weight off his stick and used the stick to point at Nelly. "This is the 
thing." He made a noise that could have been a titter or a sob, and leaned 
on his stick again. In the darkness all that Foam could see clearly of Hag 
were the whites of his eyes behind his glasses and his white prickly beard . 

"What thing you see, maquereau?" 
"I  see everything." Hag tittered, sobbed again. "This is the thing that 

does start the thing." 
"Tell me what thing you see, maquereau. " 
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"All right, all right, you calling me rude words."  He whined one word 
and spat out another. "You don't understand the hardship I does have to 
put up with." 

"You not getting one black cent from me, you nasty old maquereau. " 
"I not young and strong like you. I is a old man. You cal l ing me 

rude words and you want to see me cry. Well, all right. I go cry for 
you."  

And Haq began to  cry. It sounded like chuckling. 
"Cry, maquereau. " 
Nelly spoke at last: "Leave him, Foreman. "  
"No, I want to see the old maquereau cry. " 
Haq sobbed, "I is a old man. All you people making Ravine Road a 

Lovers' Lane. First Lorkhoor and now you. All-you don't understand the 
hardship a old man does have." He wiped his cheeks on his sleeve. Then 
he cried again. "I is a widow." 

Foam got into the van. 
"You tell anybody about this thing you see, Haq, and I promising you 

that you going to spend the rest of your days in a nice hospital. You go 
start using rubber for bones." 

Haq sobbed and gurgled. "Kill me now self. You is  young and strong. 
Come on and kill me one time, and bury me right here in Ravine Road, 
all your Lovers' Lane." 

To start the engine Foam turned off the headlights. Again the noises 
sprang out from the bush and Haq cried out in the dark, "Kill me, Fore
man. Kill me. "  

"Maquereau," Foam shouted, and drove off. 
He had enjoyed the encounter with Haq, a man he had never liked; 

because of Haq's tales he had often been flogged when he was younger. 
But Nelly was feeling flat and frightened. 
"Don't worry," Foam said. "He wouldn't say anything. Not after that 

tongue-lashing I give him." 
She was silent. 
Between them Tiger heaved and croaked. 
He dropped them both off at a trace not far from Chittaranjan's. 

He found Mahadeo and Chittaranjan waiting for him. Chittaranjan 
had changed into his home clothes and, rocking in his own tiled veranda, 
was as dry and formidable as ever. Mahadeo was still in his khaki uniform. 
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There was no light in the veranda. Chittaranjan said they didn't need 
one, they didn't want to write anything, they only wanted to talk. 

Presently Foam heard Nelly arrive. He heard her open the gate at the 
side of the shop downstairs and heard her come up the wooden steps at 
the back. 

Chittaranjan called out, "Is you, daughter?" 
"Yes, Pa, is me." 
"Go and put on your home clothes," Chittaranjan ordered. "And do 

whatever homework Teacher Francis give you. No more running about 
for you tonight. " 

Foam looked at Chittaranjan. He was smiling his fixed smile. 
For some moments no one in the veranda said anything. Foam was 

thinking about Tiger; Mahadeo was thinking about Mr. Cuffy; Chitta
ranjan rocked and clacked his sabots on the floor. 

At last Chittaranjan said to Foam, "This Mahadeo is a real real 
jackass."  

Mahadeo remained unmoved, his large eyes unblinking. He had just 
told Chittaranjan of his unhappy interview with Mr. Cuffy that morning. 

"I is a frank man," Chittaranjan said, spreading out his palms on the 
arms of his rocking-chair. "I does say my mind, and who want to vex, 
let them vex." 

Mahadeo wasn't going to be annoyed. He continued to look down at 
his unlaced boots, stroked his nose, cracked his fingers, passed his thick 
little hands through his thick oily hair and mumbled, "I was a fool, I was 
a fool ."  

Chittaranjan wasn't going to let h im off so easily. 
"Course you was a fool. And you was a double fool. And this boy 

father was a triple fool ."  
"How you mean?" Foam asked. 
Chittaranjan smiled more broadly. "So your father was having trouble 

with a dog, eh?" 
Foam looked down. 
"And so your father think that the best way to get people votes is to 

run about saying that Preacher putting obeah and magic on him?" Chit
taranjan was caustic, but bland. "Tell me, that go make a lot of people 
want to vote against Preacher, eh?" 

Mahadeo was still preoccupied with his morning adventure. "It look, 
Goldsmith, like we have to give up that plan now for burying dead ne
groes and looking after sick ones." 
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For the first time in h is  life Foam heard Chittaranjan laugh, a short, 
corrosive titter. "Eh, but Mahadeo, you smart, man. You work out that 
one all by yourself?" 

Mahadeo smiled. "Yes, Goldsmith."  
Foam was attending with only half a mind. He was straining to  catch 

all the noises inside the house. The coolness he had shown in Ravine 
Road was beginning to leave him in Chittaranjan's veranda; the thought 
of Hag unsettled him now. He heard sounds of washing-up; he heard 
Mrs. Chittaranjan singing the theme song from the Indian filmjhoola. 

Mahadeo was saying, "Was a good plan though, Goldsmith. Gold
smith, ain't it did look to you that Sebastian was one negro who was 
bound to dead before elections?" 

Chittaranjan smiled and rocked and didn't reply. 
Mahadeo suffered. He passed his hands through his hair and said, " I  

sorry, Goldsmith. I was a fool, I was a fool." 
Inside Nelly was moving about. Foam heard the thump and slap of 

her slippers. Everything seemed all right so far. 
Mahadeo scratched the back of his neck to indicate perplexity and 

contrition. Chittaranjan remained impassive. Mahadeo tried to crack his 
fingers again; but nothing came: they had been cracked too recently. 
"Goldsmith, this new talk about obeah could frighten off a lot of votes."  

Chittaranjan spoke up. "On one side we have the Witnesses telling 
people not to vote. And now this boy father decide to tell people that if 
they vote for Harbans, Preacher going to work magic and obeah on them. 
All-you go ahead. See if that is the way to win election ." 

Mahadeo forgot his  own error. "In truth, Goldsmith, this boy father 
does talk too much." 

Foam was about to retort, but Chittaranjan challenged him: "You got 
any sort a plan, Foam? To make the Spanish people vote, and to get other 
people to vote without getting frighten of Preacher obeah?" 

Foam shook his head. 
Chittaranjan rocked. "I have a plan." 
They attended. 
"It ain't Preacher who working obeah," Chittaranjan said. "Is the Wit

nesses. That is the propaganda we have to spread."  
"Is  a master-idea," Mahadeo said. 
Foam was cautious. "Just a minute, Goldsmith. All right, we go about 

saying that the Witnesses working obeah. But what Preacher going to 
say?" 
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Chittaranjan's gold teeth flashed in the pale light that came through 
the thickly curtained drawing-room doorway. "You is a smart boy, Foam. 
You does ask the correct question. He"-Chittaranjan jerked his chin 
towards Mahadeo who stared stolidly at his boots-"he ain't have the 
brains to think of things like that ." 

Mahadeo looked up and asked, "What Preacher going to say, Gold
smith?" 

Chittaranjan stopped rocking. "Is like this. Preacher hoping to get 
some Spanish votes too. He wrong, but it good to let people hope some
times. If the Spanish ain't voting, Preacher suffering. So, already Preacher 
hisself start saying that the Witnesses working obeah. If we say the same 
thing, the Witnesses ain't got a chance. People go start getting frighten 
of the Witnesses and we go get back all the votes of the Spanish people 
in Cordoba who saying they ain't voting because politics ain't a divine 
thing. Tcha! " Chittaranjan sucked his teeth; the ingratitude and stupidity 
of the Spaniards still rankled. 

Mahadeo scratched the back of his head and passed a finger down his 
nose. "You know what you have that we ain 't have, Goldsmith? Is brains 
you have, Goldsmith."  

Chittaranjan snubbed Mahadeo. "Wasn't my idea. Today I hear people 
talking about obeah and today I hear Lorkhoor going around saying that 
it wasn 't Preacher working obeah, but the Witnesses. And I sit down and 
I hold my head in my two hands and I puzzle it out and I see that even 
out of this boy father stupidness, starting all this talk about dog and obeah, 
we could make some profit." 

Foam gave his approval. But he was a l ittle bitter that it was Lorkhoor 
who had thought of a way to counter the Witnesses. After all, the Wit
nesses were to be defeated by talk of obeah and magic; and this obeah and 
magic was nothing other than Tiger, Herbert's Tiger. 

Inside, footsteps were measured, ordinary. Mrs. Chittaranjan was 
singing. 

Tiger was going to be all right. At least for the night. 
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And the next day, in spite of Chittaranjan's plan, Harbans was in 
trouble, big trouble. 

The day began badly, you might almost say with an omen. Foam had 
an accident outside Chittaranjan's shop. Only a chicken was involved, 
but the repercussions of the accident were to shake Elvira before dusk. 

It was just about midday when the accident happened. Ramlogan had 
closed his rumshop for the regulation hours from twelve to four. Chit
taranjan's two workmen had disappeared somewhere into the back of the 
shop to eat-Mrs. Chittaranjan gave them food and they ate squatting 
on the floor downstairs. Just then the two rival loudspeaker vans ap
proached one another. 

Foam gave his speech everything. "People of Elvira, vote for the only 
honourable man fit to become an Honourable Member of the Legislative 
Council of Trinidad and Tobago. Vote for Mr. Surujpat Harbans, popu
larly known to all and sundry as Pat Harbans. Mr. Harbans is your popular 
candidate. Mr. Harbans will leave no stones unturned to work on your 
behalf. People of Elvira, this is the voice of Fore man Baksh, popularly 
known to all and sundry as Foam, this is the voice of Foam Baksh asking 
you-not begging you or imploring you or beseeching you or entreating 
you-but asking you and telling you to vote for the honourable and 
popular candidate, Mr. Pat Harbans. Mr. Harbans will leave no stones 
unturned to help you." There was a pause. "But you must put him in 
fust." 

Then Lorkhoor spoke and Foam, honourably, remained si lent. Lark
hoar said, in his irritating educated voice, "Ladies and gentlemen of the 
fair constituency of Elvira, renowned in song and story, this is the voice 
of the renowned and ever popular Lorkhoor. Lorkhoor humbly urges 
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every man, woman and child to vore for Mr. Thomas, well known to you 
all as Preacher. Preacher will leave no stone unturned to help you. I 
repeat, ladies and gentlemen, no stone unturned."  

The vans were about to  cross. Foam, remembering Lorkhoor's taunt 
the evening before, leaned out and shouted, "Yaah! We going to bury 
Preacher! And he won't have nobody to preach at his funeral . "  

Lorkhoor shouted back, "When you bury him, make sure t o  leave no 
stone unturned. "  

The vans crossed. Lorkhoor shouted, "Foreman Baksh, why not speak 
English for a change?" 

"Put money where your mouth is," Foam retorted, although he knew 
that the words had no relevance to their present exchange. And as he 
spoke those words he pulled a little to the right to avoid Lorkhoor's van, 
felt a bump on his radiator, heard a short, fading cackle, and knew that 
he had damaged some lesser creature. He waited for the shouts and abuse 
from the owner. But there was nothing. He looked back quickly. It was 
a chicken, one of Chittaranjan's, or rather, Mrs. Chittaranjan's. He drove 
on. 

That happened just after noon. Less than three hours later a breadfruit 
from Ramlogan's tree dropped so hard on Chittaranjan's roof that the 
framed picture of King George V and Mahatma Gandhi in the drawing
room fell . 

Chittaranjan rushed to the kitchen window, pushed aside his wife 
from the enamel sink where she was scouring pots and pans with blue 
soap and ashes, and shot some elaborate Hindi curses at Ramlogan's 
backyard. 

Ramlogan didn't retaliate, didn't even put his head out of his window. 
Mrs. Chittaranjan sighed. 
Chittaranjan turned to her. "You see how that man Ramlogan pro-

voking me? You see?" 
Mrs. Chittaranjan, ash-smeared pot and ashy rag in hand, sighed again. 
"You see or you ain't see?" 
"I see." 
Chittaranjan was moved to further anger by his wife's calm. He put 

his head out of the Demerara window and cursed long and loud, still in 
Hindi. 

Ramlogan didn't reply. 
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Chittaranjan was at a loss. He spoke to Mrs. ChiHaranjan. "A good 
good picture. You can't just walk in a shop and get a picture like that 
every day, you know. Remember how much time I spend passe-partouting 
. �" lt. 

"Well, man, it have one consolation. The picture ain 't break." 
"How you mean? It  coulda break. Nothing in this house ain't safe 

with that man breadfruit dropping all over the place." 
"No, man. Why you don't go and hang back the picture up?" 
"Hang it back up? Me, hang it back up? Look, you don't start provok

ing me now, you hear. I ain't know what I do so, for everybody to give 
me all this provocation all the time." 

"But, man, Ramlogan ain 't provoking you today. The breadfruit fall , 
is true. But breadfruit ain't have a mind. Breadfruit don't stop and study 
and say, ' I  think I go fall today and knock down the picture of Mahatma 
Gandhi. ' "  

"Stop giving me provocation!" 
"And Ramlogan, for all the bad cuss you cuss him, he ain 't even come 

out to answer you back."  
"Ain't come out! You know why he ain 't come out? You know?" 

And running to the window, he shouted his own answer: "Is because he 
ain't no fighter. You know who is the fighter? I, Chittaranjan, is the 
fighter. " He shook his short scrawny arms and beat on the enamel sink. 
Then he pulled in his head and faced Mrs. Chittaranjan. "My name in the 
Supreme Court for fighting. Not any stupid old Naparoni Petty Civil
ha!-but Supreme Court ." He sat on the paint-spotted kitchen stool and 
said ruminatively, "I is l ike that. Supreme Court or nothing." He chuckled. 
"Well, if Ramlogan go on like this, Supreme Court going to hear from 
me again, that is all." He spoke with rueful pride. 

"Man, you know you only talking." Mrs. Chittaranjan was being pro
vocative again. 

Chittaranjan pursed and unpursed his lips. "Only talking, eh?" 
But he was quite subdued. Ramlogan's perverse silence had put him 

out. He sat smiling, frowning, his sabots on the cross-bar of the stool, 
his small sharp shoulders hunched up, the palms of his small bony hands 
pressing hard on the edges of the seat. 

Mrs. Chittaranjan returned to her pans. She scoured; the ash grated; 
she sang the song fromfhoola. 

Chittaranjan said, slowly, "Going to fix him up. Fix him good and 
proper. Going to put something on him. Something good." 
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The singing stopped. "No, man. You mustn't talk so. Oheah and magic 
is not a nice thing to put on anybody." 

"Nah, don't stop me, I begging you. Don't stop me. I can't bear any 
0 0 

" more provocation agam. 
"Man, why you don't go and hang back the picture up?" 
"Put something on him before he put something on we." 
Mrs. Chittaranjan looked perturbed. 
Chittaranjan saw. He drove home his point. "Somebody try to put 

something on Baksh day before yesterday. Dog. Was big big in the night 
and next morning was tiny tiny. So high."  

" You see the dog?" 
"You laughing. But I telling you, man, we got to put something on 

him before he put something on we. And it ain't we alone we got to 
think about. What about little Nalini?" 

"Nelly, man? Little Nelly?" 
His wife's anxiety calmed Chittaranjan. He got up from the stool. 

"Going to hang back the picture up," he announced. 
He clattered down the wooden back steps in his sabots and went to 

the little dark cupboard behind the shop. In this cupboard he kept all 
sorts of things: pails and basins for his jewellery work, ladders and shears 
and carpenter's tools, paint-tins and brushes, tins ful l  of bent nails he had 
collected from the concrete casings when his house was being built. There 
was no light in the cupboard-that was part of his economy. But he knew 
where everything was. He knew where the hammer was and where the 
nail-tin was. 

When he opened the door a strong smell met his nostrils. "That white 
lime growing rotten like hel l ," he said. He felt for the hammer, found it. 
He felt for the nail-tin. His fingers touched something hard and fur-lined. 
Then something slimy passed over his hand. Then something took up 
the loose flesh at the bottom of his little finger and gave it a sharp little 
nip. 

Chittaranjan bolted. 
One sabot was missing when he stood breathless against the kitchen 

door. 
"Man," he said at last. "Man, dog." 
"Dog?" 
"Yes, man ."  
"Downstairs?" 
"Yes, man. Store-room. Lock up in the store-room." 
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Mrs. Chittaranjan nearly screamed. 
"Just like the one Baksh say he see, man. They send it away but it 

come back. To we, man, to we." 

Ramlogan had heard the breadfruit fall and heard all the subsequent 
curses from Chittaranjan. But he didn't reply because a visitor had j ust 
brought him important news. 

The visitor was Haq. 
Haq had come at about half-past two, gone around to that side of 

Ramlogan's yard which was hidden from Chittaranjan's, and beaten on 
the gate. The gate answered well: it was entirely made up of tin adver
tisements for Dr. Kellogg's Asthma Remedy, enamelled in yellow and 
black. 

Ramlogan shouted: "Go away. I know who you is. And I know who 
send you. You is a police and your wife sick and you want some brandy 
really bad for she sake, and you go beg and I go sell and you go lock 
me up. And I know is Chittaranjan who send you. Go away." 

Chittaranjan had indeed caught Ramlogan l ike that once. 
Haq drummed again. "I is not a police. I is Haq. Haq." 
"Haq," came the reply, "haul your black arse away from my shop. 

You not getting nothing on trust. And too besides, is closing time." 
Haq didn't go away. 
At length Ramlogan came out, smelling of Canadian Healing Oil, and 

unchained the gate. He had been having his siesta. He was wearing a 
pair of dirty white pants that showed how his fat legs shook when he 
walked, and a dirty white vest with many holes. And he was in his slippers: 
dirty canvas shoes open at the little toes, with the heels crushed flat. 

"What the hell you want, black Haq?" 
Haq put his face close up to Ramlogan's unshaved chin. "When you 

hear me! When you hear me!" 
Ramlogan pushed him away. "You ain 't bound and 'bliged to spit on 

me when you talk ."  
Haq didn't seem to mind. "When you hear," he twittered, h is  lower 

lip wet and shining. "Just wait until you hear. It not going to be black 
Haq then." 

Ramlogan was striding ahead, flinging out his  legs, shaking and jel lying 
from his shoulders to his knees. 
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They went to the room behind the shop. Here Ramlogan cooked, are 
and slept. It was a long narrow room, just the size of the rumshop. 
Tn'nidad Sentinels covered the walls and sheltered many cockroaches. The 
one window was closed; the air was hot, and heavy with the sweet smell 
of Canadian Healing Oil. 

Ramlogan said grumpily, "You wake up a man when a man was 
catching a little sleep, man," and he lay down on his rumpled bed-a 
mattress thrown over some new planks-scratching easily and indiscrim
inately. He yawned. 

Haq leaned his stick against the rum crates in a corner and eased 
himself into the sugar-sack hammock hanging diagonally across the room. 

Ramlogan yawned and scratched. "Before you start, Haq, remember 
one thing. No trust. Remember, no trust." 

He pointed to the only picture on his walls, a coloured diprych. In 
one panel Haq saw the wise man who had never given credit, plumy 
though not so plump as Ramlogan-and laughing and counting what 
looked like a fortune. In the other panel the incorrigible creditor, wizened, 
haggard, was biting his nails in front of an empty money chest. Ramlogan 
had a copy of this picture in his shop as well. 

"In God we trust, as the saying goes," Ramlogan glozed. "In man 
we bust. As the saying goes ."  

"I ain 't come to  beg," Haq said. " If  you ain't want to  hear what I 
have to say, I could just get up and walk out, you know." 

But he made no move to go. 
He talked. 
Ramlogan listened. And as he listened, his peevishness turned into 

delight. He rolled on his dirty bed and kicked up his fat legs. "Oh, God, 
You is good. You is really good. Was this self I been waiting and praying 
for, for a long long time. Ha! So Chittaranjan is the fighter, eh? He in 
the Supreme Court for fighting, eh? Now we go show this Supreme 
Court fighter! " 

Then the breadfruit fel l .  Then Chittaranjan cursed. 
Haq waited . Ramlogan did nothing. 
"Go on and tell him now," Haq urged. "Answer him back."  
"I t  could wait. " And Ramlogan began to  sing: " I t  could wait-air, it 

could-auld wait-air." 
He stopped singing and they both listened to Chittaranjan cursmg. 

Ramlogan slapped his belly. Haq giggled. 

2 5 9 



T H E  S U FFH J\ G E  O F  E L V I R A 

"Let we just remain quiet l ike a chu'ch and listen to all that he have 
to say," Ramlogan said. He clasped his hands over his belly, looked up 
at the sooty corrugated-iron ceiling, smiled and shut his eyes. 

Chittaranjan paused. All that could be heard in Ramlogan's room was 
the whisking of cockroaches behind the Trinidad Sentinels on the wall . 
Chittaranjan began again. "He talking brave, eh, Haq? Let him wait. Haq, 
you black, but you is a good good friend." 

Haq was about to speak, but Ramlogan stopped him: "Let we well 
listen." 

They l istened until there was nothing more to listen to. 
Haq said, "Ramlogan, you is my good good friend too. You is the 

only Hindu I could call that ." 
Ramlogan sat up and his feet fumbled for the degraded canvas shoes. 
"I is a old man, Ramlogan. My shop don't pay, like yours. People 

ain't buying sweet drink as how they use to. I is a widow too. Just like 
you. But I ain't have your strength." 

"All of we have to get old, Haq." 
"That boy Foam say he going to send me to hospital ."  
"Foam only ful l  of  mouth, like his father. " 
"He did beg and beg me not to tell nobody. Wasn't for my sake I 

break my word." 
Ramlogan stood up, stretched, and passed his big hairy hands over 

his big hairy belly. He walked over to the rum crates and took out a 
quarter bottle. 

"A good Muslim like you shouldn't drink, you know, Haq."  
Haq looked angrily from the quarter bottle to  Ramlogan. " I  is a very 

old man." 
"And because you is  very old, you want to take over my shop?" 

Ramlogan put back the bottle of rum. "You done owing me more than 
thirty dollars which I know these eyes of mine never even going to smell 
again." 

It was true. Haq had caught Ramlogan when Ramlogan was new in 
Elvira. 

Haq said, "Is so it does happen when you get old. Give me." 
He took the rum, dolefully, and hid it in an inside pocket of his loose 

serge jacket. "Sometimes, eh, Ramlogan, I could drop in by you for a 
little chat l ike in the days when you did fust come to Elvira?" 

Ramlogan nodded. "You is a bad Muslim, Haq, and you is a bad 
drinker." 
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Haq struggled to rise from his hammock. "I is a old man." 
Ramlogan hurried him outside and chained the gate after him. 
Haq came out well pleased, but trying hard to look dejected, to fool 

the two workmen in Chittaranjan's yard. They weren't looking at him; 
they were staring in astonishment at something he hadn't seen. He kept 
his eyes on the ground and fumbled with his jacket to make sure that his 
rum was safe. He l imped a few paces; then, knowing that people would 
suspect equally if he appeared too dejected, he looked up. 

And halted. 
There, l imping out of Chittaranjan's yard into the hot afternoon sun, 

was the animal all Elvira had heard about. Tiny, rickety. Dangerous. 
Tiger. 

"Where that dog going?" Haq cried. And he hoped it wasn 't to his 
place. 

Tiger came out into the road and turned left. 
It was nearly half-past three. Children were coming back from school, 

labourers from the estate. Only people in government service were still 
at work; they would knock off at four. 

The news ran through Elvira. Baksh's puppy, the obeah-dog, the one 
that had been sent away, was back. 

Tiger limped on. Schoolchildren and labourers stood silently at the 
verge to let him pass. Faces appeared behind raised curtains. People ran 
up from the traces to watch. No one interfered with Tiger and he looked 
at no one. His hiccoughs had gone. He tottered, wobbled, and went on, 
as though some force outside him were pushing him on to a specific 
destination. 

Mr. Cuffy saw and was afraid. 
Rampiari's husband was afraid. "You is my witness, Ma," he said to 

his mother-in-law, "that when the goldsmith come yesterday to ask for 
my vote, I tell him I didn't want to meddle in  this politics business. You 
is my witness that he beg and beg me to vote." 

Mahadeo, his thoughts on the sick and dying negroes of Elvira, saw. 
When he passed Mr. Cuffy he didn 't look up. 

Mr. Cuffy shouted, "Remember, Mahadeo, if anybody dead before 
this elections . . .  " 

Mahadeo walked on. 
Tiger walked on. 
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Baksh, Mrs. Baksh, Foam and all the six young Bakshes knew. 
"Shut up the shop!" Baksh ordered. "And shut up the gate. Nobody 

dog ain't walking into my yard as they wel l please." 
Mrs. Baksh was pale. "This sweetness, man, this election sweetness ." 
Baksh said, "Foam, I ain't want to get Bible and key again. You did 

or you didn't take away that dog last night?" 
"I tell you, man." 
"Oh God, Foam! Things serious. Don't l ie  to me at this hour, you 

know." 
Foam sucked his teeth. 
Herbert said, "But we ain't even know is the same dog." 
"Yes," Baksh said eagerly. "Exactly. How we know is the same dog?" 
Mrs. Baksh beat her bosom. "I know, Baksh." 
Tiger came on, indifferent as sea or sky. He didn't walk in the centre 

of the road, as people wished he would; he walked at the edge, as if he 
wished to hide in the grass. 

Christians, Hindus and Muslims crossed themselves. To make sure, 
some Hindus muttered Rama, Rama as well. 

Tiger came around the bend of the road. 
"Is Tiger! " Herbert said. 
"Sweetness! Sourness! " 
Rafiq said, "Ten die." 
"But look how small the mister man dog is, eh?" Baksh said. "You 

know, he get even smaller now. Small as a rabbit and thin as a match
stick." 

Herbert said, "Still, small as he is ,  he coming." 
"Herbert," Mrs. Baksh pleaded, "you ain't cause enough trouble and 

misery?" 
Baksh said, "Not to worry, man. For all we know, the dog just going 

to walk straight past the house. After all, that fellow in Tamana did well 
jharay Herbert." 

"I know, Baksh. And everybody in Elvira know too. Look how they 
looking. They looking at the dog and then they looking at we. And they 
laughing in their belly, for all the serious face they putting on. Oh God, 
Baksh, this sweetness!" 

Foam said, "I don't see why all-you making this big set of fuss for. 
All I could see is a thin thin dog, break-up like hell, that look as though 
he ain't eat nothing since he born." 

Tiger staggered on. 
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Baksh said, "Look, man. What you worried for? He ain't even trying 
to cross the road yet." 

"Baksh, I know. He go cross when he want to cross. That dog know 
his business, I telling you. Oh, Baksh, the mess you get me in! " 

Herbert said, "Oh. He ain 't even stopping." 
Mrs. Baksh, crying, asked, "You want it to stop, Herbert? Just answer 

me that. My own child want the dog to stop?" 
Herbert said, "Well, it ain't stopping." 
"What I did tell you?" Baksh said. He laughed. "Wonder who house 

little mister man dog going to. Come to think of it, you know, man, it 
ain't even the same dog. The one we did have had a white spot on the 
right foot in front. This one ain't have no white spot. Not the same dog 
really." He turned his back to the veranda wall and faced his family. 
"Don't know why everybody was getting so excited. All right, all right, 
the show over." He clapped his hands and snapped his fingers at the 
young Bakshes. "Show over. Back to your reading and your studies. 
Homework. Educate yourself. Jawgraphy and jawmetry. Nobody did give 
me a opportunity to educate myself . . . .  " 

"Dog coming back," Foam said. "He stop and turning." 
They all scrambled to look. 
Tiger was limping brokenly across the road. 
"Somebody feed that dog here!" Baksh shouted. "Nobody not going 

to tell me that somebody ain't feed that dog here." 
Tiger dragged himself across the plank over the gutter. Then the 

strength that had driven him so far was extinguished; he collapsed on his 
side, his eyes vacant, his chest and belly heaving. 

"He behaving as if he come home," Herbert said. 
"Herbert, my son, my own son," Mrs. Baksh said. "What come over 

you, son? Tell me what they do to you, to make you want that dirty dog. 
Tell me, my son." 

Herbert didn 't reply. 
Mrs. Baksh broke down completely. She cried and her brea5ts and 

belly shook. "Something going to happen, Baksh. In this house ."  
"T d . " R fi .d en 1e, a q sa1 . 
Baksh slapped him. 
"Suppose that dog just lay down there and dead," Baksh said. "Oh 

God, Foam, you want me to believe that you ain't feed that dog here? 
That dog behave too much as if he know where his bread butter, you 
hear." 
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Foam shrugged his shoulders. 
Baksh said, "Man, what going to be the best thing? For the dog to 

live or dead?" 
Mrs. Baksh pressed her hands against her eyes and shook her head. 

"I don't know, Baksh. I just don't know what is  the best thing." 
But Herbert knew what he wanted. "Oh, God," he prayed, "don't let 

Tiger dead." 

Ramlogan didn't know about Tiger's passage through Elvira. After 
Hag left he remained in his narrow dark room, savouring the news Hag 
had brought. He couldn't go back to sleep. He remained on his bed, 
completely happy, looking up at the corrugated-iron roof until the alarm 
clock went off on the empty rum crate at his bedside. It was an alarm 
clock he had got many years before for collecting empty Anchor Cigarette 
packets; the dial had letters in the place of eleven numerals and read 
SMOKE ANCHOR 6. The dial was yellow and the glass, surprisingly un
cracked, was scratched and blurred. Every midday when he shut his shop 
Ramlogan set the alarm for a quarter to four. That gave him time to 
anoint himself with Canadian Healing Oil, dress and make some tea before 
he opened the shop again at four. 

That afternoon, routine became delicious ritual. He was lavish with 
the Canadian Healing Oil. He rubbed it over his face and worked it into 
his scalp; he poured some into his palm and held it to his nostrils to 
inhale the therapeutic vapours; the only thing Ramlogan didn't do with 
Canadian Healing Oil was drink it. He dressed leisurely, humming the 
song fromfhoo!a. He made his tea, drank it; and having some moments 
to spare, went out into his yard. The stunted and dead plants in the centre 
didn't offend him that afternoon, and he looked almost with love on the 
breadfruit tree and the zaboca tree at the edge of the yard. He was par
ticularly fond of the zaboca tree. He had stolen it not long after he had 
come to Elvira, from a lorry that was carrying a whole load of small 
zaboca trees in bamboo pods. The lorry had had a puncture just outside 
his shop; he had gone out to look; and when the driver went off to look 
for a pump, Ramlogan had taken a bamboo pod and walked off with it 
into his own yard. The tree had grown well. Its fruit was high-grade. 
You could tell that by just looking at it. It was none of your common 
zaboca, all stringy and waterlogged. That afternoon it didn't grieve Ram
logan at all that he hadn't tasted one of the fruit. 
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It was time to open the shop. He climbed over the greasy counter, 
thinking, as he did so, that after the election, when Harbans had settled 
his account, he would get a nice zinc counter. And perhaps even a refrig
erator. For lager. People were drinking more lager and it didn't do for 
him to keep ice wrapped up in a dirty sugar-sack. And sometimes the 
ice-lorry didn't even come. 

He lifted the solid bar that kept the shaky front doors secure, humming 
the song from jhoola. He remembered he had picked up the song from 
Mrs. Chittaranjan next door, and stopped humming. He opened the doors, 
squinting against the sudden dazzle of the afternoon sun. He looked down. 

Before him, laid squarely in the middle of his doorway, was a dead 
chicken. 
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He recognized the chicken at once. 
h was one of Mrs. Chiuaranjan's dean-necked chickens, white and 

grey, an insistent, impertinent thing that, despite repeated shooings and 
occasional lucky hits with stones and bits of wood and empty Canadian 
Healing Oil botdes, continued w come inw his yard, eat his grass, dig 
up his languishing plants and leave its droppings everywhere, sometimes 
even in the back room and in the shop. 

h was the chicken Foam had hit earlier that day. 
Ramlogan had known the chicken since it was hatched. He had known 

its mother and managed to maim her in the leg when she came into his 
yard one day with all her brood. The rest of that particular brood had 
disappeared. They had been stolen, they had grown up and been eaten 
or they had just died. Only the hardy dean-necked chicken had survived. 

For a moment Ramlogan was sad to see it lying dead at his feet. 
He looked up at Chittaranjan 's veranda. 
Chiuaranjan was waiting for him. "Look at it good, Ramlogan. It not 

going to worry you again. That fowl on your nasty conscience." 
Ramlogan was taken by surprise. 
"You is a fat blow-up beast. You can't touch no human, so you take 

it outa a poor chicken. You is a bad wicked beast. Look at it good. Take 
it up. Cook it. Eat it. Eat it and get more fat. Ain't is that you say you 
want to do for a long long time? Now is your chance. Cook it and eat it 
and I hope it poison you. You kill it, you wicked beast, you Nazi spy." 

Ramlogan hadn't recovered. "Who you calling a Nazi spy?" 
"You. You is a Nazi spy. You is wuss than Hider. " 
"And because I is wuss than Hider, you come and put this dead fowl 

on my doorstep?" 
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"But ain't it make your heart satisfy, you wuthless beast? Ain't it 
bring peace and satisfaction inside your fat diny heart to see the poor 
little chicken dead?" 

"Eh! But who tell you I kill your fowl? I ain't kill nobody fowl, you 
hearing me?" 

"You is a wuthless liar. " 
Ramlogan lifted his leg to kick the chicken from his doorstep. But 

something Chittaranjan said arrested him. 
"Kick it," Chittaranjan said. "And I bet your whole fat foot drop off 

and rotten. Go ahead and kick it." 
Ramlogan was getting angry. "You just want to put something on 

me, eh? You is  a big big fighter, and all you could do is  put magic and 
obeah on me, eh? You is a Supreme Court fighter?" 

"What you asking me for? You ever see the inside of any court?" 
Ramlogan strode over the dead chicken and walked slowly to the 

edge of his yard. He said, genially, "Chittaranjan, come down a little bit. 
Come down and tell me I is a Nazi spy." 

And Ramlogan put his hand on the wire fence. 
"Take your fat dirty hand offa my fence!" 
Ramlogan smiled. "Come down and take my hand off. Come down, 

take my hand offa your fence and tell me I is a Nazi spy." 
Chittaranjan was puzzled. Ramlogan had never before refused to take 

his hands off the fence. He had contented himself either with crying and 
promising to build his own fence, or with saying, "All right, I taking my 
hand offa your fence, and I going inside to wash it with carbolic soap."  

"Come down," Ramlogan invited. 
"I not going to dirty my hands on you." Chittaranjan paused. "But 

is my fence sti l l ." 
Inspiration came to Ramlogan. "Why you don't put a fence around 

your daughter too?" 
He scored. 
"Nalini?" Chittaranjan asked, and his tone was almost conversational . 
"Yes, Nalini self. Little Nelly. Ha." Ramlogan gave his dryest laugh. 
"Ramlogan! What you want with my daughter?" 
Ramlogan shook the wire fence. "Ha. / don 't want nothing with your 

daughter. But I know who want though." 
"Ramlogan! Who you is to take my daughter name in your mouth in  

vain? You, a man like you, who should be running about kissing the 
ground in case she walk on it." 
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" Walk? Ha. Little Nelly tired with walking, man. She lying down 
now." 

"Ramlogan! You mean you sell everything from that rumshop of 
yours? You ain't even keep back a penny shame? Is the sort of language 
to hear from a old, hard-back, resign man like you?" 

Ramlogan addressed Chittaranjan's workmen under the awning. They 
had been studiously inattentive throughout. "Tell me, is something I 
make up?" 

The workmen didn't look at him. 
Ramlogan said, "When girl children small, they does crawl, as the 

saying goes. Then they does start walking. Then they does lie down. As 
the saying goes. Ain't something I sit down and invent." 

"Who invent it?" Chittaranjan screamed. "Your mother?" 
Ramlogan said solemnly, "Chittaranjan, I beg you, don't cuss my 

mother. Cuss me upside down as much as you want, but leave my mother 
alone." He paused, and laughed. "But if you want to learn more about 
Nelly, why you don't ask Foam?" 

"Foam? Foreman? Baksh son?" 
"Campaign manager. Ha. Mce boy. Nice Muslim boy." 
Chittaranjan lost his taste for battle. "Is true? Is true, Ramlogan? You 

ain't making this up?" 
"Why you asking me for? Ha. Ask little Nelly. Look, little Nelly 

coming back from school. Ask she." Ramlogan pointed. 
From his veranda Chittaranjan saw Nelly coming up the road. 
"Proper student and scholar, man," Ramlogan said. "The girl going 

to school in the day-time and taking private lessons in the night-time. I 
know I is a Nazi spy, and I know I is a shameless hard-back resign man, 
but I is not the man to stand up between father and daughter. " 

He gave the fence a final shake, went and picked up the chicken and 
flung it into Chittaranjan's yard. "It get fat enough eating my food," he 
said. "Cook it and eat it yourself. Supreme Court fighter like you have 
to eat good." 

He went back to his counter. 
Nelly had stayed behind at school, as she always did, to help correct 

the exercises of the lower classes and rearrange the desks after the day's 
upheaval. She was head pupil, a position more like that of unpaid monitor. 
On the way home she had heard about Tiger and seen him lying in the 
Bakshes' yard. She knew then that her parents must have found him and 
turned him out. 
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She overdid the cheerfulness when she saw Chittaranjan. "Hi, Pops !"  
Chittanjan didn't like the greeting. "Nalini," he said sadly, "don't 

bother to go round by the back. Come up here. I have something to ask 
you."  

She didn't like h i s  tone. 
"Oh dog, dog," she muttered, going up the red steps to the veranda, 

"how much more trouble you going to cause?" 

The Bakshes in their dilemma-whether they wanted Tiger dead or 
alive-were fortunate to get the advice of Harichand the printer. 

Harichand was coming home after his work in Couva. No taxi-driver 
cared to come right up to Elvira, and Harichand was dropped outside 
Cordoba. He had to walk the three miles to Elvira. He enjoyed it. It kept 
his figure trim; and when it rained he l iked sporting the American raincoat 
he had acquired-at enormous cost, he said-on one of his trips to Port 
of Spain. He was the only man in Elvira who possessed a raincoat; every
body else just waited until the rain stopped. 

Baksh was sitting in his veranda, looking out as if to find a solution, 
when he saw Harichand and pointed to Tiger prostrate in the yard. 

"Ah, little puppy dog," Harichand said cheerfully. "Thought you did 
get rid of him." 

"It come back, Harichand." 
"Come back, eh?" Harichand stooped and looked at Tiger critically. 

"Thin thing." He stood up and gently l ifted Tiger's belly with the tip of 
a shining shoe. "Ah. Preacher put something strong on you if  dog come 
back ." 

"Come up,  Harichand," Baksh said. "I t  have something we want to 
ask you."  

Harichand had an entirely spurious reputation as  an amateur of the 
mystic and the psychic; but the thing that encouraged Baksh to call him 
up was the limitless confidence he always gave off. Nothing surprised or 
upset Harichand, and he was always ready with a remedy. 

"I have a pussonal feeling," Baksh began, seating Harichand on a 
bench in the veranda, "I have a pussonal feeling that somebody feed that 
dog here." 

"Feed, eh?" Harichand got up again and took off his coat. His white 
shirt was spotless. One of Harichand's idiosyncrasies was to wear a clean 
shirt every day. He folded his coat carefully and rested it on the ledge of 
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the veranda wall. Then he sat down and hitched up his sharply creased 
blue serge trousers above his knees. "Somebody feed it, eh? But did tell 
you not to feed it. Wust thing in the world, feeding dog like that. " 

Mrs. Baksh came up. "What go happen if the dog dead, Harichand?" 
Harichand hadn't thought of that. "What go happen, eh?" He passed 

the edge of his thumb-nail along his sharp little moustache. "If it  dead." 
He paused. "Could be dangerous. You never know. You went to see 
somebody about it?" 

She mentioned the name of the mystic in Tamana. 
Harichand made a face. "He all right. But he don't really know. Not 

like Ganesh Pundit. Ganesh was the man." 
"Is that I does always say," Baksh said. He turned to Mrs. Baksh. 

"Ain't I did tell you, man, that Ganesh Pundit was the man?" 
"Stil l ," Harichand said consolingly, "you went to see somebody. He 

give you something for the house and he jharay the boy?" 
"He well jharay him," Mrs. Baksh said. "Baksh tell you about the 

sign, Harichand?" 
"Sign? Funeral huss?" 
"Not that," Baksh said quickly. "We had a sign. Tel l him, man." 
Mrs. Baksh told about the "Ten Die!" sign. 
"Did see it,"  said Harichand. "Didn 't know was your sign." 
Baksh smiled. "Wel l, was we sign." 
Harichand said firmly, "Mustn't let the dog dead." 
"But you did tell me not to feed him," Baksh said. 
"Didn't tell me about your sign," said Harichand. "And too besides, 

didn't exactly say that. Did just say not to feed it inside the house. Wust 
thing in the world, feeding dog like that inside." 

"Feed him outside?" Baksh asked. 
"That's right. Outside. Feed him outside." 
Harichand stood up and looked down at Tiger. 
"Think he go dead, Harichand?" Mrs. Baksh asked. 
"Hm." Harichand frowned and bit his thin lower l ip with sharp white 

teeth. "Mustn't let him dead." 
Baksh said, "He look strong to you, Harichand?" 
"Wouldn 't exactly call him a strong dog," Harichand said. 
Baksh coaxed: "But is thin thin dogs like that does live and live and 

make a lot a lot of mischief, eh, Harichand?" 
Harichand said, "Trinidad ful l  of thin dogs." 
"Still," Baksh said, "they living. " 
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Harichand whispered to Baksh, "Is thin dogs like that does breed a 
lot, you know. And breed fast to boot." 

Baksh made a big show of astonishment, to please Harichand. 
"Yes, man. Dogs like that. Tel ling you, man. See it with my own 

eyes ."  Harichand caught Mrs. Baksh's eye. He said, loudly, "just feed it 
outside. Outside all the time. Everything going to be all right. If anything 
happen, just let me know." 

He hung his  coat lovingly over his  left arm and straightened his  tie. 
As he was leaving he said, "Still waiting for those election printing jobs, 
Baksh. If Harbans want my vote, he want my printery. Otherwise . . .  " 
And Harichand shook his head and laughed. 

Soon Tiger was passing through Elvira again, this time in the loud
speaker van. Foam and Herbert were taking him, on instructions, to the 
old cocoa-house. 

Chittaranjan called. 
Baksh said, "Going out campaigning, Goldsmith?" 
For Chittaranjan was in his visiting outfit. 
Chittaranjan didn't reply. 
"Something private, eh, Goldsmith?" 
And Baksh led Chittaranjan upstairs. But Chittaranjan didn't take off 

his hat and didn't sit down in the cane-bottomed chair. 
"Something serious, Goldsmith?" 
"Baksh, I want you to stop interfering with my daughter. " 
Baksh knit his brows. 
Chittaranjan's flush became deeper. His smile widened. His cal.m voice 

iced over: "It have some people who can't bear to see other people pros
per. I don 't want nobody to pass over their oheah to me and I ain't give 
my daughter all that education for she to run about with boys in the 
night-time." 

"You talking about Foam, eh?" 
"I ain't talking about Foam. I talking about the man who instigating 

Foam. And that man is you, Baksh. I is l ike that, as you know. I does 
say my mind, and who want to vex, let them vex." 

"Look out, you know, Goldsmith! You calling me a instigator. " 
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"I ain't want your obeah i n  my house. We i s  Hindus. You i s  Muslim. 
And too besides, my daughter practically engage already." 

"Engage!" Baksh laughed. "Engage to Harbans son? You have all 
Elvira laughing at you. You believe Harbans going to let his son marry 
your daughter? Harbans foolish, but he ain't that foolish, you hear. " 

For a moment Chittaranjan was at a loss. 
"And look, eh, Goldsmith, Foam better than ten of Harbans sons, 

you hear. And too besides, you think I go instigate Foam to go around 
with your daughter? Don't make me laugh, man. Your daughter? When 
it have five thousand Muslim girl prettier than she." 

"I glad it have five thousand Muslim girl prettier than she. But that 
ain't the point."  

"How it ain't the point? Everybody know that Muslim girl prettier 
than Hindu girl. And Foam chasing your daughter? Ten to one, your 
daughter ain't giving the poor boy a chance. Let me tell you, eh, every 
Hindu girl think they in paradise if they get a Muslim boy." 

"What is Muslim?" Chittaranjan asked, his smile frozen, his eyes un
shining, his voice low and cutting. "Muslim is everything and Muslim is 
nothing." He paused. "Even negro is Muslim." 

That hurt Baksh. He stopped pacing about and looked at Chittaranjan. 
He looked at him hard and long. Then he shouted, "Good! Good! I glad! 
I glad! Harbans ain't want no Muslim vote. Harbans ain 't going to get no 
Muslim vote. You say it yourself. Negro and Muslim is one. All right. 
Preacher getting every Muslim vote in Elvira ." 

Baksh's rage relaxed Chittaranjan. He took off his hat and flicked a 
finger over the wide brim. "We could do without the Muslim vote." He 
put on his hat  again, l ifted his  left arm and pinched the loose skin just 
below the wrist. "This is pure blood. Every Hindu blood is pure blood. 
Nothing mix up with it. Is pure Aryan blood." 

Baksh snorted. "All-you is just a pack of kaffir, if you ask me." 
"Madingal" Chittaranjan snapped back. 
They traded racial insults in rising voices. 
Mrs. Baksh came out and said, "Goldsmith, I is not going to have 

you come to my house and talk like that ." 
Chittaranjan pressed his hat more firmly on his head. "I is not staying 

in your house." He went through the brass-bed room to the stairs, saying, 
"Smell. Smell the beef and all the other nastiness they does cook in this 
house." He matched the rhythm of his speech to his progress down the 
steps: "A animal spend nine months in his mother belly. It born. The 
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morher feed ir. People feed ir. Ir feed itself. Ir grow up. Ir come big. Ir 
come strong. Then they kill ir. Why?" He was on the last step. "To feed 
Baksh." 

Baksh shouted after him, "And rell Harbans he have ro win this elec-
tion without the Muslim vote." 

"We go still win." 
And Chittaranjan was in the road. 
"What I tell you, Baksh?" Mrs. Baksh exclaimed. "See how sour rhe 

. �" sweetness turmng. 
"Look, you and all," Baksh said, "don't start digging in my tail, you 

hear. " 
Mrs. Baksh smoothed her dress over her belly. "Why you didn't ralk 

to the goldsmith l ike that? No, you is  man only in front of woman. But 
Baksh, you j ust pur one finger on me, and Elvira going to see the biggest 
bacchanal ir ever see." 

Baksh sucked his teeth. "You talking l ike your mother. Both of all
you just have a lot of mouth." 

"Go ahead, Baksh. You finish already? Go ahead and insult the dead. 
This election make you so shameless. If it was to me rhar rhe goldsmith 
was talking, I woulda turn my hand and give him a good clout behind 
his head. I know that. But you, you make me shame that you is rhe father 
of my seven children ."  

Baksh said irritably, trying to  turn the conversation, "You go ahead 
and ralk. And let the goldsmith talk and let Harbans talk. But no Muslim 
ain't going to vore for Harbans. Just watch and see." 

I r  was growing dark when Foam and Herbert brought Tiger to the 
cocoa-house. Years before, labourers were paid to keep rhe very floor of 
the cocoa-woods clean; now rhe woods were strangled in bush that had 
spread out to choke the cocoa-house itself. When Foam was a child he 
had played in the cocoa-house, but ir was too dangerous now and no one 
went near it. 

Foam and Herbert broke a path through from rhe road to rhe house. 
They had brought a box, gunny sacks and food for Tiger. While Foam 
hunted abour for a place safe enough to put Tiger, Herbert explored. 

Herbert knew all abour rhe ghost of the cocoa-house, bur ghosts, like 
the dark, didn't frighten him. The ghost of rhe cocoa-house was a baby, 
a baby Miss Elvira herself had had by a negro servant at rhe rime the 
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cocoa-house was being built. The story was that she had buried it in the 
foundations, under the concrete steps at the back. Many people, many 
Spaniards in particular, had often heard the baby crying; some had even 
seen it crawling about in the road near the cocoa-house. 

Herbert climbed to the ceiling and tried to push back the sliding roof: 
the roof was sl iding so that the beans could dry in the sun and be covered 
up as soon as it began to rain. He pushed hard, but the wheels of the 
roof had rusted and stuck to the rails. He pushed again and again. The 
wheels grated on the rails, the whole house shook with a jangle of cor
rugated-iron sheets and a flapping of loose boards, and wood-lice and 
wood-dust fell down. 

Herbert called out, "Foam, the roof still working." 
"Herbert, why you so bent on playing the ass? Look how you make 

Tiger frighten ."  
Tiger was indeed behaving oddly. He had staggered to  h i s  feet, for 

the first time since his marathon afternoon walk; and for the first time 
since he had been discovered, was making some sound. A ghost of a 
whine, a faint mew. 

Herbert came down to see. 
Tiger mewed and tottered around in his box, as though he were trying 

to catch his tail . 
Herbert was thril led. "You see? He getting better." He remembered 

Miss Elvira's baby. "Dog could smell spirits, you know, Foam." 
The tropical twilight came and went. Night fell . Tiger's mews became 

more distinct. Whenever Foam stepped on the rotting floor the cocoa
house creaked. Outside in the bush croak was answering screech : the 
night noises were beginning. Tiger mewed, whined, and swung shakily 
about in his box. 

Foam tried to force Tiger to lie down; the position seemed normal 
for Tiger; but Tiger wasn't going to sit down or lie down and he wasn 't 
going to try to get out of his box either. The darkness thickened. The 
bush outside began to sing. Foam could just see the white spots on Tiger's 
muzzle. A bat swooped low through the room, open at both ends. 

"Can't leave him here," Foam said aloud. "Herbert !" 
But Herbert wasn't there. 
"Herbert !" 
He l it  a match. For a moment the spurt of flame blinded him. Then 

the rotting damp walls, stained with the ancient stain of millions of cocoa
beans, defined themselves around him. He looked up at the roof. 
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"Herbert !" 
He walked back to the box. Shadows flurried on the walls. 
"Take it easy, Tiger." 
The match went out. He dropped it but didn't hear it fall .  It must 

have gone through one of the holes in the floor. 
"Herbert! You up on the roof? Boy, take care you don't fall and break 

your tail, you hear. " 
He felt his way to the broken entrance. The house creaked, the gal

vanized-iron roof shivered. 
"Herbert !" 
In the night his voice sounded thinner. He couldn't see anything, only 

the blackness of bush all around. The road and the van were a hundred 
yards away. 

Then: "Foam! Foam!" he heard Herbert screaming, and ran back in
side. The sudden rumbling of the house made him stop and walk. Tiger 
he couldn't see at all now, only heard him whining and striking against 
the sides of his box. 

"Foam! Foam!" 
He walked to  the other end of  the room, lighting matches to  see his 

way across the holes in the floor. 
"Look, Foam!" 
He went down the solid concrete steps at the back. They were the 

only solid thing left in the cocoa-house. The ground sloped down from the 
road and the steps at the back were about eight feet high, nearly twice 
as high as those in  front. A solid concrete wall supported the solid concrete 
steps. F O<Jm lit a match. The surface of the steps was still smooth and 
new, as though it had been finished only the week before. Tall weeds 
switched against Foam's legs. The weeds were already damp with dew. 
The match flickered in his cupped hands. 

"Look, Foam, under the steps here." 
Herbert was almost hysterical. Foam did what he had been told to do 

in such circumstances. He slapped Herbert, with great dexterity, back-hand 
and forward-hand. Herbert pulled in his breath hard and kept back his sobs. 

Foam lit another match. 
Under the steps he saw a dead dog and five dead puppies. The mother 

had its mouth open, its teeth bared. She was the dog Harbans had hit 
that afternoon weeks before. 

Her eyes were horribly inanimate. Her chest and belly were shrunken. 
Her ribs stood out, hard. Damp black earth stuck to her pink blotched 
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dugs, thin and slack l ike a punctured balloon. The puppies were all like 
Tiger. They had died all over their mother, anyhow. 

The match went out. 
"She didn't have no milk or nothing to feed them," Herbert said. 
Foam squatted in the darkness beside the dead dog. "You talking like 

a woman, Herbert. You never see nothing dead before?" 
"Everybody only know how to say, 'Mash, dog! ' "  The words came 

between sobs. "Nobody know how to feed it. " 
"That is all you could think about, Herbert? Food? It look as if they 

right, you know."  
"What we going to  do with them, Foam?" 
Foam laughed. "I got a master-idea, Herbert." He got up and lit a 

match, away from the dead puppies. "I going to get the cutlass." 
"What for, Foam?" 
"Dig a hole and bury the mother. You coming with me or you staying 

here to cry over the dogs?" 
"I coming with you, Foam. Don't go." 
They dug a shallow hole and buried the mother. Herbert trimmed a 

switch, broke it in two, peeled off the bark and tied the pieces into a 
cross. He stuck it on the grave. 

Foam pulled it out. "Where you learn that from?" 
"Is how they does do it in the belling-ground, Foam." 
"Eh, but you turning Christian or something?" 
Herbert saw his error. 
"Come on now," Foam said cheerfully. "Help me take these dead 

puppies in the van." 
Foam's business-l ike attitude calmed Herbert. "What we going to do 

with five dead puppies, Foam?" 
Foam laughed. "Ah, boy, you go see." 
Herbert trusted Foam. He knew that whatever it was, it was going 

to be fun. 
"But what about Tiger, Foam? We could leave him here? He wouldn't 

grieve too much?" 
Foam said confidently, "Only place for Tiger now is right here. Don't 

worry about Tiger. He going to be all right. " 

They got home late and found Baksh, Mrs. Baksh and Zilla in the 
store-room. Teacher Francis was there too. Foam was surprised. Teacher 
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Francis had come to the Baksh house only once before, to say that 
if Rafiq didn't buck up at school he was going to turn out j ust like 
Foam. 

"Ah," Baksh said heavily to Foam and Herbert. "Campaign manager 
and l ittle mister man. Where you was our so late? I did tell you to put 
away the dog or I did tell you to build a mansion for it?" 

Herbert smiled. "We was our campaigning." He winked at Foam. 
"That prove what I was saying about the elections, ma'am," Teacher 

Francis said to Mrs. Baksh. "A little boy l ike Herbert ain't have no right 
. . " to go out campa1gnmg. 

Mrs. Baksh was on her best behaviour for the teacher. "Is what I does 
forever always keep on telling the father, Teach. Beg pardon, Teach."  
She turned to  the boys. "All your food take out and waiting for all-you 
in the kitchen. It must be cold as dog nose now." 

Herbert went noisily up the stairs. Foam sucked his teeth and fol lowed. 
"I don't mean anything against you, Mr. Baksh," Teacher Francis 

went on, "but the fact is, the ordinary people of Elvira don't really appre
ciate that voting is a duty and privilege." That was part of the speech he 
had prepared for the Bakshes. "Duty and privilege, ma'am." 

"Is what I does forever always keep on telling the father, Teach. Hear 
what the teacher say, Baksh? I been telling him, Teach, a hundred times 
if I tell him one time, that this election begin sweet sweet for everybody, 
but the same sweetness going to turn sour sour in the end. Zilla, you 
ain't hear me use those self-same words to your father?" 

"Yes, Ma." 
"Yes, ma'am. Election bringing out al l sort of prejudice to the surface. 

To the surface, ma'am." 
Mrs. Baksh crossed her powerful arms and nodded solemnly. "You 

never say a truer word, Teach. In all my born days nobody ever come 
to my own house-my own house, mark you-and talk to me like how 
the goldsmith come and talk to me this afternoon." 

Teacher Francis delivered the rest of his  statement: "I have been turn
ing over this and similar ideas in my mind from time to time. From time 
to time. Yesterday evening I stated them in general terms-in general 
terms-to Miss Chittaranjan . Mrs. Baksh, Miss Chittaranjan took down 
every word I said. In shorthand. " 

Mrs. Baksh opened her eyes wide, swung her head slowly, very s lowly, 
from side to side and gave a cluck of horror. "Look at that, eh, Teach. 
In shorthand." 
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"You could trust somebody as stuck-up as Nelly Chittaranjan to do 
a low thing like that," Zilla said. 

"And Mrs. Baksh, Miss Chittaranj an thinks I am a fascist." He paused; 
he had come to the end of his statement. "Mrs. Baksh, I look like a fascist 
to you?" 

"No, Teach. You ain't look like a fascist. Not to me anyway." 
Zilla said, "Don't worry your head with Nelly Chittaranjan, Teach. 

She just a little too hot for man sheself. These small thin girls like Nelly 
Chittaranjan like man." 

"Beg pardon, Teach," Mrs. Baksh said. "I have to talk to my sister 
here." She turned to Zilla. "Yes, ma commere? Small thin girls like man? 
How you know? You does like man yourself?" She turned to Teacher 
Francis again. "Beg pardon, Teach. But these children these days is like 
if dog eat their mind and their shame." 

Zilla hung her head. 
Teacher Francis came to the point. "And then this evening, Mrs. Baksh, 

Mr. Chittaranjan come to see me. He come in cool cool and he tell me 
dry dry that Nelly not coming for no more lessons from me. It ain't the 
money I worried about, Mrs. Baksh. Is the fact that I don't like people 
misunderstanding my views. I have to think of my job." 

It certainly wasn't the ten dollars a month alone that worried Teacher 
Francis. He knew that what Chittaranjan did today the rest of Elvira did 
tomorrow. If all the parents stopped sending their children to him for 
private lessons, he would be in a spot. 

Foam, an enamel cup in his hands, came down the steps. 
Teacher Francis was saying, "That is why I come to see you, Mrs. 

Baksh. I know how your husband and Mr. Chittaranjan working on the 
same side in the elections, and I would be glad like anything if you could 
tell Mr. Chittaranjan that I is not really a fascist. Fact is, I ain't taking no 
sides in this election at all ." 

"Is the best best thing, God knows, Teach," Mrs. Baksh said. 
Foam gave a loud dry laugh. "Eh, Teacher Francis, why you want 

we to tell the goldsmith for? Why you don't ask Lorkhoor? He could run 
about telling it with his loudsp�aking van."  

And Foam had his first triumph. 
He had been waiting a long time to spurn a suppliant Teacher Francis. 

He had had extravagant visions of the moment. The reality seemed made 
to order, and was sweet. 



Dead Dog 

Teacher Francis accepted the rebuke sadly. "Lorkhoor let me down, 
man. Prove my point again, ma'am. Is the election that spoil Lorkhoor. " 

But it had given Foam his first triumph. 
"Lorkhoor is a damn traitor if you ask me," Foam said. 
"Nohody ain't ask you," Baksh said. "And look, eh, I ain't want to 

hear nobody bad-talking Lorkhoor in this house." 
Foam was baffled. 
Baksh said, " You, you was out campaigning, eh? Campaigning for 

that dirty Hindu Harbans. Dog eat your shame? It look like dog eat all 
my children shame." 

Foam said, "But look, look. What happening? Ain't you done take 
Harbans money and everything?" 

If Teacher Francis hadn't been there Baksh would have spat. "Money, 
eh? The money doing me a lot of good? A lot of good! Ten die. Big dog 
in the night turning tiny tiny in the morning. Send him away and he 
come back. A lot of good! "  

Teacher Francis realized he had been talking i n  vain. Baksh was no  
good to  him as an  intermediary with Chittaranjan. 

Foam said, "Well, I take Harbans money and I give him my word. I 
going to still help Harbans." 

"I want you to help Harbans," Baksh said. "I going to help Preacher. 
I ain 't stopping you doing nothing. You is a big man. Your pee making 
froth. How much votes you control, Foam?" 

Teacher Francis, unhappy, bemused, got up and left. 
Then Baksh told about Chittaranjan's visit. 
"All right, you supporting Preacher," Foam said, and Mrs. Baksh 

noted that for the first time Foam was talking to his father man-to-man. 
"Preacher could give you anything?" 

Baksh smiled. "It ain't Preacher who going to give me anything. Don't 
worry, you. I calculate everything already. Everything." 
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The Retreat of the Witnesses 

Mahadeo was a worried man. He haunted Elvira, checking up on 
negroes, anxious lest any of them fell ill or, worse, died. 

Hindus misunderstood his purpose and resented his partiality. Ram
piari 's husband said, "What the hell? Hindus does fal l  sick too." And so, 
despite his strict instructions not to meddle with them, Mahadeo found 
himself making out a long list of sick Hindus to present to Harbans. That 
was one worry. 

His big worry was Old Sebastian. 
That evening in Dhaniram's veranda he had been pretty confident 

that Sebastian would die before polling day; and in the happy days before 
his interview with Mr. Cuffy he had kept a hopeful eye on him. Every 
morning he passed Sebastian's hut and saw him sitting on a backless 
kitchen chair before his front door, a stunted unlit pipe in his mouth, 
making fish-pots from strips of bamboo, an inexplicable and futile occu
pation because Sebastian had no connection whatever with the sea and 
the fish-pots only remained and rotted in his yard. Mahadeo would ask, 
"How you feeling this morning, Sebasrian?" And Sebastian would smile
he hardly spoke-showing his remaining teeth, isolated and askew as if 
some oral explosion had destroyed the others. In the afternoon Mahadeo 
would pass again, after the day's work on the estate, and repeat his ques
tion; and Sebastian would smile again. 

Some days Mahadeo felt Sebastian wasn 't going to die at al l .  
That was before Mr. Cuffy. 
Mahadeo distrusted and feared Mr. Cuffy. He was old, he was black, 

he lived alone, he preached, and he read the Bible. And Mahadeo could 
never forget a disquieting encounter he had had with him as a boy. One 
Saturday morning he had gone into Mr. Cuffy's yard to watch Mr. Cuffy 
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whitewashing the walls of his house. Mr. Cuffy frowned and muttered, 
but Mahadeo paid no anenrion. On a sudden Mr. Cuffy had turned and 
vigorously worked the whitewash brush over Mahadeo's face. 

And now Mr. Cuffy was Sebastian's guardian. 
Sebastian began to look very old and fragile. Mahadeo asked after his 

health with genuine concern and Sebastian suddenly revealed himself as 
a very sick man. He had aches and pains all over; stiff joints; and a 
dangerous stiffness in the neck. Everything that surrounded Sebastian 
seemed dangerous-the chair he sat on, the old thatched roof over his 
head. Mahadeo begged him to be careful with the penknife he used on 
his fish-pots, begged him not to lift heavy weights, begged him not to 
go for walks in the night dew, and not to get wet. Mahadeo backed up 
his advice with a shilling or so, which Sebastian took easily, without 
acknowledgment, as though it was money from the government. 

On the morning after Foam knocked down Mrs. Chiuaranjan's clean
necked chicken, Mahadeo, sweating in his tight khaki uniform, walked 
past Sebastian's hut. 

And there was no Sebastian. 

He forgot about the labourers on the estate waiting for him to measure 
out their tasks for the day. He hurried across the shaky bridge into Sebas
tian's yard. He had to warn Sebastian about that bridge: it was dangerous, 
made only of lengths of bamboo piled up with dirt. He knocked on Se
bastian's door and there was no reply. He tried the door. It was locked. 
He walked around the hut, but every cranny in the walls was blocked up. 
That was what he himself had advised, to protect Sebastian from draughts. 

"Sebastian!" Mahadeo called. "You all right?" 
There was a gap about three inches high running all around the hut 

between the walls and the eaves of the thatched roof. Mahadeo decided 
to climb. He would get up on the narrow window-ledge and hope it 
didn't come down with him. He tried to climb in ful l  uniform. The dirt 
wall was too smooth to give him a grip and the tight khaki jacket hindered 
his arms. He took off the jacket, then rook off his boots. Still, the wall 
was too smooth and the window-ledge too high to help him. He pressed 
the big toe of his right foot against the wall and tried again. He felt the 
wall give under his toe. He looked down. He had made a hole in Sebastian's 
wall, about eight inches from the ground. He went down on all fours and 
lowered his head. Some strands of tapia grass in the wall barred his view. 
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He poked a finger in .  Before he could pull away the grass he heard a 
shout from the road. 

"Mahadeo! What the hell you think you doing?" 
Still on all fours, he looked up. It was Mr. Cuffy. 
"Not doing nothing," he said. 
"Mahadeo, what get into you to make you play the ass so?" 
Mahadeo rose and put his bare feet into his laceless boots. 
"You see Old Sebastian this morning, Mr. Cawfee?" 
"Ain't see nobody," Mr. Cuffy said sullenly. " What you was looking 

for so?" 
"Was Old Sebastian I was looking for, Mr. Cawfee."  
"And is so you does always look for Sebastian? Look, Mahadeo, if 

anything happen to Sebastian, you go be surprise . . .  " 

At this moment Baksh shouted from a l ittle way down the road, "Hear 
about this thing at Cordoba, Mr. Cawfee?" 

"Going up there right now," Mr. Cuffy said. 
"When I did tell people," Baksh said, "nobody did want to believe. 

Everybody did just run about saying Baksh is a big mouther, eh?" 
"What happen at Cordoba?" Mahadeo asked. 
Mr. Cuffy looked at Mahadeo. It was the look he had given him when 

he pasted his face with the whitewash brush. "Somethingfunny happen 
up there last night, Mahadeo. I hear something about a dead." 

Mahadeo stared. 
"Let him go and see for hisself," Baksh said. 
Mahadeo didn't wait. He ran as much as he could of the way to 

Cordoba. Even before he got there he saw the crowd blocking up the 
road. It was mostly a Spanish crowd-he could tell that by the dress
but there were people from Elvira as well. 

The crowd made a wide circle around something in the road. The 
Spaniards were silent but uneasy; they actually seemed happy to have 
the outsiders from Elvira among them. 

Mahadeo was stared at. A path was opened for him. 
"Look," he heard someone say in the acrid Spanish accent. "Let him 

look good." 

Five dead puppies were symmetrically laid out on a large cross 
scratched right across the dirt road. One dead puppy was at the centre of 
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the cross and there was a dead puppy at each of the four ends. Below 
was written, in huge letters: 

AWAKE ! 

And all around, on palings and culverts, Cordoba was still red with 
Foam's old, partly obliterated slogans: DIE! DIE! 

Mahadeo, sweating, panting, gave a chuckle of relief. The Spaniards 
looked at him suspiciously. "I did think it was Sebastian," Mahadeo 
said. There were murmurs. Mahadeo felt someone pull the sleeve of his 
uniform. He turned to see Sebastian, smiling, the empty pipe in his mouth. 
He almost embraced him. "Sebastian! You here! You ain't there! "  

The murmurs swelled. 
Fortunately for Mahadeo, Baksh and Mr. Cuffy came up just then, 

and almost immediately Foam arrived in the van and began to campaign. 
Foam said, "Is those Witnesses. They can't touch nobody else, so 

they come to meddle with the poor Spanish people in Cordoba. Tel ling 
them not to vote, to go against the government. Who ever see white 
woman riding around on red red bicycle before, giving out green books?" 

Baksh wasn't thinking about politics . "Aha!" he cried. "Aha! Just look 
at those dogs. Said same coloration, said same shape, said same every
thing, as in my dog. But nobody did want to believe. Well, look now." 

Mr. Cuffy crossed himself. "Mahadeo, this is your work?" 
"Ain't my work, Mr. Cawfee. I just come and see it." 
"Want to know something?" Baksh said. "For all the tiny those dogs 

look tiny this morning, they was big big dogs last night. I telling all-you, 
man. Come in that night. Eleven o'clock. Open the door. See this mister 
man dog, big big, walking about quiet quiet and sly . . .  " 

"Is those damn Witnesses," Foam said. 
" . . .  next morning, is a tiny tiny puppy." 
"Jesus say," Foam said, "we have to give Caesar's things back to 

Caesar. Witnesses tell you different." 
"I always say this, " Mr. Cuffy said. "God hath made man upright, 

but they have found out many inventions ." 
A Spaniard asked, "But what they trying to do to we?" 
"Do to you!" Foam said. "Do to you! They ain't begin yet. Ain't 

they was talking about the world blowing up in 1 976? And ain 't you was 
listening? They was talking and you was listening. Well, look." And he 
pointed to the puppies. 
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Baksh said, "Nobody can't try nothing on me. I know how to handle 
them. My dog dzdn 't dead." 

Harichand the printer came up, dressed for work. 
"Ah," he said. "More puppy dogs." He squatted and examined the 

ground like a detective. "Dead, eh? Awake, eh?" He stood up. "Witnesses. 
Serious. Very serious. Ganesh was the man to handle a thing like this ." 

"But what we going to do, Mr. Harichand?" 
"Do, eh? What you going to do." Harichand thought. "Just don't feed 

no Witnesses," he said decisively. "Don't feed no Witnesses. Funny, five 
little puppy dogs l ike that. Like your dog, eh, Baksh?" 

Baksh smiled. "Tell them about it, Harichand. And tell them about 
the sign too." 

Harichand said, "Yes, things really waking up in Elvira. But don't 
feed no Witnesses." 

Baksh said, "But you did tell me it was Preacher who set the fust dog 
on me, Harichand." 

Mr. Cuffy frowned at Harichand. 
Harichand said quickly, "Didn't exactly say it that way. Said a preacher 

was putting something on you. Didn't say what sort of preacher. What 
about those printing jobs, Baksh? If Harbans want my vote, he want my 
printery, I telling you." 

Baksh said, "Harbans could haul his arse."  
Harichand laughed. "Election thing, eh? You changing sides? Who 

you for now?" 
Baksh said, "Preacher. Eh, you ain't hear the bacchanal?" 
Mr. Cuffy spat loudly. "Oheah/ Oheah/" 
The Spaniards looked on in dismay. 
"Oheah!" Mr. Cuffy cried. "That is what all-you trying to work. Lork

hoor, and now you, Baksh. Tomorrow I go hear that Harbans come over 
to Mr. Preacher side too. All-you only making a puppet-show of Mr. 
Preacher. Mahadeo!" Mr. Cuffy called. "You trying something, eh?" 

"I ain 't trying nothing, Mr. Cawfee."  Mahadeo turned to Sebastian. 
"Come on, Sebastian, let we go home." 

Sebastian, smiling, stepped away from Mahadeo's hand. 
Mahadeo followed. "Come, Sebastian, you only tireding out yourself. 

You should go home and rest, man."  He pressed a shilling into Sebastian's 
palm. Sebastian smiled and allowed himself to be led away. 

Mr. Cuffy shouted, "Look after him good, you hear, Mahadeo." 
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And then Chittaranjan was seen coming up to Cordoba. 
He was in his visiting outfit. 

Harbans-the candidate--heard about the row between Baksh and 
Chittaranjan and hurried down that noon to Elvira. He didn't want to 
inflame either of the disputants, so he went straight to Pundit Dhaniram 
to find out what was what. 

That day Dhaniram was not being a pundit. He was in his other, 
more substantial role as the owner of one-fifth of a tractor. No dhoti and 
sacred thread; but khaki trousers, yellow sports shirt, brown felt hat and 
brown patent leather shoes. When Harbans drove lip, Dhaniram was 
standing on his sunny front steps, humming one of his favourite hymns: 

What though the spicy breer.es 
Blow soft o 'er Ceylon�  isle; 
Though every prospect pleases, 
And only man is vile; 
In vain with lavish kindness 
The gzfis of God are strown; 
The heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone. 

He was about to leave, but he stayed to tell Harbans all about Foam and 
Nelly, and Baksh and Chittaranjan. 

Harbans seemed more concerned about the loss of Baksh and the 
thousand Muslim votes than about the loss of honour of his prospective 
daughter-in-law. Dhaniram wasn't surprised. 

"In the old days," Dhaniram said, talking about Nelly, and sounding 
Harbans further, "you coulda trust a Hindu girl . Now everything getting 
modern and mix up. Look, Harichand tell me just the other day that he 
went to San Fernando and went to a club place up there and he see Indian 
girls"-Dhaniram had begun to whisper-"he see Indian girls openly so
liciting." He made the word rhyme with reciting. "Openly soli-citing, man." 

"Openly soli-citing, eh," Harbans said absently. "Ooh, ooh. Send for 
some pencil and paper. " 

"Doolahin/" Dhaniram called, loosening his black leather belt and sitting 
on the bench. "Pencil and paper. And make it quick sharp ."  

The doolahin brought out  some brown paper and the o ld pencil with 
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the string attached to the groove a t  the top. She said irritably, "Why you 
don't keep the pencil tie round your waist?" And before Dhaniram could 
say anything she ran back to the kitchen. 

"See?" Dhaniram said. "Only two years she husband leave she to go 
to England to study, and you see how she getting on. In the old days 
you think a daughter-in-law coulda talk l ike that to a father-in-law? In 
fact"-Dhaniram was whispering again-"it wouldn't surprise me if she 
ain 't got somebody sheself." 

"Ooh, ooh, Dhanirarri, you mustn't talk like that." Harbans was sit
ting cross-legged on the floor, making calculations on the brown paper. "We 
lose the Muslim vote. That is one thousand. We can't get the negro vote. 
Two thousand and one thousand make three thousand. About a thousand 
Hindus going to vote for Preacher because of that traitor Lorkhoor. So, 
Preacher have four thousand votes. I have three thousand Hindus and 
the Spanish ain't voting." He flung down the pencil . Dhaniram picked it 
up. Harbans said calmly, "I lose the election, Pundit." 

Dhaniram laughed and loosened his belt a bit more. "Lemmesee that 
paper," he said, and lay down flat on his belly and worked it out. He 
looked perplexed. "Yes, you lose. It look l ike if you lose. " He passed his 
hand over his face. "Can't make it out, man. It did look l ike a sure thing 
to me. Sure sure thing." 

Harbans cracked his fingers, turned his palms downwards and studied 
the grey hairs and wrinkles on the back. "I is a old man," he said. "And 
I lose a election. That is all. Nothing to cry about." He looked up and 
smiled with his false teeth at Dhaniram. 

Dhaniram smiled back. 
Harbans broke down. "How much money Preacher spend? Tell me, 

Pundit, how much money Preacher spend for him to beat me m a 
election?" 

Dhaniram said, "This democracy is a damn funny thing." 
At that moment Lorkhoor came up in his loudspeaker van. "Preacher 

is gaining new support. Ladies and gentlemen, this is the voice of Lork
hoor. The enemy's ranks are thinning and Preacher will win . . . .  " 

From her room Dhaniram's wife asked in Hindi, "What is he saying?" 
Dhaniram translated for her. 
The doolahin, adjusting her veil, rushed out on bare feet. 
"Back inside, doolahin," Dhaniram said. "Is not the sort of thing a 

married woman should listen to."  
She didn't obey right away. 
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"Here," Dhaniram said. "Take back this paper. And the pencil ." 
She practically snatched them. 
"See?" Dhaniram said. "See what I was tel ling you? It only want for 

she to hear a man voice and she excited long time." 
Lorkhoor drove off noisily, shouting, "Yaah! We will bury Harbans!" 
Harbans al l  the while kept looking down at his hands. 
Dhaniram sat on the bench again, lit a cigarette and began shaking 

his legs. The gravity of the situation thrilled him; he couldn't dim the 
twinkle in his eyes; he smiled continually. 

A visitor came. 
Harbans said, "Go away, if is me you want to see. I ain't got no more 

money to give." 
The visitor was Mahadeo, still in his uniform, holding a sweated khaki 

topee in his hands. His big eyes shone mournfully at the floor; his cheeks 
looked swollen; his thick moustache gave an occasional twitch over his 
small full mouth. 

"Sit down," Dhaniram said, as though he was inviting Mahadeo to a 
wake. 

Mahadeo said, "I have a message from the goldsmith ." 
Harbans shook away his  tears. "You is faithful, Mahadeo." 
Mahadeo's sad eyes looked sadder; his ful l  mouth became fuller; his 

eyebrows contracted. "Is about Rampiari husband," he said hesitantly. 
"He sick. Sick like anything." 

"Rampiari husband is a Hindu, as you damn well know," Dhaniram 
said. 

"Aah, Mahadeo," Harbans said, smiling through his tears. "You is 
unfaithful, too?" 

"Yes, Mr. Harbans. No, Mr. Harbans. But the goldsmith, Mr. Chit
taranjan, did promise Rampiari husband that you was going to see him. 
He sick bad bad. He cut his foot with a hoe." 

Harbans looked down at his hands. "I ain't got no more money for 
nobody. All it have for me to do is to settle Ramlogan rum-account and 
leave Elvira for good. Why I fighting election for?" 

Dhaniram said, "Is God work." 
"How the hell is God work? Is God work for Preacher to beat me in 

a election? How much money Preacher spend? You call that God work?" 
Mahadeo said, "Preacher gone to see Rampiari husband."  
Harbans jumped up .  "Preacher ain't got no right to  meddle with the 

Hindu sick." He paced so thunderously about the veranda that Dhaniram's 
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wife, inside, complained. "All right," he said. "What about that list of 
negro sick you was going to make?" 

Mahadeo hesitated. 
Dhaniram, who had suggested the care of sick negroes, stopped shak

ing his legs. 
Mahadeo explained about Mr. Cuffy. 
Harbans was silent for a while. Then he exploded: "Traitors! Spies! 

Haw-Haw! I ask you, Mahadeo, to keep a eye on negro sick and I come 
today and find that you is feeding them." He wagged a long thin finger. 
"But don 't worry your head. I not going to cry. I going to fight all of 
all-you. I not going to let any of all-you make me lose my election, after 
all the hard work I put in for Elvira ." 

Dhaniram's legs began to shake again; he pulled at his cigarette; his 
eyes twinkled. 

Then Harbans's fight seemed to die. "Al l right, " he said resignedly. 
"All right, suppose I go to see Rampiari husband"-he gave a short grim 
laugh-"and I pay the entrance fee, what guarantee I have that Rampiari 
husband going to vote for me?" 

Dhaniram stood up and crushed his cigarette under his shoe. "Ah, 
the main thing is to pay the entrance fee." 

Harbans went absent-minded. 
"The people of Elvira," Dhaniram said, tightening his belt, "have 

their l ittle funny ways, but I could say one thing for them: you don 't 
have to bribe them twice." 

"But what about Baksh? ' 
"Baksh," Dhaniram said, "is a damn disgrace to Elvira ." 
They went to see Chittaranjan. 

They found Chittaranjan unruffled, bland, in his home clothes, rocking 
in his veranda. Obviously he was in the highest spirits. 

"Who say the Spanish ain 't voting?" Chittaranjan said. And he told 
them about the five dead puppies in Cordoba. "Bright and early those 
two white woman Witnesses come up on their fancy bike. The Spanish 
ain't talk to them, ain 't look at them. The five dead puppies alone remain 
in the road and the Spanish go inside their house and lock up the door. 
The white woman had to go away. Who say the Spanish ain 't voting?" 

Harbans hid his joy. He didn't want to tempt fate again. 
Dhaniram calculated. "We draw up even with Preacher now. Four 

thousand apiece." 
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Chittaranjan rocked. "Wait. Watch and see if Preacher don't lose his 
deposit. " 

Harbans said, "Goldsmith, I shoulda tell you this a long time now." 
And he disclosed the sign he had had weeks before: the Witnesses, the 
black bitch, the engine stalling. 

Chittaranjan gave his corrosive titter. "You shoulda tell me, Mr. Bar
bans. You woulda save both of we a lot of worry. One sign is bad. But 
when you get two signs in one day, is different. They does cancel out one 
another. Just as how the dog cancel out the Witnesses." 

Dhaniram wanted Chittaranjan to talk about the row with Baksh. He 
said, "I did always say we could give Preacher the Muslim vote. We 
could do without Baksh and Baksh son." 

"Dhaniram," Chittaranjan said, "you know me. I does say my mind, 
and who want to vex, let them vex. But you talking like a fool. Those 
dead puppies in  Cordoba, who you think put them there?" 

"Foam?" Harbans said. "Ooh. You mean Foam is still faithful?" 
"But I thought you did have a row with the father, man," Dhaniram 

said. 
"With the father, yes. But not with the son ."  Chittaranjan glanced at 

Harbans. "Is the father who put him up to try."  
Dhaniram frowned and began to  shake h i s  legs, slowly. "Don't like 

it. Baksh want something more. He got something at the back of his 
mind."  

Chittaranjan clacked h i s  sabots. "Course he got! Baksh ain't no fool. 
Baksh have everything calculate already." 

Dhaniram tried once more. He cocked his head to one side and said, 
"I feel I hearing little Nelly walking inside. She ain't gone to school 
today?" 

Chittaranjan didn't look at Dhaniram but at Harbans who, his head 
bent, had gone absent-minded. Chittaranjan said, "No school for she to
day. After all, she practically engage already." 

Harbans didn't look up. 
"I say," Chittaranjan said, slowly, incisively, "how you want me to 

sti l l send Nelly to school, when she practically engage?" 
Harbans woke up. "Wouldn't be right," he said hurriedly, "especially 

when the girl practically engage already." 
Chittaranjan looked triumphantly at Dhaniram. 

The Witnesses stayed away from Cordoba and Elvira. 
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The campaigns began to swing. 
Preacher made his house-to-house visits. Mr. Cuffy preached political 

sermons on Friday evenings. Lorkhoor blazed through the district. 
Chittaranjan revisited Cordoba and won back the votes the Witnesses 

had seduced. Foam, loyal to Harbans, toured with his loudspeaker van, 
and neither Baksh nor Mrs. Baksh objected. Harichand got orders for 
posters. Whenever Pundit Dhaniram officiated at a Hindu ceremony he 
urged his listeners to vote for Harbans. 

Mahadeo kept a sharp, panicky eye on Old Sebastian. The man 
seemed to wilt more and more every day, and Mahadeo was giving him 
five shillings, sometimes two dollars a week to buy medicines. 

Harbans resigned himself to visiting the Hindu sick. Whenever he 
came to Elvira and saw Mahadeo, he asked first, "Well, how much Hindu 
sick today? And what-and-what is the various entrance fee?" Mahadeo 
would take out his little red note-book and say, "Mungal not so good 
today. Two dollars go settle him. Lutchman complaining about a pain in 
his belly. He got a big family and the whole house have six votes. I think 
you better give him ten dollars. Five dollars for the least. Ramoutar play
ing the fool too. But he so ignorant, he can't even make a X and he 
bound to spoil his vote. Still, give him a dollar. It go make people feel 
that you interested."  

Harbans's rum-account with Ramlogan rose steeply. But Ramlogan 
maintained to all the drinkers that he was impartial. "Once this election 
bacchanal over," he said, "I have to live with everybody, no matter who 
they vote for. " Chittaranjan never went inside the shop. He and Foam 
devised rum-vouchers that could be exchanged only at Ramlogan's. Ha
richand printed the vouchers. 
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And, secure in the cocoa-house, Tiger began to flourish. 

But Baksh was doing nothing at all about the election. The thousand 
Muslim voters of Elvira looked to him in vain for a lead. He wasn't 
campaigning for Preacher and he wasn't campaigning against Harbans. 
He remained in his shop and sewed dozens of khaki shirts, working with 
a new, sullen concentration. He refused to talk about the election, refused 
almost to talk at all . This sudden reticence won him a lot of attention and 
respect in Ramlogan's rumshop. But if he didn't talk much, his actions 
were larger. He brought down his thick glass heavily on the counter; he 
smacked his lips and twisted his face as though the puncheon rum tasted 
l ike castor oil; he spat copiously and belched often, bending forward, 
blowing out his cheeks and rubbing his belly, like one who suffers. When 
people asked him about the election he only gave an odd, ironic little 
smile. Altogether he behaved like a deep man with a deep secret. 

This finally annoyed Mrs. Baksh. "You have everybody laughing at 
you. When this election nonsense did first begin, you ain't ask nobody, you 
ain't look right, you ain't look left, you jump in. Now, when everybody 
washing their foot and jumping in, you remaining quiet, sitting on your 
fat tail l ike a hatching fowl ."  

"Well, a l l  right. I ain 't doing nothing. What you want me to  do?  You 
think I would let two shot of cheap grog fool me? Look, is not for my 
sake I worrying, you know. If I trying to make anything outa this elec
tion, is for you and the children, you hear, not for me." 

Mrs. Baksh would say with scorn, "Even little Foam bringing home 
seventy-five dollars when the month end." 

Baksh's silent inactivity worried Harbans and his  committee as much 
as Preacher's silent campaigning. 

Messages from Baksh were always reaching the committee. 
Some were boastful. "Baksh say he just got to walk around Elvira one 

time, saying all that he know, and everybody going to forget Harbans." 
Some were cryptic. "Baksh say he ain't got to do nothing to make 

Harbans lose. Harbans doing that hisself."  
Some were .threatening. "Baksh say Harbans could do what he want 

before the elections, but Harbans going to lose the election on election 
day itself." 

But Baksh himself did nothing. 
Chittaranjan alone refused to be alarmed. He said, "Baksh ain 't no 
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fool. Baksh know what he want. And the sad thing is that he going to 
get what he want. Bur we mustn't make the fust move. We would be low
rating weself if we do that." 

Foam wasn't happy about two things. 
He would have l iked to confess to Chittaranjan that it was he who had 

run over the clean-necked chicken; but he just didn't have the courage. 
Then there was Nelly. He felt especially guilty about her. Chittaranjan had 
taken her out of school and stopped her going anywhere; she remained 
in the house all day. 

Perhaps Foam would have confessed about the chicken if Chittaranjan 
had been at all cool towards him; but Chittaranjan showed himself sur
prisingly, increasingly amiable. He encouraged Foam to visit the Big House 
and gave him many sweet drinks. Only, Mrs. Chittaranjan did the hon
ours now, not Nelly. Foam responded by making it clear that he wasn't 
interested in  Nelly. He said, often and irrelevantly, that he couldn't un
derstand why people got married, that he wasn't interested in marriage 
at all, hardly interested in girls even. Chittaranjan seemed to approve. 
"Well, what happen between your father and me ain 't have nothing to 
do with you." 

Then, when Chittaranjan thought he had proved to everyone in Elvira 
that Nelly's honour was safe; that Foam was a good boy whom he trusted 
absolutely; that Baksh was the envious troublemaker; then he sent Nelly 
off to Port of Spain, to stay with his brother, the barrister. 

He was a lonely man after that. Outside, canvassing in his visiting 
outfit, he was the powerful goldsmith, the great controller of votes. But 
at home, in his torn khaki trousers, patched shirt and sabots, Foam knew 
him as a sad humiliated man. He never rushed to the veranda wall to 
shout at Ramlogan. He heard his chickens being shooed and struck and 
made to squeal in Ramlogan's yard, and he did nothing. 

When Foam was in the Big House one day, a breadfruit and three 
over-ripe zabocas fell on the roof. Foam waited. Chittaranjan kept on 
rocking and pretended he hadn't heard. 

Foam decided to confess. 
He said, "Goldsmith, that clean-neck fowl . . .  " 

"Oh, that." Chittaranjan waved a hand, anxious to dismiss the sub
ject. "That cook and eat long time now. Didn't have no disease, you 
know." 



The New Candidate 

"Shoulda say this before, but was me who kill it. Knock it down with 
the loudspeaking van."  

Chittaranjan paused, just perceptibly, in  his rocking; a look of  sur
prise, relief passed over his face; then he rocked again. When he spoke 
he didn't look at Foam. "All right, you kill it right enough. But who did 
want to see it dead?" 

Foam didn't answer. 
Chittaranjan waved a tired hand towards Ramlogan's yard. "He. He 

wanted to see it dead. If the chicken dead now and eat, that not on your 
conscience ." 

Foam didn't follow the reasoning; but it pleased him to see Chitta
ranjan look a little less oppressed. A little less grieved. 

Foam said, "It did grieve Ramlogan like anything to see it dead. He 
tell Pa so the day after. Is what he tell Pa and is what Pa tell me.  Ram
logan say he did know the chicken from the time it hatch, and he did 
watch it grow up. He say it was l ike a child to him, and when it dead it 
was a pussonal loss." 

Chittaranjan looked even less grieved. 

The big quarrel, coming after three years of intermittently explosive 
hostility, had in fact purged Chittaranjan of much of his animosity towards 
Ramlogan. He had never been sure that it was Ramlogan who had kil led 
the chicken; but coming upon it so soon after discovering Tiger in the 
cupboard, he had felt that he had to do something right away. Now he 
realized the enormity of his accusation. Ramlogan had, justly, got the 
better of him in that quarrel; and would always get the better of him in 
any future quarrel: Nelly's dishonour was a more devastating argument 
than his ownership of the fence or his appearance in the Supreme Court. 

He had had his fill of enmity. He wanted to change his relationship 
with the man. He called Mrs . Chittaranjan and said, "That breadfruit that 
fall, and those three zaboca, pick them up and put them in the basket I 
bring back from San Fernando and take them over to Ramlogan." 

Mrs. Chittaranjan didn't show surprise. She was beyond it. 
She packed the fruit in the basket and took it across. Ramlogan's shop 

was open. It was early morning and there were no customers. 
Ramlogan was reading the Sentinel, his large hairy head down, his 

large hairy hands pressing on the chipped and greasy counter. When he 
saw Mrs. Chittaranjan he went on reading with an a ir  of absorption, read-



T H E  S U FFH A G E  O F  E L V I H A  

ing and saying, "Hm!" and scratching his head, aromatic with Canadian 
Healing Oil. In truth, he was deeply moved and trying to hide it. He too 
was ripe for reconciliation. He had always wanted to wound Chittaranjan; 
but now that he had, he regretted it. He knew he had gone too far when 
he attacked the honour of the man's daughter; he felt ashamed. 

"Ah, maharajin," he said at last, looking up and smoothing our the 
Sentinel on the counter. 

Mrs. Chittaranjan placed the basket of fruit on the counter and pulled 
her vei l decorously over her forehead. 

"Breadfruit," Ramlogan said, as though he had never seen the fruit be
fore. "Breadfruit, man. And zaboca, eh? Zaboca. One, two, three zaboca." 
He pressed a zaboca with a thick forefinger. "Ripe too." 

Mrs. Chittaranjan said, "He send it ." 
"It have nothing I like better than a good zaboca and bread. Nothing 

better. " 
"Yes, it nice," Mrs. Chittaranjan said. 
"Nice like anything. " 
"He send it. He tell me to take up the breadfruit and the three zaboca 

and bring it for you in this basket ." 
Ramlogan passed a hand over the basket. "Nice basket. "  
"He bring i t  from San Fernando." 
Ramlogan turned the basket around on the greasy counter. "Very nice 

basket, " he said. "It make by the blind?" 
"He say I have to bring back the basket ." 
Ramlogan emptied the basket, hugging the fruit to his breast. Mrs .  

Chittaranjan saw the basket empty, saw the fruit in a cluster against 
Ramlogan's dirty shirt. Then she saw the cluster jog and heave and heave 
and jog. 

Ramlogan was crying. 
Mrs. Chittaranjan began to cry in sympathy. 
"We is bad people, maharajin," Ramlogan sobbed. 
Mrs. Chittaranjan pressed a corner of her veil over her eyes. "It have 

some good in everybody." 
Ramlogan clutched the fruit to his breast and shook his head so vio

lently that tears fell on the breadfruit. "No, no, mahara;in, we is more bad 
than good. "  He shook down some more tears and lifted his head to the 
sooty galvanized-iron roof. "God, I is asking You. Tell me why we is 
bad." 
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Mrs. Chittaranjan stopped crying and took the basket off the counter. 
"He waiting for me." 

Ramlogan brought his head down. "He waiting?" 
She nodded. 
Ramlogan ran with the fruit to the back room and then followed Mrs. 

Chittaranjan out of the shop. 
Chittaranjan was leaning on the wall of his veranda. 
Ramlogan shouted, "Hello, brothers !" 
Chittaranjan waved and widened his smile. "You all right, brothers?" 
"Yes, brothers. She bring the breadfruit and the zaboca for me. Ripe 

zaboca too, brothers." 
"They did look ripe to me too." 
Ramlogan was near the wire fence. He hesitated. 
"Is all right, brothers," Chittaranjan said. "Is much your fence as 

mine." 
"Nice fence, brothers ." 
Chittaranjan's two workmen were so astonished they stopped working 

and looked on, sitting flat on the concrete terrace under the awning, the 
bracelets which they were fashioning held between their toes. 

Ramlogan spoke sharply to them: "What the hell happen to all-you? 
The goldsmith paying all-you just to meddle in other people business?" 

They hurriedly began tapping away at their bracelets. 
From the veranda Chittaranjan said, "Let them wait until I come 

down." He clattered down the front steps. "Is this modern age. Every
body want something for nothing. I work for every penny I have, and 
now you have these people complaining that they is poor and behaving 
as though other people depriving them." 

Ramlogan, grasping the fence firmly, agreed. "The march of time, 
brothers. As the saying goes. Everybody equal. People who ain't got 
brain to work and those who use their brain to work. Everybody equal . "  

Ramlogan invited Chittaranjan over to the shop and seated him on 
an empty rum crate in front of the counter. He gave him a glass of 
grapefruit juice because he knew Chittaranjan didn't drink hard liquor. 

They talked of the degeneracy of the modern age; they agreed that 
democracy was a stupid thing; then they came to the elections and to 
Baksh. 

Chittaranjan, sipping his grapefruit juice without great relish-he still 
had a low opinion of Ramlogan's cleanliness-said: "This democracy just 
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make for people like Baksh. Fact, I say it just make for negro and Muslim. 
They is two people who never like to make anything for theyself, and 
the moment you make something, they start begging. And if you ain't 
give them, they vex." 

Ramlogan, thinking of Haq, assented with conviction. 
"And if you give them," Chittaranjan went on, "they is ungrateful." 
"As the saying goes, however much you wash a pig, you can't make 

it a cow. As the saying goes. "  
"Look a t  Baksh. Everybody else i n  Elvira just asking for one little 

piece of help before they vote for any particular body. Baksh is the only 
man who want three. " 

Ramlogan scratched his head. "Three bribe, brothers?" 
"Three. Baksh done calculate everything ready."  
"The o ld  people was old-fashion, but they was right about a lo t  of 

things. My father, when he was deading, tell me never to trust a Muslim." 
"Muslim, negro. You can't trust none of them." 
They told tales of the ingratitude and treachery of these races. When 

Chittaranjan left, he and Ramlogan were good friends. 
After that, every morning when Ramlogan got up he went out into 

his yard and called, "How you is, brothers?" And Chittaranjan came to 
his veranda and said, "All right, brothers. And how you is?" 

Soon they started calling each other "bruds. " 

Then Ramlogan had an unfortunate idea. He wanted among other 
things to make some gesture that would seal his friendship with Chitta
ranjan. One day he announced that he was going to give a case of whisky 
to the committee of the winning candidate. He didn't make it more spe
cific than that because he wished to preserve his impartiality, but he had 
no doubt that Harbans would win. Chittaranjan understood and was 
grateful .  And the rest of Elvira was astonished by this act of the laxest 
generosity from someone who was not even a candidate. Which was one 
of Ramlogan's subsidiary intentions. 

He talked a lot about his offer. This was to have disastrous con-
sequences. 

It was not until the week before nomination day that Baksh showed 
his hand. Two indirect messages came from him. 
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First, Foam announced: "Pa say he thinking of going up for the elec
tions hisself. "  

"Damn traitor! " Harbans said, and added calmly, "But he  ain't got a 
chance. He only control the thousand Muslim votes." 

"Is that he say hisself," Foam said. "He say is the only thing that 
keeping him back." 

And then Ramlogan hurried across to Chittaranjan one lunch-time 
and said in a whisper, although there was no need to whisper: "Bruds, 
Baksh was in the shop today. He ask me whether I would vote for him 
if he went up for the elections." 

Chittaranjan said, "He ask you to tell me?" 
Ramlogan said in a softer whisper, "He particularly ask me not to tell 

you, bruds." 
"But he ask you about three four times not to tell me?" 
Ramlogan looked surprised at Chittaranjan's sagacity. "He did keep 

on asking me not to tell you. Is the reason why I come over to tell you ."  
Chittaranjan said simply, "Well, Baksh just got to  get bribe number 

two now, that is al l ." 
And when Harbans came to Elvira Chittaranjan told him, " Mr. Har-

bans, you could take it from Chittaranjan that you win the elections." 
Harbans preferred not to show any excitement. 
Chittaranjan said, "Baksh send a message." 
"Another message again?" 
"He want to go up." 
"Ooh." 
"You have to go and see him and make i t  appear that you begging 

him to go up for the elections hisself. Once the Muslims don't vote for 
Preacher, we all right." 

Harbans smiled and wagged a finger at Chittaranjan. "Ooh, but you 
is a smart man, Goldsmith. Ooh, ooh. Split the opposition vote, eh?" 

Chittaranjan nodded. "But when you go to see him, don't just dip 
your hand in your pocket. Don't do nothing until you see everything in 
black and white. " 

Harbans went to see Baksh. 
He was sitting at his sewing-machine near the door, to get the light, 

and working with honest concentration. 
Harbans cooed. "Aah, Baksh. How you is? I hear that you thinking 

of going up for this election stupidness yourself." 
Baksh bit off a piece of loose thread from the shirt he was making. 

2 9 7  



T H E  S U FFR A G E  O F  E L V I RA 

Thread between his teeth, he gave a dry laugh. "Ho! Me? Me go up for 
election, a poor poor man l ike me? Whoever give you that message give 
it to you wrong. I ain't got no money to go up for no election. Election 
ain't make for poor people like me." 

Harbans cooed again. "Still, the fact that you was even thinking of 
going up show, Baksh, that you is a ambitious man. I l ike people with 
ambition. " 

"Is very nice of you to say those few kind words, Mr. Harbans. But 
the fact is, and as the saying goes, I just ain't got the money. Two 
hundred and fifty dollars deposit alone. Posters. Canvassers. Agents. Is a 
lot of money, Mr. Harbans." 

"Ooh, not more than five hundred dollars ."  Harbans paused. "For a 
fust try." 

"Don't forget the two hundred and fifty dollars deposit ." 
"No, man. Two hundred and fifty and five hundred. All right?" 
The machine hummed again. Baksh sewed thoughtfully, shaking his 

head. "Elections is a lot more expensive than that, Mr. Harbans. You 
know that yourself." He took up the shirt and bit off another piece of 
thread. "I would say three thousand dollars, plus the deposit money."  

Harbans laughed nervously and almost put h i s  hand on Baksh's bowed 
shoulder. "Ooh, ooh, Baksh. You making joke, man. Three thousand for 
your fust little try? A thousand." 

"Two thousand five hundred, plus the deposit money." 
"Two five. Ooh, Baksh. Come, man. One five." 
Baksh was sewing again. "In the old days, as you know, Mr. Harbans, 

before the war, you coulda take up six cents and go in a shop and buy a 
bread and some butter and a tin of sardine and even a pack of cigarettes 
into the bargain. Today all you could buy with six cents is a Coca-Cola. 
I is a man with a big family. I can't fight elections with one thousand five 
hundred dollars." 

"You don't want more than two thousand dollars, Baksh," Harbans 
said, the coo gone from his voice. "And if you ain't careful you damn 
well have to find the deposit money out of that same two thousand." He 
cooed again: "Two thousand, eh, Baksh?" 

"Plus the deposit money." 
"Plus the deposit money." 
"It not going to be much of a fight for two thousand dollars, Mr. 

Harbans. I warning you. I is a man with a big big family." 
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"Is a fust try," Harbans said. "You could always try again. This de
mocracy not going to get up and run away." 

Baksh sewed and bit thread, sewed and bit thread. "It would be nice 
if I could start off my campaign right away." 

Harbans remembered Chittaranjan's warning. "Ooh, but you is im
patient, man. Right away? Give it a little time, man, Baksh. We never 
know what could happen between now and nomination day, eh?" 

Baksh was surprisingly complaisant. "Fair is fair. Nothing until after 
nomination day. Two thousand, plus the deposit money. " 

"Plus the deposit money." 
Mrs. Baksh came into the shop, combing out her long hair with a 

large gap-toothed comb. 
Harbans went absent-minded. 
Mrs. Baksh held her hair in front of her bodice and combed. Particles 

of water sped about the room. She cleared the comb of loose hair, rol led 
the hair into a ball, spat on it a few times and flung it among the dusty 
scraps m a corner. 

The sewing-machine hummed. 
Mrs. Baksh saic!, "I was wondering who was doing all the talking." 
Harbans looked up. "Ah. Ooh. How you is, Mrs. Baksh?" 
"Half and half. How the campaign?" 
"Ooh, so-so. We trying to get your husband to go up hisself." 
Mrs . Baksh stopped combing and tossed her hair over her shoulders . 
Baksh sewed, not stopping to bite thread. 
"Baksh, what the hell I hearing?" 
"Hearing, man? Mr. Harbans here come and beg me to go up for the 

elections, that is al l ." 
"Mr. Harbans beg you? Baksh, you know you talking arseness?" 
"It go be a good experience for him." Harbans smiled at Mrs. Baksh. 

He got no response. "Ooh. Two thousand dollars ." 
"Plus the deposit money," Baksh said to Mrs. Baksh. 
"It look as if your brains drop to your bottom, Baksh. This election 

riding you like a fever. " 
"Is for your sake I doing it, man. For your sake and the children sake. 

And I doing it to help out Mr. Harbans here. " 
This was too much for Mrs. Baksh. 
"Oh God, Baksh! You go land me in court before this election over. 

Oh God! Sweetness! Sourness!" 
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And that was not all. When Harbans went back to  h i s  committee he 
found Harichand the printer with them. "If  Baksh going up, you go want 
new posters," Harichand said. "In all your present posters your symbol 
is the star and your slogan is 'Hitch your wagon to the star.' But they 
does give out the symbols in alphabetical order. Your name was fust and 
your symbol was the star. Now Baksh name going to be fust and his 
symbol going to be the star. Yours going to be the heart. Preacher going 
to be the shoes." 

Chittaranjan said, "We want a new slogan." 
But Harbans had gone absent-minded. 
"Do your part and vote the heart," Foam said. 
"Fust-class," Harichand said. 
Harbans was talking to the back of his hands. "New symbol, eh? New 

slogan. New posters. What sin I do to get myself in this big big mess in 
my old old age?" 

Chittaranjan saw the danger sign of approaching tears. "Is nothing, 
Mr. Harbans. Nothing at all if  it make you win the election. And Foam 
here give you a much nicer slogan. Do your part and vote the heart. Is 
much nicer." 

"He should take up poetry," Harichand said. 
Harbans looked up from his hands to Harichand. "I know why you 

so damn glad, Harichand. I ain't got to go to a university to know why 
you glad."  

"Glad? Me? Me glad? I ain't glad, Mr. Harbans." 
"You sorry?" 
"Mr. Harbans, it have no reason why you should start getting suckas

tic and insultive in my pussonal. Is only help I want to help you out. " 
When Harbans was leaving Elvira he was stopped by Mahadeo, and 

lacked spirit even to make his little joke: "How much Hindu sick today? 
And what-and-what is the various entrance fee?" Mahadeo offered his list 
sadly and received the entrance fees a little more sadly. 

When Harbans had left Elvira and was in County Caroni, he stopped 
the lorry and shook his small fist at the dark countryside behind him. 

"Elvira !"  he shouted. "You is a bitch! A bitch! A bitch!"  
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Everyone in Elvira now knew about Tiger and almost everyone ac
cepted him as a mascot against future evil and obeah. Tiger thrived. His 
coat became thicker; not that he was a hairy, fluffy puppy, for after all he 
was only a common mongrel; but his coat became thick enough. His 
strength increased. He could sit and get up and walk and run and jump 
without pain and with increasing zest. But no amount of feeding and care 
could make him put on flesh to hide his ribs. No amount of feeding could 
make him lose his rangy figure. He looked the sort of puppy who would 
grow up into the perfect street dog, noisy but discreet, game for anything, 
from chasing a chicken to nosing about a dustbin at night. Still, he was 
Tiger and he was healthy and he was friendly. Herbert was pleased. So 
was Foam. Mrs. Baksh was relieved. The growing health of the dog she 
interpreted as the weakening of any obeah and magic against her family. 

Tiger still l ived in  the cocoa-house. In the early days of his recovery 
he had been anxious to leave it for the wider world; but stern talkings
to, some slaps, and finally a length of rope had taught him that the cocoa
house was home. In time he appreciated his position. He had all the 
freedom of the freelance with none of the anxieties. But he never tired of 
reproaching Herbert and Foam. When they were leaving him for the 
night he would look at them and whine, softly, almost apologetically; and 
when they came to him in the morning he would wag his tail at first, 
then lie down and whine, loudly this time, looking away from them. 

And now Tiger had to have his first bath. It couldn't be hidden from 
anyone, not even Herbert, that Tiger was ful l  of fleas. You had only to 
pass a finger down Tiger's back to see whole platoons of fleas dispersing 
and taking cover. 

Bathing Tiger was no easy business. First Foam and Herbert had to 
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steal a block of Mrs. Baksh's strong blue soap. Then they changed into 
old trousers and shirts because they were going to bath Tiger at the 
stand-pipe in the main road. 

They went to the cocoa-house. 
Outside the cocoa-house they saw Lorkhoor's van parked on the wide 

verge. The grass went up to the hubs of the wheels. 
"Hope he not interfering with Tiger," Herbert said. 
On a signal from Foam Herbert fell silent and both boys made their 

way through the intri�ate bush to the cocoa-house. They heard Tiger 
bark. A little snap of a sound, high-pitched but ambitious. They heard 
someone muttering and then they saw Lorkhoor and the girl . Apparently 
they had been there some time because Tiger had grown used to their 
presence and had barked, not at them, but at Foam and Herbert. 

The girl said, "Oh God!" pulled her veil over her face and ran out of 
sight, through the bush, behind the cocoa-house and then, as Foam imag
ined, to the road. 

Lorkhoor remained behind to brazen it out. 
In his excitement he dropped his educated tone and vocabulary and 

slipped into the dialect. "Eh, Foreman! You take up maquereauing now?" 
"You ain't got no shame, Lorkhoor. Using words like that in front of 

a little boy." 
Herbert pretended he hadn't heard anything. 
Lorkhoor turned vicious. "You tell anything, and see if I don't cripple 

you. " 
"I is not a tell-tale. And at the same time I is not a hide-and-seek 

man ."  
"Go ahead. Open your mouth once, and I 'l l have the police on your 

tail, you hear." 
"Police?" 
"Yes, police. You drive a van. You have a driving licence? If I lay 

one report against you, I would cripple you for life, you hear." 
Foam laughed. "Eh, but this is a funny world, man. Whenever people 

wrong, they start playing strong." 
Lorkhoor didn't stay to reply. 
"Eh!" Herbert shouted after him. "But he too bold." 
Tiger, wagging his tail at Foam's feet, barked continually at Lork

hoor. Every now and then he made abortive rushes at him, but he never 
seriously courted danger. 

Foam pursued Lorkhoor with his words. "You disappoint me, Lork-
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hoor. For all the educated you say you educated, you ain't got no mind 
at all. You disappoint me, man."  

They heard Lorkhoor drive off. 
Foam said, "You see the girl who was with him, Herbert?" 
"Didn't exactly see she. But . . .  " 
"All right. You ain't see nothing, remember. We don't want to start 

another bacchanal in Elvira now. Catch this dog." 
But Tiger wasn't going to be caught without making a game of it. 

He seemed to sense too that something disagreeable was in store for him. 
He ran off and barked. Herbert chased. Tiger ran off a little further and 
barked again. 

"Stop, Herbert. Let him come to we." 
Foam put his hand in his pockets. Herbert whistled. Tiger advanced 

cautiously. When he was a l ittle distance away-a safe distance-he 
gave his snapping little bark, stood still, cocked his head to one s ide and 
waited. Herbert and Foam were not interested. Tiger pressed down his 
forepaws and began to bark again. 

"Don't do nothing, Herbert ." 
Hearing Foam, Tiger stopped barking and listened. He ran off a little, 

stopped and looked back, perplexed by their indifference. He ran up to 
Herbert, barking around his ankles. Herbert bent down and caught him. 
Tiger squirmed and used an affectionate tongue as a means of attack . 
Herbert leaned backwards, closing his eyes and frowning. Tiger almost 
wriggled out of his hands and ran up his sloping chest. 

"Take him quick, Foam." 
Foam took Tiger. Tiger recognized the stronger grasp and resigned 

himself. 
They took him to the stand-pipe in the main road. To get a running 

flow from it you had to press down all the time on the brass knob at the 
top. Herbert was to do the pressing down, Foam the bathing and soaping 
of Tiger. 

"It will drown the fleas," Herbert said. 
Foam wasn't so sure. "These fleas is l ike hell to kill . "  
" I  don't think Tiger going to like this, you know, Foam." 
Tiger hated it. As soon as he felt the water he started to cry and 

whine. He shivered and squirmed. From time to time he forgot himself 
and tried to bite, but never did. The water soaked through his coat until 
Foam and Herbert could see his pink pimply skin. He looked tiny and 
weak still. Then the blue soap was rubbed over him. 
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"Careful, Foam. Mustn't let the soap get in his eye." 
The fleas hopped about in the lather, a little less nimble than usual. 
Before they could dry him, Tiger slipped out of Foam's hands and 

ran dripping wet down the Elvira main road. Water had given him a 
strong attachment to dry land, the dustier the better. He rolled in the 
warm sand and dirt of the main road and shook himself vigorously on 
passers-by. Dirt stuck to his damp coat and he looked more of a wreck 
than he had before his bath. 

Foam and Herbert chased him. 
The patch of dirt before Mr. Cuffy's house appealed to Tiger. He flung 

himself on it and rolled over and over. Mr. Cuffy stood up to watch . 
Tiger rose from the dirt, ran up to Mr. Cuffy, gave himself a good shake, 
spattering Mr. Cuffy with water and pellets of dirt, and tried to rub 
against Mr. Cuffy's trousers. 

Mr. Cuffy raised his boot and kicked Tiger away. And for a kick 
on a thin dog it made a lot of noise. A hollow noise, a dupl the noise 
you would expect from a slack drum. Tiger ran off whining. He didn't 
run far. He ran into the main road, turned around when he judged it 
safe to do so; then, taking a precautionary step backwards, let out a 
sharp snap of a bark. He turned away again, shook himself and ambled 
easily off. 

Herbert, running up, saw everything. 
"God go pay you for that, Mr. Cawfee," Herbert said. "He go make 

you dead like a cockroach, throwing up your foot straight and stiff in the 
air. God go pay you." 

"Dirty little puppy dog," said Mr. Cuffy. 
Foam came up. "Yes, God go pay you back, Cawfee. All you Chris

tians always hot with God name in your mouth as though all-you spend 
a week-end with Him. But He go pay you back." 

"Puppy dog," Mr. Cuffy said. 
"He go make you dead like a cockroach," Herbert said. "Just watch 

and see." 

Nomination day came. The three candidates filled forms and paid 
deposits. There were only two surprises. Preacher supplied both. The 
first was his name, Nathaniel Anaclitus Thomas. Some people knew about 
the Nathaniel, but no one suspected Anaclitus. Even more surprising was 
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Preacher's occupation, which was given on the nomination blank as 
simply, "Proprietor. " 

Harbans described himself as a "Transport Contractor," Baksh as a 
"Merchant Tailor. " 

The night before, Pundit Dhaniram had suggested a plan to prevent 
the nomination of the other candidates. 

"Get in fust," he told Harbans. "And pay them your two hundred 
and fifty dollars in coppers. Only in coppers. And make them check it. " 

"You go want a salt bag to carry all that, " Foam said. 
For an absurd moment Harbans had taken the idea seriously. "But 

suppose they tell me wait, while they attend to Preacher and Baksh?" 
Dhaniram shook his legs and sucked at his cigarette. "Can't tell you 

wait. You go fust, they got to attend to you fust. Facts is facts and fair 
is fair." 

Chittaranjan squashed the discussion by saying drily, "You can 't give 
nobody more than twelve coppers. More than that is not legal tender." 

Harbans paid in notes. 
He paid Baksh his two thousand dollars election expenses only after 

the nominations had been filed. 
"Like I did tell you, boss, can't give you much of a fight with this 

alone," Baksh said ungraciously. "I is a man with a big family." 
That evening Baksh went to Ramlogan's rumshop to celebrate his 

new triumph. They treated him like a hero. He talked. 

At the end of that week, the last in July, the Elvira Government 
School closed for the holidays and Teacher Francis was glad to get away 
to Port of Spain. Elvira had become insupportable to h!m. Lorkhoor's 
behaviour was one thing; and then, as he had feared, most of the Elvira 
parents had followed Chittaranjan's example and stopped sending their 
children to him for private lessons. 

The children were now free to give more of their time to the election. 
In their tattered vests and shirts and jerseys they ran wild over Elvira, 
tormenting all three candidates with their encouragements; impartially 
they scrawled new slogans and defaced old ones; they escorted Preacher 
on his house-to-house visits until Mr. Cuffy frightened them off. 

And the campaigns grew hot. 
Lorkhoor roared into the attack, slandering Baksh, slandering Har-
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bans. He spent the whole of  one steamy afternoon tel ling Elvira what 
Elvira knew: that Harbans had induced Baksh to stand as a candidate. 

"A man who gives bribes," Lorkhoor said, "is also capable of taking 
bribes." 

"This Lorkhoor is a real jackass," Chittaranjan commented, "if he 
think that by saying that he going to make Harbans lose. People like to 
know that they could get a man to do little things for them every now 
and then." 

Lorkhoor turned to Baksh. "A man who takes bribes," Lorkhoor said, 
"is also capable of giving them." 

"Give?" Chittaranjan said. "Balcsh give anything? He ain't know Baksh." 

Photographs of Baksh and Harbans sprang up everywhere, on houses, 
telegraph-poles, trees and culverts; they were promptly invested with 
moustaches, whiskers, spectacles and pipes. 

"Making you famous, girl," Baksh told Mrs. Baksh. "Pictures all over 
the place. Mazurus Baksh. Hitch your wagon to the star. Mazurus Baksh, 
husband of Mrs. Baksh. Mazurus Baksh, the poor man friend. Mazurus 
Baksh, everybody friend."  

"Mazurus Baksh,"  Mrs. Baksh said, "the big big ass ." 
But he could tell that she was pleased. 

Harbans's new slogan caught on. When Harbans came to Elvira chil
dren shouted at him, "Do your part, man!" And Harbans, his shyness 
gone, as Foam had prophesied, replied, "Vote the heart !"  

Foam was always coming up with fresh slogans. "The Heart for a 
start ." "Harbans, the man with the Big Heart ." "You can't live without 
the Heart. You can't live without Harbans." He got hold of a gramophone 
record and played it so often, it became Harbans's campaign song: 

And oh, � darling, 
Should we ever say goodhye, 
I know we hath should die, 
My heart and l 

Every day Chittaranjan put on his visltlng outfit and campaigned; 
Dhaniram campaigned, in a less spectacular way; and Mahadeo entered 
the names of sick Hindus in his red note-book. 
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For some time Preacher stuck to his old method, the energetic walk
ing tour. But one day he appeared on the Elvira main road with a large 
stone in his hand. He stopped Mahadeo. 

"Who you voting for?" 
"Preacher? You know I campaigning for Harbans . . .  " 
"Good. Take this stone and kill me one time." 
Mahadeo managed to escape. But Preacher stopped him again two 

days later. Preacher had a Bible in his right hand and a stone-the same 
stone-in his left hand. 

"Answer me straight: who you voting for?" 
"Everybody know I voting for you, Preacher. " 
Preacher dropped the stone and gave Mahadeo the Bible. "Swear! " 
Mahadeo hesitated. 
Preacher stooped and picked up the stone. He handed it to Mahadeo. 

"Kill me." 
"I can 't swear on the Bible, Preacher. I is not a Christian ."  
And Mahadeo escaped again. 

Lorkhoor, copying Foam, gave Preacher a campaign song which fea
tured Preacher's symbol, the shoe: 

I got a shoe, you got a shoe, 
All God's chillun got a shoe. 
When I go to heaven, 
Going to put on my shoe 
And walk all over God's heaven. 

Baksh, whose symbol was the star, went up to Harbans one day and 
said, "I want a song too. Everybody having song." 

"Ooh, Baksh. You want song too? Why, man?" 
"Everybody laughing at me. Is as though I ain't fighting this election 

at all ." 
In the end Harbans allowed Foam to play a song for Baksh: 

How would you like to swing on a star? 
Carry moonbeams home in a jar? 
You could be better oJf than you are. 
You could be swinging on a star. 
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Rum flowed in Ramlogan's rumshop. Everyone who drank it knew it 
was Harbans's rum. 

Dhaniram, exultant, consoled Harbans. "The main thing is to pay the 
entrance fee. Now is your chance." 

And Ramlogan encouraged the drinkers, saying, inconsequentially 
and unwisely, "Case of whisky for winning committee. Whole case of 
whisky." 

And in the meantime Harbans's committee did solid work, Foam and 
Chittaranjan in particular. They canvassed, they publicized; they chose 
agents for polling day and checked their loyalty; they chose taxi-drivers 
and checked their loyalty. They visited warden, returning officer, poll 
clerks, policemen: a pertinacious but delicate generosity rendered these 
officials impartial. 

With all this doing Harbans, with his moods, his exultations, depres
sions and rages, was an embarrassment to his committee. They wished 
him out of the way and tried, without being rude, to tell him so. 

"You could stay in Port of Spain and win your election in Elvira," 
Pundit Dhaniram told him. "Easy easy. Just leave everything to your 
party machine," he added, savouring the words. "Party machine." 

At his meetings on the terrace of Chittaranjan's shop Harbans gave 
out bagfuls of sweets to children; and talked little. It was Foam and 
Chittaranjan and Dhaniram and Mahadeo who did most of the talking. 

First Foam introduced Mahadeo; then Mahadeo introduced Dhaniram; 
and Dhaniram introduced Chittaranjan. By the time Chittaranjan introduced 
Harbans the meeting was practically over and Harbans could only receive 
deputations. 

"Boss, the boys from Pueblo Road can't play no football this season. 
Goalpost fall down. Football bust."  

Harbans would write out a cheque. "Boss, we having a little sports 
meeting and it would look nice if you could give a few of the prizes. No, 
boss, not give them out. Give." 

Another cheque. 
It was Harbans, Harbans all the way. There could be no doubt of 

thar. 
Dhaniram repeatedly calculated: "Three thousand Hindu votes and 

one thousand Spanish make four thousand. Preacher getting three thou
sand for the most. Baksh getting the thousand Muslim votes." 
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Harbans didn't l ike this sort of talk. He said it gave people wrong 
ideas, encouraged them not to vote; and when he made a personal plea 
to some voter for the fourth or fifth time and the voter said, "But Mr. 
Harbans, you know I promise you," Harbans would say, "This democracy 
is a strange thing. It does make the great poor and the poor great. It 
make me a beggar-yes, don't stop me, I is a beggar-and I begging for 
your vote. "  

Rumours began to fly. Mr. Cuffy had deserted Preacher. Preacher was 
sell ing out to Baksh, but was going to do so only on the day before the 
election. Baksh was selling out to Preacher. Mahadeo was selling out to 
Preacher. Chittaranjan was selling out to Baksh. Everybody, it seemed, 
was selling out to somebody. Elvira thri lled to rumour and counter
rumour. Voters ran after candidates and their agents and warned that so
and-so had to be watched. It was agreed on all sides that Dhaniram had 
to be watched; he was interested only in his tractor and was just waiting 
to see which side was going to win before throwing in his ful l  weight 
with it. The most persistent rumour was that Lorkhoor wanted to leave 
Preacher. That rumour Chittaranjan took seriously. 

He said, "I did always have a feeling that Lorkhoor wanted some
thing big outa this election, but I couldn't rightly make out what it  was." 

Chittaranjan was rocking in his veranda late one evening, thinking 
about going to bed, when he heard someone whisper from the terrace. 
He got up and looked down. 

It was Dhaniram. He held a hurricane lantern that lit up his pundit's 
regalia. "Message, Goldsmith," Dhaniram whispered, barely controll ing 
his excitement. 

Chittaranjan whispered back. "From Baksh?" 
"Lorkhoor, Goldsmith. He say he have a matter of importance-said 

words he use-matter of importance to discuss with you." 
"Wait. " 
Dhaniram stood on the terrace, swinging the lantern, humming: 

So he called the multitude, 
Turned the water into wine. 

jesus calls you. Come and dine/ 
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Presently Chittaranjan came down. In his  visiting outfit. 
They went to Dhaniram's house. 
Lorkhoor was waiting for them. He sat on the balustrade of the ver

anda, smoking and swinging his legs, not looking in the least l ike a 
perplexed traitor. He said, "Ah, Goldsmith. Sorry to get you up." 

"Yes, man," Dhaniram said. "It give me a big big surprise. I was just 
coming back from Etwariah place-Rampiari mother, you know: she was 
having a little kauha: I was the pundit-and I see Lorkhoor van outside. " 

Lorkhoor said, "Goldsmith, I 'm tired of talking." 
Dhaniram was beside himself with delight. He lit a cigarette and 

smoked noisily. 
"I could give you eight hundred votes," Lorkhoor said. "If I keep my 

mouth shut. Worth anything?" 
Chittaranjan took off his hat and considered it in the light of the 

hurricane lantern. "I don't know if it  worth anything at all ." 
Lorkhoor laughed. "Silence is golden, Goldsmith." 
Dhaniram said tremulously, "Eight hundred more for we and eight 

hundred less for Preacher. Is a sure sure win, Goldsmith." He wanted the 
deal to go through; it would be dramatically proper. 

Chittaranjan said, "You did always think of selling out in the end, 
not so?" 

"That's right. "  Lorkhoor didn't sound abashed. "I have no daughter 
to marry off." 

Dhaniram gave a nervous giggle. 
"And I have no tractor." 
Dhaniram pulled at his cigarette. 
Lorkhoor took out some typewritten electoral lists from his hip 

pocket. "Eight hundred votes. Checked and signed and sealed. You can 
check up on them yourself, if you wish. A dollar a vote?" 

Dhaniram shouted, "Doolahin, bring the Petromax." 
Inside, Dhaniram's wife woke up, complained and fell silent again. 
Chittaranjan examined his hat. "You think you could live in Elvira 

after the elections?" 
Lorkhoor changed his position on the balustrade. "I was thinking of 

leaving Elvira altogether." 
"Oh?" Dhaniram shook his legs. "Where you was thinking of going?" 
The doolahin brought the Petromax and blew out the hurricane lan

tern. She behaved with much modesty and Dhaniram was pleased. No 
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pert remarks, no stamping on the shaky floor. She pulled her veil over her 
forehead and hung up the Petromax. 

Lorkhoor watched her walk off with the hurricane lantern. Watching 
her, he said, "I was thinking of going to Port of Spain. Get a job on a 
paper. The Guardian or the Sentinel or the Ga1_ette. " 

Chittaranjan stood with his back to the Petromax and studied the l ists 
Lorkhoor gave him. "How we know these eight hundred Hindus going 
to do what you say?" 

"You will see for yourself. But if I tell them that Preacher has be
trayed me and if I tell them to vote for a Hindu l ike Harbans, who do 
you think they'll vote for? Baksh?" 

"How we know you not going to change your mind?" 
Lprkhoor shrugged. "I  will leave on the Saturday before the elections." 
"Five hundred dollars," Chittaranjan said. 
"Splendid," said Lorkhoor. "That suits me fine." 
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That happened one week before polling day. Harbans and Chittaranjan 
were confident but didn't show it. Dhaniram was shamelessly exultant. 
Mahadeo was beyond caring. He still had to endure Mr. Cuffy's watchful 
eye, and still had to keep his own vigil over Old Sebastian. And there 
was his eternal anxiety that some other negro might fall i l l .  Hindus were 
fal l ing ill by the score every day now; Muslims had begun to join them, 
and even a few Spaniards. But no negro became infirm. Mahadeo didn't 
have time to be thankful. 

And then Baksh began to play the fool again. 
"Bribe number three coming up," Chittaranjan said. 
Baksh told Ramlogan and Ramlogan told Chittaranjan. Baksh told 

Foam and Foam told Chittaranjan. Baksh told Harichand and Harichand 
told Chittaranjan. 

"Say he ain't got a chance," Harichand said. "Not a chance in hell. 
Say, by asking Muslim people to vote for him, he wasting good good 
votes. Say it ain't fair to the Muslim to ask them to waste their good 
good votes. Say that it would look to a lot of people l ike a Hindu trick 
to waste good good Muslim votes. Say he thinking that, weighing up 
everything and balancing it, Preacher is still the better man. Say he think
ing of selling out to Preacher. Say is the only thing to give back the 
Muslim their pride. Say . . .  " 

"Say he could kiss my arse," Harbans said. "Say he could go to hell 
afterwards." 

"Say," Harichand went on unperturbed, "that he willing to talk things 
over fust." 
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"Give them the Muslim vote," Dhaniram said. "With the Spanish vot
ing and with Lorkhoor telling the other Hindus not to vote for Preacher, 
we could give them the Muslim vote." 

Harbans paced about Chittaranjan's veranda with his jerky clockwork 
steps. "It go against my heart to give that man another penny. Against 
my heart, man." 

Chittaranjan said, "Harichand, tell Baksh we not going to see him 
until Saturday night." 

"But election is on Monday," Harichand said. 
"We know that," Chittaranjan said. "We don't want Baksh to tired 

out hisself changing his mind four times. Three times in one election is 
enough for one man."  

"Is  your election, pappa." Harichand shook h is  head, laughed and 
left. 

Harbans fell into one of his unsettling depressive moods. He con
tinued to walk up and down Chittaranjan's tiled veranda, muttering to 
himself, cracking his fingers. 

"It don't matter who the Muslims vote for now," Dhaniram said. 
"Work it out for yourself, Mr. Harbans. We getting all the Hindu votes 
and the Spanish vote. Five thousand. If the worst come to the worst and 
Baksh sell out to Preacher, Preacher could stil l only get three thousand. 
Two thousand negro and a thousand Muslim." 

Harbans refused to be comforted. 
And Chittaranjan rocking, rocking in his morris chair, wasn't as cool 

as he looked. It wasn't Baksh's message. He had expected that. And, as 
Dhaniram had said, Baksh wasn't important now anyway; though it would 
have been worthwhile, just to make absolutely sure, to see that the 
Muslims didn't vote for Preacher. But the message had come at a bad 
time. Chittaranjan had called Harbans to the committee meeting that 
Wednesday evening to tell him all about the big motor-car parade on 
Sunday, the eve of polling day. 

Harbans knew nothing about the parade. Chittaranjan, Foam and 
Dhaniram had planned it among themselves. They were afraid that if 
Harbans got to know about it too early he might object: the parade was 
going to be a grand, expensive thing. But the committee wanted it-a 
final flourish to an impressive campaign. 

Big motor-car parades were not new to Trinidad. Up to 1 946, how
ever, they had been used only for weddings and funerals. At weddings 
the decorated cars raced through the main roads with streamers flying and 
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horns blaring. In their sombre way funeral processions were equally im
pressive; they always had right of way and often dislocated traffic; an 
important man could paralyse it. In 1 946 the political possibilities of the motor
car parade were exploited for the first time by the P.P.U., the Party for 
Progress and Unity. On the day before the first general election the P.P.U. 
hired five hundred cars and toured the island. It was the P.P.U.'s fin
est moment. The party had been founded two months before the parade; 
it died two days after it. It won one seat out of twelve; ten of the candidates 
lost their deposits; the President and the funds disappeared. But Trinidad 
had been impressed by the parade and after that no election, whether for 
city council, county council or local road board, was complete without a 
parade. 

But parades were expensive. 
Chittaranjan, seeing Harbans work his way back and forth across the 

veranda, wished once again he could manage the campaign without having 
to manage the candidate as well. 

He thought he would be casual. He said, "Y au doing anything on 
Sunday, Mr. Harbans?" 

Harbans didn't reply. 
Chittaranjan said, "I hope you not doing anything, because we having 

a little parade for you."  
Harbans stopped walking. 
"Small parade really." 
Harbans locked his fingers, looked at them and then at his shoes, 

cracked his fingers, and continued to walk. 
"Motorcade," Dhaniram said. 
"About fifty cars." Chittaranjan began to write. "Fifteen dollars a car. 

And you could give them a few gallons of gas. Y au got to have food to 
give the people. And you have to have music. " 

Harbans, still jerking about the veranda, only cracked his fingers. 
"Y au can't disappoint the people, Mr. Harbans," Chittaranjan said. 

"It go cost you about fifteen hundred dollars, but at the same time it 
going to make the people who want to vote for you feel good, seeing 
their candidate at the head of a big big parade." 

"Must have a motorcade," Dhaniram said. "Must must. Keep up with 
the times." He laughed. "Pay the entrance fee." 

Harbans sat down. 
When Foam came in they worked out details. 
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The only member of the committee who didn 't turn up for that meet
ing was Mahadeo. Of late he had begun to stay away from committee 
meetings. It embarrassed him to be continually offering up lists of sick 
Hindus; much of Harbans's anger had been directed against him and he 
had had to defend himself more than once: "/ didn't start up this democ
racy business, Mr. Harbans."  

Old Sebastian was getting more difficult too. Concurrently with a 
series of unexpected ailments Sebastian had developed a sprightl iness that 
should have heartened Mahadeo. It sickened him with worry. He could 
no longer rely on Sebastian to stay at home and make fish-pots. He often 
found him now in Ramlogan's rumshop, drinking free rum with the rest. 
Mahadeo didn't know where Sebastian got his rum vouchers. (He got 
them from Harichand, who had printed the vouchers and kept a few.) It 
didn't take much to get Sebastian drunk. He had lived for too long on an 
old age pension that had cramped his drinking style. 

Mahadeo said, "This democracy ain't a good thing for a man l ike 
Sebastian, you hear." 

And Mr. Cuffy said, "Mahadeo, I ain't know what sort of magic you 
working on Sebastian, but he acting damn funny. A candle does burn 
bright bright before it go out, remember. And Sebastian burning it at 
both ends ."  

Sebastian's behaviour also distressed h is  drinking companion, Hag. 
Hag had with relief sacrificed his religious scruples so far as to drink in 
public. It wasn't the drink, he said; he wanted to be in a crowd, otherwise 
Foam would beat him up. He and Sebastian sat silently side by side on 
the bench against one wall of Ramlogan's rumshop and drank. They 
looked curiously alike; only, Sebastian smiled all the time, while Hag 
looked grumpy and uncompromising behind his spectacles; and Hag's 
bristle of white beard and whiskers was more impressive than the stray 
kinky brownish-grey hairs on Sebastian's chin that looked as though they 
had been despairingly planted by someone who hadn't enough seed to 
go round. 

Mahadeo did his best. He bribed Sebastian to stay home; but Sebas
tian insisted that one bribe was good enough for only one day; and the 
days he stayed away from the rumshop he was very ill and alarmed 
Mahadeo more. He gave Sebastian money to go to the D.M.O. for a 
check-up. Sebastian said he went but Mahadeo didn't believe him. He 
bribed the D.M.O. to go to Sebastian. The D.M.O. reported, "He'l l  last 
for a bit," and left Mahadeo just as worried. "A candle does burn bright 
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bright before it go out," he thought, and remembered Mr. Cuffy and the 
whitewash brush on his face. 

Mahadeo was a devout Hindu. He did his puja every morning and 
evening. In all his prayers now, and through all the ritual, the arti and 
bell-ringing and conch-blowing-which seemed in the most discouraging 
way to have nothing to do with what went on in Elvira-Mahadeo had 
one thought: Sebastian's health. 

On the evening of the Saturday before the election Mahadeo noted 
that Sebastian was not at home. His vigil would be over in two days; he 
couldn't risk anything happening now. He went straight to Ramlogan's 
rumshop. It was ful l  of the Saturday night crowd, merrier than usual 
because they still had rum vouchers; in two days they would have to start 
paying for their rum again. The floor was wet-the floors of rumshops 
are always wet. Ramlogan was busy, happy. Mahadeo forced his way 
through to the bench where Haq and Sebastian normally sat. He caught 
bits of election gossip. 

"The British Government don't want Harbans to win this election." 
"They going to spoil all the poor people votes once they get them 

inside the Warden Office. Lights going out all over the place. " 
"No, I not going to bet you, but I still have a funny feeling that 

Baksh going to win." 
"When Harbans done with this election, he done with Elvira, I tel l ing 

all-you." 
"Chittaranjan in for one big shock when this election over, you hear." 
Mahadeo saw Haq, overshadowed by the standing drinkers and look

ing lost, fierce, but content. 
"Where Sebastian?" 
Rampiari's husband, his right foot emphatically bandaged, put his big 

hand on Mahadeo's shoulder. "Sebastian! I never see a old man get so 
young so quick." 

Somebody else said, "Take my word. Sebastian going to dead in 
harness ." 

"Haq, you see Sebastian?" 
"Nasty old man. Don 't want to see him." 
Rampiari's husband said, "Yes. In harness."  
"This ain't no joke, you know. Where Sebastian?" 
"At home. By you. Go back and see after your wife, Mahadeo boy." 
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"Two three years from now some negro child running down Elvira 
main road call ing Mahadeo Pa." 

"All-you ain't see Sebastian? Ramlogan!" 
"Mahadeo, who the arse you think you is to shout at me l ike that? A 

man only got two hands." 
"Where Sebastian?" 
"He take up a l ittle drink and he gone long time." 
"For oysters." 
Mahadeo ran out of the shop, dazed by worry and the smell of rum. 

He ran back to Sebastian's hut. It was dead, lightless. No Sebastian. He 
made his way in the dark through the high grass to the latrine at the back 
of the yard. The heavy grey door-it came from one of the dismantled 
American Army buildings at Docksite in Port of Spain and heaven knows 
how Sebastian had got hold of it-the door was open. In the dark the la
trine smell seemed to have grown in strength many times over. Mahadeo 
lit a match. No Sebastian. The hole was too small for Sebastian to have 
fallen in. He ran back to the road. 

"Mahadeo, choose." 
It was Preacher, smelling of sweat and looking somewhat bedraggled. 
"You see Sebastian?" 
"The stone or the Bible?" 
"The stone, man. The Bible. Anything. You see Sebastian?" 
"Take the stone and kill me one time." 
"Let me go, man, Preacher. I got one dead on my hands already." 

Then Mahadeo paused. "Sebastian choose tonight?" 
"Like Cawfee." 
"Aha! I did always believe that Cawfee was putting him up to every

thing. Let me go, man, Preacher, otherwise I going to hit you for true 
with the stone, you know." 

Mahadeo was released. On his  way to Mr. Cuffy's he passed a crowd 
on Chittaranjan's terrace, taxi-drivers waiting for instructions about the 
motorcade tomorrow. They were drinking and getting noisy. Mahadeo 
looked up and saw the l ight from Chittaranjan's drawing-room. He knew 
he should have been there, discussing the final election plans with Har
bans and the rest of the committee. Guiltily he hurried away. 

There was no light in Mr. Cuffy's house. Normally at this time Mr. 
C!lffy sat in his small veranda reading the Bible by the light of an oil
lamp, ready to say "Good night" to disciples who greeted him from the 
road. 
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Mahadeo passed and repassed the house. 
"Mr. Mahadeo." 
It was Lutchman. Mahadeo couldn't make him out right away because 

Lutchman wore a hat with the brim most decidedly turned down, as 
protection against the dew. Lutchman lived in the house with six votes. 
He was one of the earliest Hindus to report sick to Mahadeo. He had 
been succoured. 

Mahadeo remembered. "How the pain in your belly?" 
"A Iii bit bener, Mr. Mahadeo. One of the boys gone and fal l  sick 

now." 
"He fall sick a Iii too late. Election is the day after tomorrow." 
Lutchman laughed, but didn't give up. "You waiting for somebody, 

Mr. Mahadeo?" 
"You see Sebastian?" 
Lutchman bunoned up his shirt and screwed down his hat more 

firmly. He held the brim over his ears. "He sick too?" 
"You meet anybody these days who ain 

,
t sick?" 

"Is a sort of flu," Lutchman said. 
There was a coughing and a spluttering behind them. 
Mahadeo started, ready to move off. 
Lutchman said, "Look him there." 
A cigarene glowed in Mr. Cuffy's dark veranda. 
Mahadeo whispered, "Sebastian, is you?" 
There was some more coughing. 
"He smoking,"  Mahadeo said angrily. "Picking up all sort of vice in 

his old age." 
Lutchman said, "He can't be all that sick if he smoking. Is a funny 

thing, you know, Mr. Mahadeo, but I could always tell when I going to 
fall sick. I does find it hard to smoke. The moment that happen I does 
say, 'Lutchman, boy, it look like you going to fall sick soon. '  True, you 
know, Mr. Mahadeo." 

"Sebastian! "  
"These days I can't even take a tiny little pull a t  a cigarene, man."  
Sebastian came into the road and Mahadeo knocked the cigarene from 

his hand. 
Then Sebastian spoke. "Dead," Sebastian said. "Dead as a cockroach." 

He said it with a sort of neutral relish. 
Mahadeo was confused by fear and joy. 
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"Dead?" Lutchman uncorked his hat. 
Sebastian spoke again. "Put back your hat on. You going to catch 

cold." 
"As a cockroach?" Mahadeo said. 
"As a cockroach." 
The three men went into the lightless house. Mahadeo l i t  a match and 

they found the oil-lamp on a corner shelf. They l i t  that. The floorboards 
were worm-eaten and unreliable, patched here and there with the boards 
from a Red Cow condensed milk box. The pea-green walls were hung 
with framed religious pictures and requests to God, in Gothic letters, to 
look after the house. 

Mr. Cuffy sat in a morris chair as though he were posing for a photog
rapher who specialized in relaxed attitudes. His head was s lightly thrown 
back, his eyes were open but unstaring, his knees far apart, his right hand 
in his lap, his left on the arm of the chair. 

"As a cockroach," Sebastian said. He lifted the left hand and let it 
drop. 

Lutchman, his hat in his hand, wandered about the tiny drawing-room 
like a tourist in a church. "Old Cawfee Bible, man. Eh! Mr. Mahadeo, 
look. Cawfee in technicolour, man." He pointed to a framed photograph 
of a young negro boy looking a little lost among a multitude of potted 
palms and fluted columns. It was a tinted black-and-white photograph. The 
palms were all tinted green; the columns were each a different colour; 
the boy's suit was brown, the tie red; and the face, untinted, black . 

Mahadeo wasn't looking. It overwhelmed him just to be in Mr. Cuffy's 
house. He felt triumph, shame, relief and awe. Then the shame and the 
awe went, leaving him exhausted but cool. 

"Lutchman." 
"Mr. Mahadeo." 
"Stay here with Sebastian. Don 't let him go nowhere. Preacher mustn't 

get to know about Cawfee right now." 
He hurried over to Chittaranjan's, pushed his  way though the 

drunken taxi-drivers on the terrace and went up the red steps. He saw 
Baksh at the top. Baksh was saying, with unconvincing dignity, "Is not 
you I come to see, Goldsmith, but Mr. Harbans." 

Mahadeo followed Baksh and Chittaranjan into the drawing-room. 
Harbans was there with his committee. Foam was sitting at the polished 
cedar table, looking at a very wide sheet which contained all the commit-
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tee's dispositions for polling day: the names of  agents and their polling 
stations, agents inside the stations and agents outside; taxis, their owners, 
their drivers, their stations. 

Mahadeo said, "Goldsmith, I have to see you right away." 
Chittaranjan, honouring the occasion by wearing his visiting outfit 

(minus the hat) at home, looked at Mahadeo with surprise and some 
contempt. 

"Pussonal," Mahadeo insisted. 
Chittaranjan felt the force of Mahadeo's eyes. He led him to the back 

veranda. 
Baksh said, "Mr. Harbans, answer me this frank: if I go up, ain't I 

just making the Muslims and them waste their good good vote?" 
Dhaniram said, "Ach! You could keep the Muslim vote." 
"I know," Baksh said. "You ain't want the Muslim vote now. But you 

think it would look nice? When next election come round, and you ain 't 
want the Muslim to waste their vote, what you going to do then?" 

Harbans said, "Next election? This is the fust and last election I fight
ing in Elvira." 

Foam studied his chart. He wasn't going to take any part in  the dis
cussion. 

Baksh knew he was pushing things too far. But he knew he was safe 
because Foam was there. Otherwise he stood a good chance of being 
beaten up. Not by Harbans or Dhaniram or Chittaranjan, but by helpers. 
He could hear the din from Ramlogan's shop next door: the curses and 
the quarrels, swift to flare up, swift to die down. He could hear the taxi
drivers downstairs, drunk and getting drunker; they were making a row 
about petrol for the motorcade tomorrow. 

Baksh said, "If the Muslims vote for Preacher, it going to make a 
l ittle trouble for you, Mr. Harbans. You is a old man and I ain't want to 
trouble you. But is the only proper thing to do." 

"And the only proper thing for you to do is to make haste and haul 
your tail away." It was Chittaranjan, returning to the drawing-room. 
"Dhaniram, at long last we could use your plan. Cawfee dead." 

"Aha! What I did tell you?" Dhaniram was so excited he lit a ciga
rette. "One negro was bound to dead before elections. You in luck, Mr. 
Harbans. Lorkhoor going away tonight. And tonight self you get a chance 
to start paying the negroes their entrance fee." 

Harbans was too stupefied by his good fortune to react. 
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"Wake," Dhaniram said. "Coffee. We coffee. Ha! Coffee for Cawfee. 
Coffee, rum, biscuits." 

Chittaranjan remained poised. "Foam, take the van and run down to 
Chaguanas and get Tanwing to come up here with a nice coffin and a 
icebox and everything else. And telephone Radio Trinidad so they could 
have the news out at ten o'clock. You could make up the wordings your
self. Dhaniram, go home and get your daughter-in-law to make a lot of 
coffee and bring it back here. " 

"How I go hnng back a lot of coffee here?" 
"Is a point. Foam, when you come back, go and pick up the coffee 

from Dhaniram place. Nelly mother going to make some more." 
Baksh saw it was no use threatening to sell out to Preacher now. He 

said, "Funny how people does sit down and dead, eh? Since I was a boy 
so high in short pants I seeing Cawfee sitting down in his house, repairing 
shoe. All sorta shoe. Black shoe, brown shoe, two-tone shoe, high-heel, 
wedge-heel."  Baksh became elegiac: "I remember one day, when I was a 
boy, taking a shoe to Cawfee. Heel was dropping off. One of those 
rubber heels. I take it to Cawfee and he tack back the heel for me. I offer 
him six cents but he ain't take it ." 

No one l istened. Foam was folding up his election chart in a business
l ike way. Dhaniram was buckling his belt, ready to go and see about the 
coffee. Harbans was still bemused. Mahadeo, relieved, exhausted, didn 't 
care. 

"He ain't take it," Baksh repeated. 
Chittaranjan said, "Mahadeo, you better go and keep a sharp eye on 

the house. I going to talk to those taxi-drivers. We go want them for the 
funeral. I think it would be better to have the funeral before the 
motorcade." 

Mahadeo went back to Mr. Cuffy's house. 
Sebastian was sitting in a morris chair, leaning forward and grimacing. 
Lutchman said, "Sebastian ain't too well, Mr. Mahadeo. Just now, just 

before you come, he take in with one belly pain. He sick ."  
"Serve h im damn right. And let me tell you one thing, Sebastian . If 

you dead, nobody not going to bury you, you hear. " 
Sebastian only grimaced. 
Lutchman said, "Food and everything spread out in the kitchen, you 

know, Mr. Mahadeo. Nothing ain't touch. Mr. Cawfee," Lutchman said, 
feeling for the words, "get cal l  away rather sudden."  
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Sebastian straightened his face and got up. He stood in front of the 
tinted photograph. He said, "I did know Cawfee when he take out that 
photo. Always going to Sunday School." Abruptly his voice was touched 
with pathos. "They use to give out cakes and sweet drinks. Then he get 
rake up with this shoemaking." 

They sat and waited until they heard a van stop outside. Foam, Chit
taranjan, the D.M.O. and Tanwing came in. The D.M.O. was a young 
Indian with a handsome dissipated face. He hadn't forgotten his associa
tion with England and continued to wear a Harris tweed jacket, despite 
the heat. 

Foam asked, "You going to cut him up, Doctor?" 
The D.M.O. pursed his lips and didn't reply. He did two things. He 

rook off Mr. Cuffy's stout black boots, said, "Good boots," turned up Mr. 
Cuffy's right eye-lid, then closed both eyes. 

"Heart," he said, and filled the form. 
"Was that self I did think," Lurchman said. 
Tanwing, the undertaker, was pleased by the D.M.O.'s dispatch, 

though nothing showed on his face. Tanwing was an effervescent little 
Chinese who had revolutionized burial in Central Trinidad. He had a big 
bright shop in Chaguanas with a bright show window. In the window he 
had coffins of many sizes and many woods, plain and polished, with silver 
handles or without any handles at all, with glass windows on the lid 
through which you could look at the face of the deceased, or without 
these windows. Every coffin had its price tag, sometimes with a hint like: 
"The same in cyp, $73 .00." There were also tombstones, with tags l ike 
this: "The same with kerbs, $ r 27.oo." The slogan of Tanwing's was Econ
omy with Refinement; because of the former he had abandoned horse
drawn hearses for motor ones. Refined economy paid. Tanwing was able 
to sponsor a weekly fifteen-minute programme on Radio Trinidad. The 
other programme of this sort was a hushed, reverent thing called "The 
Sunshine Hour." Tanwing gave his audience fifteen lively minutes of 
songs from many lands on gramophone records, and called his pro
gramme "Faraway Places." 

Tanwing fel l  to work at once. He wasted no time sympathizing with 
anybody. But he was anxious to do his best; Mr. Cuffy was being laid 
out in one of his more expensive coffins. 

By now it could no longer be hidden from Elvira that something had 
happened to Mr. Cuffy. 
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Shortly after the D.M.O. had signed the death certificate, Foam and 
Chittaranjan had taken over quantities of rum, coffee and biscuits to the 
house; and the news was broken. People began to gather, solemn at first, 
but when the rum started to flow all was well .  Harbans mingled with the 
mourners as though they were his guests; and everyone knew, and was 
grateful, that Harbans had taken all the expenses of the wake upon him
self. Some of Mr. Cuffy's women disciples turned up in white dresses and 
hats, and sat in the drawing-room, singing hymns. The men preferred to 
remain in the yard. They sat on benches and chairs under Mr. Cuffy's 
big almond tree and talked and drank by the light of flambeaux. 

Baksh came, rebuffed but unhumbled. He said nothing about the elec
tion and was full of stories about the goodness of Mr. Cuffy. The mourn
ers weren't interested. Baksh was still officially a candidate and still the 
control ler of the thousand Muslim votes; but politically he was a failure 
and everybody knew it. He knew it himself. He drank cup after cup of 
Harbans's weak black coffee and maintained a strenuous sort of gaiety 
that fooled no one. 

He felt out of everything and ran from group to group in the yard, 
trying to say something of interest. "But I telling all-you, man," he said 
over and over. "I see old Cawfee good good just last night. I pass by his 
house and I give him a right and he give me back a right. " 

Baksh was romancing and no one paid attention. Besides, too many 
people had seen Mr. Cuffy the day before. 

Baksh drank. Soon the rum worked on him. It made him forget elec
tioneering strategy and increased his loquaciousness. It also gave him an 
inspiration. "All-you know why Cawfee dead so sudden?" he asked. 
"Come on, guess why he dead so sudden." 

Lutchman said, "When your time come, your time come, that is al l ." 
Harichand the printer was also there. He said, "The way Cawfee dead 

remind me of the way Talmaso dead. Any of al l-you here remember old 
Talmaso? Talmaso had the laziest horse in the whole wide world . . .  " 

"So none of all-you ain't going to guess why Cawfee dead?" Baksh 
said angrily. Then he relented. "All right, I go tel l you. Was because of 
that dog." 

Harichand pricked up his ears. "That said dog?" 
Baksh emptied his glass and rocked on his heels. "Said said dog." 

When Baksh drank his full face lost its hardness; his moustache lost its 
bristliness and drooped; his eyebrows drooped; his eyelids hung weari ly 
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over reddened eyes; his cheeks sagged. And the man spoke with a lot of 
conviction. "Said dog. Cawfee run the dog down and give the poor little 
thing five six kicks. Herbert did warn him that if he kick the dog he was 
going to dead. But you know how Cawfee was own way and harden, 
never l istening to anybody. Well, he kick the dog and he dead." 

Rampiari's husband, heavy with drink, said, "Still, the man dead and 
I ain 't want to hear nobody bad-talking him." 

"True," Harichand said. "But the way Cawfee just sit down and dead 
remind me of how Talmaso dead. Talmaso was a grass-cutter. Eh, but I 
wonder where the hell Talmaso did get that horse he had. Laziest horse 
in the world. Lazy lazy. Tock. Tock. Tock." Harichand clacked his tongue 
to imitate the horse's hoofbeats. "Tock. Tock. So it uses to walk. As if it 
was in a funeral. Lifting up his foot as though they was make of lead: 
one today, one tomorrow. Tock. Tock. Tock. And then Talmaso uses to 
take his whip and lash out Pail Paz! Paz! And horse uses to go: tocktocktock
tock-tock-tock-tock. Tock. Tock. Tock. Pail Tocktocktock-tock-tock. Tock. 
Tock. But you couldn't laugh at Talmaso horse. Talmaso run you all 
over the place. Every morning horse uses to neigh. As if it  did want to 
wake up Talmaso. Horse neigh. Talmaso get up. One morning horse 
neigh. Talmaso ain 't get up. Only Talmaso wife get up. Talmaso wife 
uses to give Talmaso hell, you know. Horse neigh again. Still, Talmaso 
sleeping. Sound sound. Like a top. Wife start one cussing-off. In Hindi. 
She shake up Talmaso. Horse neigh. Still , Talmaso sleeping. Like a baby. 
Wife push Talmaso. Talmaso roll off the bed. Stiff. Wife start one bawling. 
Horse neighing. Wife bawling. Talmaso dead. Horse never move again . "  

"What happen to  it?" 
"Horse? Like Talmaso. Sit down and dead." 
Rampiari's husband exclaimed, "Look! Preacher coming. All three 

candidates here now." 
Preacher didn't bustle in. He came into the yard with a solemn shuffle, 

kissing his right hand and waving languid benedictions to the crowd. 
They looked upon him with affection as a defeated candidate. His long 
white robe was sweat-stained and dusty; but there was nothing in his 
expression to show regret, either at the election or at Mr. Cuffy's death: 
his tolerant eyes still had their bloodshot faraway look. 

In the interest which greeted Preacher's arrival there was more than 
the interest which greets the newly defeated. Preacher was without 
staff, stone or Bible. And he was not alone. He had his left arm around 
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Pundit Dhaniram, who was in tears and apparently inconsolable. 
Mahadeo said, "I know this wake was Dhaniram idea. But he taking 

this crying too damn far, you hear. " 
Foam followed. "No coffee from Dhaniram," he announced. 
"Dhaniram wife dead too?" Harichand asked, and got a laugh. 
Chittaranjan staggered in with a large five-valve radio. It was his own 

and he didn't trust anyone else with it. 
The women sang hymns in the drawing-room. In the yard some men 

were singing a calypso: 

O'Reilly dead! 
O'Reilly dead and he lift money, 
Lift money, lift money. 
O'Reilly dead and he lift money 
To huy rum for we. 

Chittaranjan and Foam fiddled with wires from the loudspeaker van, 
attaching them to the radio. The radio squawked and crackled. 

"Shh !"  
The hymn-singers fel l  silent. The calypsonians fel l  silent. Only 

Dhaniram sobbed. 
The radio was on. A woman sang slowly, hoarsely: 

I've found my man, 
I've found my man. 

Then an awed chorus of men and women sang: 

She s  in love: 
She s  lovely: 
She uses Ponds. 

There was a murmur of disappointment among the mourners, which 
was silenced by the radio announcer. " This is Radio Tn'nidad and the Rediffu
sion Golden Network. " He gave the time. Some trumpets blared. 

"Shh! " 
A fresh blare. 
"Listen."  

Time for a Can'hl 
Time for a Can'h 
La-ger/ 
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The mourners became restless. Chittaranjan, responsible for the radio, 
felt responsible for what came out of it. He looked appeasingly at every
body. 

Solemn organ music oozed out of the radio. 
"Aah." 
The announcer was as solemn as the music. " We have been asked to 

announce the death . . .  " 
Rampiari's husband had to be restrained from giving a shout. 
But the first announcement was of no interest ro Elvira. 
The organ music drew Tan wing out of the bedroom where he had 

been busy on Mr. Cuffy. The hymn-singers made room for him and 
looked at him with respect. He held his hands together and looked down 
at his shoes. 

The organ music swelled again. 
"Now." 
" We have also been asked to announce the death of joseph CuJJY . . . " 
There was a long, satisfied sigh. Rampiari's husband had to be re-

strained again. 
" . . .  which occurred this evening at The Elvira in County Naparoni. The 

funeral of the late joseph CuJJY takes place tomorrow morning, through the courtesy 
of Mr. Surujpat Harbans, from the house of mourning, near Chittaranjan 's jewellery 
Establishment, Elvira main road, and thence to the Elvira Cemetery. Friends and 
relations are kindly asked to accept this intimation. "  Then there was some 
more music. 

As soon as the music was over Tanwing unclasped his hands and 
disappeared into the bedroom and set to work on Mr. Cuffy again. 

A woman sang: 

Brush your teeth with Colgate, 
Colgate Dental Cream. 

"Take the damn thing off," Rampiari's husband shouted. 

It cleans your breath 
(One, two), 
While it guards your teeth. 

The radio was turned off. The hymn-singers sang hymns. 
Pundit Dhaniram's grief was beginning to be noticed. A lot of people 

felt he was showing off: "After all, Cawfee was Preacher best friend, and 
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Preacher ain't crying." Preacher was still consoling Dhaniram, patting 
the distraught pundit; while the announcement was coming over the radio 
Preacher had held on to him with extra firmness and affection. Now he 
took him to the bedroom. 

It was close in the bedroom. The window was shut, the jalousies 
blocked up. The pictures had been turned to the wall and a towel thrown 
over the mirror. Tanwing and his assistants worked by the l ight of an 
acetylene lamp, which was part of the equipment they had brought; candles 
burned impractically at the head of the bulky bed. The assistants, noise
less, were preparing the icebox for Mr. Cuffy. Mr. Cuffy's corpse was 
without dignity. The man's grumpiness, his fierce brows-all had gone 
for good. He just looked very dead and very old. The body had already 
been washed and dressed, with a curious clumsiness, in the shiny blue 
serge suit Elvira had seen on so many Friday evenings. 

Preacher released Pundit Dhaniram and looked at Mr. Cuffy as though 
he were looking at a picture. He put his hand to his chin, held his head 
back and moved it slowly up and down. 

Dhaniram still sobbed. 
This didn't perturb Tanwing. He looked once at Dhaniram and looked 

no more. He was still fussing about the body, putting on the finishing 
touches. He was trying to place camphor balls in the nostri ls and the job 
was proving a little awkward. Mr. Cuffy had enormous nostri ls. Tanwing 
had to wrap the camphor balls in cotton wool before they would stay in. 
Tanwing had the disquieting habit of constantly passing a finger under 
his own nostrils as though he had a runny nose, or as though he could 
smell something nobody else could. 

When Dhaniram and Preacher left the room they were met by Chit
taranjan. Dhaniram almost fell on Chittaranjan's shoulder, because he had 
to stoop to embrace him. 

"You overdoing this thing, you know, Dhaniram," Chittaranjan said. 
"You ain't fooling nobody." 

"She gone, Goldsmith," Dhaniram sobbed. "She gone."  
"Who gone, Dhaniram?" 
"The doolahin gone, Goldsmith. She run away with Lorkhoor." 
"Come, sit down and drink some coffee." 
"She take up she clothes and she jewellery and she gone. She gone, 

Goldsmith. Now it ain't have nobody to look after me or the old lady. " 
Outside the men were singing a calypso about the election: 
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And I tell my gal, 
Keep the thing in place. 
And when they come for the vote, 
just wash down their face. 

The drinking and singing continued all that night and into the morn
ing. Then they buried Mr. Cuffy. Preacher did the preaching. 
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Democracy Takes Root in Elvira 

In Mr. Cuffy's yard the flambeaux had burned themselves out and were 
beaded with dew. The smell of stale rum hung in the still morning air. 
Under the almond trees benches lay in disorder. Many were overturned; 
all were wet with dew and coffee or rum. Around the benches, amid the 
old, trampled almond leaves, there were empty bottles and glasses, and 
enamel cups half full of coffee; there were many more in the dust under 
the low floor of Mr. Cuffy's house. The house was empty. The windows 
and doors were wide open. 

It was time for the motorcade. 
Outside Chittaranjan 's the taxis were parked in jaunty confusion, ban

ners on their radiators and backs, their doors covered with posters still 
tacky with paste. The taxi-drivers too had a jaunty air. They were all 
wearing cardboard eye-shades, printed on one side, in red, DO YOUR PART, 

and on the reverse, voTE THE HEART. 

Some taxis grew restless in the heat and prowled about looking for 
more advantageous parking places. Disputes followed. The air rang with 
inventive obscenities. 

Then a voice approached, booming with all the authority of the loud
speaker: "Order, my good people! My good people, keep good order! I 
am begging you and beseeching you." 

It was Baksh. 
Without formal negotiation or notification he was campaigning for 

Harbans. In the loudspeaker van he ran up and down the line of taxis, 
directing, rebuking, encouraging: "The eyes of the world is on you, my 
good people. Get into line, get into line. Keep the road clear. Don't 
disgrace yourself in the eyes of the world, my good people." 
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His admonitions had their effect. Soon the motorcade was ready to 
start. 

Harbans, Chittaranjan, Dhaniram and Mahadeo sat in the first car. 
Dhaniram was too depressed, Mahadeo too exhausted, to respond with 
enthusiasm to the people who ran to the roadside and shouted, "Do your 
part, man! Vote the heart! " 

Mrs. Baksh and the young Bakshes had a car to themselves. Mrs. 
Baksh was not only reconciled to the election, she was actually enjoying 
it, though she pretended to be indifferent. She had decked out the young 
Bakshes. Carol and Zilla had ribbons in their hair, carried small white 
handbags which contained nothing, and small paper fans from Hong
Kong. The boys wore socks and ties. Herbert and Rafiq waved to the 
children of poorer people until Zilla said, "Herbert and Rafiq, stop low-

. If " ratmg yourse . 
Baksh was with Foam in the loudspeaker van. He did his best to 

make up to Harbans for all the damage and distress he had caused him. 
He said, "This is the voice of . . .  Baksh. Mazurus Baksh here. This is the 
voice of . . .  Baksh, asking each and every one of you, the good people 
of Elvira, to vote for your popular candidate, Mr. Surujpat Harbans. Re
member, good people of Elvira, I, Mazurus Baksh, not fighting the election 
again. I giving my support to Mr. Surujpat Harbans. For the sake of 
unity, my good people. This is the voice of . . .  Baksh." 

Then Foam played the Richard Tauber record of the campaign song: 

And oh, my darling, 
Should we ever say goodbye, 
I know we both should die, 
My heart and I 

And Baksh added, "Don't let nobody fool you, my good people. Vote 
the heart. Make your X with a black lead pencil, my good people. A 
black lead pencil . Not a red pencil or a pen. Do your part. This is the 
voice of . . .  Baksh." 

The motorcade was well organized. One van alone carried food-roll� 
dalpun· and curried goat. Another carried hard l iquor and soft drinks. There 
were small mishaps. Two or three cars broke down and had to be pushed 
out of the way. Once the motorcade enthusiastically went beyond Elvira, 
snarled with the motorcades of other candidates in the next constituency, 
and when the dust settled Chittaranjan saw that the first half of the mo
torcade, which contained the candidate, the committee and the loudspeaker 
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van, had got detached from the second half, which carried the food and 
the l iquor. 

A long grey van pulled up. It belonged to the Trinidad Film Board, 
who were shooting scenes for a Colonial Office documentary film about 
political progress in the colonies, the script of which was to be written, 
poetically, in London, by a minor British poet. Apart from the driver and 
an impressive tangle of equipment behind the front seat, the van carried 
a negro cameraman dressed for the job: green eye-shade, unlit cigar, 
wide, brilliant tie, broad-collared shirt open at the neck, sleeves neatly 
rolled up to mid-forearms. The cameraman chewed his cigar, sizing up 
Harbans's diminished motorcade. 

Chittaranjan went to him. "You drawing photo?" 
The cameraman chewed. 
"If is photo you drawing, well, draw out a photo of we candidate."  
Harbans smiled wanly a t  the cameraman. 
The cameraman chewed, nodded to his driver and the van moved off. 
"Everybody want bribe these days," Chittaranjan said. 
He sent Foam off in the loudspeaker van to look for the rest of the 

motorcade. Foam came upon them parked not far off in a side road near 
Piarco Airport. The food van had been plundered; the liquor van was 
being noisily besieged. Harichand was there, Lutchman, Sebastian, Haq, 
and Rampiari 's husband, moving about easily on a bandaged foot. 

Foam broke the party up. All went smoothly after that. 

Baksh made one last attempt to cause trouble. 
It happened after the motorcade, early in the evening, when Harbans 

was sitting in Chittaranjan's drawing-room, signing voucher after petrol 
voucher. He was giving each car six gallons for polling day. Baksh said 
it  wasn't enough. 

Harbans said, "Ooh. When that finish, Baksh, come back to me and 
I go give you another voucher. " 

Baksh snorted. "Ha! Is so you want to fight elections? You mean, when 
my gas finish, I must put down whatever I doing? Put it down and come 
running about looking for you? Look for you, for you to give me another 
voucher? Another voucher for me to go and get more gas? Get gas to go 
back and take up whatever it was I was doing before I put it down to come 
running about looking for you . . .  " He completed the argument again .  

The taxi-drivers were drunk and not paying too much attention, and 
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nothing would have come of Baksh's protests but for a small accident. 
Chittaranjan had, at his own expense, got his workmen to make heart

shaped buttons for Harbans's agents and taxi-drivers to wear on polling 
day. Shortly after the motorcade Foam came downstairs to distribute the 
buttons. They were in a shoebox. A taxi-driver at the bottom of the steps 
tried to grab a handful. The man was drunk and his action was high
spirited, nothing more. But Foam turned nasty; he was thoroughly tired 
out by all the festivities, first Mr. Cuffy's wake, then the motorcade. 

He said, "Take your thiefing hand away!" That was bad enough, but 
as Foam spoke his temper rose, and he added, "I going to make you wait 
till last for your button." 

When he finally offered, the man declined. "I don't want none." 
"Come on. Ain't you was grabbing just now? Take the button." 
"Not going to take no damn button. All you people running about 

behaving like some damn civil servant, pushing away people hand as if 
people hand dirty." He raised his voice: "My hand ain't dirty, you hear. 
You hearing me good? I is a taxi-driver, but I does bathe every day, you 
hear. My hand ain't dirty, you hear. " 

A crowd began to gather. 
Foam said, "Take your button, man."  
The other taxi-drivers were already sporting theirs. 
Foam tried to pin the button on the driver's shirt. 
The driver pushed him away and Foam almost fell. 
The taxi-driver addressed his audience: "They want to use people car, 

but they don't want to give people no button. I ask for one little button 
and the man push away my hand and practically threaten to beat me up. 
Giving button to everybody. Everybody. And when he come to me, pass
ing me. I is a dog? My name is Rex? I does go bow-wow-wow? Well, I 
is not a dog, and my name ain 't Rex, and I ain't taking no damn button." 

Foam's tactics were wrong. He tried to be reasonable. He said, "I 
threaten to beat you up? Or you mean that you try to grab the whole 
shoebox of button?" 

The driver laughed. He turned his back on Foam and walked away, 
the taxi-drivers making a path for him; then he turned and walked back 
to Foam and the ring of taxi-drivers closed again. "Is so all you people 
does get on. So much money all-you spend for this election and now, on 
the second-to-last night, all-you start offending people and start getting 
insultive and pussonal ."  

Foam continued to  be reasonable. "I was insultive?" 
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But nobody was listening. 
Another taxi-driver was saying, "And today, when they was sharing 

out food, I ain't even get a l ittle smell. When I go and ask, they tell me 
it finish. When I go and ask for a little shot of grog, they drive me away. 
Harbans spending a lot of money, but is  the people that helping him out 
who going to be responsible if he lose the election. I mean, man, no food, 
no grog. Things l ike that don't sound nice when you say it outside." 

And then came this talk about petrol. 
"Six gallons ain't enough," Baksh said. 
Somebody else said, "You know how much they giving taxi-drivers 

in Port of Spain? Thirty dollars a day. And then in addition too besides, 
they fulling up your tank for you, you hear. And it have good good roads 
in Port of Spain that not going to l ick up your car. " 

That at once made matters worse. 
Chittaranjan, Mahadeo and Harbans were upstairs, besieged by more 

taxi-drivers. Harbans was fill ing in petrol vouchers as Chittaranjan called 
out the amount, the number of the taxi, the name of the driver. They were 
not using the cedar dining-table; it was too good for that; Chittaranjan 
had brought out the large kitchen table, spread it over with newspapers 
and jammed it, l ike a counter, in the doorway between the drawing-room 
and the veranda. The drivers pressed around the table, waiting for Harbans 
to fil l  in and sign their vouchers. Mahadeo was trying to keep some order 
among the drivers, fruitlessly. They shouted, they cursed, laughed, com
plained; their shoes grated and screeched on the tiled floor. Harbans filled 
in and signed, filled in and signed, in a daze, not looking up. 

Through all the press Chittaranjan sensed that something was wrong 
downstairs, and he sent Mahadeo to see what was happening. Mahadeo 
came back with the news that unless the men were given at least ten 
gallons of petrol they were going to go on strike the next day. 

The taxi-drivers around the table took up the cry. 
"Ten gallons, man. I got a big American car. No English matchbox. 

I does only do fifteen miles to the gallon. Six gal lons is l ike nothing to 
my car, man." 

"In Port of Spain they ful ling up your tank for you." 
"Let Harbans watch out. He think he only saving two gallons of gas. 

If he ain't careful he saving hisself the trouble of going up to Port of 
Spain every Friday afternoon to sit down in that Legislative Council . "  

Not even Chittaranjan's authority could quell the unrest. 
"Mahadeo," Chittaranjan called. "Go down and tell them that they 
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going to  get their ten gal lons. Those that get six, tel l them to come up 
for another voucher. " 

Harbans didn't stop to think. 
Chittaranjan just whispered to him, "Ten gallons. Driver name Ra

pooch. He taxi number is HT 3 2 1 7. " 

And Harbans wrote, and wrote. If he stopped to think he felt he 
would break down and cry. His wrinkled hand perspired and shook; it  
had never done so much writing at one time. 

Mahadeo went downstairs and spread the healing word. 

Elvira was stirring before dawn. A fine low mist lay over the hil ls, 
promising a hot, thundery day. As the darkness waned the mist l ifted, 
copying the contours of the land, and thinned, layer by layer. Every tree 
was distinct. Soon the sun would be out, the mist would go, the trees 
would become an opaque green tangle, and polling would begin. 

Polling was to begin at seven; but the fun began before that. The Elvira 
Estate had given its workers the day off; so had the Public Works Depart
ment. Chittaranjan gave his two workmen the day off and put on a clean 
shirt. Baksh gave himself the day off. He rose early and went straight off 
to start celebrating with Rampiari's husband and the others. As soon as 
he was up Foam went over to Chittaranjan 's. Harbans was there already. 
Harbans had wanted to spend the night in Elvira, but Chittaranjan had 
advised him not to, considering the irreverent mood of the taxi-drivers. 

Mahadeo, according to Chittaranjan, was behaving even at that early 
hour in an entirely shameless way. He was drunk and, what was worse, 
drinking with the enemy. 

Chittaranjan, his hat on, his shirt hanging nice and clean on him, said, 
"I did feel l ike l ifting up my hand and giving Mahadeo one good clout 
with my elbow. I meet him drinking with some good-for-nothing and I say, 
'Why for you drinking with these good-for-nothing, Mahadeo?' I did expect 
a straight answer. But the man drunk too bad, man. He tell me he drinking 
with them because he want to find out which way the wind blowing." 

At seven, or thereabouts, the polling stations opened. Presently there 
were queues. Agents sat on the roots of trees sti l l cool with dew, ticking 
off names on duplicated electoral l ists, giving cards to voters, instructing 
the forgetful in the art of making an X. "No, old man, they ain't want 
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two X." "Ah, mahara;i'n, it ain't a scorpion they want you to draw. Is a 
X. Look . . .  " "No, man. They ain't want you to vote for everybody. You 
just put your little X by the heart. Do your part, man." "You want to 
kill him or what? Not r'nside the heart, man." 

Foam's job was to see that the organization worked smoothly. He 
had to see that the food van made regular rounds; officially, this was to 
feed agents and other accredited representatives, but many other people 
were to benefit. He had to make periodic tours of the polling stations to 
see that no one played the fool. 

At ten o'clock Foam reported: "They staggering the voting at the 
school ."  

"Staggering?" 
"Taking six seven minutes over one vote." 
Chittaranjan said, "I did always feel that man was going to make 

trouble. You better go and see him, Mr. Harbans." 
Harbans knew what that meant. 
He went to the school, Teacher Francis's domain, but now in the 

holidays without Teacher Francis, who was in Port of Spain. 
There was a long complaining queue. 
Foam said, "A lot of people leave because they didn't want to stand 

up all this time." 
The clerk, a cheerful young negro, greeted Harbans with unabashed 

warmth. "Is a big big day for you today, Mr. Harbans." 
"Ooh, I hear you having a l ittle trouble here." 
"People ain't even know their own name, Mr. Harbans." 
"But ain't they got a number?" 
The clerk didn't stop smiling. "I ain't want to know their number. 

Want to know their name." 
"Ooh. And when they tell you their name, you spend a long long time 

finding out whether they on the list, and then sometimes you does ask them 
to spell out their name? Let we look at the election regulations together. " 

The clerk brightened. 
From his hip pocket Harbans pulled out an orange pamphlet folded 

in two. He opened it so that only he and the clerk could see what was 
inside. It was a ten-dol lar note. 

The clerk said, "Hm. 1 see what you mean. My mistake. Just leave 
these regulations here, Mr. Harbans."  
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Foam was still anxious. "You can 't be too careful in this place. In 
Trinidad you can't say anybody win election until they draw their first 
pay. We have to follow the ballot-boxes back to the Warden Office, 
otherwise you don't know what sort of chicanery they not going to try." 

For that task he and Chittaranjan had chosen men of tried criminality. 
One man asked, "You want me take my cutlass, Goldsmith?" 
"I don't want you to land yourself in the Supreme Court again," 

Chittaranjan said. "Just take a good stick." 

Dhaniram stayed at home all morning. With no doolahin about, he 
had to empty his wife's spitting-cup; he had to cook for her; he had to 
l ift her from her bed, make the bed, and put her back on it .  He had no 
time to think about the election, yet when he went to Chittaranjan's he 
announced, "Things going good good for you up Cordoba way, Mr. 
Harbans. I spend the whole morning there." 

Chittaranjan barely widened his smile. "Is a funny thing that you 
didn't see Foam. Foam going around everywhere all morning." 

Dhaniram changed the subject. "I too break up by the doolahin and 
Lorkhoor." He did indeed look ravaged; his skin was yellower, his eyes 
smaller, redder, without a twinkle. 

But he was going to get no sympathy from Harbans. Foam's reports 
from the polling stations had convinced Harbans that he had practically 
won the election. 

He kept making little jokes with Chittaranjan and Dhaniram. 
"I wonder what colour the cheque going to be." 
Chittaranjan couldn't enter into the spirit of the game. "I don't think 

they does pay members of the Legislative Council by cheque. I think you 
does get a sorta voucher. You got to cash it at the Treasury." 

"But what colour you think that is?" 
"All government voucher white," Chittaranjan said. 
"Ooh, ooh. Least I did expect it woulda be pink or green or some

thing nice l ike that. Eh, Goldsmith? Ooh, ooh. Just white, eh?" He laughed 
and slapped Chittaranjan on the back. 

Chittaranjan preserved his gravity. 
"The thing to make sure you win now," he said, "is rain." 
"Ooh, ooh. " Harbans poked Dhaniram in the ribs. Dhaniram laughed 

painfully. "Listen to the goldsmith, Pundit. Rain! Ooh, ooh." 
"Rain," Chittaranjan explained, "going to keep back all those people 
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who going to vote for Preacher. Preacher ain't got cars to take them to 
the polling station. We got all the cars ." 

"Ooh, Goldsmith, how you could wish that for the poor man? I ain't 
have nothing against Preacher, man. Eh, Dhaniram?" 

"I ain't got nothing against him neither," Dhaniram said. 
Chittaranjan said, "Talking about taxi remind that the ringleader last 

night ain't even turn out this morning." He consulted his chart. "Oumadh. 
HV 5 736." 

"Ooh. HV 5736, eh?" Harbans laughingly noted the number in a small 
note-book. "We go fix him up, Goldsmith. Going to put the pol ice on 
his tail . Parking. Speeding. Overloading. From now on he going to spend 
more time in court than driving taxi. Eh, Goldsmith? Eh, Dhaniram?" 

Baksh spent the morning drinking with Mahadeo and Rampiari's hus
band and Harichand. Mahadeo didn't even vote. He had clean forgotten. 

At noon Ramlogan closed his shop and came across. 
"Ooh, Ramlogan, man,"  Harbans greeted him. "Look out, man!" 

Ramlogan roared with laughter. 
"Look out, man, Ramlogan. Ooh, you getting fat as a balloon. Ooh, 

he go bust. Ooh. "  Harbans poked Ramlogan in the belly. 
Ramlogan laughed even louder. "You done win already, Mr. Harbans. " 
Harbans showed his neat false teeth and dug Dhaniram in the ribs. 

"How he could say so, eh, Pundit? How he could say so? Ooh, Ramlogan !"  
"But you done win, man." 
"Ooh, Ramlogan, you mustn't talk l ike that, man. You putting goat

mouth on me." 
And many more people kept coming to congratulate Harbans that 

afternoon. Even people who had announced that they were going to 
vote for Preacher and had in fact voted for Preacher, even they came and 
hung around Chittaranjan's shop. One man said, to nobody in partic
ular, "I is a kyarpenter. Preacher can't afford to give me no kyarpenter
ing work. Preacher and people who voting for Preacher don't build 
house." 

The attitude of the policemen changed. In the morning they had been 
cautious and reserved: most of them had come from outside districts and 
didn't know much about the prospects of the candidates. In the afternoon 
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they began to treat Harbans and his agents with respect. They waved 
and smiled and tried to keep their batons out of sight. 

And then Chittaranjan had his wish. It rained. The roads became muddy 
and slippery; agents had to leave their positions under trees and move 
under houses; taxis, their windows up and misted over, steamed inside. 

By three o'clock nearly everyone who was going to vote had voted. 
It was a fantastically high poll, more than eighty-three per cent. The fact 
was noted with approval in official reports. 

Foam's last duty was to keep an eye on the ballot-box at the polling 
station in the school. At five o 'clock he went with a taxi-driver and waited. 
Through the open door he could see the poll clerk, the staggerer of the 
morning's vote, sitting at Teacher Francis 's own table, flanked by Harbans's 
agent and a negro girl, one of Preacher's few agents. The ballot-box 
looked old and brown and unimportant. Foam could see the clerk taking 
out the ballot-papers and counting them. 

Harbans 's agent came to the door and waved to Foam. 
Foam shouted, "You is a ass. Go back and see what they doing." 
The agent was a slim young man, almost a boy, with a waist that 

looked dangerously narrow. He said, "Everything under control, man," 
but he went back to the table. 

The watch lasted until dark. 
The policeman who had been hanging about outside the school went 

up the concrete steps. The clerk said something to him. The policeman 
came down the steps, went across the road and called, "Bellman!" He 
spoke with a strong Barbadian accent. 

A middle-aged negro in washed-out khaki trousers and a thick flannel 
vest came out into his veranda. 

"Bellman, you got a lamp? They want it borrow over here." 
Bellman brought out an oil lamp. Unprotected, the flame swayed and 

rose high, smoking thickly. 
Bellman said, "I sending in my account to the Warden." 
The policeman laughed and took the lamp to the school. The checking 

was still going on. Apparently there had been some mistake in the check
ing because the ballot-box had been emptied again and the ballot-papers 
lay in a jagged white pile on the table. 

The taxi-driver said, "If that agent don't look out, they work some 
big big sort of trick here, you know." 
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The policeman looked at Foam and the taxi-driver and swung his 
long baton, a casual warning. 

Another of Harbans's taxis came up. The driver leaned out and asked, 
"You got the score here yet?" 

Harbans's agent, hearing the noise, came out with a sheet of paper. 
"Preliminary," he said, smiling, handing it over. 

"Haul your tail back quick," Foam said. "See what they doing." 
The agent smiled and ran back up the steps. 
Foam's taxi-driver said, "What you want for elections is strong agents. 

Strong strong agents." 
They looked at the paper. 
Foam read: "Harbans 3 2 5 ,  Thomas 5 7, Baksh 2.

" 

The other taxi-driver whistled. "We giving them licks on all fronts, 
But some people don 't listen at all, man. Baksh get two votes after the 
man ask them not to vote for him." Then he delivered his own news: 
"At Cordoba, Harbans 3 7 5 ,  Thomas 1 9, Baksh o. At Cordoba again, the 
second polling station, is Harbans 34 5 ,  Thomas 2 1 ,  Baksh o. " 

Foam's taxi-driver said "Yaah!"  and took a drink of rum from the 
bottle on the dashboard shelf. 

The other taxi-driver drove away. 
The box was being sealed and signed. 
Foam couldn't help feeling sorry for Preacher's agent. She was one 

of those who had sung the hymns at Mr. Cuffy's wake. She sat unflinch
ingly at the table, being brave and unconcerned; while Harbans's agent, 
to the disgust of Foam and the taxi-driver, was jumping about here and 
there, doing goodness knows what. 

Bellman pushed his head through his window curtain and said, "Look, 
all-you finish with my lamp? That costing the Warden six cents, you 
know. I sure all-you done burn six cents' pitch-oil already."  

They were finished. The box was sealed, signed and brought out to  
the steps. The policeman took the lamp back to  Bellman; then he rejoined 
the girl, Harbans's agent and the bal lot-box. The clerk was padlocking 
the school door. 

Foam shouted, "What the hell all-you waiting for?" 
Harbans 's agent smiled. 
They waited for about twenty minutes. 
The clerk went home. The girl, Preacher's agent, went home. Bar

bans's agent said, "This is a lot of arseness. Foreman, you could look 
after the ballot-box now yourself. I hungry like hel l ." 
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Foam said, "Good. Go. But I marking you for this. You hungry? You 
ain't eat? The food van ain't bring you nothing?" 

"What food van? I ain't even see the food van. Everybody did tell me 
about this famous food van, but I ain't see nothing." And he went home. 

Foam said to his taxi-driver, "Let that teach you a lesson. Never pay 
people in advance." 

The policeman kept on coughing in the darkness. 
"Put on your lights," Foam said. 
When the lights went on, the policeman stopped coughing. 
The taxi-driver went for a little walk. Then Foam went for a l ittle 

walk. The policeman was still waiting. 
When it was nearly half-past seven and it seemed that no one had 

even honourable designs on the ballot-box, Foam lost his patience. 
He went to the policeman. "What you waiting for?" 
The policeman said, "I ain't know. They did just tell me to wait. " 
"You want a lift to the Warden Office?" 
"You going there?" 
They took the policeman and the ballot-box to the Warden's Office. 
In the asphalt yard next to the Warden's Office Foam heard the loud-

speaker-his father's voice; and he heard the enthusiastic shouts of the 
crowd. Apparently some results had already been rechecked and given 
out as official. 

They delivered the policeman and the ballot-box; then they drove 
through the crowd to a free place in the yard. 

Baksh was announcing: "Kindly corporate with the police. Keep death 
off the roads. Beware of the Highway Code. This is the voice of Baksh 
telling you to beware of the Highway Code and keep death off the roads. 
Come in a Iii bit more, ladies and gentlemen. Come in a Iii bit. Another 
result just come in. But come in a Iii bit more fust. This is the voice of 
Baksh begging you and beseeching you to corporate with the Highway 
Code and keep death off the roads. Another result. From Cordoba, station 
number one. Another result. From Cordoba One. Final result. Baksh 
nought. Baksh nought. " 

The crowd appreciated the joke. 
"Harbans 364, Harbans 364." 
Clamour. 
"Come in a Iii bit ladies and gentlemen. Be aware of the Highway 

Code. Beware of the Highway Code. Thomas 4 5 · "  
Shouts of  "Yaah!"  Spontaneous drumming on  car bonnets. 
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Baksh took advantage of the pause to have another drink. The gur
gling noises were magnified by the loudspeaker. Someone was heard 
saying, "Give me a chance at the loudspeaker. Beware of the Highway 
Code, ladies and gentlemen. Beware . . .  " Baksh's voice broke in, conver
sationally, "Is for the government I working tonight, you know. Not for 
any- and everybody. But for the government." Then officially: "Thomas 
4 5 ·  Thomas 4 5 · "  

What Baksh said was true. He  was working for the government, as 
an official announcer; he had paid well to get the job. 

The loudspeaker was silent for some time. 
Then there was a shout, and sustained frenzied cheering. Harbans had 

appeared. In his moment of triumph he managed to look sad and absent
minded. The crowd didn't mind. They rushed to him and lifted him on 
their shoulders and they took him to the loudspeaker van and made him 
stand on one of the wings and then they grabbed the microphone from 
Baksh and thrust it into Harbans's hands and shouted, "Speech!"  

Baksh tried to  get the microphone back. 
"This is government business, man. All-you want me to get in trouble 

or what?" 
Harbans didn't object. "Is true, eh, Baksh?" and he passed the micro

phone back. 
"Ladies and gentlemen, corporate with the police. Beware of the High

way Code. Be aware of the Highway Code, ladies and gentlemen."  
The crowd shouted obscene abuse a t  Baksh. Some of i t  was picked 

up by the loudspeaker. 
"Ladies and gentlemen, unless you corporate with the government 

and unless and until you corporate with the police and start bewaring of 
the Highway Code, I cannot give out the last and final  result which I 
have at this very present moment in my own own hand. Ladies and 
gentlemen, come in a Iii bit fust, ladies and gentlemen. Keep the road 
clear. Keep death off the roads. Think before you drink. Drive slowly. 
'Rrive safely. Come in a Iii bit fust. Last result. Last result. Corporate 
with the police. Last result. Final grand total. Ladies and gentlemen, come 
in a Iii bit." 

Harbans remained on the wing of the van, almost forgotten. 
"Baksh 56. Baksh 56. "  
Boos. Ironical cheers. Laughter. 
"Repeat. Final result. Baksh 56. Harbans five thousand . . .  " 
Tumult. 
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"Beware of the Highway Code. Harbans five thousand, three hundred 
and thirty-six. Five three three six." 

The crowd swarmed around the van, grabbed at Harbans's ankles, 
knees. Some offered up hands. Harbans grabbed them with astonishing 
vigour and shook them fervently. 

Baksh tried to carry on calmly, l ike a man on government business. 
"Thomas seven hundred . . .  " 

They wanted to hear no more. 
Baksh shouted at them without effect. He shouted and shouted and 

then waited for them to calm down. 
"Ladies and gentlemen, you is not corporating. Thomas seven hundred 

and sixteen. Seven one six. And so, ladies and gentlemen, I give you your 
new Onble Member of the Legislative Council, Mr. Surujpat Harbans. 
But before I give him to you, let me make a final appeal to corporate 
with the police. Beware of the Highway Code." 

Harbans, on the wing, was in tears when he took the microphone. 
His voice, coming over the loudspeaker, was a magnified coo. "I want to 
thank everybody. I want to thank you and you and you . . .  " 

Somebody whispered, "The police." 
" . . .  and I want to thank the police and the Warden and the clerks 

and I want to thank everybody who vote for me and even people who 
ain't vote for me. I want to thank . . .  " Tears prevented him from going 
on. 

Baksh recovered the microphone. "Corporate, ladies and gentlemen. 
That was your new Onble Member of the Legislative Council, Mr. Suruj
pat Harbans." 

Foam wandered among the crowd looking for members of the com
mittee. Mahadeo was drunk and useless. Dhaniram he couldn't see. At 
the edge of the yard, in the darkness, he saw Chittaranjan, leaning against 
the radiator of a car. 

"Well, Goldsmith, we do it. We win." 
Chittaranjan pressed down his hat and folded his arms. "What else 

you did expect?" 

At that moment Preacher was going around briskly from house to 
house, thanking the people. 

And so democracy took root in Elvira. 
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The Case of Whisky 

Harbans spent the rest of that night settling his bills. The taxi-drivers 
had to be paid off, Ramlogan's rum-account settled, petrol vouchers hon
oured, agents given bonuses. And when all that was done, Harbans left 
Elvira, intending never to return. 

But he did return, once. 
It was because of that case of whisky Ramlogan had promised the 

committee of the winning candidate. Ramlogan wanted the presentation 
to be made in style, by the new Member of the Legislative Council. 
Chittaranjan thought it was fitting. He hadn 't always approved of the 
publicity Ramlogan gave the case of whisky; but now he was glad of the 
excuse to get Harbans back in Elvira. Harbans hadn't dropped a word 
about marrying his son to Nelly. Chittaranjan knew the rumours that had 
been going around Elvira during the campaign, knew that people were 
laughing at him behind his back. But that had only encouraged him to 
work harder for Harbans. He had made those heart-shaped buttons at his 
own expense. He had worn his visiting outfit nearly every day; he had 
used up one shirt; his shoes needed half-soling. Harbans had taken it all 
for granted. 

The presentation was fixed for the Friday after polling day; it was to 
take place outside Chittaranjan's shop. Benches and chairs were brought 
over from the school. Dhaniram lent his Petromax. Chittaranjan lent a 
small table and a clean tablecloth. On the tablecloth they placed the case 
of whisky stencilled WHITE HORSE WHISKY PRODUCE OF SCOTLAND I 2 

BOTTLES . On the case of whisky they placed a small Union Jack
Ramlogan's idea: he wanted to make the whole thing legal and respectable. 

Haq and Sebastian came early and sat side by side on the bench 
against Chittaranjan's shop. Harichand came, Rampiari's husband, Lurch-
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man. Tiger came and sniffed at the table legs. Haq shooed him off, but 
Tiger stayed to chase imaginary scents all over Chittaranjan's terrace. 

Foam dressed for the occasion as though he were going to Port of 
Spain. 

Mrs. Baksh asked, "And what you going to do with the three bottle 
of whisky? Drink it?" 

"Nah," Foam said. "Keeping it. Until Christmas. Then going to sell 
it in Chaguanas. You could get anything up to eight dollars for a botttle 
of White Horse at Christmas ." 

"You say that. But I don't think it would please your father heart to 
see three bottle of whisky remaining quiet in the house all the t ime until 
Christmas." 

"Well, you better tell him not to touch them. Otherwise it going to 
have big big trouble between me and he."  

Mrs. Baksh sighed. Only three months ago, i f  Foam had talked like 
that, she could have slapped him. But the election had somehow changed 
Foam; he was no longer a boy. 

Ramlogan prepared with the utmost elaborateness. He rubbed himself 
down with coconut oil; then he had a bath in lukewarm water impreg
nated with leaves of the neem tree; then he rubbed himself down with 
Canadian Healing Oil and put on his striped blue three-piece suit. A 
handkerchief hung rather than peeped from his breast pocket. His enor
mous brown shoes were highly polished; he had even bought a pair of 
laces for them. He wore no socks and no tie. 

Chittaranjan put on his visiting outfit, Mahadeo his khaki uniform. 
Dhaniram wasn't going to be there. He was so distressed by the loss 

of the doolahin that he had lost interest even in his tractor. He didn't see 
how he could replace the girl. He was a fussy Brahmin; he couldn 't just 
get an ordinary servant to look after his food. Ideally, he would have 
l iked another daughter-in-law. 

Outside Chittaranjan's shop the crowd thickened. People were coming 
from as far as Cordoba and Pueblo Road. It was l ike Mr. Cuffy's wake 
all over again. 

Foam told the other members of the committee, sitting in Chittaran
jan's drawing-room, "I feel it going to have some trouble tonight." 

Chittaranjan felt that himself, and despite his friendship with Ramlo
gan, snapped out, "Well, if people must show off . . .  " 

Ramlogan took it wel l . He laughed, took out his handkerchief and 
fanned his face. "Gosh, but these three-piece suit hot, man. What trouble 
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it could have? Whisky is for the committee, not for everybody in Elvira. 
Election over, and they know that." 

It was Friday evening; the people downstairs were in the week-end 
mood. Talk and laughter and argument floated up to the drawing-room. 

"They could say what they want to say. But I know that Baksh coulda 
win that election easy easy." 

"What I want to know is, who put Harbans in the Council? Commit
tee or the people?" 

"No, man. Is not one case of whisky. Is twelve case." 
"Hear what I say. Preacher lose the election the night Cawfee dead. 

I was backing the man strong, man. Had two dollars on him." 
"That one case under the Union Jack is just a sort of sign for al l  the 

twelve case." 
"If Cawfee didn't throw up his four foot and dead, you think Harbans 

coulda win?" 
"Yes, twelve case of whisky on one small table wouldn 't look nice." 
Then Harbans came. 
"Pappa! Eh, but what happen to the old Dodge lorry?" 
Harbans had come in a brand-new blue-and-black Jaguar. 
"Lorry! What happen to Harbans?" 
He wasn 't the candidate they knew. Gone was the informality of 

dress, the loose trousers, the tie around the waist, the open shirt. He was 
in a double-breasted grey suit. The coat was a little too wide and a little 
too long; but that was the tailor's fault. Harbans didn't wave. He looked 
preoccupied, kept his eye on the ground, and when he hawked and spat 
in the gutter, pulled out an ironed handkerchief and wiped his lips-not 
wiped even, patted them-in the fussiest way. 

The people of Elvira were hurt. 
He didn't coo at anybody, didn't look at anybody. He made his way 

silently through the silent crowd and went straight up the steps into 
Chittaranjan's drawing-room. The crowd watched him go up and then 
they heard him talking and they heard Ramlogan talking and laughing. 

They didn't like it at all . 
Presently the committee appeared on the veranda. Foam looked down 

and waved. Mahadeo looked down and waved. Harbans didn't look down; 
Chittaranjan didn't look down; and Ramlogan, for a man who had just 
been heard laughing loudly, looked ridiculously solemn. 

The walk down the polished red stairs became a grave procession. 
Foam and Mahadeo, at the back, had to clip their steps. 
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"Tock. Tock. Tock," Harichand said. "Pail Pail Paz:' Tocktocktock-
tock tock." 

The crowd laughed. Tiger barked. 
Chittaranjan frowned for silence, and got it. 
Harbans looked down at his shoes all the time, looking as miserable 

as if he had lost the election. Ramlogan would have liked to match Bar
bans's dignity, but he wanted to look at the crowd, and whenever he 
looked at the crowd he found it hard not to smile. 

The chairs and benches had been disarrayed. The crowd had spread 
out into the road and formed a solid semicircle around the case of whisky 
draped with the Union Jack. 

Harbans sat directly in front of the whisky. Ramlogan was on his 
right, Chittaranjan on his left. Foam was next to Ramlogan, Mahadeo 
next to Chittaranjan. Not far from Foam, on his right, Hag and Sebastian 
sat. 

As soon as the committee had settled down a man ran out from the 
crowd and whispered to Harbans. 

It was Baksh. 
He whispered, urgently, "Jordan can't come tonight. He sick ."  
The word aroused bitter memories. 
"Jordan?" Harbans whispered. 
"Sick?" Mahadeo said. 
Baksh ran back, on tiptoe, to the crowd. 
Sebastian looked on smiling. Hag sucked his teeth and spat. 
Chittaranjan stood up. "Ladies and gentlemen"-there were no ladies 

present-"tonight Mr. Harbans come back to Elvira, and we glad to wel
come him again. Mr. Harbans is a good friend. And Mr. Harbans could 
see, by just looking at the amount of people it have here tonight, how 
much all-you think of him in Elvira ." 

Harbans was whispering to Ramlogan, "Jordan sick? Who is Jordan? 
He fall sick too late." 

Ramlogan roared, for the audience. 
Chittaranjan shot him a look and went on, "I want to see the man 

who could come up to me and tell me to my face that is only because 
Mr. Harbans win a election that everybody come to see him. I know, 
speaking in my own pussonal, that even if Mr. Harbans didn 't win no 
election, Mr. Harbans woulda want to come back to Elvira, and all-you 
woulda want to come and see him." 



Epilogue: The Case of Whisky 

There was some polite clapping. 
"And so, ladies and gentlemen, without further ado, let me introduce 

Mr. Foreman Baksh. "  
Foam said, "Ladies and gentlemen, it nice to see so  much of  all-you 

here. Tonight Mr. Ramlogan"-he nodded towards Ramlogan, but Ram
logan was too busy talking to Harbans to notice-"Mr. Ramlogan going 
to present a case of whisky to the committee. The committee, ladies and 
gentlemen, of which I am proud and happy to be a member. Ladies and 
gentlemen, times changing. People do the voting, is true. But is the com
mittee that do the organizing. In this modern world, you can't get no
where if you don't organize. And now let me introduce Mr. Mahadeo." 

Foam's references to the whisky and the committee caused so much 
buzzing that Mahadeo couldn't begin. 

Baksh used the interval to run forward again . 
"Don't forget," he whispered to Harbans. "Jordan ain 't here. He sick ."  
Chittaranjan stood up and said sternly, "Ladies and gentlemen, Mr .  

Mahadeo want to say a few words."  
Mahadeo said, "Well, all-you must remember . . .  " 
Chittaranjan pulled at Mahadeo's trousers. 
Mahadeo broke off, confused, "I sorry, Goldsmith ."  He coughed. 

"Ladies and gentlemen."  He swallowed. "Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Har
bans ain't have nothing to do with the whisky. I ain't really know how 
the rumour get around, but this case of whisky"-he patted the Union 
Jack-"is for the committee, of which I am proud and happy to be a 
member. The whisky ain't for nobody else. Is not Mr. Harbans whisky. 
Is Mr. Ramlogan whisky." 

The buzzing rose again. 
Mahadeo looked at Ramlogan. "Ain't is your whisky, Mr. Ramlogan?" 
Ramlogan stood up and straightened his striped blue jacket. "Ladies 

and gentlemen, what Mr. Mahadeo say is the gospel truth, as the saying 
goes. Is my whisky. Is my idea." He sat down and immediately began to 
talk to Harbans again. 

The murmurings of the crowd couldn't be ignored. Mahadeo remained 
standing, not saying anything. 

Rampiari's husband, bandageless, came out from the crowd. "Wasn 't 
what we hear. We didn't hear nothing about no whisky for no committee. 
And I think I must say right here and now that Elvira people ain't l iking 
this bacchanal at all. Look at these poor people! They come from all over 
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the place. You think a man go put on his  clothes, take up his  good good 
self and walk from Cordoba to Elvira in the night-time with all this dew 
falling, just to see committee get a case of whisky?" 

Harichand said, "Everybody think they could kick poor people around. 
Let them take back their whisky. The people of Elvira ain't got their 
tongue hanging out like dog for nobody whisky, you hear. The people 
of Elvira still got their pride. Take back the damn whisky, man !"  

The people of  Elvira cheered Harichand. 
Ramlogan stopped talking to Harbans. Harbans's hands were tapping 

on his knees. 
Mahadeo, stil l standing, saying nothing, saw the crowd break up into 

agitated groups. He sat down. 
Ramlogan didn't smile when he looked at the crowd. 
Suddenly he sprang up and said, "I have a damn good mind to mash 

up the whole blasted case of whisky." He grabbed the case and the Union 
Jack slipped off. "Go ahead. Provoke me. See if I don't throw it down." 

The silence was abrupt. 
Ramlogan scowled, the case of whisky in his hands. 
Rampiari's husband walked up to him and said amiably, "Throw it 

down." 
The crowd chanted, "Throw it down! Throw it down!" Tiger barked. 
Chittaranjan said, "Sit down, bruds."  
Ramlogan replaced the case of  whisky and picked up the Union Jack. 
Baksh ran to Harbans. He didn't whisper this time. "Don't say I didn't 

tell you. Jordan sick. Remember that." 
Harbans was puzzled. 
"Why Jordan sick?" he asked Ramlogan. 
Ramlogan didn't laugh. 
The crowd became one again. Harichand and Rampiari's husband 

came to the front. 
Harichand said, "Mr. Harbans, I think I should tell you that the people 

of Elvira not going to take this insult lying down. They work hard for 
you, they waste their good good time and they go and mark X on ballot
paper for your sake." 

Rampiari's husband tightened his broad leather belt. "They putting 
money in your pocket, Mr. Harbans. Five years' regular pay. And the 
committee get pay for what they do. But look at these poor people. You 
drag them out from Cordoba and Ravine Road and Pueblo Road. I can 't 
hold back the people, Mr. Harbans."  



f-/Jltogue: The Case of Whisky 

Harbans yielded. He rose, held his hands together, cracked his fingers, 
shifted his gaze from his feet to his hands and said, cooing l ike the old 
Harbans, "The good people of Elvira work hard for me and I going to 
give Ramlogan a order to give ten case of whisky to the committee to 
give you. "  It would cost him about four hundred dollars, but it seemed 
the only way out. He couldn't make a run for his Jaguar. "Ten case of 
whisky. Good whisky." He gave a little coo and showed his false teeth . 
"Not White Horse, though. You can't get that every day." 

Almost miraculously, the crowd was appeased. They laughed at Har
bans's l ittle joke and chattered happily among themselves. 

But Chittaranjan was in the devil of a temper. He was annoyed with 
the crowd; annoyed with Harbans for giving in so easily to them; annoyed 
because he knew for sure now that Harbans never had any intention of 
marrying his son to Nelly; annoyed with Ramlogan for offering the 
whisky and making so much noise about it. 

He jumped up and shouted, "No!" It was his firm fighting voice. It 
stilled the crowd. "You people ain't got no shame at all . Instead of Mr. 
Harbans giving you anything more, you should be giving him something, 
for a change." 

The crowd was taken by surprise. 
"Most of you is Hindus. Mr. Harbans is a Hindu. He win a election. 

You should be giving him something. You should be saying prayers for 
him." 

There was a murmur. Not of annoyance, but incomprehension. 
"Say a kattha for him. Get pundit Dhaniram to read from the Hindu 

scriptures. "  
The effect was wonderful .  Even Rampiari's husband was shamed. He  

took off his hat and came a step o r  two nearer the case o f  whisky. "But 
Goldsmith, a kattha going to cost a lot of money." 

"Course it going to cost money!" 
Rampiari's husband withdrew. 
Harbans got up, cooing. "Ooh, Goldsmith. If they want to honour 

me with a kattha, we must let them honour me with a kattha. Ooh. Tell 
you what, eh, good people of Elvira. Make a little collection among your
self fust." 

The crowd was too astonished to protest. 
Only Hag staggered up and said, "Why for we should make a collec

tion for a Hindu kattha? We is Muslims." 
But no one heard him. Harbans was still speaking: "Make your col-
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lection fust." He flashed the false teeth again. "And for every dollar you 
collect, I go put a dollar, and with the money all of we put up, we go 
have the kattha. " Harbans had heard Haq though; so he turned to Foam, 
as a Muslim, for support. "Eh, Foreman? You don't think is the best 
idea?" 

Foam rose. "Is the best thing. And I agree with the goldsmith that 
the people of Elvira should give something to their own Onble Member." 

That really caused the trouble. 
Rampiari's husbarid didn't mind when Chittaranjan had said it. Every

one respected Chittaranjan as an honourable man, and everyone knew 
that he hadn't got a penny from Harbans. But when Foam said it, that 
was different. 

"Is all right for you to talk, Foreman Baksh," Rampiari 's husband said. 
"Your pocket ful l .  You get your two hundred dollars a month campaign
managing for Harbans." 

"And your father get a whole loudspeaking van," Harichand chipped 
in. "And everybody in Elvira damn well know that out of the fifty-six 
votes your father get, your father vote was one." 

Baksh danced to the front of the crowd. 
"What loudspeaking van?" he asked. 
Chittaranjan was on his feet again. "And we, the members of the 

committee, going to give back the case of whisky to Mr. Ramlogan."  
This made Mahadeo lose his temper. 
"Why? Why for we must give back the case of whisky?" 
"And how the hell you know I ain't vote for Harbans, Harichand?" 
"The clerk tell me," Harichand said. 
For a moment Baksh was nonplussed. Then he shouted, "Harbans, if 

you going to give money for a Hindu kattha, you damn well got to give 
the Muslims a ki'tab. " 

Mahadeo said, "Goldsmith, why for we must give back the whisky?" 
"Hush your mouth, you damn fool," Chittaranjan whispered. "We 

not giving it back really." 
Haq had limped right up to the whisky and was saying, "Muslim vote 

for Harbans too. What happen? They stop counting Muslim vote these 
days?" 

"All right," Harbans cooed. "All you Muslim make your collection 
for your kitab. And for every dollar you put, I go put one. Eh?" 

Then somebody else leapt up and asked what about the Christians. 
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Rampiari's husband shouted, "Haq, what the hell you doing there? 
You vote for Harbans?" 

"Who I vote for is my business. Nobody ain't make you a policeman 
yet." 

Then it was chaos. Rampiari's husband switched his attack to Baksh. 
Baksh was attacking Harbans. Foam was being attacked by innumerable 
anonymous people. Mahadeo was being attacked by people whose ill
nesses he had spurned. Haq was poking questions directly under Harbans's 
nose. Harbans was saying, "Ooh, ooh," and trying to pacify everybody. 
Only two objects remained immovable and constant: Chittaranjan and 
the case of whisky. 

Somehow, after minutes of tortuous altercation, something was de
cided. The committee were to give back the case of whisky. The people 
of Elvira were to get religious consolation. The Musl ims were to get their 
latah, the Hindus their kattha, the Christians their service. 

But nobody was really pleased. 
Ramlogan insisted that Harbans should give him back the case of 

whisky ceremonially. 
Harbans said, "Ladies and gentlemen, was nice of all-you to ask me 

down here today to give away this whisky. But I can't tell you how 
happy and proud it make me to see that the committee ain't want it. 
Committee do their duty, and duty is their reward." 

There was some derisory cheering. 
"So, Mr. Ramlogan, I give you back your whisky. And I glad to see 

that at this moment the people of Elvira putting God in their heart ." 
Foam said, "Three cheers for the Onble Surujpat Harbans. Hip-hip ." 
He got no response. 
Only, Baksh ran up. 
"Jordan sick, Mr. Harbans." 
"I hope he get better. " 
"For the last time, Mr. Harbans. Jordan sick ."  
The crowd pressed forward silently around the committee. 
Harbans buttoned his over-large coat and prepared to leave. He put 

his hand on the arm of Rampiari's husband, to show that he wasn 't 
cowed. "Give me a little break. Let me get through."  

Rampiari's husband folded h is  arms. 
"Give me a break, man. Last time I come to Elvira, I tell ing you. All 

you people driving me away." 
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Rampiari's husband said, "We know you is a Onble and thing now, 
but you deaf? You ain't hear what the man saying? Jordan sick." Ram
piari's husband turned his back to Harbans and addressed the crowd. 
"All-you see Jordan tonight?" 

The reply came in chorus: «No, we ain 't see}ordan. " 
"What happen to Jordan?" Rampiari's husband asked. 
jordan sick, " the crowd replied. 
Harbans looked at Chittaranjan. 
Chittaranjan said, "You better go."  
Jordan lived in one of  the many traces off the main road. It was a 

moonless night and the occasional oil lamps in the houses far back from 
the trace only made the darkness more terrible. At the heels of Harbans 
and his committee there was nearly half the crowd that had gathered 
outside Chittaranjan's shop. Tiger ran yapping in and out of the pro
cession. One horrible young labourer with glasses, gold teeth and a flower
pot hat pushed his face close to Harbans and said, "Don't worry with the 
old generation. Is the young generation like me you got to worry about. " 

Jordan was waiting for them, reclined on a couch in his front room, 
a plump sleepy-faced young negro with a pile of stiff kinky hair. He 
wore pyjamas that looked suspiciously new. Chittaranjan was surprised. 
Nobody in Elvira wore pyjamas. 

"Jordan," Harbans called. "You sick?" 
"Yes, man," Jordan said. "Stroke. Hit me all down here. " He ran his 

hand along his left side. 
"The man break up bad," Rampiari's husband said. "He can't do no 

more work for a long time to come." 
"It come sudden sudden," Jordan said. "I was drinking a cup of water 

and it come. Bam! Just l ike that." 
An old woman, a young woman and a boy came into the room. 
"Mother, wife, brother," Baksh explained. 
"Jordan supporting all of them," Harichand said. 
Chittaranjan regarded Jordan and Jordan's family with contempt. He 

said, "Give him ten dollars and let we go."  
"Ten!" Jordan exclaimed acidly. "Fifty." 
"Fifty at least," Baksh said. 
"At least," said Rampiari's husband. 
"Is not something j ust for Jordan," Baksh said. "You could say is a 

sort of thank-you present for everybody in Elvira ." 
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"Exactly," Harichand said. "Can't just come to a place and collect 
people good good vote and walk away. Don't look nice. Don't sound 

. 
" mce. 

Harbans said, "This election making me a pauper. They should pass 
some sort of law to prevent candidates spending too much money." But 
he pulled out his wallet. 

Jordan said, "God go bless you, boss."  
Harbans took two twenty-dollar notes and one ten-dollar note, crack

led them separately and handed them to Jordan. 
Without warning Tiger sprang on the couch, trampled over Jordan's 

new pyjamas, put his front paws on the window-sill and barked. 
Almost immediately there was a loud explosion from the main road. 

Seconds later there were more explosions. 
The crowd in the trace shouted, "Fire!" 
Jordan's stroke was forgotten. Everybody scrambled outside, commit

tee, mother, wife, brother. jordan himself forgot about his stroke and 
knelt on his couch to look out of the window. In the direction of the 
main road the sky was bright; the glare teased out houses and trees from 
the darkness. 

Somebody cried, "Mr. Harbans! Goldsmith !"  
But Harbans was already in  the trace and running, awkwardly, l ike a 

woman in a tight skirt. 
He found the crowd standing in a wide silent circle around the burn

ing Jaguar. It was a safe spectacle now; the petrol tanks had blown up. 
The firelight reddened unsmiling, almost contemplative, faces. 

Harbans stopped too, to watch the car burn. The fire had done its 
work swiftly and well, thanks to the Jaguar's reserve petrol tank, which 
Harbans l iked to keep full . There was l ittle smoke now; the flames burned 
pure. Behind the heat waves faces were distorted. 

The people from the trace ran up in joyful agitation, flowed around 
the car, settled, and became silent. Harbans was wedged among them. 

Foam acted with firmness. 
He beat his way through to Harbans. 
" Mr. Harbans, come." 
Harbans followed without thinking. They got into the loudspeaker 

van. It wasn 't until Foam drove off that the people of Elvira turned to 
look. They didn't cheer or boo or do anything. Only Tiger, missing 
Foam, ran barking after the van. 
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"Is okay now, Mr. Harbans," Foam said. "If you did stay you woulda 
want to start asking questions. If you did start asking questions you 
woulda only cause more trouble." 

"Elvira, Elvira." Harbans shook his head and spoke to the back of 
his hands, covered almost up to the knuckles by the sleeves of his big 
grey coat. "Elvira, you is a bitch." 

And he came to Elvira no more. 
The Jaguar was less than a week old. The insurance company bought 

him a new one. 

It made Lorkhoor's reputation. He was living with the doolahin in a 
dingy furnished room in Henry Street in Port of Spain. He had already 
applied, without success, for jobs on the Tnnidad Guardian and the Port of 
Spain Gar.ette when, on Saturday, the news of the burning Jaguar broke. 
Lorkhoor took a taxi down to Harichand's printery in Couva and got the 
facts from Harichand. That, and his own inside knowledge, gave him 
material for a splendid follow-up story which he submitted to the Tnnidad 
Sentznel. It appeared in the Sunday issue. Lorkhoor wrote the headline 
himself: "A Case of Whisky, the New Jaguar and the Suffrage of Elvira." 
He had fallen under the influence of William Saroyan. 

On Monday Lorkhoor was on the staff of the SentzneL He began 
to contribute a regular Sunday piece for the Sentinel's magazine section, 
Lorkhoor's Log. 

Foam had his wish. He got Lorkhoor's old job, announcing for the 
cinemas in Caroni .  In addition, he had earned two hundred and twenty
five dollars as Harbans's campaign manager; and he had been able to 
snub Teacher Francis. 

Teacher Francis deteriorated rapidly. In the Christmas holidays he 
married into one of the best coloured families in Port of Spain, the Smiths. 
He renounced all intellectual aspirations, won the approval of the Edu
cation Department and an appointment as Schools Inspector. 

And Ramlogan. He had won his largest rum-account. He could buy 
that refrigerator now. Now, too, he could pick his own flowers and eat his 
own breadfruit and zaboca. 

And Dhaniram. He had some luck. His brother-in-law died in Sep
tember, and his sister came to live with him. 
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And Tiger. He had won a reprieve. He was to live long and quer
ulously. 

And Chittaranjan. But he had lost. He sent many messages to Harbans 
but got no reply. At last he went to see Harbans in Port of Spain; but 
Harbans kept him waiting so long in the veranda and greeted him so 
coldly, he couldn't bring himself to ask about the marriage. It was Harbans 
who brought the point up. Harbans said, "Chittaranjan, the Hindus in 
Trinidad going downhill fast. I say, let those who want to go, go quick.  
If only one hundred good Hindu families remain, well, a l l  right. But we 
can't let our children marry people who does run about late at  night with 
Muslim boys." Chittaranjan accepted the justice of the argument. And 
that was that. 

But if Chittaranjan had lost, Nelly had won. In September of that 
year she went to London and joined the Regent Street Polytechnic. She 
went to all the dances and enjoyed them. She sent home presents that 
Christmas, an umbrella for her father, and a set of four china birds for 
her mother. The birds flew on the wall next to the picture of Mahatma 
Gandhi and King George V. The umbrella became part of Chittaranjan's 
visiting outfit. 

So Harbans won the election and the insurance company lost a Jaguar. 
Chittaranjan lost a son-in-law and Dhaniram lost a daughter-in-law. Elvira 
lost Lorkhoor and Lorkhoor won a reputation. Elvira lost Mr. Cuffy. And 
Preacher lost his deposit. 
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For my Mother and Kamla 





I 

Bogart 

Every morning when he got up Hat would sit on the banister of his 
back veranda and shout across, "What happening there, Bogart?" 

Bogart would turn in his bed and mumble softly, so that no one 
heard, "What happening there, Hat?" 

It was something of a mystery why he was called Bogart; but I suspect 
that it  was Hat who gave him the name. I don't know if you remember 
the year the film Casahlanca was made. That was the year when Bogart's 
fame spread l ike fire through Port of Spain and hundreds of young men 
began adopting the hardboiled Bogartian attitude. 

Before they called him Bogart they called him Patience, because he 
played that game from morn till night. Yet he never liked cards. 

Whenever you went over to Bogart's l ittle room you found him sitting 
on his bed with the cards in seven lines on a small table in front of him. 

"What happening there, man?" he would ask quietly, and then he 
would say nothing for ten or fifteen minutes. And somehow you felt you 
couldn't really talk to Bogart, he looked so bored and superior. His eyes 
were small and sleepy. His face was fat and his hair was gleaming black. 
His arms were plump. Yet he was not a funny man. He did everything 
with a captivating languor. Even when he licked his thumb to deal out 
the cards there was grace in it. 

He was the most bored man I ever knew. 
He made a pretence of making a living by tailoring, and he had even 

paid me some money to write a sign for him: 

TAILOR AND CUTTER 

Suits made to Order 
Popular and Competitive Prices 



M I G U E L  S T R E E T  

He bought a sewing-machine and some blue and white and brown 
chalks. But I never could imagine him competing with anyone; and I 
cannot remember him making a suit. He was a little bit like Popo, the 
carpenter next door, who never made a stick of furniture, and was always 
planing and chisell ing and making what I think he called mortises. When
ever I asked him, "Mr. Popo, what you making?" he would reply, "Ha, 
boy! That's the question. I making the thing without a name." Bogart 
was never even making anything like this. 

Being a child, I never wondered how Bogart came by any money. I 
assumed that grown-ups had money as a matter of course. Popo had a 
wife who worked at a variety of jobs; and ended up by becoming the 
friend of many men. I could never think of Bogart as having mother or 
father; and he never brought a woman to his little room. This little room 
of his was called the servant-room but no servant to the people in the 
main house ever lived there. It was just an architectural convention. 

It is still something of a miracle to me that Bogart managed to make 
friends. Yet he did make many friends; he was at one time quite the most 
popular man in the street. I used to see him squatting on the pavement 
with all the big men of the street. And while Hat or Edward or Eddoes I 
was talking, Bogart would just look down and draw rings with his fingers 
on the pavement. He never laughed audibly. He never told a story. Yet 
whenever there was a fete or something like that, everybody would say, 
"We must have Bogart. He smart l ike hell, that man." In a way he gave 
them great solace and comfort, I suppose. 

And so every morning, as I told you, Hat would shout, very loudly, 
"What happening there, Bogart?" 

And he would wait for the indeterminate grumble which was Bogart 
saying, "What happening there, Hat?" 

But one morning, when Hat shouted, there was no reply. Something 
which had appeared unalterable was missing. 

Bogart had vanished; had left us without a word. 
The men in the street were silent and sorrowful for two whole days. 

They assembled in Bogart's little room. Hat l ifted up the deck of cards 
that lay on Bogart's table and dropped two or three cards at a time reflec
tively. 

Hat said, "You think he gone Venezuela?" 
But no one knew. Bogart told them so little. 
And the next morning Hat got up and lit a cigarette and went to his 

back veranda and was on the point of shouting, when he remembered. 



Bogart 

He milked the cows earlier than usual that morning, and the cows didn't 
l ike it. 

A month passed; then another month. Bogart didn't return. 
Hat and his friends began using Bogart's room as their club-house. 

They played wappee and drank rum and smoked, and sometimes brought 
the odd stray woman to the room. Hat was presently involved with the 
police for gambling and sponsoring cock-fighting; and he had to spend a 
lot of money to bribe his way out of trouble. 

It was as if Bogart had never come to Miguel Street. And after all 
Bogart had been living in the street only for four years or so. He had 
come one day with a single suitcase, looking for a room, and he had 
spoken to Hat who was squatting outside his gate, smoking a cigarette 
and reading the cricket scores in the evening paper. Even then he hadn 't 
said much. All he said-that was Hat's story-was, "You know any 
rooms?" and Hat had led him to the next yard where there was this 
furnished servant-room going for eight dollars a month. He had installed 
himself there immediately, brought out a pack of cards, and begun playing 
patience. 

This impressed Hat. 
For the rest he had always remained a man of mystery. He became 

Patience. 
When Hat and everybody else had forgotten or nearly forgotten Bo

gart, he returned. He turned up one morning just about seven and found 
Eddoes and a woman on his bed. The woman jumped up and screamed. 
Eddoes jumped up, not so much afraid as embarrassed. 

Bogart said, "Move over. I tired and I want to sleep." 
He slept until five that afternoon, and when he woke up he found his 

room full of the old gang. Eddoes was being very loud and noisy to 
cover up his embarrassment. Hat had brought a bottle of rum. 

Hat said, "What happening there, Bogart?" 
And he rejoiced when he found his cue taken up. "What happening 

there, Hat?" 
Hat opened the bottle of rum, and shouted to Boyee to go buy a 

bottle of soda water. 
Bogart asked, "How the cows, Hat?" 
"They all right."  
"And Boyee?" 
"He all right too. Ain't you just hear me call him?" 
"And Errol?" 
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"He all right too. Bur what happening, Bogan? You all right?" 
Bogart nodded, and drank a long Madrassi shot of rum. Then another, 

and another; and they had presently finished the bottle. 
"Don't worry," Bogart said. "I go buy another." 
They had never seen Bogart drink so much; they had never heard 

him talk so much; and they were alarmed. No one dared to ask Bogart 
where he had been. 

Bogart said, "You boys been keeping my room hot all the time." 
"It wasn't the same without you," Hat replied. 
But they were all worried. Bogart was hardly opening his lips when 

he spoke. His mouth was twisted a little, and his accent was getting 
slightly American. 

"Sure, sure," Bogart said, and he had got it right. He was j ust l ike an 
actor. 

Hat wasn't sure that Bogart was drunk. 
In appearance, you must know, Hat recalled Rex Harrison, and 

he had done his best to strengthen the resemblance. He combed his 
hair backwards, screwed up his eyes, and he spoke very nearly l ike 
Harrison. 

"Damn it, Bogart," Hat said, and he became very like Rex Harrison. 
"You may as well tell us everything right away." 

Bogart showed his teeth and laughed in a twisted, cynical way. 
"Sure I 'll tell ," he said, and got up and stuck his thumbs inside his 

waistband. "Sure, I 'l l tell everything." 
He l it a cigarette, leaned back in such a way that the smoke got into 

his eyes; and, squinting, he drawled out his story. 
He had got a job on a ship and had gone to British Guiana. There he 

had deserted, and gone into the interior. He became a cowboy on the 
Rupununi, smuggled things (he didn't say what) into Brazil, and had 
gathered some girls from Brazil and taken them to Georgetown. He was 
running the best brothel in the town when the police treacheroudy took 
his bribes and arrested him. 

"It was a high-class place," he said, "no bums. Judges and doctors 
and big-shot civil servants ." 

"What happen?" Eddoes asked. "Jail?" 
"How you so stupid?" Hat said. "Jail, when the man here with we. 

But why you people so stupid? Why you don't let the man talk?" 
But Bogart was offended, and refused to speak another word. 



Bogart 

From then on the relationship between these men changed. Bogart 
became the Bogart of the films. Hat became Harrison. And the morning 
exchange became this: 

"Bogart!" 
"Shaddup, Hat! " 
Bogart now became the most feared man in the street. Even Big Foot 

was said to be afraid of him. Bogart drank and swore and gambled with 
the best. He shouted rude remarks at girls walking by themselves in the 
street. He bought a hat, and pulled down the brim over his eyes. He 
became a regular sight, standing against the high concrete fence of his 
yard, hands in his pockets, one foot jammed against the wall, and an 
eternal cigarette in his mouth. 

Then he disappeared again. He was playing cards with the gang in 
his room, and he got up and said, "I'm going to the latrine. " 

They didn't see him for four months. 
When he returned, he had grown a little fatter but he had become a 

little more aggressive. His accent was now pure American. To complete 
the imitation, he began being expansive towards children. He called out 
to them in the streets, and gave them money to buy gum and chocolate. 
He loved stroking their heads, and giving them good advice. 

The third time he went away and came back he gave a great party in 
his room for all the children or kids, as he called them. He bought cases 
of Solo and Coca-Cola and Pepsi-Cola and about a bushel of cakes. 

Then Sergeant Charles, the policeman who lived up Miguel Street at 
number forty-five, came and arrested Bogart. 

"Don't act rough, Bogart," Sergeant Charles said. 
But Bogart failed to take the cue. 
"What happening, man? I ain't do anything." 
Sergeant Charles told him. 
There was a little stir in the papers. The charge was bigamy; but it 

was up to Hat to find out all the inside details that the newspapers never 
mention. 

"You see," Hat said on the pavement that evening, "the man leave 
his first wife in Tunapuna and come to Port of Spain. They couldn't have 
children. He remain here feeling sad and small. He go away, find a girl 
in Caroni and he give she a baby. In Caroni they don't make joke about 
that sort of thing and Bogart had to get married to the girl . "  

"But why he  leave she?" Eddoes asked. 
"To be a man, among we men." 
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The Thing without a Name 

The only thing that Popo, who called himself a carpenter, ever built 
was the little galvanised-iron workshop under the mango tree at the back 
of his yard. And even that he didn't quite finish. He couldn't be bothered 
to nail on the sheets of galvanised-iron for the roof, and kept them 
weighted down with huge stones. Whenever there was a high wind the 
roof made a frightening banging noise and seemed ready to fly away. 

And yet Popo was never idle. He was always busy hammering and 
sawing and planing. I l iked watching him work. I liked the smell of the 
woods-cyp and cedar and crapaud. I l iked the colour of the shavings, 
and I liked the way the sawdust powdered Popo's kinky hair. 

"What you making, Mr. Popo?" I asked. 
Popo would always say, "Ha, boy! That's the question. I making the 

thing without a name." 
I liked Popo for that. I thought he was a poetic man. 
One day I said to Popo, "Give me something to make."  
"What you want to  make?" he  said. 
It was hard to think of something I really wanted. 
"You see," Popo said. "You thinking about the thing without a name." 
Eventually I decided on an egg-stand. 
"Who you making it for?" Popo asked. 
"Ma." 
He laughed. "Think she going use it?" 
My mother was pleased with the egg-stand, and used it for about a 

week. Then she seemed to forget all about it; and began putting the eggs 
in bowls or plates, just as she did before. 

And Popo laughed when I told him. He said, "Boy, the only thing to 
make is the thing without a name." 



The Thing without a Name 

After I painted the tailoring sign for Bogart, Popo made me do one 
for him as well. 

He took the little red stump of a pencil he had stuck over his ear and 
puzzled over the words. At first he wanted to announce himself as an 
architect; but I managed to dissuade him. He wasn't sure about the spell
ing. The finished sign said: 

BUILDER AND CONTRACTOR 

Carpenter 
And Cabinet-Maker 

And I signed my name, as sign-writer, in the bottom right-hand corner. 
Popo l iked standing up in front of the sign. But he had a l ittle panic 

when people who didn't know about him came to inquire. 
"The carpenter fellow?" Popo would say. "He don't live here again ."  
I thought Popo was a much nicer man than Bogart. Bogart said l i ttle 

to me; but Popo was always ready to talk. He talked about serious things, 
like life and death and work, and I felt he really l iked talking to me. 

Yet Popo was not a popular man in the street. They didn't think he 
was mad or stupid. Hat used to say, "Popo too conceited, you hear. " 

It was an unreasonable thing to say. Popo had the habit of taking a 
glass of rum to the pavement every morning. He never sipped the rum. 
But whenever he saw someone he knew he dipped his middle finger in 
the rum, l icked it, and then waved to the man. 

"We could buy rum too," Hat used to say. "But we don't show off 
l ike Popo." 

I myself never thought about it  in that way, and one day I asked 
Popo about it. 

Popo said, "Boy, in the morning, when the sun shining and it still 
cool, and you just get up, it make you feel good to know that you could 
go out and stand up in the sun and have some rum." 

Popo never made any money. His wife used to go out and work, and 
this was easy, because they had no children. Popo said, "Women and 
them like work. Man not make for work." 

H .d "P . N " at sa1 , opo IS a man-woman. ot a proper ,man. 
Popo's wife had a job as a cook in a big house near my school. She 

used to wait for me in the afternoons and take me into the big kitchen 
and give me a lot of nice things to eat. The only thing I didn't like was 
the way she sat and watched me while I ate. It was as though I was 
eating for her. She asked me to call her Auntie. 
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She introduced me to the gardener of the big house. He was a good
looking brown man, and he loved his flowers. I liked the gardens he looked 
after. The flower-beds were always black and wet; and the grass green and 
damp and always cut. Sometimes he let me water the flower-beds. And he 
used to gather the cut grass into little bags which he gave me to take 
home to my mother. Grass was good for the hens. 

One day I missed Popo's wife. She wasn't waiting for me. 
Next morning I didn't see Popo dipping his finger in the glass of rum 

on the pavement. 
And that evening I didn't see Popo's wife. 
I found Popo sad in his workshop. He was sitting on a plank and 

twisting a bit of shaving around his fingers. 
Popo said, "Your auntie gone, boy." 
"Where, Mr. Popo?" 
"Ha, boy! That's the question," and he pulled himself up there. 
Popo found himself then a popular man. The news got around very 

quickly. And when Eddoes said one day, "I wonder what happen to 
Popo. Like he got no more rum," Hat jumped up and almost cuffed h im. 
And then all the men began to gather in Popo's workshop, and they 
would talk about cricket and football and pictures-everything except 
women-just to try to cheer Popo up. 

Popo's workshop no longer sounded with hammering and sawing. 
The sawdust no longer smelled fresh, and became black, almost l ike dirt. 
Popo began drinking a lot, and I didn't l ike him when he was drunk. He 
smelled of rum, and he used to cry and then grow angry and want to 
beat up everybody. That made him an accepted member of the gang. 

Hat said, "We was wrong about Popo. He is a man, l ike any of we." 
Popo liked the new companionship. He was at heart a loquacious 

man, and always wanted to be friendly with the men of the street and he 
was always surprised that he was not liked. So it looked as though he 
had got what he wanted. But Popo was not really happy. The friendship 
had come a l ittle too late, and he found he didn't l ike it as much as he'd 
expected. Hat tried to get Popo interested in other women, but Popo 
wasn't interested. 

Popo didn't think I was too young to be told anything. 
"Boy, when you grow old as me," he said once, "you find that you 

don't care for the things you thought you woulda like if you coulda afford 
them."  

That was his way of  talking, in riddles. 
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Then one day Popo left us. 
Hat said, "He don't have to tell me where he gone. He gone looking 

for he wife. " 
Edward said, "Think she going come back with he?" 
Hat said, "Let we wait and see." 
We didn't have to wait long. It came out in the papers. Hat said it 

was just what he expected. Popo had beaten up a man in Arima, the man 
had taken his wife away. It was the gardener who used to give me bags 
of grass. 

Nothing much happened to Popo. He had to pay a fine, but they let 
him off otherwise. The magistrate said that Popo had better not molest 
his wife again . 

They made a calypso about Popo that was the rage that year. It was 
the road-march for the Carnival, and the Andrews Sisters sang it for an 
American recording company: 

A certain carpenter feller went to An"ma 
Looking for a mopsy called Emelda. 

It was a great thing for the street. 
At school, I used to say, "The carpenter fel ler was a good, good 

friend of mine." 
And, at cricket matches, and at the races, Hat used to say, "Know 

him? God, I used to drink with that man night and day. Boy, he could  
carry h is  liquor." 

Popo wasn't the same man when he came back to us. He growled at 
me when I tried to talk to him, and he drove out Hat and the others 
when they brought a bottle of rum to the workshop. 

Hat said, "Woman send that man mad, you hear. " 
But the old noises began to be heard once more from Popo's work

shop. He was working hard, and I wondered whether he was still making 
the thing without a name. But I was too afraid to ask. 

He ran an electric l ight to the workshop and began working in  the 
night-time. Vans stopped outside his house and were always depositing 
and taking away things. Then Popo began painting his house. He used a 
bright green, and he painted the roof a bright red. Hat said, "The man 
really mad." 
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And added, "Like he getting married again." 
Hat wasn't too far wrong. One day, about two weeks later, Popo 

returned, and he brought a woman with him. It was his wife. My auntie. 
"You see the sort of thing woman is," Hat commented. "You see the 

sort of thing they like. Not the man. But the new house paint up, and all 
the new furniture inside it. I bet you if the man in Arima had a new 
house and new furnitures, she wouldnta come back with Popo." 

But I didn't mind. I was glad. It was good to see Popo standing 
outside with his glass of rum in the mornings and dipping his finger into 
the rum and waving at his friends; and it was good to ask him again, 
"What you making, Mr. Popo?" and to get the old answer, "Ha, boy! 
That's the question. I making the thing without a name." 

Popo returned very quickly to his old way of living, and he was still 
devoting his time to making the thing without a name. He had stopped 
working, and his wife got her job with the same people near my school. 

People in the street were almost angry with Popo when his wife came 
back. They felt that all their sympathy had been mocked and wasted. And 
again Hat was saying, "That blasted Popo too conceited, you hear." 

But this time Popo didn't mind. 
He used to tell me, "Boy, go home and pray tonight that you get 

happy like me."  

What happened afterwards happened so  suddenly that we  didn't even 
know it had happened. Even Hat didn't know about it until he read it in 
the papers. Hat always read the papers. He read them from about ten in 
the morning until about six in the evening. 

Hat shouted out, "But what is this I seeing?" and he showed us the 
headlines: CALYPSO CARPENTER JAILED. 

It was a fantastic story. Popo had been stealing things left and right. 
All the new furnitures, as Hat called them, hadn't been made by Popo. 
He had stolen things and simply remodelled them. He had stolen too 
much, as a matter of fact, and had had to sell the things he didn't want. 
That was how he had been caught. And we understand now why the 
vans were always outside Papa's house. Even the paint and the brushes 
with which he had redecorated the house had been stolen. 

Hat spoke for all of us when he said, "That man too foolish. Why 
he had to sell what he thief? Just tell me that. Why?" 
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We agreed it was a stupid thing to do. But we felt deep inside our
selves that Popo was really a man, perhaps a bigger man than any of us. 

And as for my auntie . . .  
Hat said, "How much jail he get? A year? With three months off for 

good behaviour, that's nine months in all. And I give she three months 
good behaviour too. And after that, it ain't going have no more Emelda 
in Miguel Street, you hear." 

But Emelda never left Miguel Street. She not only kept her job as 
cook, but she started taking in washing and ironing as wel l. No one in 
the street felt sorry that Popo had gone to jail because of the shame; after 
all that was a thing that could happen to any of us. They felt sorry only 
that Emelda was going to be left alone for so long. 

He came back as a hero. He was one of the boys. He was a better 
man than either Hat or Bogart. 

But for me, he had changed. And the change made me sad. 
For Popo began working. 
He began making morris chairs and tables and wardrobes for people. 
And when I asked him, "Mr. Popo, when you going start making the 

thing without a name again?" he growled at me. 
"You too troublesome," he said. "Go away quick, before I lay my 

hand on you." 
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George and the Pink House 

I was much more afraid of George than I was of Big Foot, although 
Big Foot was the biggest and the strongest man in the street. George 
was short and fat. He had a grey moustache and a big belly. He looked 
harmless enough but he was always muttering to himself and cursing and 
I never tried to become friendly with him. 

He was l ike the donkey he had tied in the front of his yard, grey and 
old and silent except when it brayed loudly. You felt that George was 
never really in touch with what was going on around him all the time, 
and I found it strange that no one should have said that George was mad, 
while everybody said that Man-man, whom I l iked, was mad. 

George's house also made me feel afraid. It was a broken-down 
wooden building, painted pink on the outside, and the galvanised-iron 
roof was brown from rust. One door, the one to the right, was always 
left open. The inside walls had never been painted, and were grey and 
black with age. There was a dirty bed in one corner and in another there 
was a table and a stool. That was all. No curtains, no pictures on the 
wall . And even Bogart had a picture of Lauren Bacall in his room. 

I found it hard to believe that George had a wife and a son and a 
daughter. 

Like Popo, George was happy to let his wife do all the work in the 
house and the yard. They kept cows, and again I hated George for that. 
Because the water from his pens made the gutters stink, and when we 
were playing cricket on the pavement the ball often got wet in the gutter. 
Boyee and Errol used to wet the ball deliberately in the stinking gutter. 
They wanted to make it shoot. 

George's wife was never a proper person. I always thought of her 
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just as George's wife, and that was all . And I always thought, too, that 
George's wife was nearly always in the cow-pen. 

And while George sat on the front concrete step outside the open 
door of his house, his wife was busy. 

George never became one of the gang in Miguel Street. He didn't 
seem to mind. He had his wife and his daughter and his son. He beat 
them all. And when the boy Elias grew too big, George beat his daughter 
and his wife more than ever. The blows didn't appear to do the mother 
any good. She just grew thinner and thinner; but the daughter, Dolly, 
thrived on it. She grew fatter and fatter, and giggled more and more every 
year. Elias, the son, grew more and more stern, but he never spoke a 
hard word to his father. 

Hat said, "That boy Elias have too much good mind." 
One day Bogart, of all people, said, "Ha! I mad to break old George 

tail up, you hear. " 
And the few times when Elias joined the crowd, Hat would say, "Boy, 

I too sorry for you. Why you don 't fix the old man up good?" 
Elias would say, "It is all God work." 
Elias was only fourteen or so at the time. But that was the sort of 

boy he was. He was serious and he had big ambitions. 
I began to be terrified of George, particularly when he bought two 

great Alsatian dogs and tied them to pickets at the foot of the concrete 
steps. 

Every morning and afternoon when I passed his house, he would say 
to the dogs, "Shook him!" 

And the dogs would bound and leap and bark; and I could see their 
ropes stretched tight and I always felt that the ropes would break at the 
next leap. Now, when Hat had an Alsatian, he made it l ike me. And Hat 
had said to me then, "Never fraid dog. Go brave. Don't run. "  

And so  I used to walk slowly past George's house, lengthening out 
my torture. 

I don't know whether George disliked me personally, or whether he 
simply had no use for people in general. I never discussed it with the 
other boys in the street, because I was too ashamed to say I was afraid 
of barking dogs. 

Presently, though, I grew used to the dogs. And even George's laugh
ter when I passed the house didn't worry me very much. 

One day George was on the pavement as I was passing; and I heard 
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him mumbling. I heard him mumble again that afternoon and again the 
following day. He was saying, "Horse-face!" 

Sometimes he said, "Like it only have horse-face people living in this 
place." ' 

Sometimes he said, "Short-arse!" 
And, "But how it have people so short-arse in the world?" 
I pretended not to hear, of course, but after a week or so I was almost 

in tears whenever George mumbled these things. 
One evening, when we had stopped playing cricket on the pavement 

because Boyee had hit the ball into Miss Hilton's yard, and that was 
a lost ball (it counted six and out)-that evening, I asked Elias, "But 
what your father have with me so? Why he does keep on calling me 
names?" 

Hat laughed, and Elias looked a little solemn. 
Hat said, "What sort of names?" 
I said, "The fat old man does call me horse-face." I couldn't bring 

myself to say the other name. 
Hat began laughing. 
Elias said, "Boy, my father is a funny man. But you must forgive 

him. What he say don't matter. He old. He have life hard. He not edu
cated like we here. He have a soul just l ike any of we, too besides."  

And he was so serious that Hat didn't laugh and whenever I walked 
past George's house, I kept on saying to myself, "I must forgive him. He 
ain't know what he doing." 

And then Elias's mother died, and had the shabbiest and the saddest 
and the loneliest funeral Miguel Street had ever seen. 

That empty front room became sadder and more frightening for me. 
The strange thing was that I felt a little sorry for George. The Miguel 

Street men held a post-mortem outside Hat's house. Hat said, "He did 
beat she too bad. " 

Bogart nodded and drew a circle on the pavement with his right index 
finger. 

Edward said, "I think he kill she, you know. Boyee tell me that the 
evening before she dead he hear George giving the woman licks l ike 
fire." 

Hat said, "What you think they have doctors and magistrates in this 
place for? For fun?" 

"But I telling you," Edward said. "It really true. Boyee wouldn't lie 
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about a thing like that. The woman dead from blows. I telling you. Lon
don can take it; bur not George wife." 

Not one of the men said a word for George. 
Boyee said something I didn't expect him to say. He said, "The person 

I really feel sorry for is Dolly. You suppose he going to beat she still?" 
Hat said wisely, "Let we wait and see." 

Elias dropped out of our circle. 

George was very sad for the first few days after the funeral. He 
drank a lot of rum and went about crying in the streets, beating his chest 
and asking everybody to forgive him, and to take pity on him, a poor 
widower. 

He kept up the drinking into the following weeks, and he was still 
running up and down the street, making everyone feel foolish when he 
asked for forgiveness. "My son Elias," George used to say, "my son Elias 
forgive me, and he is a educated boy." 

When he came to Hat, Hat said, "What happening to your cows? 
You milking them? You feeding them? You want to kill your cows now 
too?" 

George sold all his cows to Hat. 
"God will say is robbery," Hat laughed. "I say is a bargain." 
Edward said, "It good for George. He beginning to pay for his sins." 
"Well, I look at it  this way," Hat said. "I give him enough money to 

remain drunk for two whole months."  

George was  away from Miguel Street for a week. During that time 
we saw more of Dolly. She swept out the front room and begged flowers 
of the neighbours and put them in the room. She giggled more than ever. 

Someone in the street (not me) poisoned the two Alsatians. 
We hoped that George had gone away for good. 
He did come back, however, still drunk, but no longer crying or 

helpless, and he had a woman with him. She was a very Indian woman, 
a l ittle old, but she looked strong enough to handle George. 

"She look like a drinker sheself," Hat said. 
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This woman took control of George's house, and once more Dolly 
retreated into the back, where the empty cow-pens were. 

We heard stories of beatings and everybody said he was sorry for 
Dolly and the new woman. 

My heart went out to the woman and Dolly. I couldn 't understand 
how anybody in the world would want to live with George, and I wasn't 
surprised when one day, about two weeks later, Popo told me, "George 
new wife leave him, you ain't hear?" 

Hat said, "I wonder what he going do when the money I give him 
finish." 

We soon saw. 
The pink house, almost overnight, became a full and noisy place. 

There were many women about, talking loudly and not paying too much 
attention to the way they dressed. And whenever I passed the pink house, 
these women shouted abusive remarks at me; and some of them did 
things with their mouths, inviting me to "come to mooma."  And there 
were not only these new women. Many American soldiers drove up in  
jeeps, and Miguel Street became full  of  laughter and shrieks. 

Hat said, "That man George giving the street a bad name, you know." 
It was as  though Miguel Street belonged to these new people. Hat 

and the rest of the boys were no longer assured of privacy when they sat 
down to talk things over on the pavement. 

But Bogart became friendly with the new people and spent two or 
three evenings a week with them. He pretended he was disgusted at what 
he saw, but I didn't believe him because he was always going back. 

"What happening to Dolly?" Hat asked him one day. 
"She dey," Bogart said, meaning that she was all right. 
"Ah know she dey," Hat said. "But how she dey?" 
"Well, she cleaning and cooking." 
"For everybody?" 
"Everybody." 
Elias had a room of his own which he never left whenever he came 

home. He ate his meals outside. He was trying to study for some impor
tant exam. He had lost interest in his family, Bogart said, or rather, implied. 

George was stil l  drinking a lot; but he was prospering. He was wear
ing a suit now, and a tie. 
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Hat said, "He must be making a lot of money, if he have to bribe all 
the policemen and them." 

What I couldn't understand at all, though, was the way these new 
women behaved to George. They all appeared to l ike him as well as 
respect him. And George wasn't attempting to be nice in return either. 
He remained himself. 

One day he said to everyone, "Dolly ain't have no mooma now. I 
have to be father and mother to the child. And I say is high time Dolly 

' d "  get marne . 
His choice fel l  on a man called Razor. It was hard to think of a more 

suitable name for this man. He was small. He was thin. He had a neat, 
sharp moustache above neat, tiny lips. The creases on his trousers were 
always sharp and clean and straight. And he was supposed to carry a 
knife. 

Hat didn't l ike Dolly marrying Razor. "He too sharp for we," he said. 
"He is the sort of man who wouldn't think anything about forgetting a 
knife in your back, you know." 

But Dolly still giggled. 
Razor and Dolly were married at church and they came back to a 

reception in the pink house. The women were all dressed up, and there 
were lots of American soldiers and sailors drinking and laughing and 
congratulating George. The women and the Americans made Dolly and 
Razor kiss and kiss, and they cheered. Dolly giggled. 

Hat said, "She ain't giggling, you know. She crying really." 
Elias wasn 't at home that day. 
The women and the Americans sang Sweet Sixteen and As Time Goes 

By. Then they made Dolly and Razor kiss again. Someone shouted, 
"Speech !"  and everybody laughed and shouted, "Speech! Speech !"  

Razor left Dolly standing by herself giggling. 
"Speech! Speech!"  the wedding guests called. 
Dolly only giggled more. 
Then George spoke out. "Dolly, you married, it true. But don't think 

you too big for me to put you across my lap and cut your tail . "  He said 
it in a jocular manner, and the guests laughed. 

Then Dolly stopped giggling and looked stupidly at the people. 
For a moment so brief you could scarcely measure it there was abso-
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lute silence; then an American sailor waved his hands drunkenly and 
shouted, "You could put this girl to better work, George." And every
body laughed. 

Dolly picked up a handful of gravel from the yard and was making 
as if to throw it at the sailor. But she stopped suddeply, and burst into 
tears. 

There was much laughing and cheering and shouting. 
I never knew what happened to Dolly. Edward said one day that she 

was l iving in Sangre Grande. Hat said he saw her selling in the George 
Street Market. But she had left the street, left it for good. 

As the months went by, the women began to disappear and the num-
bers of jeeps that stopped outside George's house grew smaller. 

"You gotta be organised," Hat said. 
Bogart nodded. 
Hat added, "And they have lots of nice places all over the place in 

Port of Spain these days. The trouble with George is that he too stupid 
for a big man." 

Hat was a prophet. Within six months, George was living alone in 
his pink house. I used to see him then, sitting on the steps, but he never 
looked at me any more. He looked old and weary and very sad. 

He died soon afterwards. Hat and the boys got some money together 
and we buried him at Lapeyrouse Cemetery. Elias turned up for the 
funeral. 



4 

His Chosen Calling 

After midnight there were two regular noises in the street. At about 
two o'clock you heard the sweepers; and then, just before dawn, the 
scavenging-carts came and you heard the men scraping off the rubbish 
the sweepers had gathered into heaps. 

No boy in the street particularly wished to be a sweeper. But if you 
asked any boy what he would like to be, he would say, "I going be a 
cart-driver. " 

There was certainly a glamour to driving the blue carts. The men 
were aristocrats. They worked early in the morning, and had the rest of 
the day free. And then they were always going on strike. They didn't 
strike for much. They struck for things l ike a cent more a day; they struck 
if someone was laid off. They struck when the war began; they struck 
when the war ended. They struck when India got independence. They 
struck when Gandhi died. 

Eddoes, who was a driver, was admired by most of the boys. He said 
his father was the best cart-driver of his day, and he told us great stories 
of the old man's skill. Ed does came from a low Hindu caste, and there 
was a lot of truth in what he said. His skill was a sort of family skill, 
passing from father to son. 

One day I was sweeping the pavement in front of the house where I 
lived, and Eddoes came and wanted to take away the broom from me. I 
liked sweeping and I didn't want to give him the broom. 

"Boy, what you know about sweeping?" Eddoes asked, laughing. 
I said, "What, it have so much to know?" 
Eddoes said, "This is my job, boy. I have experience. Wait until you 

big like me." 
I gave him the broom. 
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I was sad for a long time afterwards. It seemed that I would never 
never grow as big as Eddoes, never have that thing he called experience. 
I began to admire Eddoes more than ever; and more than ever I wanted 
to be a cart-driver. 

But Elias was not that sort of boy. 
When we who formed the Junior Miguel Street Club squatted on the 

pavement, talking, like Hat and Bogart and the others, about things like 
life and cricket and football, I said to Elias, "So you don't want to be a 
cart-driver? What you want to be then? A sweeper?" 

Elias spat neatly into the gutter and looked down. He said very ear
nestly, "I think I going be a doctor, you hear. " 

If Boyee or Errol had said something like that, we would all have 
laughed. But we recognised that Elias was different, that Elias had brains. 

We all felt sorry for Elias. His father George brutalised the boy with 
blows, but Elias never cried, never spoke a word against his father. 

One day I was going to Chin's shop to buy three cents' worth of 
butter, and I asked Elias to come with me. I didn't see George about, and 
I thought it was safe. 

We were just about two houses away when we saw George. Elias 
grew scared. George came up and said sharply, "Where you going?" And 
at the same time he landed a powerful cuff on Elias's jaw. 

George liked beating Elias. He used to tie him with rope, and then 
beat him with rope he had soaked in the gutters of his cow-pen. Elias 
didn't cry even then. And shortly after, I would see George laughing with 
Elias, and George used to say to me, "I  know what you thinking. You 
wondering how me and he get so friendly so quick." 

The more I disliked George, the more I liked Elias. 
I was prepared to believe that he would become a doctor some day. 
Errol said, "I bet you when he come doctor and thing he go forget 

the rest of we. Eh, Elias?" 
A small smile appeared on Elias's lips. 
"Nah," he said. "I wouldn't be l ike that. I go give a lot of money and 

thing to you and Boyee and the rest of you fellows ." And Elias waved 
his small hands, and we thought we could see the Cadillac and the black 
bag and the tube-thing that Elias was going to have when he became a 
doctor. 

Elias began going to the school at the other end of Miguel Street. It 
didn't really look like a school at all. It looked just like any house to me, 
but there was a sign outside that said: 
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TtTus HoYT, t .A .. (London, External) 
Passes in the Cambndge 

School Certificate Guaranteed 

The odd thing was that although George beat Elias at the slightest 
opportunity, he was very proud that his son was getting an education. 
"The boy learning a hell of a lot, you know. He reading Spanish, French 
and Latin, and he writing Spanish, French and Latin." 

The year before his mother died, Elias sat for the Cambridge Senior 
School Certificate. 

Titus Hoyt came down to our end of the street. 
"That boy going pass with honours," Titus Hoyt said. "With 

honours." 
We saw Elias dressed in near khaki trousers and white shirt, going 

to rhe examination room, and we looked at him with awe. 
Errol said, "Everything Elias write not remaining here, you know. 

Every word that boy write going to England." 
It didn't sound true. 
"What you think it is at all?" Errol said. "El ias have brains, you 

know." 
Elias's mother died in January, and the results came out in March. 
Elias hadn't passed. 
Hat looked through the list in the Guardian over and over again, 

looking for Elias's name, saying, "You never know. People always making 
mistake, especially when it have so much names." 

Elias's name wasn't in the paper. 
Boyee said, "What else you expect? Who correct the papers? English 

man, not so? You expect them to give Elias a pass?" 
Elias was with us, looking sad and not saying a word. 
Hat said, "Is a damn shame. If they know what hell the boy have to 

put up with, they woulda pass him quick quick." 
Titus Hoyt said, "Don't worry. Rome wasn 't built in a day. This year! 

This year, things going be much much better. We go show these Eng
lishmen and them." 

Elias left us and he began living with Titus Hoyt. We saw next to 
nothing of him. He was working night and day. 

One day in the following March, Titus Hoyt rode up to us and said, 
"You hear what happen?" 

"What happen?" Hat asked. 
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"The boy is a genius," Titus Hoyt said. 
"Which boy?" Errol asked. 
"Elias ." 
"What Elias do?" 
"The boy gone and pass the Cambridge Senior School Certificate." 
Hat whistled. "The Cambridge Senior School Certificate?" 
Titus Hoyt smiled. "That self. He get a third grade. His name going 

to be in the papers tomorrow. I always say it, and I saying it again now, 
this boy Elias have too much brains." 

Hat said later, "Is too bad that Elias father dead. He was a good-for
nothing, but he wanted to see his son a educated man." 

Elias came that evening, and everybody, boys and men, gathered 
around him. They talked about everything but books, and Elias, too, was 
talking about things like pictures and girls and cricket. He was looking 
very solemn, too. 

There was a pause once, and Hat said, "What you going to do now, 
Elias? Look for work?" 

Elias spat. "Nah, I think I will write the exam again." 
I said, "But why?" 
"I want a second grade."  
We understood. He wanted to  be a doctor. 
Elias sat down on the pavement, and said, "Yes, boy. I think I going 

to take that exam again, and this year I going to be so good that this Mr. 
Cambridge go bawl when he read what I write for him." 

We were silent, in wonder. 
"Is the English and litritcher that does beat me." 
In Elias's mouth litritcher was the most beautiful word I heard. It 

sounded like something to eat, something rich like chocolate. 
Hat said, "You mean you have to read a lot of poultry and thing?" 
Elias nodded. We felt it wasn't fair, making a boy like Elias do litrit

cher and poultry. 

Elias moved back into the pink house, which had been empty since 
his father died. He was studying and working. He went back to Titus 
Hoyt's school, not as pupil, but as a teacher, and Titus Hoyt said he was 
giving him forty dollars a month. 

Titus Hoyt added, "He worth it, too. He is one of the brightest boys 
in Port of Spain." 
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Now that Elias was back with us, we noticed him better. He was the 
cleanest boy in the street. He bathed twice a day and scrubbed his teeth 
twice a day. He did all this standing up at the tap in front of the house. 
He swept the house every morning before going to school. He was the 
opposite of his father. His father was short and fat and dirty. He was tall 
and thin and clean. His father drank and swore. He never drank and no 
one ever heard him use a bad word. 

My mother used to say to me, "Why you don't take after Elias? I 
really don't know what sort of son God give me, you hear." 

And whenever Hat or Edward beat Boyee and Errol, they always 
said, "Why you beating we for? Not everybody could be l ike Elias, you 
know." 

Hat used to say, "And it ain't only that he got brains. The boy Elias 
have nice ways too." 

So I think I was a l ittle glad when Elias sat the examination for the 
third time, and failed. 

Hat said, "You see how we catch these Englishmen and them. No
body here can tell me that the boy didn't pass the exam, but you think 
they go want to give him a better grade? Ha!"  

And everybody said, " Is  a real shame."  
And when Hat asked Elias, "What you going to  do now, boy?" Elias 

said, "You know, I think I go take up a job. I think I go be a sanitary 
inspector." 

We saw him in khaki uniform and khaki topee, going from house to 
house with a l ittle note-book. 

"Yes," Elias said. "Sanitary inspector, that's what I going to be." 
Hat said, "It have a lot of money in that, I think. I hear your father 

George uses to pay the sanitary inspector five dollars a month to keep 
his mouth shut. Let we say you get about ten or even eight people l ike 
that. That's-let me see . . .  ten fives is fifty, eight fives is forty. There, 
fifty, forty dollars straight. And mark you, that ain't counting your salary." 

Elias said, "Is not the money I thinking about. I really l ike the work ."  
I t  was easy to  understand that. 
Elias said, "But it have a exam, you know." 
Hat said, "But they don't send the papers to England for that?" 
Elias said, "Nah, but still, I fraid exams and things, you know. I ain't 

have any luck with them."  
Boyee said, "But I thought you was thinking of  taking up doctoring." 
Hat said, "Boyee, I going to cut your little tail if you don't shut up." 
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But Boyee didn't mean anything bad. 
Elias said, "I change my mind. I think I want to be a sanitary In

spector. I really like the work." 

For three years Elias sat the sanitary inspectors' examination, and he 
fai led every time. 

Elias began saying, "But what the hell you expect in Trinidad? You 
got to bribe everybody if you want to get your toenail cut." 

Hat said, "I meet a man from a boat the other day, and he tell me 
that the sanitary inspector exams in  British Guiana much easier. You 
could go to B.G. and take the exams there and come back and work here." 

Elias flew to B.G., wrote the exam, failed it, and flew back. 
Hat said, "I meet a man from Barbados. He tell me that the exams 

easier in Barbados. It easy, easy, he say. " 
Elias flew to Barbados, wrote the exam, fai led it, and flew back. 
Hat said, "I meet a man from Grenada the other day--" 
Elias said, "Shut your arse up, before it have trouble between we in 

this street ." 

A few years later I sat the Cambridge Senior School Certificate Ex
amination myself, and Mr. Cambridge gave me a second grade. I applied 
for a job in the Customs, and it didn't cost me much to get it. I got a 
khaki uniform with brass buttons, and a cap. Very much l ike the sanitary 
inspector's uniform. 

Elias wanted to beat me up the first day I wore the uniform. 
"What your mother do to get you that?" he shouted, and I was going 

for him, when Eddoes put a stop to it. 
Eddoes said, "He just sad and jealous. He don't mean anything." 
For Elias had become one of the street aristocrats. He was driving 

the scavenging-carts. 
"No theory here," Elias used to say. "This is the practical. I really 

l ike the work." 
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Man-man 

Everybody in Miguel Street said that Man-man was mad, and so they 
left him alone. But I am not so sure now that he was mad, and I can 
think of many people much madder than Man-man ever was. 

He didn't look mad. He was a man of medium height, thin; and he 
wasn't bad-looking either. He never stared at you the way I expected a 
mad man to do; and when you spoke to him you were sure of getting a 
very reasonable reply. 

But he did have some curious habits. 
He went up for every election, city council or legislative council, and 

then he stuck posters everywhere in the district. These posters were well 
printed. They just had the word "Vote" and below that, Man-man's picture. 

At every election he got exactly three votes. That I couldn't under
stand. Man-man voted for himself, but who were the other two? 

I asked Hat. 
Hat said, "I really can't say, boy. Is a real mystery. Perhaps is two 

jokers. But they is funny sort of jokers if they do the same thing so many 
times. They must be mad just l ike he." 

And for a long time the thought of these two mad men who voted 
for Man-man haunted me. Every time I saw someone doing anything j ust 
a little bit odd, I wondered, "Is he who vote for Man-man?" 

At large in the city were these two men of mystery. 
Man-man never worked. But he was never idle. He was hypnotised 

by the word, particularly the written word, and he would spend a whole 
day writing a single word. 

One day I met Man-man at the corner of Miguel Street. 
"Boy, where you going?" Man-man asked. 
"I going to school, " I said. 
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And Man-man, looking at me solemnly, said in a mocking way, "So 
you goes to school, eh?" 

I said automatically, "Yes, I goes to school." And I found that without 
intending it I had imitated Man-man's correct and very English accent. 

That again was another mystery about Man-man. His accent. If you 
shut your eyes while he spoke, you would believe an Englishman-a 
good-class Englishman who wasn't particular about grammar-was talking 
to you. 

Man-man said, as though speaking to himself, "So the little man is 
going to school ."  

Then he forgot me, and took out a long stick of chalk from his pocket 
and began writing on the pavement. He drew a very big s in outline and 
then filled it in, and then the c and the H and the o. But then he started 
making several o's, each smaller than the last, until he was writing in 
cursive, o after flowing o. 

When I came home for lunch, he had got to French Street, and he 
was still writing o's, rubbing off mistakes with a rag. 

In the afternoon he had gone round the block and was practically 
back in Miguel Street. 

I went home, changed from my school-clothes into my home-clothes 
and went out to the street. 

He was now half-way up Miguel Street. 
He said, "So the little man gone to school today?" 
I said, "Yes." 
He stood up and straightened his back. 
Then he squatted again and drew the outline of a massive L and filled 

that in slowly and lovingly. 
When it was finished, he stood up and said, "You finish your work. 

I finish mine." 
Or it was l ike this. If  you told Man-man you were going to the 

cricket, he would write CRICK and then concentrate on the E's until he 
saw you again. 

One day Man-man went to the big cafe at the top of Miguel Street 
and began barking and growling at the customers on the stools as though 
he were a dog. The owner, a big Portuguese man with hairy hands, said, 
"Man-man, get out of this shop before I tangle with you." 

Man-man just laughed. 
They threw Man-man out. 
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Next day, the owner found that someone had entered his cafe during 
the night, and had left all the doors open. Bur nothing was missing. 

Hat said, "One thing you must never do is trouble Man-man. He 
remember everything." 

That night the cafe was entered again and the doors again left open. 
The following night the cafe was entered and this time little blobs of 

excrement were left on the centre of every stool and on top of every table 
and at regular intervals along the counter. 

The owner of the cafe was the laughing-stock of the street for several 
weeks, and it was only after a long time that people began going to the 
cafe again. 

Hat said, "Is just l ike I say. Boy, I don't l ike meddling with that man. 
These people really bad-mind, you know. God make them that way." 

It was things l ike this that made people leave Man-man alone. The 
only friend he had was a little mongrel dog, white with black spots on 
the ears. The dog was like Man-man in a way, too. It was a curious dog. 
It never barked, never looked at you, and if you looked at it, i t  looked 
away. It never made friends with any other dog, and if some dog tried 
either to get friendly or aggressive, Man-man's dog gave it a brief look 
of disdain and ambled away, without looking back. 

Man-man loved his dog, and the dog loved Man-man. They were 
made for each other, and Man-man couldn't have made a living without 
his dog. 

Man-man appeared to exercise a great control over the movements of 
his dog's bowels. 

Hat said, "That does really beat me. I can't make that one out." 
It all began in Miguel Street. 
One morning, several women got up to find that the clothes they had 

left to bleach overnight had been sullied by the droppings of a dog. No 
one wanted to use the sheets and the shirts after that, and when Man
man called, everyone was willing to give him the dirty clothes. 

Man-man used to sell these clothes. 
Hat said, "Is things l ike this that make me wonder whether the man 

really mad." 
From Miguel Street Man-man's activities spread, and all the people 

who had suffered from Man-man's dog were anxious to get other people 
to suffer the same thing. 

We in Miguel Street became a little proud of him. 
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I don 't know what i t  was that caused Man-man to turn good. Perhaps 
the death of his dog had something to do with it. The dog was run over 
by a car, and it gave, Hat said, just one short squeak, and then it was 
silent. 

Man-man wandered about for days, looking dazed and lost. 
He no longer wrote words on the pavement; no longer spoke to me 

or to any of the other boys in the street. He began talking to himself, 
clasping his hands and shaking as though he had ague. 

Then one day he said he had seen God after having a bath. 
This didn't surprise many of us. Seeing God was quite common in 

Port of Spain and, indeed, in Trinidad at that time. Ganesh Pundit, the 
mystic masseur from Fuente Grove, had started it. He had seen God, too, 
and had published a little booklet called What God Told Me. Many rival 
mystics and not a few masseurs had announced the same thing, and I 
suppose it was natural that since God was in the area Man-man should 
see Him. 

Man-man began preaching at the corner of Miguel Street, under the 
awning of Mary's shop. He did this every Saturday night. He let his beard 
grow and he dressed in  a long white robe. He got a Bible and other holy 
things and stood in the white light of an acetylene lamp and preached. 
He was an impressive preacher, and he preached in an odd way. He made 
women cry, and he made people l ike Hat really worried. 

He used to hold the Bible in his right hand and slap it with his left 
and say in his perfect English accent, "I have been talking to God these 
few days, and what he tell me about you people wasn't really nice to 
hear. These days you hear all the politicians and them talking about 
making the island self-sufficient. You know what God tel l me last night? 
Last night self, just after I finish eating? God say, 'Man-man, come and 
have a look at these people. '  He show me husband eating wife and wife 
eating husband. He show me father eating son and mother eating daugh
ter. He show me brother eating sister and sister eating brother. That is 
what these politicians and them mean by saying that the island going to 
become self-sufficient. But, brethren, it not too late now to turn to God." 

I used to get nightmares every Saturday night after hearing Man-man 
preach. But the odd thing was that the more he frightened people the 
more they came to hear him preach. And when the collection was made 
they gave him more than ever. 

In the week-days he just walked about, in his white robe, and he 
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begged for food. He said he had done what Jesus ordered and he had 
given away all his goods. With his long black beard and his bright deep 
eyes, you couldn't refuse him anything. He noticed me no longer, and 
never asked me, "So you goes to school?" 

The people in Miguel didn't know what to make of the change. They 
tried to comfort themselves by saying that Man-man was really mad, but, 
l ike me, I think they weren't sure that Man-man wasn't really right.  

What happened afterwards wasn't really unexpected. 
Man-man announced that he was a new Messiah. 
Hat said one day, "You ain't hear the latest?" 
We said, "What?" 
" Is about Man-man. He say he going to be crucified one of these 

days." 
"Nobody go touch him," Edward said. "Everybody fraid of him now." 
Hat explained. "No, it ain't that. He going to crucify hisself. One of 

these Fridays he going to Blue Basin and t ie hisself to a cross and let 
people stone him." 

Somebody-Errol, I think-laughed, but finding that no one laughed 
with him, fell silent again. 

But on top of our wonder and worry, we had this great pride in  
knowing that Man-man came from Miguel Street. 

Little hand-written notices began appearing in the shops and cafes 
and on the gates of some houses, announcing Man-man's forthcoming 
crucifixion. 

"They going to have a big crowd in Blue Basin," Hat announced, 
and added with pride, "and I hear they sending some police too." 

That day, early in the morning, before the shops opened and the 
trolley-buses began running in Ariapita Avenue, the big crowd assembled 
at the corner of Miguel Street. There were lots of men dressed in black and 
even more women dressed in white. They were singing hymns. There 
were also about twenty policemen, but they were not singing hymns. 

When Man-man appeared, looking very thin and very holy, women 
cried and rushed to touch his gown. The police stood by, prepared to 
handle anything. 

A van came with a great wooden cross. 
Hat, looking unhappy in his serge suit, said, "They tell me it make 

from match-wood. It ain't heavy. It light light."  
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Edward said, in a snapping sort of way, "That matter? Is the heart 
and the spirit that matter." 

Hat said, "I ain't saying nothing." 
Some men began taking the cross from the van to give it to Man

man, but he stopped them. His English accent sounded impressive in the 
early morning. "Not here. Leave it for Blue Basin." 

Hat was disappointed. 
We walked to Blue Basin, the waterfall in the mountains to the north

west of Port of Spain, and we got there in two hours. Man-man began 
carrying the cross from the road, up the rocky path and then down to 
the Basin. 

Some men put up the cross, and tied Man-man to it. 
Man-man said, "Stone me, brethren."  
The women wept and flung bits of  sand and gravel a t  his feet. 
Man-man groaned and said, "Father, forgive them. They ain't know 

what they doing." Then he screamed out, "Stone me, brethren! "  
A pebble the size o f  an egg struck him on  the chest. 
Man-man cried, "Stone, stone, STONE me, brethren! I forgive you ."  
Edward said, "The man really brave." 
People began flinging really big stones at Man-man, aiming at his face 

and chest. 
Man-man looked hurt and surprised. He shouted, "What the hell is 

this? What the hell you people think you doing? Look, get me down 
from this thing quick, let me down quick, and I go settle with that son 
of a bitch who pelt a stone at me." 

From where Edward and Hat and the rest of us stood, it sounded l ike 
a cry of agony. 

A bigger stone struck Man-man; the women flung the sand and gravel 
at him. 

We heard Man-man's shout, clear and loud, "Cut this stupidness out. 
Cut it out, I tell you. I finish with this arseness, you hear." And then he 
began cursing so loudly and coarsely that the people stopped in surprise. 

The police took away Man-man. 
The authorities kept him for observation. Then for good. 

3 9 0 



6 

B. Wordsworth 

Three beggars called punctually every day at the hospitable houses 
in Miguel Street. At about ten an Indian came in h is dhoti and white 
jacket, and we poured a tin of rice into the sack he carried on his back. 
At twelve an old woman smoking a clay pipe came and she got a cent. 
At two a blind man led by a boy called for his penny. 

Sometimes we had a rogue. One day a man called and said he was 
hungry. We gave him a meal. He asked for a cigarette and wouldn't go 
until we had lit i t  for him. That man never came again. 

The strangest caller came one afternoon at about four o'clock. I had 
come back from school and was in my home-clothes. The man said to 
me, "Sonny, may I come inside your yard?" 

He was a small man and he was tidily dressed. He wore a hat, a 
white shirt and black trousers. 

I asked, "What you want?" 
He said, "I want to watch your bees ."  
We had four small gru-gru palm trees and they were ful l  of uninvited 

bees. 
I ran up the steps and shouted, "Ma, it have a man outside here. He 

say he want to watch the bees."  
My mother came out, looked a t  the man and asked in an unfriendly 

way, "What you want?" 
The man said, "I want to watch your bees."  
His  English was so good, i t  didn't sound natural, and I could see my 

mother was worried. 
She said to me, "Stay here and watch him while he watch the bees ."  
The man said, "Thank you, Madam. You have done a good deed 

today." 
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He spoke very slowly and very correctly as though every word was 
costing him money. 

We watched the bees, this man and I, for about an hour, squatting 
near the palm trees. 

The man said, "I like watching bees. Sonny, do you like watching 
bees?" 

I said, " I  ain't have the time." 
He shook his head sadly. He said, "That's what I do, I just watch. I 

can watch ants for days. Have you ever watched ants? And scorpions, 
and centipedes, and congorees-have you watched those?" 

I shook my head. 
I said, "What you does do, mister?" 
He got up and said, "I am a poet." 
I said, "A good poet?" 
He said, "The greatest in the world." 
"What your name, mister?" 
"B. Wordsworth." 
"B for Bill?" 
"Black. Black Wordsworth. White Wordsworth was my brother. We 

share one heart. I can watch a small flower like the morning glory and cry." 
I said, "Why you does cry?" 
"Why, boy? Why? You will know when you grow up. You're a poet, 

too, you know. And when you're a poet you can cry for everything." 
I couldn't laugh. 
He said, "You like your mother?" 
"When she not beating me." 
He pulled out a printed sheet from his hip-pocket and said, "On this 

paper is the greatest poem about mothers and I 'm going to sell it to you 
at a bargain price. For four cents."  

I went inside and I said, "Ma, you want to  buy a poetry for four 
cents?" 

My mother said, "Tell that blasted man to haul his tai l  away from 
my yard, you hear." 

I said to B. Wordsworth, "My mother say she ain't have four cents. "  
B .  Wordsworth said, "It i s  the poet's tragedy." 
And he put the paper back in his pocket. He didn't seem to mind. 
I said, "Is a funny way to go round selling poetry l ike that. Only 

calypsonians do that sort of thing. A lot of people does buy?" 
He said, "No one has yet bought a single copy." 
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"But why you does keep on going round, then?" 
He said, "In this way I watch many things, and I always hope to 

meet poets ."  
I said, "You really think I i s  a poet?" 
"You're as good as me," he said. 
And when B. Wordsworth left, I prayed I would see him again. 

About a week later, coming back from school one afternoon, I met 
him at the corner of Miguel Street. 

He said, "I have been waiting for you for a long time." 
I said, "You sell any poetry yet?" 
He shook his head. 
He said, "In my yard I have the best mango tree in Port of Spain. 

And now the mangoes are ripe and red and very sweet and juicy. I have 
waited here for you to tell you this and to invite you to come and eat 
some of my mangoes." 

He lived in Alberto Street in a one-roomed hut placed right in the 
centre of the lot. The yard seemed all green. There was the big mango 
tree. There was a coconut tree and there was a plum tree. The place 
looked wild, as though it wasn't in the city at all . You couldn't see all 
the big concrete houses in the street. 

He was right. The mangoes were sweet and juicy. I ate about six, and 
the yellow mango j uice ran down my arms to my elbows and down my 
mouth to my chin and my shirt was stained. 

My mother said when I got home, "Where you was? You think you 
is a man now and could go all over the place? Go cut a whip for me." 

She beat me rather badly, and I ran out of the house swearing that I 
would never come back. I went to B. Wordsworth's house. I was so 
angry, my nose was bleeding. 

B. Wordsworth said, "Stop crying, and we will go for a walk ." 
I stopped crying, but I was breathing short. We went for a walk. We 

walked down St. Clair Avenue to the Savannah and we walked to the 
race-course. 

B. Wordsworth said, "Now, let us lie on the grass and look up at the 
sky, and I want you to think how far those stars are from us." 

I did as he told me, and I saw what he meant. I felt l ike nothing, and 
at the same time I had never felt so big and great in all my life. I forgot 
all my anger and all my tears and all the blows. 
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When I said I was better, he began telling me the names of the stars, 
and I particularly remembered the constellation of Orion the Hunter, 
though I don't really know why. I can spot Orion even today, but I have 
forgotten the rest. 

Then a light was flashed into our faces, and we saw a policeman. We 
got up from the grass. 

The policeman said, "What you doing here?" 
B. Wordsworth said, "I have been asking myself the same question 

for forty years ." 
We became friends, B. Wordsworth and I. He told me, "You must 

never tel l anybody about me and about the mango tree and the coconut· 
tree and the plum tree. You must keep that a secret. If you tell anybody, 
I will know, because I am a poet." 

I gave him my word and I kept it. 
I l iked his little room. It had no more furniture than George's front 

room, but it looked cleaner and healthier. But it also looked lonely. 
One day I asked him, "Mister Wordsworth, why you does keep all 

this bush in your yard? Ain't it does make the place damp?" 
He said, "Listen, and I will tell you a story. Once upon a time a boy 

and girl met each other and they fell in love. They loved each other so 
much they got married. They were both poets. He loved words. She 
loved grass and flowers and trees. They lived happily in a single room, 
and then one day, the girl poet said to the boy poet, 'We are going to 
have another poet in the family.' But this poet was never born, because 
the girl died, and the young poet died with her, inside her. And the girl 's 
husband was very sad, and he said he would never touch a thing in the 
girl's garden. And so the garden remained, and grew high and wild." 

I looked at B. Wordsworth, and as he told me this lovely story, he 
seemed to grow older. I understood his story. 

We went for long walks together. We went to the Botanical Gardens 
and the Rock Gardens. We climbed Chancellor Hill in the late afternoon 
and watched the darkness fall on Port of Spain, and watched the lights 
go on in the city and on the ships in the harbour. 

He did everything as though he were doing it for the first time in his 
life. He did everything as though he were doing some church rite. 

He would say to me, "Now, how about having some ice-cream?" 
And when I said yes, he would grow very serious and say, "Now, 

which cafe shall we patronise?" As though it were a very important thing. 
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He would think for some time about it, and finally say, "I think I will go 
and negotiate the purchase with that shop." 

The world became a most exciting place. 

One day, when I was in his yard, he said to me, "I have a great secret 
which I am now going to tell you." 

I said, "It really secret?" 
"At the moment, yes." 
I looked at him, and he looked at me. He said, "This is just between 

you and me, remember. I am writing a poem." 
"Oh." I was disappointed. 
He said, "But this is a different sort of poem. This is the greatest 

poem in the world." 
I whistled. 
He said, "I have been working on it for more than five years now. I 

will finish it in about twenty-two years from now, that is, if I keep on 
writing at the present rate." 

"You does write a lot, then?" 
He said, "Not any more. I just write one l ine a month. But I make 

sure it is a good line." 
I asked, "What was last month's good line?" 
He looked up at the sky, and said, 'The past is deep. " 
I said, "It is a beautiful line ." 
B. Wordsworth said, "I hope to distil the experiences of a whole 

month into that single line of poetry. So, in twenty-two years, I shall 
have written a poem that will sing to all humanity. " 

I was filled with wonder. 

Our walks continued. We walked along the sea-wall at Docksite one 
day, and I said, "Mr. Wordsworth, if I drop this pin in the water, you 
think it will float?" 

He said, "This is a strange world. Drop your pin, and let us see what 
will happen ."  

The pin sank. 
I said, "How is the poem this month?" 

3 9 5  



l\I I G U E L  S T H E E T  

But he never told me any other line. He merely said, "Oh, i t  comes, 
you know. It comes."  

Or we would sit on the sea-wall and watch the liners come into the 
harbour. 

But of the greatest poem in the world I heard no more. 

I felt he was growing older. 

"How you does live, Mr. Wordsworth?" I asked him one day. 
He said, "You mean how I get money?" 
When I nodded, he laughed in a crooked way. 
He said, "I sing calypsoes in the calypso season." 
".And that last you the rest of the year?" 
"It is enough." 
"But you will be the richest man in the world when you write the 

greatest poem?" 
He didn't reply. 

One day when I went to see him in his little house, I found him lying 
on his little bed. He looked so old and so weak, that I found myself 
wanting to cry. 

He said, "The poem is not going wel l ." 
He wasn't looking at me. He was looking through the window at the 

coconut tree, and he was speaking as though I wasn't there. He said, 
"When I was twenty I felt the power within myself." Then, almost in 
front of my eyes, I could see his face growing older and more tired. He 
said, "But that-that was a long time ago." 

And then-1 felt it so keenly, it was as though I had been slapped by 
my mother. I could see it clearly on his face. It was there for everyone 
to see. Death on the shrinking face. 

He looked at me, and saw my tears and sat up. 
He said, "Come." I went and sat on his knees. 
He looked into my eyes, and he said, "Oh, you can see it, too. I 

always knew you had the poet's eye." 
He didn't even look sad, and that made me burst out crying loudly. 
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He pul led me to his thin chest, and said, "Do you want me to tell 
you a funny story?" and he smiled encouragingly at me. 

Bur I couldn't reply. 
He said, "When I have finished this story, I want you to promise that 

you will go away and never come back to see me. Do you promise?" 
I nodded. 
He said, "Good. Well, listen. That story I told you about the boy 

poet and the girl poet, do you remember that? That wasn't true. It was 
something I just made up. All this talk about poetry and the greatest 
poem in the world, that wasn't true, either. Isn't that the funniest thing 
you have heard?" 

Bur his voice broke. 
I left the house, and ran home crying, like a poet, for everything I 

saw. 

I walked along Alberto Street a year later, bur I could find no sign of 
the poet's house. It hadn't vanished, just like that. It had been pulled 
down, and a big, two-storied building had taken its place. The mango 
tree and the plum tree and the coconut tree had all been cut down, and 
there was brick and concrete everywhere. 

It was just as though B. Wordsworth had never existed. 
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The Coward 

Big Foot was really big and really black, and everybody in Miguel 
Street was afraid of him. It wasn't his bigness or his blackness that people 
feared, for there were blacker and bigger peopl� about. People were afraid 
of him because he was so silent and sulky; he looked dangerous, l ike those 
terrible dogs that never bark but just look at you from the corner of their 
eyes. 

Hat used to say, "Is only a form of showing off, you know, all this 
quietness he does give us. He quiet j ust because he ain't have anything 
to say, that's all ." 

Yet you could hear Hat telling all sorts of people at the races and 
cricket, "Big Foot and me? We is bosom pals, man. We grow up together. " 

And at school I myself used to say, "Big Foot does l ive in my street, 
you hear. I know him good good, and if any one of all you touch me, I 
go tell Big Foot." 

At that time I had never spoken a single word to Big Foot. 
We in Miguel Street were proud to claim him because he was some

thing of a character in Port of Spain, and had quite a reputation. It was 
Big Foot who flung the stone at the Radio Trinidad building one day and 
broke a window. When the magistrate asked why he did it, Big Foot just 
said, "To wake them up." 

A well-wisher paid the fine for him. 
Then there was the time he got a job driving one of the diesel-buses. 

He drove the bus out of the city to Carenage, five miles away, and told 
the passengers to get out and bathe. He stood by to see that they did. 

After that he got a job as a postman, and he had a great time mis
placing people's letters. They found him at Docksite, with the bag half 
full of letters, soaking his big feet in the Gulf of Paria. 
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He said, "Is hard work, walking all over the place, delivering people 
letters. You come like a postage stamp, man."  

All Trinidad thought of  him as  a comedian, but we  who knew him 
thought otherwise. 

It was people l ike Big Foot who gave the steel-bands a bad name. 
Big Foot was always ready to start a fight with another band, but he 
looked so big and dangerous that he himself was never involved in any 
fight, and he never went to jail for more than three months or so at a 
time. 

Hat, especially, was afraid of Big Foot. Hat often said, "I don't know 
why they don't lose Big Foot in jail, you know. " 

You would have thought that when he was beating his pans and 
dancing in the street at Carnival, Big Foot would at least smile and look 
happy. But no. It was on occasions like this that he prepared his sulkiest 
and grimmest face; and when you saw him beating a pan, you felt, to 
judge by his earnestness, that he was doing some sacred act. 

One day a big crowd of us-Hat, Edward, Eddoes, Boyee, Errol and 
myself-went to the cinema. We were sitting in a row laughing and 
talking all during the film, having a good time. 

A voice from behind said, very quietly, "Shut up." 
We turned and saw Big Foot. 
He lazily pulled out a knife from his trouser pocket, flicked the blade 

open, and stuck it in the back of my chair. 
He looked up at the screen and said in a frightening friendly way, 

"Talk." 
We didn't say a word for the rest of the film. 
Afterwards Hat said, "You does only get policeman son behaving in 

that way. Policeman son and priest son." 
Boyee said, "You mean Big Foot is  priest son?" 
Hat said, "You too stupid. Priests and them does have chi ldren?" 
We heard a lot about Big Foot's father from Hat. It seemed he was 

as much a terror as Big Foot. Sometimes when Boyee and Errol and I 
were comparing notes about beatings, Boyee said, "The blows we get is 
nothing to what Big Foot uses to get from his father. That is how he get 
so big, you know. I meet a boy from Belmont the other day in the 
savannah, and this boy tell me that blows does make you grow." 

Errol said, "You is a blasted fool, man. How you does let people give 
you stupidness l ike that?" 

And once Hat said, "Every day Big Foot father, the policeman, giving 
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Big Foot blows. Like medicine. Three times a day after meals. And hear 
Big Foot talk afterwards. He used to say, 'When I get big and have 
children, I go beat them, beat them. ' "  

I didn't say it then, because I was ashamed; but I had often felt the 
same way when my mother beat me. 

I asked Hat, "And Big Foot mother? She used to beat him too?" 
Hat said, "Oh, God! That woulda kill him. Big Foot didn't have any 

mother. His father didn't married, thank God." 

The Americans were crawling all over Port of Spain in those days, 
making the city really hot. Children didn't take long to find out that they 
were easy people, always ready to give with both hands. Hat began 
working a small racket. He had five of us going all over the district 
begging for chewing gum and chocolate. For every packet of chewing 
gum we gave him we got a cent. Sometimes I made as much as twelve 
cents in a day. Some boy told me later that Hat was selling the chewing 
gum for six cents a packet, but I didn't believe it. 

One afternoon, standing on the pavement outside my house, I saw an 
American soldier down the street, coming towards me. It was about two 
o'clock in the afternoon, very hot, and the street was practically empty. 

The American behaved in a very surprising way when I sprinted 
down to ask, "Got any gum, Joe?" 

He mumbled something about begging kids and I think he was going 
to slap me or cuff me. He wasn't very big, but I was afraid. I think he 
was drunk. 

He set his mouth. 
A gruff voice said, "Look, leave the boy alone, you hear." 
It was Big Foot. 
Not another word was said. The American, suddenly humble, walked 

away, making a great pretence of not being in a hurry. 
Big Foot didn't even look at me. 
I never said again, "Got any gum, Joe?" 

Yet this did not make me like Big Foot. I was, I believe, a little more 
afraid of him. 

I told Hat about the American and Big Foot. 
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Hat said, "All the Americans not l ike that. You can't throw away 
twelve cents a day like that." 

But I refused to beg any more. 
I said, "If it wasn't for Big Foot, the man woulda kill me." 
Hat said, "You know, is a good thing Big Foot father dead before 

Big Foot really get big." 
I said, "What happ�n to Big Foot father, then?" 
Hat said, "You ain't hear? It was a famous thing. A crowd of black 

people beat him up and kill him in 1 937 when they was having the riots 
in the oilfields. Big Foot father was playing hero, just l ike Big Foot play-
. h " mg ero now. 

I said, "Hat, why you don't l ike Big Foot?" 
Hat said, "I ain't have anything against him." 
I said, "Why you fraid him so, then?" 
Hat said, "Ain't you fraid him too?" 
I nodded. "But I feel you do him something and you worried ."  
Hat  said, "Nothing really. I t  just funny. The rest of we boys use to 

give Big Foot hell too. He was thin thin when he was small, you know, 
and we use to have a helluva time chasing him all over the place. He 
couldn't run at all . "  

I felt sorry for Big Foot. 
I said, "How that funny?" 
Hat said, "You go hear. You know the upshot? Big Foot come the 

best runner out of all of we. In the school sports he run the hundred 
yards in ten point four seconds. That is what they say, but you know 
how Trinidad people can't count time. Anyway, then we all want to come 
friendly with him. But he don't want we at all at al l ." 

And I wondered then why Big Foot held himself back from beating 
Hat and the rest of the people who had bullied him when he was a boy. 

But still I didn't l ike him. 

Big Foot became a carpenter for a while, and actually built two or 
three enormous wardrobes, rough, ugly things. But he sold them. And 
then he became a mason. There is no stupid pride among Trinidad crafts
men. No one is a specialist. 

He came to our yard one day to do a job. 
I stood by and watched him. I didn't speak to him, and he didn't 
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speak to me. I noticed that he used his feet as a trowel. He mumbled, "Is 
hard work, bending down al l  the time." 

He did the job well enough. His feet were not big for nothing. 
About four o'clock he knocked off, and spoke to me. 
He said, "Boy, let we go for a walk. I hot and I want to cool off. " 
I didn 't want to go, but I felt I had to. 
We went to the sea-wall at Docksite and watched the sea. Soon it 

began to grow dark. The lights came on in the harbour. The world 
seemed very big, dark, and silent. We stood up without speaking a word. 

Then a sudden sharp yap very near us tore the silence. 
The suddenness and strangeness of the noise paralysed me for a 

moment. 
It was only a dog; a small white and black dog with large flapping 

ears. It was dripping wet, and was wagging its tail out of pure friendliness. 
I said, "Come, boy," and the dog shook off the water from its coat 

on me and then jumped all over me, yapping and squirming. 
I had forgotten Big Foot, and when I looked for him I saw him about 

twenty yards away running for all he was worth. 
I shouted, "Is all right, Big Foot." 
But he stopped before he heard my shout. 
He cried out loudly, "Oh God, I dead, I dead. A big big bottle cut up 

my foot. " 
I and the dog ran to him. 
But when the dog came to him he seemed to forget his foot which 

was bleeding badly. He began hugging and stroking the wet dog, and 
laughing in a crazy way. 

He had cut his foot very badly, and next day I saw it wrapped up. 
He couldn't come to finish the work he had begun in our yard. 

I felt I knew more about Big Foot than any man in Miguel Street, 
and I was afraid that I knew so much. I felt like one of those small men 
in gangster films who know too much and get kil led. 

And thereafter I was always conscious that Big Foot knew what I 
was thinking. I felt his fear that I would tel l .  

But although I was bursting with Big Foot's secret I told no one. I 
would have liked to reassure him but there was no means. 

His presence in the street became something that haunted me. And it 
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was all I could do to stop myself telling Hat, "I not fraid of Big Foot. I 
don't know why you fraid him so." 

Errol, Boyee, and myself sat on the pavement discussing the war. 
Errol said, "If they just make Lord Anthony Eden Prime Minister, we 

go beat up the Germans and them bad bad." 
Boyee said, "What Lord Eden go do so?" 
Errol just haaed, in a very knowing way. 
I said, "Yes, I always think that if they make Lord Anthony Eden 

Prime Minister, the war go end quick quick." 
Boyee said, "You people just don't know the Germans. The Germans 

strong l ike hell, you know. A boy was telling me that these Germans and 
them could eat a nail with their teeth alone." 

Errol said, "But we have Americans on we side now." 
Boyee said, "But they not big l ike the Germans. All the Germans and 

them big big and strong l ike Big Foot, you know, and they braver than 
Big Foot." 

Errol, said, "Shh! Look, he coming." 
Big Foot was very near, and I felt he could hear the conversation. He 

was looking at me, and there was a curious look in his eyes. 
Boyee said, "Why you shhhing me so for? I ain't saying anything 

bad. I just saying that the Germans brave as Big Foot. " 
Just for a moment, I saw the begging look in Big Foot's eyes. I looked 

away. 
When Big Foot had passed, Errol said to me, "Like Big Foot have 

something with you, boy." 

One afternoon Hat was reading the morning paper. He shouted to 
us, "But look at what I reading here, man." 

We asked, "What happening now?" 
Hat said, "Is about Big Foot. " 
Boyee said, "What, they throw him in jail again?" 
Hat said, "Big Foot taking up boxing." 
I understood more than I could say. 
Hat said, "He go get his tail mash up. If he think that boxing is just 

throwing yourself around, he go find out his mistake." 
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The newspapers made a big thing out of i t .  The most popular headline 
was PRANKSTER TURNS PUGI LIST. 

And when I next saw Big Foot, I felt I could look him in the eyes. 
And now I wasn't afraid of him, I was afraid for him. 
But I had no need. Big Foot had what the sports-writers all called a 

"phenomenal success." He knocked out fighter after fighter, and Miguel 
Street grew more afraid of him and more proud of him. 

Hat said, "Is only because he only fighting stupid little people. He 
ain't meet anybody yet that have real class. " 

Big Foot seemed to have forgotten me. His eyes no longer sought 
mine whenever we met, and he no longer stopped to talk  to me. 

He was the terror of the street. I, like everybody else, was frightened 
of him. As before, I preferred it that way. 

He even began showing off more. 
We used to see him running up and down Miguel Street in stupid

looking maroon shorts and he resolutely refused to notice anybody. 
Hat was terrified. 
He said, "They shouldn't let a man who go to jail box." 

An Englishman came to Trinidad one day and the papers interviewed 
him. The man said he was a boxer and a champion of the Royal Air 
Force. Next morning his picture appeared. 

Two days later another picture of him appeared. This time he was 
dressed only in black shorts, and he had squared up towards the camera
man with his boxing gloves on. 

The headline said, «Who will fight this man?" 
And Trinidad answered, "Big Foot will fight this man."  
The excitement was intense when Big Foot agreed. Miguel Street was 

in the news, and even Hat was pleased. 
Hat said, "I know is stupid to say, but I hope Big Foot beat him." 

And he went around the district placing bets with everyone who had 
money to throw away. 

We turned up in strength at the stadium on the night. 
Hat rushed madly here and there, waving a twenty-dollar bill, shout

ing, "Twenty to five, Big Foot beat him." 
I bet Boyee six cents that Big Foot would lose. 
And, in truth, when Big Foot came out to the ring, dancing disdain

fully in the ring, without looking at anybody in the crowd, we felt pleased. 
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Hat shouted, "That is man! " 
I couldn't bear to look at the fight. I looked all the time at the only 

woman in the crowd. She was an American or a Canadian woman and 
she was nibbling at peanuts. She was so blonde, her hair looked like 
straw. Whenever a blow was landed, the crowd roared, and the woman 
pulled in her lips as though she had given the blow, and then she nibbled 
furiously at her peanuts. She never shouted or got up or waved her 
hands. I hated that woman. 

The roars grew louder and more frequent. 
I could hear Hat shouting, "Come on, Big Foot. Beat him up. Beat 

him up, man." Then, with panic in his voice, "Remember your father. " 
But Hat's shouts died away. 
Big Foot had lost the fight, on points. 
Hat paid out about a hundred dollars in five minutes. 
He said, "I go have to sell the brown and white cow, the one I buy 

from George." 
Edward said, "Is God work." 
Boyee said to me, "I go give you your six cents tomorrow." 
I said, "Six cents tomorrow? But what you think I is? A millionaire? 

Look, man, give me money now now, you hear." 
He paid up. 
But the crowd was laughing, laughing. 
I looked at the ring. 
Big Foot was in tears. He was l ike a boy, and the more he cried, the 

louder he cried, and the more painful it sounded. 
The secret I had held for Big Foot was now shown to everybody. 
Hat said, "What, he crying?" And Hat laughed. 
He seemed to forget all about the cow. He said, "Well, well, look at 

man, eh!" 
And all of us from Miguel Street laughed at Big Foot. 
All except me. For I knew how he felt, although he was a big 

man and I was a boy. I wished I had never betted that six cents with 
Boyee. 

The papers next morning said, " PUGILIST sons IN RING. " 

Trinidad thought it was Big Foot, the comedian, doing something 
funny again. 

But we knew otherwise. 
Big Foot left Miguel Street, and the last I heard of him was that he 

was a labourer in a quarry in Laventille. 
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About six months later a little scandal was rippling through Trinidad, 
making everybody feel silly. 

The R.A.F. champion, it turned out, had never been in the R.A.F., and 
as a boxer he was completely unknown. 

Hat said, "Well, what you expect in a place like this?" 
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A stranger could drive through Miguel Street and just say "Slum! " 
because he could see no more. But we, who lived there, saw our street 
as a world, where everybody was quite different from everybody else. 
Man-man was mad; George was stupid; Big Foot was a bully; Hat was 
an adventurer; Popo was a philosopher; and Morgan was our comedian. 

Or that was how we looked upon him. But, looking back now after 
so many years, I think he deserved a lot more respect than we gave him. 
It was his own fault, of course. He was one of those men who deliberately 
set out to clown and wasn't happy unless people were laughing at him, 
and he was always thinking of new crazinesses which he hoped would 
amuse us. He was the sort of man who, having once created a laugh by 
sticking the match in his mouth and trying to light it with his cigarette, 
having once done that, does it over and over again. 

Hat used to say, "Is a damn nuisance, having that man trying to be 
funny all the time, when all of we well know that he not so happy at 
all ." 

I felt that sometimes Morgan knew his jokes were not coming off, 
and that made him so miserable that we all fel t  unkind and nasty. 

Morgan was the first artist I ever met in my life. He spent nearly all 
his time, even when he was playing the fool, thinking about beauty. 
Morgan made fireworks. He loved fireworks, and he was ful l  of theories 
about fireworks. Something about the Cosmic Dance or the Dance of 
Life. But this was the sort of talk that went clean over our heads i n  
Miguel Street. And when Morgan saw this, h e  would begin using even 
bigger words. Just for the joke. One of the big words I learnt from Mor
gan is the title of this sketch. 

But very few people in Trinidad used Morgan's fireworks. All the big 
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fetes in the island passed-Races, Carnival, Discovery Day, the Indian 
Centenary-and while the rest of the island was going crazy with rum 
and music and pretty women by the sea, Morgan was just going crazy 
with rage. 

Morgan used to go to the Savannah and watch the fireworks of his 
rivals, and hear the cheers of the crowd as the fireworks spattered and 
spangled the sky. He would come in a great temper and beat all his 
children. He had ten of them. His wife was too big for him to beat. 

Hat would say, "We better send for the fire-brigade." 
And for the next two or three hours Morgan would prowl in a stupid 

sort of way around his backyard, letting off fireworks so crazily that we 
used to hear his wife shouting, "Morgan, stop playing the ass. You make 
ten children and you have a wife, and you can't afford to go and dead 
now." 

Morgan would roar l ike a bull and beat on the galvanized-iron fence. 
He would shout, "Everybody want to beat me. Everybody." 
Hat said, "You know we hearing the real Morgan now." 
These fits of craziness made Morgan a real terror. When the fits were 

on him, he had the idea that Bhakcu, the mechanical genius who was my 
uncle, was always ready to beat him, and at about eleven o'clock in the 
evenings, the idea just seemed to explode in his head. 

He would beat on the fence and shout, "Bhakcu, you fat-belly good
for-nothing son-of-a-bitch, come out and fight like a man." 

Bhakcu would keep on reading the Ramayana, in h is  doleful singing 
voice, lying flat on his belly on his bed. 

Bhakcu was a big man, and Morgan was a very small man, with the 
smallest hands and the thinnest wrists in Miguel Street. 

Mrs. Bhakcu would say, "Morgan, why you don't shut up and go to 
sleep?" 

Mrs. Morgan would reply, "Hey, you thin-foot woman! You better 
leave my husband alone, you hear. Why you don't look after your own?" 

Mrs. Bhakcu would say, "You better mind your mouth. Otherwise I 
come up and turn your face with one slap, you hear. " 

Mrs. Bhakcu was four feet high, three feet wide, and three feet deep. 
Mrs. Morgan was a little over six foot tall and built like a weight-lifter. 

Mrs. Morgan said, "Why you don't get your big-belly husband to go 
and fix some more motor-car, and stop reading that damn stupid sing
song he always sing-songing?" 

By this time Morgan would be on the pavement with us, laughing in 
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a funny sort of way, saying, "Hear them women and them!"  He would 
drink some rum from a hip-flask and say, "Just watch and see. You know 
the calypso? 

The more they try to do me had 
Is the hetter I live in T nnidad 

Is the same thing with me, you know. This time so next year, I go have 
the King of England and the King of America paying me millions to make 
fireworks for them. The most beautiful fireworks anybody ever see." 

And Hat or somebody else would ask, "You go make the fireworks 
for them?" 

Morgan would say, "Make what? Make nothing. By this time so next 
year, I go have the King of England and the King of America paying me 
millions to make fireworks for them. The most beautiful fireworks any
body ever see." 

And, in the meantime, in the back of the yard, Mrs .  Bhakcu was 
saying, "He have big belly. But what yours have? I don't know what 
yours going to sit on next year this time, you hear. " 

And next morning Morgan was as straight and sober as ever, talking 
about his experiments. 

This Morgan was more l ike a bird than a man. It was not only that 
he was as thin as a match-stick. He had a long neck that could swivel 
l ike a bird's. His eyes were bright and restless. And when he spoke i t  
was in a pecking sort of way, as though he was not throwing out words, 
but picking up corn. He walked with a quick, tripping step, looking back 
over his shoulder at somebody fol lowing who wasn't there. 

Hat said, "You know how he get so? Is his wife, you know. He fraid  
she too bad. Spanish woman, you know. Ful l  of blood and fire." 

Boyee said, "Y au suppose that is why he want to make fireworks 
so?" 

Hat said, "People funny l ike hel l .  You never know with them."  
But  Morgan used to  make a joke of even h is  appearance, flinging out 

his arms and feet when he knew people were looking at him. 
Morgan also made fun of his wife and his ten children. "Is a miracle 

to me," he said, "that a man like me have ten children. I don't know how 
I manage it ." 

Edward said, "How you sure is your children?" 
Morgan laughed, and said, "I have my doubts." 
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Hat didn't like Morgan. He said, "Is hard ro say. But it have some
thing about him I can't really take. I always feel he overdoing everything. 
I always feel the man lying about everything. I feel that he even lying to 
hisself. "  

I don't think any of  us  understood what Hat meant. Morgan was 
becoming a little too troublesome, and it was hard for all of us to begin 
smiling as soon as we saw him, which was what he wanted. 

Still his firework experiments continued; and every now and then we 
heard an explosion from Morgan's house, and we saw the puffs of col
oured smoke. This was one of the standing amusements of the street. 

But as time went by and Morgan found that no one was willing to 
buy his fireworks, he began to make fun even of his fireworks. He was 
not content with the laughter of the street when there was an explosion 
in his house. 

Hat said, "When a man start laughing at something he fight for all 
the time, you don't know whether to laugh or cry." And Hat decided that 
Morgan was just a fool. 

I suppose it was because of Hat that we decided not to laugh at 
Morgan any more. 

Hat said, "It go make him stop playing the fool ."  
But i t  didn't. 
Morgan grew wilder than ever, and began challenging Bhakcu to fight 

about two or three times a week. He began beating his children more 
than ever. 

And he made one last attempt to make us laugh. 
I heard about it from Chris, Morgan's fourth son. We were in the 

cafe at the corner of Miguel Street. 
Chris said, "Is a crime to talk to you now, you know. " 
I said, "Don't tell me. Is the old man again?" 
Chris nodded and he showed me a sheet of paper, headed CRIME AND 

PUNISHMENT. 

Chris said with pride, "Look at it ." 
It was a long list, with entries l ike this: 

For fighting i) at home 
ii) in the street 
iii) at school 

Five strokes 
Seven strokes 
Eight strokes 

Chris looked at me and said in a very worried way, "It funny like 
hell, eh? This sort of thing make blows a joke." 
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I said yes, and asked, "But you say is a crime to talk to me. Where 
it is?" 

Chris showed me: 

For talking to street rabs 
For playing with street rabs 

Four strokes 
Eight strokes 

I said, "But your father don't mind talking to us. What wrong if you 
talk to us?" 

Chris said, "But this ain't nothing at all. You must come on Sunday 
and see what happen."  

I could see that Chris was pleased a s  anything. 
About six of us went that Sunday. Morgan was there to meet us and 

he took us into his drawing room. Then he disappeared. There were 
many chairs and benches as though there was going to be a concert. 
Morgan's eldest son was standing at a little table in the corner. 

Suddenly this boy said, "Stand!" 
We all stood up, and Morgan appeared, smiling all round. 
I asked Hat, "Why he smiling so?" 
Hat said, "That is how the magistrates and them does smile when 

they come in court." 
Morgan's eldest son shouted, "Andrew Morgan!" 
Andrew Morgan came and stood before his father. 
The eldest boy read very loudly, "Andrew Morgan, you are charged 

with stoning the tamarind tree in Miss Dorothy's yard; you are charged 
with ripping off three buttons for the purpose of purchasing some marbles; 
you are charged with fighting Dorothy Morgan; you are charged with 
stealing two tolums and three sugar-cakes. Do you plead guilty or not 
guilty?" 

Andrew said, "Guilty." 
Morgan, scribbling on a sheet of paper, looked up. 
"Have you anything to say?" 
Andrew said, "I sorry, sir. " 
Morgan said, "We will let the sentences run concurrently. Twelve 

strokes." 
One by one, the Morgan children were judged and sentenced. Even 

the eldest boy had to receive some punishment. 
Morgan then rose and said, "These sentences will be carried out this 

afternoon." 
He smiled all round, and left the room. 
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The joke misfired completely. · 

Hat said, "Nah, nah, man, you can't make fun of your own self and 
your own children that way, and invite all the street to see. Nah, it ain't 
right." 

I felt the joke was somehow terrible and frightening. 
And when Morgan came out on the pavement that evening, his face 

fixed in a smile, he got none of the laughter he had expected. Nobody 
ran up to him and clapped him on the back, saying, "But this man Mor
gan really mad, you hear. You hear how he beating his children these 
days . . .  ?" No one said anything like that. No one said anything to him. 

It was easy to see he was shattered. 
Morgan got really drunk that night and challenged everybody to fight. 

He even challenged me. 
Mrs. Morgan had padlocked the front gate, so Morgan could only run 

about in his yard. He was as mad as a mad bull, bellowing and butting 
at the fence. He kept saying over and over again, "You people think I 
not a man, eh? My father had eight children. I is his son. I have ten. I 
better than all of you put together." 

Hat said, "He soon go start crying and then he go sleep." 
But I spent a lot of time that night before going to sleep thinking 

about Morgan, feeling sorry for him because of that little devil he had 
inside him. For that was what I thought was wrong with him. I fancied 
that inside him was a red, grinning devil pricking Morgan with his fork. 

Mrs. Morgan and the children went to the country. 
Morgan no longer came out to the pavement, seeking our company. 

He was busy with his experiments. There were a series of minor explo
sions and lots of smoke. 

Apart from that, peace reigned in our end of Miguel Street. 
I wondered what Morgan was doing and thinking in all that solitude. 
The following Sunday it rained heavily, and everyone was forced 

to go to bed early. The street was wet and glistening, and by eleven 
there was no noise save for the patter of the rain on the corrugated-iron 
roofs. 

A short, sharp shout cracked through the street, and got us up. 
I could hear windows being flung open, and I heard people saying, 

"What happen? What happen?" 
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"Is Morgan. Is Morgan. Something happening by Morgan." 
I was already out in the street and in front of Morgan's house. I never 

slept in pyjamas. I wasn't in that class. 
The first thing I saw in the darkness of Morgan's yard was the figure 

of a woman hurrying away from the house to the back gate that opened 
on to the sewage trace between Miguel Street and Alfonso Street. 

It was drizzling now, not very hard, and in no time at all quite a 
crowd had joined me. 

It was all a bit mysterious-the shout, the woman disappearing, the 
dark house. 

Then we heard Mrs. Morgan shouting, "Teresa Blake, Teresa Blake, 
what you doing with my man?" It was a cry of great pain. 

Mrs. Bhakcu was at my side. "I always know about this Teresa, but 
I keep my mouth shut. " 

Bhakcu said, "Yes, you know everything, like your mother. " 
A light came on in the house. 
Then it went off again. 
We heard Mrs. Morgan saying, "Why you fraid the light so for? Ain't 

you is man? Put the light on, let we see the great big man you is ." 
The light went on; then off again. 
We heard Morgan's voice, but it was so low we couldn't make out 

what he was saying. 
Mrs. Morgan said, "Yes, hero." And the light came on again .  
We heard Morgan mumbling again. 
Mrs. Morgan said, "No, hero ."  
The light went off; then i t  went on. 
Mrs. Morgan was saying, "Leave the light on. Come, let we show 

the big big hero to the people in the street. Come, let we show them 
what man really make like. You is not a anti-man, you is real man. You 
ain't only make ten children with me, you going to make more with 
somebody else. " 

We heard Morgan's voice, a fluting unhappy thing. 
Mrs. Morgan said, "But what you fraid now for? Ain't you is the 

funny man? The clown? Come, let them see see the clown and the big 
man you is. Let them see what man really make like. " 

Morgan was wailing by this time, and trying to talk. 
Mrs. Morgan was saying, "If you try to put that l ight off, I break up 

your little thin tail like a match-stick here, you hear." 
Then the front door was flung open, and we saw. 
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Mrs. Morgan was holding up Morgan by his waist. He was practically 
naked, and he looked so thin, he was l ike a boy with an old man's face. 
He wasn't looking at us, but at Mrs. Morgan's face, and he was squirming 
in her grasp, trying to get away. But Mrs. Morgan was a strong woman. 

Mrs. Morgan was looking not at us, but at the man in her arm. 
She was saying, "But this is the big man I have, eh? So this is the 

man I married and slaving all my life for?" And then she began laughing, 
in a croaking, nasty way. 

She looked at us for a moment, and said, "Well, laugh now. He don't 
mind. He always want people to laugh at him." 

And the sight was so comic, the thin man held up so easily by the 
fat woman, that we did laugh. It was the sort of laugh that begins gently 
and then builds up into a bellowing belly laugh. 

For the first time since he came to Miguel Street, Morgan was really 
being laughed at by the people. 

And it broke him completely. 
All the next day we waited for him to come out to the pavement, to 

congratulate him with our laughter. But we didn't see him. 
Hat said, "When I was little, my mother used to tell me, 'Boy, you 

laughing all day. I bet you, you go cry tonight. ' "  

That night my sleep was again disturbed. By shouts and sirens. 
I looked through the window and saw a red sky and red smoke. 
Morgan's house was on fire. 
And what a fire! Photographers from the papers were climbing up 

into other people's houses to get their pictures, and people were looking 
at them and not at the fire. Next morning there was a first-class picture 
with me part of the crowd in the top right-hand corner. 

But what a fire it was! It was the most beautiful fire in Port of Spain 
since 1 933 when the Treasury (of all places) burnt down, and the calyp
sonian sang: 

It was a glon"ous and a heaut{ul scenery 
Was the hurning of the Treasury. 

What really made the fire beautiful was Morgan's fireworks going off. 
Then for the first time everybody saw the astonishing splendour of Mor-
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gan's fireworks. People who used to scoff at Morgan felr a little s illy. 
have travelled in many countries since, but I have seen nothing to beat 
the fireworks show in Morgan's house that night. 

But Morgan made no more fireworks. 
Hat said, "When I was a little boy, my mother used to say, 'If a man 

want something, and he want it really bad, he does get it, but when he 
get it he don't like it. ' " 

Both of Morgan's ambitions were fulfilled. People laughed at him, 
and they still do. And he made the most beautiful fireworks in the world. 
But as Hat said, when a man gets something he wants badly, he doesn't 
like it. 

As we expected, the thing came out in court. Morgan was charged 
with arson. The newspaper people had a lot of fun with Morgan, within 
the libel laws. One headline I remember: PYROTECHNIST ALLEGED PYRO

MANIAC. 

But I was glad, though, that Morgan got off. 
They said Morgan went to Venezuela. They said he went mad. They 

said he became a jockey in Colombia. They said all sorts of things, but 
the people of Miguel Street were always romancers. 
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This man was born to be an active and important member of a local 
road board in the country. An unkind fate had placed him in the city. He 
was a natural guide, philosopher and friend to anyone who stopped to 
listen. 

Titus Hoyt was the first man I met when I came to Port of Spain, a 
year or two before the war. 

My mother had fetched me from Chaguanas after my father died. We 
travelled up by train and took a bus to Miguel Street. It was the first time 
I had travelled in a city bus. 

I said to my mother, "Ma, look, they forget to ring the bell here." 
My mother said, "If you ring the bell you damn well going to get off 

and walk home by yourself, you hear. " 
And then a little later I said, "Ma, look, the sea." 
People in the bus began to laugh. 
My mother was really furious. 
Early next morning my mother said, "Look now, I giving you four cents. 

Go to the shop on the corner of this road, Miguel Street, and buy two hops 
bread for a cent apiece, and buy a penny butter. And come back quick ." 

I found the shop and I bought the bread and the butter-the red, salty 
type of butter. 

Then I couldn't find my way back. 
I found about six Miguel Streets, but none seemed to have my house. 

After a long time walking up and down I began to cry. I sat down on 
the pavement, and got my shoes wet in the gutter. 

Some little white girls were playing in a yard behind me. I looked at 
them, still crying. A girl wearing a pink frock came out and said, "Why 
you crying?" 
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I said, "I lost." 
She put her hands on my shoulder and said, "Don't cry. You know 

where you l ive?" 
I pulled out a piece of paper from my shirt pocket and showed her. 

Then a man came up. He was wearing white shorts and a white shirt, 
and he looked funny. 

The man said, "Why he crying?" In a gruff, but interested way. 
The girl told him. 
The man said, "I will take him home." 
I asked the girl to come too. 
The man said, "Yes, you better come to explain to his mother. " 
The girl said, "All right, Mr. Titus Hoyt." 
That was one of the first things about Titus Hoyt that I found inter

esting. The girl calling him "Mr. Titus Hoyt. " Not Titus, or Mr. Hoyt, 
but Mr. Titus Hoyt. I later realised that everyone who knew him called 
him that. 

When we got home the girl explained to my mother what had hap
pened, and my mother was ashamed of me. 

Then the girl left. 
Mr. Titus Hoyt looked at me and said, "He look like a intelligent 

little boy." 
My mother said in a sarcastic way, "Like his father." 
Titus Hoyt said, "Now, young man, if a herring and a half cost a 

penny and a half, what's the cost of three herrings?" 
Even in the country, in Chaguanas, we had heard about that. 
Without waiting, I said, "Three pennies. "  
Titus Hoyt regarded me with wonder. 
He told my mother, "This boy bright l ike anything, ma'am. You must 

take care of him and send him to a good school and feed him good food 
so he could study wel l ."  

My mother didn't say anything. 
When Titus Hoyt left, he said, "Cheerio! "  
That was the second interesting thing about him. 
My mother beat me for getting my shoes wet in the gutter but she 

said she wouldn't beat me for getting lost. 
For the rest of that day I ran about the yard saying, "Cheerio! 

Cheerio!" to a tune of my own. 
That evening Titus Hoyt came again. 
My mother didn't seem to mind. 
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To me Titus Hoyt said, "You can read?" 
I said yes. 
"And write?" 
I said yes. 
"Well, look," he said, "get some paper and a pencil and write what 

I tell you." 
I said, "Paper and pencil?" 
He nodded. 
I ran to the kitchen and said, "Ma, you got any paper and pencil?" 
My mother said, "What you think I is? A shopkeeper?" 
Titus Hoyt shouted, "Is for me, ma'am."  
My mother said, "Oh." In  a disappointed way. 
She said, "In the bottom drawer of the bureau you go find my purse. 

It have a pencil in it." 
And she gave me a copy-book from the kitchen shelf. 
Mr. Titus Hoyt said, "Now, young man, write. Write the address of 

this house in the top right-hand corner, and below that, the date. " Then 
he asked, "You know who we writing this letter to, boy?" 

I shook my head. 
He said, "Ha, boy! Ha! We writing to the Guardian, boy." 
I said, "The Tn"nidad Guardian? The paper? What, me writing to the 

Guardian/ But only big big man does write to the Guardian. " 
Titus Hoyt smiled. "That's why you writing. It go surprise them." 
I said, "What I go write to them about?" 
He said, "You go write it now. Write. To the Editor, Tn"nidad Guard

ian. Dear Sir, I am but a child of eight (How old you is? Well ,  it don 't 
matter anyway) and yesterday my mother sent me to make a purchase 
in the city. This, dear Mr. Editor, was my first peregrination (p-e-r-e-g
r-i-n-a-t-i-o-n) in this metropolis, and I had the misfortune to wander 
from the path my mother had indicated--" 

I said, "Oh God, Mr. Titus Hoyt, where you learn all these big words 
and them? You sure you spelling them right?" 

Titus Hoyt smiled. "I spend all afternoon making up this letter," he 
said. 

I wrote: " . . .  and in this state of despair I was rescued by a Mr. Titus 
Hoyt, of Miguel Street. This only goes to show, dear Mr. Editor, that 
human kindness is a quality not yet extinct in this world." 

The Guardian never printed the letter. 
When I next saw Titus Hoyt, he said, "Well, never mind. One day, 
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boy, one day, I go make them sit up and take notice of every word I say. 
Just wait and see. :' 

And before he left, he said, "Drinking your milk?" 
He had persuaded my mother to give me half a pint of milk every 

day. Milk was good for the brains. 
It is one of the sadnesses of my life that I never fulfilled Titus Hoyt's 

hopes for my academic success. 
I still remember with tenderness the interest he took in me. Sometimes 

his views clashed with my mother's. There was the business of the cob
webs, for instance. 

Boyee, with whom I had become friendly very quickly, was teaching 
me to ride. I had fallen and cut myself nastily on the shin. 

My mother was attempting to cure this with sooty cobwebs soaked 
in rum. 

Titus Hoyt was horrified. "You ain 't know what you doing," he 
shouted. 

My mother said, "Mr. Titus Hoyt, I will kindly ask you to mind your 
own business. The day you make a baby yourself I go listen to what you 
have to say." 

Titus Hoyt refused to be ridiculed. He said, "Take the boy to the 
doctor, man." 

I was watching them argue, not caring greatly either way. 
In the end I went to the doctor. 
Titus Hoyt reappeared in a new role. 
He told my mother, "For the last two three months I been taking the 

first-aid course with the Red Cross. I go dress the boy foot for you ."  
That really terrified me. 
For about a month or so afterwards, people in Miguel Street could 

tell when it was nine o 'clock in the morning. By my shrieks. Titus Hoyt 
loved his work. 

All this gives some clue to the real nature of the man. 
The next step fol lowed naturally. 
Titus Hoyt began to teach. 
It began in a small way, after the fashion of all great enterprises. 
He had decided to sit for the external arts degree of London Univer

sity. He began to learn Latin, teaching himself, and as fast as he learned, 
he taught us. 

He rounded up three or four of us and taught us in the veranda of 
his house. He kept chickens in his yard and the place stank. 
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That Latin stage didn't last very long. We got as far as the fourth 
declension, and then Boyee and Errol and myself began asking questions. 
They were not the sort of questions Titus Hoyt liked. 

Boyee said, "Mr. Titus Hoyt, I think you making up all this, you 
know, making it up as you go on." 

Titus Hoyt said, "But I telling you, I not making it up. Look, here it 
is in black and white." 

Errol said, "I feel, Mr. Titus Hoyt, that one man sit down one day 
and make all this up and have everybody else learning it." 

Titus Hoyt asked me, "What is the accusative singular of bellum?" 
Feeling wicked, because I was betraying him, I said to Titus Hoyt, 

"Mr. Titus Hoyt, when you was my age, how you woulda feel if some
body did ask you that question?" 

And then Boyee asked, "Mr. Titus Hoyt, what is the meaning of the 
ablarive case?" 

So the Latin lessons ended. 

But however much we laughed at him, we couldn't deny that Titus 
Hoyt was a deep man. 

Hat used to say, "He is a thinker, that man." 
Titus Hoyt thought about all sorts of things, and he thought danger

ous things sometimes. 
Hat said, "I don't think Titus Hoyt l ike God, you know." 
Titus Hoyt would say, "The thing that really matter is faith. Look, I 

believe that if I pull out this bicycle-lamp from my pocket here, and set 
it up somewhere, and really really believe in it and pray to it, what I pray 
for go come. That is what I believe." 

And so saying he would rise and leave, not forgetting to say, 
"Cheerio! "  

He had the habit of rushing u p  to u s  and saying, "Silence, everybody. 
I just been thinking. Listen to what I just been thinking." 

One day he rushed up and said, "I been thinking how this war could 
end. If Europe could just sink for five minutes all the Germans go 
drown--" 

Eddoes said, "But England go drown too." 
Titus Hoyt agreed and looked sad. "I lose my head, man," he said. 

"I lose my head ."  
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And he wandered away, muttering to himself, and shaking his head. 
One day he cycled right up to us when we were talking about the 

Barbados-Trinidad cricket match. Things were not going well for Trin
idad and we were worried. 

Titus Hoyt rushed up and said, "Silence. I just been thinking. Look, 
boys, it ever strike you that the world not real at all? It ever strike you 
that we have the only mind in the world and you just thinking up every
thing else? Like me here, having the only mind in the world, and thinking 
up you people here, thinking up the war and all the houses and the ships 
and them in  the harbour. That ever cross your mind?" 

His interest in teaching didn't die. 
We often saw him going about with big books. These books were 

about teaching. 
Titus Hoyt used to say, "Is a science, man. The trouble with Trinidad 

is that the teachers don't have this science of teaching." 
And, "Is the biggest thing in the world, man. Having the minds of 

the young to train. Think of that. Think." 
It soon became clear that whatever we thought about it Titus Hoyt 

was bent on training our minds. 
He formed the Miguel Street Literary and Social Youth Club, and had 

it affiliated to the Trinidad and Tobago Youth Association. 
We used to meet in his house, which was well supplied with things 

to eat and drink. The walls of his house were now hung with improving 
quotations, some typed, some cut out of magazines and pasted on bits of 
cardboard. 

I also noticed a big thing called "Time-table." 
From this I gathered that Titus Hoyt was to rise at five-thirty, read 

Something from Greek philosophers until six, spend fifteen minutes bath
ing and exercising, another five reading the morning paper, and ten on 
breakfast. It was a formidable thing altogether. 

Titus Hoyt said, "If I fol low the time-table I will be a educated man 
in about three four years." 

The Miguel Street Club didn't last very long. 
It was Titus Hoyt's fault. 
No man in his proper senses would have made Boyee secretary. Most 

of Boyee's minutes consisted of the names of people present. 
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And then we all had to write and read something. 
The Miguel Street Literary and Social Club became nothing more 

than a gathering of film critics. 
Titus Hoyt said, "No, man. We just can't have all you boys talking 

about pictures all the time. I will have to get some propaganda for you 
boys." 

Boyee said, "Mr. Titus Hoyt, what we want with propaganda? Is a 
German thing." 

Titus Hoyt smiled. "That is not the proper meaning of the word, boy. 
I am using the word in it proper meaning. Is education, boy, that make 
me know things like that ." 

Boyee was sent as our delegate to the Youth Association annual con
ference. 

When he came back Boyee said, "Is a helluva thing at that youth 
conference. Is only a pack of old, old people it have there." 

The attraction of the Coca-Cola and the cakes and the ice-cream began 
to fade. Some of us began staying away from meetings. 

Titus Hoyt made one last effort to keep the club together. 
One day he said, "Next Sunday the club will go on a visit to Fort 

George." 
There were cries of disapproval. 
Titus Hoyt said, "You see, you people don't care about your country. 

How many of you know about Fort George? Not one of you here know 
about the place. But is history, man, your history, and you must learn 
about things like that. You must remember that the boys and girls of 
today are the men and women of tomorrow. The old Romans had a 
saying, you know. Mens sana i'n corpore sano. I think we will make the 
walk to Fort George." 

Still no one wanted to go. 
Titus Hoyt said, "At the top of Fort George it have a stream, and it 

cool cool and the water crystal clear. You could bathe there when we get 
to the top." 

We couldn't resist that. 
The next Sunday a whole group of us took the trolley-bus to Mu

curapo. 
When the conductor came round to collect the fares, Titus Hoyt said, 

"Come back a little later." And he paid the conductor only when we got 
off the bus. The fare for everybody came up to about two shil lings. But 
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Titus Hoyt gave the conductor a shill ing, saying, "We don 't want any 
ticket, man!" The conductor and Titus Hoyt laughed. 

It was a long walk up the hill, red and dusty, and hot. 
Titus Hoyt told us, "This fort was built at a time when the French 

and them was planning to invade Trinidad." 
We gasped. 
We had never realised that anyone considered us so important. 
Titus Hoyt said, "That was in 1 803, when we was fighting Napoleon." 
We saw a few old rusty guns at the side of the path and heaps of 

rusty cannon-balls. 
I asked, "The French invade Trinidad, Mr. Titus Hoyt?" 
Titus Hoyt shook his head in a disappointed way. "No, they didn 't 

attack. But we was ready, man. Ready for them. " 
Boyee said, "You sure it have this stream up there you tell us about, 

Mr. Titus Hoyt?" 
Titus Hoyt said, "What you think I is? A liar?" 
Boyee said, "I ain't saying nothing." 
We walked and sweated. Boyee took off his shoes. 
Errol said, "If it ain't have that stream up there, somebody going to 

catch hel l ."  
We got to the top, had a quick look at  the graveyard where there 

were a few tombstones of British soldiers dead long ago; and we looked 
through the telescope at the city of Port of Spain large and sprawling 
beneath us. We could see the people walking in the streets as large as 
life. 

Then we went looking for the stream. 
We couldn't find it. 
Titus Hoyt said, "It must be here somewhere. When I was a boy I 

use to bathe in it. " 
Boyee said, "And what happen now? It dry up?" 
Titus Hoyt said, "It look so. "  
Boyee got really mad, and you couldn't blame him. I t  was hard work 

coming up that hill, and we were all hot and thirsty. 
He insulted Titus Hoyt in a very crude way. 
Titus Hoyt said, "Remember, Boyee, you are the secretary of the 

Miguel Street Literary and Social Club. Remember that you have just 
attended a meeting of the Youth Association as our delegate. Remember 
these things ." 

42 3 



M I G U E L  S T R E E T  

Boyee said, "Go to hell, Hoyt." 
We were aghast. 
So the Literary Club broke up. 

It wasn 't long after that Titus Hoyt got his Inter Arts degree and set 
up a school of his own. He had a big sign placed in his garden: 

TITUS HoYT, I.A. (London, External) 
Passes in the Camhndge 

School Certificate Guaranteed 

One year the Guardian had a brilliant idea. They started the Needy 
Cases Fund to help needy cases at Christmas. It was popular and after a 
few years was called The Neediest Cases Fund. At the beginning of 
November the Guardian announced the target for the fund and it was a 
daily exci tement until Christmas Eve to see how the fund rose. It was 
always front page news and everybody who gave got his name in the 
papers. 

In the middle of December one year, when the excitement was high, 
Miguel Street was in the news. 

Hat showed us the paper and we read: 

FOLLOW THE EXAMPLE OF THIS TINYMITE! 

The smallest and most touching response to our appeal to bring 
Yuletide cheer to the unfortunate has come in a letter from Mr. 
Titus Hoyt, I.A., a headmaster of Miguel Street, Port of Spain. 
The letter was sent to Mr. Hoyt by one of his pupils who wishes 
to remain anonymous. We have Mr. Hoyt's permission to print 
the letter in ful l .  

"Dear Mr. Hoyt, I am only eight and, as you doubtless know, 
I am a member of the GUARDIA!'\ Tinymites League. I read Aunt 
Juanita every Sunday. You, dear Mr. Hoyt, have always extolled 
the virtue of charity and you have spoken repeatedly of the fine 
work the GUARDIAN Neediest Cases Fund is doing to bring Yule
tide cheer to the unfortunate. I have decided to yield to your 
earnest entreaty. I have very little money to offer-a mere six 
cents, in fact, but take it, Mr. Hoyt, and send it to the GUARDIAN 
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Neediest Cases Fund. May it bring Yuletide cheer to some poor 
unfortunate! I know it is not much. But, l ike the widow, I give 
my mite. I remain, dear Mr. Hoyt, One of Your Pupils ." 

And there was a large photograph of Titus Hoyt, smiling and pop-eyed 
in the flash of the camera. 



I O  

The Maternal Instinct 

I suppose Laura holds a world record. 
Laura had eight children. 
There is nothing surprising in that. 
These eight children had seven fathers. 
Beat that! 
It was Laura who gave me my first lesson in biology. She lived just 

next door to us, and I found myself observing her closely. 
I would notice her belly rising for months. 
Then I would miss her for a short time. 
And the next time I saw her she would be quite flat. 
And the leavening process would begin again in a few months. 
To me this was one of the wonders of the world in which I lived, 

and I always observed Laura. She herself was quite gay about what was 
happening to her. She used to point to it, and say, "This thing happening 
again, but you get use to it after the first three four times. Is a damn 
nuisance, though." 

She used to blame God, and speak about the wickedness of men . 
For her first six children she tried six different men. 
Hat used to say, "Some people hard to please. "  
But I don't want to  give you the impression that Laura spent all her 

time having babies and decrying men, and generally feeling sorry for 
herself. If Bogart was the most bored person in the street, Laura was the 
most vivacious. She was always gay, and she liked me. 

She would give me plums and mangoes when she had them; and 
whenever she made sugar-cakes she would give me some. 

Even my mother, who had a great dislike of laughter, especially in 
me, even my mother used to laugh at Laura. 
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She often said to me, "I don't know why Laura muching you up so 
for. Like she ain't have enough children to mind." 

I think my mother was right. I don't think a woman l ike Laura could 
have ever had too many children. She loved all her children, though you 
wouldn't have believed it from the language she used when she spoke to 
them. Some of Laura's shouts and curses were the richest things I have 
ever heard, and I shall never forget them. 

Hat said once, "Man, she like Shakespeare when it come to using 
words." 

Laura used to shout, "Alwyn, you broad-mouth brute, come here." 
And, "Gavin, if you don't come here this minute, I make you fart fire, 

you hear. " 
And, "Lorna, you black bow-leg bitch, why you can't look what you 

doing?" 

Now, to compare Laura, the mother of eight, with Mary the Chinese, 
also mother of eight, doesn't seem fair. Because Mary took really good 
care of her children and never spoke harshly to them. But Mary, mark 
you, had a husband who owned a shop, and Mary could afford to be 
polite and nice to her children, after stuffing them ful l  of chop-suey and 
chow-min, and chow-fan, and things with names l ike that. But who could 
Laura look to for money to keep her children? 

The men who cycled slowly past Laura's house in the evening, whis
tling for Laura, were not going to give any of their money to Laura's 
children. They just wanted Laura. 

I asked my mother, "How Laura does live?" 
My mother slapped me, saying, "You know, you too fast for a l ittle 

boy." 
I suspected the worst. 
Bur I wouldn't have l iked that to be true. 
So I asked Hat. Hat said, "She have a lot of friends who does sell 

in the market. They does give she things free, and sometimes one or 
two or three of she husbands does give she something too, but that not 
much." 

The oddest part of the whole business was Laura herself. Laura was 
no beauty. As Boyee said one day, "She have a face like the top of a 
motor-car battery." And she was a l ittle more than plump. 

I am talking now of the time when she had had only six children. 
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One day Hat said, "Laura have a new man." 
Everybody laughed, "Stale news. If Laura have she way, she go try 

every man once." 
But Hat said, "No, is serious. He come to live with she for good now. 

I see him this morning when I was taking out the cows." 
We watched and waited for this man. 
We later learned that he was watching and waiting for us. 
In no time at all this man, Nathaniel, had become one of the gang in 

Miguel Street. But it  was clear that he was nor really one of us. He came 
from the east end of Port of Spain, which we considered dirtier; and his 
language was really coarse. 

He made out that he was a kind of terror in the east end around 
Piccadilly Street. He told many stories about gang-fights, and he let it  be 
known that he had disfigured two or three people. 

Hat said, "I think he lying like hell, you know." 
I distrusted him myself. He was a small man, and I always felt that 

small men were more l ikely to be wicked and violent. 
But what really sickened us was his attitude to women. We were 

none of us chivalrous, but Nathaniel had a contempt for women which 
we couldn't l ike. He would make rude remarks when women passed. 

Nathaniel would say, "Women just l ike cows. Cow and they is the 
same thing." 

And when Miss Ricaud, the welfare woman, passed, Nathaniel would 
say, "Look at that big cow." 

Which wasn't in good taste, for we all thought that Miss Ricaud was 
too far to be laughed at, and ought instead to be pitied. 

Nathaniel, in the early stages, tried to make us believe that he knew 
how to keep Laura in her place. He hinted that he used to beat her. He 
used to say, "Woman and them l ike a good dose of blows, you know. 
You know the calypso: 

Every now and then just knock them down. 
Every now and then just throw them down. 
Black up their eye and bruise up their knee 
And then they love you eternally. 

Is gospel truth about woman." 
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Hat said, "Woman is a funny thing, for truth, though. I don't know 
what a woman l ike Laura see in Nathaniel ."  

Eddoes said, "I know a helluva lot about woman. I think Nathaniel 
lying like hell .  I think when he with Laura he got his tail between his 
legs all the time." 

We used to hear fights and hear the children screaming al l  over the 
place, and when we saw Nathaniel, he would just say, "Just been beating 
some sense into that woman." 

Hat said, "Is a funny thing. Laura don't look any sadder." 
Nathaniel said, " Is only blows she really want to keep she happy." 
Nathaniel was lying of course. It wasn't he who was giving the blows, 

it was Laura. That came out the day when Nathaniel tried to wear a hat 
to cover up a beaten eye. 

Eddoes said, "It look l ike they make up that calypso about men, not 
women." 

Nathaniel tried to get at Eddoes, who was small and thin. But Hat 
said, "Go try that on Laura. I know Laura. Laura just trying not to beat 
you up too bad just to keep you with she, but the day she start getting 
tired of you, you better run, boy." 

We prayed for something to happen to make Nathaniel leave Miguel 
Street. 

Hat said, "We ain't have to wait long. Laura making baby eight 
months now. Another month, and Nathaniel gone. "  

Eddoes said, "That would be a real record. Seven children with seven 
different man." 

The baby came. 
It was on a Saturday. just the evening before I had seen Laura stand

ing in her yard leaning on the fence. 
The baby came at eight o'clock in the morning. And, l ike a miracle, 

just two hours later, Laura was cal l ing across to my mother. 
I hid and looked. 
Laura was leaning on her window-sill .  She was eating a mango, and 

the yellow juice was smeared all over her face. 
She was saying to my mother, "The baby come this morning." 
And my mother only said, "Boy or girl?" 
Laura said, "What sort of luck you think I have? It looks l ike I really 

blight. Is another girl. I just thought I would let you know, that's all .  
Well ,  I got to go now. I have to do some sewing." 
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And that very evening it looked as though what Hat said was going 
to come true. For that evening Laura came out to the pavement and 
shouted to Nathaniel, "Hey, Nathaniel, come here. " 

Hat said, "But what the hell is this? Ain't is this morning she make 
baby?" 

Nathaniel tried to show off to us. He said to Laura, "I busy. I ain't 
coming." 

Laura advanced, and I could see fight in her manner. She said, "You 
ain't coming? Ain't coming? But what is this I hearing?" 

Nathaniel was worried. He tried to talk to us, but he wasn't talking 
in a sensible way. 

Laura said, "You think you is a man. But don't try playing man with 
me, you hear. Yes, Nathaniel, is you I talking to, you with your bottom 
l ike two stale bread in your pants. "  

This was one of  Laura's best, and we all began laughing. When she 
saw us laughing, Laura burst out too. 

Hat said, "This woman is a real case. " 

But even after the birth of his baby Nathaniel didn't leave Miguel 
Street. We were a little worried. 

Hat said, "If she don't look out she go have another baby with the 
same man, you know." 

It wasn't Laura's fault that Nathaniel didn't go. She knocked him 
about a lot, and did so quite openly now. Sometimes she locked him out, 
and then we would hear Nathaniel crying and coaxing from the pavement, 
"Laura, darling, Laura, doux-doux, just let me come in tonight. Laura, 
doux-doux, let me come in." 

He had dropped all pretence now of keeping Laura in her place. He 
no longer sought our company, and we were glad of that. 

Hat used to say, "I don't know why he don't go back to the Dry 
River where he come from. They ain't have any culture there, and he 
would be happier. " 

I couldn't understand why he stayed. 
Hat said, "It have some man l ike that. They l ike woman to kick them 

around."  
And Laura was getting angrier with Nathaniel. 
One day we heard her tell him, "You think because you give me one 

baby, you own me. That baby only come by accident, you hear." 
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She threatened to get the police. 
Nathaniel said, "But who go mind your children?" 
Laura said, "That is my worry. I don't want you here. You is only 

another mouth to feed. And i f  you don't leave me right right now I go 
go and call Sergeant Charles for you ."  

It was this threat of the police that made Nathaniel leave. 
He was in tears. 
But Laura was swelling out again. 
Hat said, "Oh, God! Two babies by the same man!" 

One of the miracles of l ife in Miguel Street was that no one starved. 
If you sit down at a table with pencil and paper and try to work it out, 
you wil l  find it impossible. But I lived in Miguel Street, and can assure 
you that no one starved. Perhaps they did go hungry, but you never 
heard about it. 

Laura's children grew. 
The eldest daughter, Lorna, began working as a servant in a house 

in St. Clair and took typing lessons from a man in  Sackvil le Street. 
Laura used to say, "It have nothing like education in the world. 

don't want my children to grow like me." 
In time, Laura del ivered her eighth baby, as effortlessly as usual. 
That baby was her last. 
It wasn't that she was tired or that she had lost her love of the human 

race or lost her passion for adding to it. As a matter of fact, Laura never 
seemed to grow any older or less cheerful. I always felt that, given the 
opportunity, she could just go on and on having babies. 

The eldest daughter, Lorna, came home from her typing lesons late 
one night and said, "Ma, I going to make a baby." 

I heard the shriek that Laura gave. 
And for the first time I heard Laura crying. It wasn't ordinary crying. 

She seemed to be crying all the cry she had saved up since she was born; 
all the cry she had tried to cover up with her laughter. I have heard 
people cry at funerals, but there is a lot of showing-off in their crying. 
Laura's crying that night was the most terrible thing I had heard. It made 
me feel that the world was a stupid, sad place, and I almost began crying 
with Laura. 
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All the street heard Laura crying. 
Next day Boyee said, "I don't see why she so mad about that. She 

does do the same." 
Hat got so annoyed that he took off his leather belt and beat Boyee. 
I didn't know who I felt sorrier for-Laura or her daughter. 
I felt that Laura was ashamed now to show herself in the street. When 

did see her I found it hard to believe that she was the same woman 
who used to laugh with me and give me sugar-cakes. 

She was an old woman now. 
She no longer shouted at her children, no longer beat them. I don't 

know whether she was taking especial care of them or whether she had 
lost interest in them. 

But we never heard Laura say a word of reproach to Lorna. 
That was terrible. 
Lorna brought her baby home. There were no jokes about it in the 

street. 
Laura's house was a dead, silent house. 
Hat said, "Life is helluva thing. You can see trouble coming and you 

can't do a damn thing to prevent it coming. You just got to sit and watch 
and wait." 

According to the papers, it was just another week-end tragedy, one 
of many. 

Lorna was drowned at Carenage. 
Hat said, "Is what they always do, swim out and out until they tired 

and can't swim no more." 
And when the police came to tell Laura about it ,  she had said very 

little. 
Laura said, "It good. It good. It better that way." 
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The Blue Cart 

There were many reasons why I wanted to be like Eddoes when I 
grew up. 

He was one of the aristocrats of the street. He drove a scavenging
cart and so worked only in the mornings. 

Then, as everybody said, Eddoes was a real "saga-boy. "  This didn't 
mean that he wrote epic poetry. It meant that he was a "sweet-man," a 
man of leisure, well-dressed, and keen on women. 

Hat used to say, "For a man who does drive a scavenging-cart, thi s  
Ed does too clean, you hear. " 

Eddoes was crazy about cleanliness. 
He used to brush his teeth for hours. 
In fact, if you were telling a stranger about Eddoes you would say, 

"You know-the little fellow with a tooth-brush always in his mouth ."  
This was one thing in Eddoes I really admired. Once I stuck a tooth

brush in my mouth and walked about our yard in the middle of the day. 
My mother said, "You playing man? But why you don 't wait until 

your pee make froth?" 
That made me miserable for days. 
But it didn't prevent me taking the tooth-brush to school and wearing 

it there. It caused quite a stir. But I quickly realised that only a man like 
Eddoes could have worn a tooth-brush and carried it off. 

Eddoes was always well-dressed. His khaki trousers were always 
creased and his shoes always shone. He wore his shirts with three buttons 
undone so you could see his hairy chest. His shirt cuffs were turned up 
just above the wrist and you could see his gold wrist-watch. 

Even when Eddoes wore a coat you saw the watch. From the way 
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he wore the coat you thought that Eddoes hadn't realised that the end of 
the coat-sleeve had been caught in the watch-strap. 

It was only when I grew up I realised how small and how thin Eddoes 
really was. 

I asked Hat, "Y au think is true all this talk Eddoes giving us about 
how woman running after him?" 

Hat said, "Well, boy, woman these days funny like hell. They go run 
after a dwarf if he got money." 

I said, "I don't believe you." 
I was very young at the time. 
But I always thought, "If it have one man in this world woman bound 

to l ike, that man is Eddoes." 
He sat on his blue cart with so much grace. And how smart . that 

tooth-brush was in his mouth! 
But you couldn't talk to him when he was on his cart. Then he was 

quite different from the Eddoes we knew on the ground; then he never 
laughed, but was always serious. And if we tried to ride on the back of 
his cart, as we used to on the back of the ice-cart, Eddoes would crack 
his whip at us in a nasty way, and shout, "What sort of cart you think 
this is? Your father can't buy cart like this, you hear?" 

Every year Eddoes won the City Counci l 's award for the cleanest 
scavenging-cart. 

And to hear Eddos talk about his job was to make yourself feel sad 
and inferior. 

He said he knew everybody important in Port of Spain, from the 
Governor down. 

He would say, "Collected two three tins of rubbish from the Director 
of Medical Services yesterday. I know him good, you know. Been collect
ing his rubbish for years, ever since he was a little doctor in W oodbrook, 
catching hel l . So I see him yesterday and he say, 'Eddoes (that is how he 
does always call me, you know), Eddoes,' he say, 'Come and have a 
drink . '  Well, when I working I don't like drinking because it does keep 
you back. But he nearly drag me off the cart, man. In the end I had to 
drink with him. He tell me all his troubles." 

There were also stories of rich women waiting for h im behind rubbish 
tins, women begging Eddoes to take away their rubbish. 

But you should have seen Eddoes on those days when the scavengers 
struck. As I have told you already, these scavengers were proud people 
and stood for no nonsense from anybody. 
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They knew they had power. They could make Port of Spain stink in 
twenty-four hours if they struck. 

On these important days Eddoes would walk slowly and thoughtfully 
up and down Miguel Street. He looked grim then, and fierce, and he 
wouldn't speak to a soul. 

He wore a red scarf and a tooth-brush with a red handle on these 
days. 

Sometimes we went to Woodford Square to the strike meeting, to 
gaze at these exciting people. 

It amazed me to see Eddoes singing. The songs were violent, but 
Eddoes looked so sad. 

Hat told me, "It have detectives here, you know. They taking down 
every word Eddoes and them saying." 

It was easy to recognise the detectives. They were wearing a sort of 
plain clothes uniform-brown hats, white shirts, and brown trousers. They 
were writing in big note-books with red pencils. 

And Ed does didn 't look scared! 
We al l  knew that Eddoes wasn't a man to be played with. 

You couldn't blame Ed does then for being proud. 
One day Eddoes brought home a pair of shoes and showed it to us 

in a quiet way, as though he wasn 't really interested whether we looked 
at the shoes or not. 

He said, brushing his teeth, and looking away from us, "Got these 
shoes today from the labasse, the dump, you know. They was just lying 
there and I pick them up." 

We whistled. The shoes were practically new. 
"The things people does throw away," Eddoes said. 
And he added, "This is a helluva sort of job, you know. You could 

get anything if you really look. I know a man who get a whole bed the 
other day. And when I was picking up some rubbish from St. Clair the 
other day this stupid woman rush out, begging me to come inside. She 
say she was going to give me a radio." 

Boyee said, "You mean these rich people does just throw away things 
l ike that?" 

Eddoes laughed and looked away, pitying our simplicity. 
The news about Eddoes and the shoes travelled round the street pretty 

quickly. My mother was annoyed. She said, "You see what sort of thing 
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life is. Here I is, working my finger to the bone. Nobody flinging me a 
pair of shoes just l ike that, you know. And there you got that thin-arse 
little man, doing next to nothing, and look at all the things he does get. " 

Eddoes presently began getting more things. He brought horne a bed
stead, he brought horne dozens of cups and saucers only slightly cracked, 
lengths and lengths of wood, all sorts of bolts and screws, and sometimes 
even money. 

Eddoes said, "I was talking to one of the old boys today. He tell me 
he thing is to never throw away shoes. Always look in shoes that people 
throw away, and you go find all sort of thing." 

The time carne when we couldn't say if Eddoes was prouder of his 
job or of his collection of junk. 

He spent half an hour a day unloading the junk from his cart. 
And if anybody wanted a few nails, or a little piece of corrugated 

iron, the first person they asked was Eddoes. 
He made a tremendous fuss when people asked him, though I feel he 

was pleased. 
He would say, "I working hard all day, getting all these materials 

and them, and people think they could just come running over and say, 
'Give me this, give me that. ' " 

In time, the street referred to Eddoes's collection of junk as Eddoes's 
"materials." 

One day, after he opened his school, Titus Hoyt was telling us that 
he had to spend a lot of money to buy books. 

He said, "It go cost me at least sixty dollars ." 
Eddoes asked, "How much book you getting for that?" 
Titus Hoyt said, "Oh, about seven or eight." 
Eddoes laughed in a scornful way. 
Eddoes said, "I could get a whole handful for you for about twelve 

cents. Why you want to go and spend so much money on eight books 
for?" 

Eddoes sold a lot of books. 
Hat bought twenty cents' worth of book. 
It just shows how Titus Hoyt was making everybody educated. 
And there was this business about pictures. 
Eddoes said one day, "Today, I pick up two nice pictures, two nice 

nice sceneries, done frame and everything." 
I went horne and I said, "Ma, Eddoes say he go sell us some sceneries 

for twelve cents ." 



The Blue Cart 

My mother behaved in an unexpected way. 
She wiped her hand on her dress and came outside. 
Eddoes brought the sceneries over. He said, "The glass a little dirty, 

but you could always clean that. But they is nice sceneries. " 
They were engravings of ships in stormy seas. I could see my mother 

almost ready to cry from joy. She repeated, "I always always want to 
have some nice sceneries." Then, pointing at me, she said to Ed does, 
"This boy father was always painting sceneries, you know." 

Eddoes looked properly impressed. 
He asked, "Sceneries nice as this?" 
My mother didn't reply. 
After a little talk my mother paid Eddoes ten cents. 
And if Eddoes had something that nobody wanted to buy, he always 

went to my uncle Bhakcu, who was ready to buy anything. 
He used to say, "You never know when these things could come in  

handy." 
Hat began saying, "I think all this materials getting on Eddoes mind, 

you know. It have some men like that ." 
I wasn't worried until Eddoes came to me one day and said, "You 

ever think of collecting old bus-ticket?" 
The idea had never crossed my mind. 
Eddoes said, "Look, there's something for a l ittle boy l ike you to start 

with. For every thousand you collect I go give you a penny." 
I said, "Why you want bus-ticket?" He laughed as though I were a 

fool. 
I didn't collect any bus-tickets, but I noticed a lot of other boys doing 

so. Eddoes had told them that for every hundred they collected they got 
a free ride. 

Hat said, "Is to start getting worried when he begin collecting pins ." 

But something happened that made Eddoes sober as a judge again .  
He said one day, "I in trouble !"  
Hat said, "Don't tell us that i s  thief you been thiefing a l l  this materials 

and them?" 
Eddoes shook his head. 
He said, "A girl making baby for me."  
Hat said, "You sure i s  for you?" 
Eddoes said, "She say so." 
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It was hard to see why this should get Eddoes so worried. 
Hat said, "But don't be stupid, man. Is the sort of thing that does 

happen to anybody." 
But Eddoes refused to be consoled. 
He collected junk in a listless way. 
Then he stopped altogether. 
Hat said, "Eddoes behaving as though he invent the idea of making 

baby." 

Hat asked again, "You sure this baby is for you, and not for nobody 
else? It have some woman making a living this way, you know." 

Eddoes said, "Is true she have other baby, but I in trouble. "  
Hat said, "She i s  l ike Laura?" 
Eddoes said, "Nah, Laura does only have one baby for one man. This 

girl does have two three." 
Hat said "Look, you mustn't worry. You don't know is your baby. 

Wait and see. Wait and see." 
Eddoes said sadly, "She say if I don't take the baby she go make me 

lose my job." 
We gasped. 
Eddoes said, "She know lots of people. She say she go make them 

take me away from St. Clair and put me in Dry River, where the people 
so damn poor they don't throw away nothing." 

I said, "You mean you not going to find any materials there?" 
Eddoes nodded, and we understood. 
Hat said, "The calypsonian was right, you hear. 

Man centipede bad. 
Woman centipede more than bad. 

I know the sort of woman. She have a lot of baby, take the baby by the 
fathers, and get the fathers to pay money. By the time she thirty thirty
five, she getting so much money from so much man, and she ain't got 
no baby to look after and no responsibility. I know the thing." 

Boyee said, "Don't worry, Eddoes. Wait and see if it  is your baby. 
Wait and see." 

Hat said, "Boyee, ain't you too damn small to be meddling with talk 
like this?" 
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The months dragged by. 
One day Eddoes announced, "She drop the baby yesterday." 
Hat said, "Boy or girl?" 
"Girl ."  
We felt very sorry for Eddoes. 
Hat asked, "You think is yours?" 
"Yes."  
"You bringing i t  home?" 
"In about a year or so." 
"Then you ain't got nothing now to worry about. If is your child, 

bring she home, man. And you still going round St. Clair, getting your 
materials ." 

Eddoes agreed, but he didn't look any happier. 

Hat gave the baby a nickname long before she arrived in Miguel 
Street. He called her Pleasure, and that was how she was called until she 
became a big girl. 

The baby's mother brought Pleasure one night, but she didn't stay 
long. And Eddoes's stock rose when we saw how beautiful the mother 
was. She was a wild, Spanish-looking woman. 

But one glance at Pleasure made us know that she couldn't be 
Eddoes's baby. 

Boyee began whistling the calypso: 

Chinese children calling me Daddy! 
I hlack like jet, 
My wife like tar-hahy, 
And still-
Chinese children calling me Daddy! 
Oh God, somehody putting milk in my ccif.Jee. 

Hat gave Boyee a pinch, and Hat said to Eddoes, "She is a good-looking 
child, Eddoes. Like you." 

Eddoes said, "You think so, Hat?" 
Hat said, "Yes, man. I think she go grow up to be a sweet-girl just 

as how she father is a sweet-man." 
I said, "You have a nice daughter, Eddoes."  
The baby was asleep and pink and beautiful .  
Errol said, "I could wait sixteen years until she come big enough." 
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Eddoes by this time was smiling and for no reason at all was bursting 
out into laughter. 

Hat said, "Shut up, Eddoes. You go wake the baby up." 
And Eddoes asked, "You really think she take after me, Hat?" 
Hat said, "Yes, man. I think you do right, you know, Eddoes. If I 

wasn't so careful myself and if I did have children outside I woulda bring 
them all home put them down. Bring them al l home and put them down, 
man. Nothing to shame about." 

Eddoes said, "Hat, it have a bird-cage I pick up long time now. To
morrow I go bring it for you." 

Hat said, "Is a long long time now I want a good bird-cage."  

And in no  time a t  all Eddoes became the old Eddoes we  knew, proud 
of his job, his junk; and now proud, too, of Pleasure. 

She became the street baby and all the women, Mrs. Morgan, Mrs. 
Bhakcu, Laura, and my mother, helped to look after her. 

And if there was anyone in Miguel Street who wanted to laugh, he 
kept his mouth shut when Pleasure got the first prize in the Cow and 
Gate Baby competition, and her picture came out in the papers. 
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About nine o'clock one morning a hearse and a motor-car stopped 
outside Miss Hilton's house. A man and a woman got out of the car. 
They were both middle-aged and dressed in black. While the man whis
pered to the two men in the hearse, the woman was crying in a controlled 
and respectable way. 

So I suppose Miss Hilton got the swiftest and most private funeral in 
Miguel Street. It was nothing like the funeral we had for the other old 
widow, Miss Ricaud, the M.B.E. and social worker, who lived in a nicer 
part of the street. At that funeral I counted seventy-nine cars and a bicycle.  

The man and the woman returned at midday and there was a bonfire 
in the yard. Mattresses and pillows and sheets and blankets were burned. 

Then all the windows of the grey wooden house were thrown open, 
a thing I had never seen before. 

At the end of the week a sign was nailed on the mango tree: FOR 

SALE. 

Nobody in the street knew Miss Hilton. While she lived, her front 
gate was always padlocked and no one ever saw her leave or saw any
body go in. So even if you wanted to, you couldn't feel sorry and say 
that you missed Miss Hilton. 

When I think of her house I see just two colours. Grey and green. 
The green of the mango tree, the grey of the house and the grey of the 
high galvanized-iron fence that prevented you from getting at the 
mangoes. 

If your cricket ball fell in Miss Hilton's yard you never got it back. 
It wasn't the mango season when Miss Hilton died. But we got back 

about ten or twelve of our cricket balls. 
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We were prepared to dislike the new people even before they came. 
I think we were a little worried. Already we had one man who kept on 
complaining about us to the police. He complained that we played cricket 
on the pavement; and if we weren't playing cricket he complained that 
we were making too much noise anyway. 

Sergeant Charles would come and say, "Boys, the Super send me. 
That blasted man ring up again. Take it a little easier. " 

One afternoon when I came back from school Hat said, "Is a man 
and a woman. She pretty pretty, but he ugly l ike hell, man. Portuguese, 
they look like. " 

I didn't see much. The front gate was open, but the windows were 
shut again. 

I heard a dog barking in an angry way. 
One thing was settled pretty quickly. Whoever these people were 

they would never be the sort to ring up the police and say we were 
making noise and disturbing their sleep. 

A lot of noise came from the house that night. The radio was going 
full bl�st until midnight when Trinidad Radio closed down. The dog was 
barking and the man was shouting. I didn't hear the woman. 

There was a great peace next morning. 
I waited until I saw the woman before going to school. 
Boyee said, "You know, Hat, I think I see that woman somewhere 

else. I see she when I was delivering milk up Mucurapo way." 
This lady didn't fit in with the rest of us in Miguel Street. She was 

too well-dressed. She was a little too pretty and a little too refined, and 
it was funny to see how she tried to jostle with the other women at 
Mary's shop trying to get scarce things l ike flour and rice. 

I thought Boyee was right. It was easier to see this woman hopping 
about in shorts in the garden of one of the nice Mucurapo hou�es, with 
a uniformed servant fussing around in the background. 

After the first few days I began to see more of the man. He was tall 
and thin. His face was ugly and had pink blotches. 

Hat said, "God, he is a first-class drinking-man, you hear. " 
It took me some time to realise that the tall man was drunk practically 

all the time. He gave off a sickening smell of bad rum, and I was afraid 
of him. Whenever I saw him I crossed the road. 

If his wife, or whoever she was, dressed better than any woman in 
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the street, he dressed worse than any of us. He was even dirtier than 
George. 

He never appeared to do any work . .  
I asked Hat, "How a pretty nice woman like that come to get mix up 

with a man like that?" 
Hat said, "Boy, you wouldn't understand. If I tell you you wouldn't 

believe me." 
Then I saw the dog. 
It looked as big as a ram-goat and as vicious as a bull. It had the 

same sort of thin face its master had. I used to see them together. 
Hat said, "If that dog ever get away it go have big trouble here in  

this street." 
A few days later Hat said, "You know, it just strike me. I ain't see 

those people bring in any furnitures at all . It look l ike all they have is  
that radio." 

Eddoes said, "It have a lot of things I could sell them."  
I used to  think of the man and the dog and the woman in that house, 

and I felt sorry and afraid for the woman. I l iked her too for the way she 
went about trying to make out that everything was all right for her, 
trying to make out that she was just another woman in the street, with 
nothing odd for people to notice. 

Then the beatings began. 
The woman used to run out screaming. We would hear the terrible 

dog barking and we would hear the man shouting and cursing and using 
language so coarse that we were all shocked. 

Hat said to the bigger men, "Is easy to put two and two and see what 
happening there." 

And Edward and Eddoes laughed. 
I said, "What happening, Hat?" 
Hat laughed. 
He said, "You too small to know, boy. Wait until you in long pants. " 
So I thought the worst. 
The woman behaved as though she had suddenly lost all shame. She 

ran crying to anybody in the street, saying, "Help me! Help me! He will 
kil l me if he catches me." 

One day she rushed to our house. 
She didn't make any apology for coming unexpectedly or anything 

like that. She was too wild and frightened even to cry. 
I never saw my mother so anxious to help anyone. She gave the 
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woman tea and biscuits. The woman said, "I can't understand what has 
come over Toni these days. But it is only in the nights he is l ike this, 
you know. He is so kind in the mornings. But about midday something 
happens and he just goes mad." 

At first my mother was being excessively refined with the woman, 
bringing out all her fancy words and fancy pronunciations, pronouncing 
comfortable as cum-fought-able, and making war rhyme with bar, and 
promising that everything was deffy-nightly going to be all right. Nor
mally my mother referred to males as man, but with this woman she 
began speaking about the ways of mens and them, citing my dead father 
as a typical example. 

My mother said, "The onliest thing with this boy father was that i t  
was the other way round. Whenever I uses to  go to  the room where he 
was he uses to jump out of  the bed and run away bawling-run away 
screaming." 

But after the woman had come to us about three or four times my 
mother relapsed into her normal self, and began treating the woman as 
though she were l ike Laura or like Mrs. Bhakcu. 

My mother would say, "Now, tell me, Mrs. Hereira, why you don't 
leave this good-for-nothing man?" 

Mrs. Hereira said, "It is a stupid thing to say to you or anybody else, 
but I like Toni. I love him." 

My mother said, "Is a damn funny sort of love." 
Mrs. Hereira began to speak about Toni as though he were a l ittle 

boy she l iked. 
She said, "He has many good qualities, you know. His heart is in the 

right place, really." 
My mother said, "I wouldn't know about heart, but what I know is 

that he want a good clout on his backside to make him see sense. How 
you could let a man like that disgrace you so?" 

Mrs. Hereira said, "No, I know Toni. I looked after him when he was 
sick. It is the war, you know. He was a sailor and they torpedoed him 
twice." 

My mother said, "They shoulda try again." 
"You mustn't talk l ike this," Mrs. Hereira said. 
My mother said, "Look, I just talking my mind, you hear. You come 

here asking me advice." 
"I didn't ask for advice." 
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"You come here asking me for help, and I just trying to help you. 
That's al l ." 

"I don't want your help or advice," Mrs. Hereira said. 
My mother remained calm. She said, "All right, then. Go back to the 

great man. Is my own fault, you hear. Meddling in white people business. 
You know what the calypso say: 

Is love, love, love, alone 
That cause King Edward to leave the throne. 

Well, let me tell you. You not King Edward, you hear. Go back to your 
great love." 

Mrs. Hereira would be out of the door, saying, "I hope I never come 
back here again." 

But next evening she would be back. 
One day my mother said, "Mrs. Hereira, everybody fraid that dog 

you have there. That thing too wild to be in a place l ike this ." 
Mrs. Hereira said, "It isn't my dog. It's Toni 's, and not even I can 

touch it ." 

We despised Toni. 
Hat said, "Is a good thing for a man to beat his woman every now 

and then, but this man does do it l ike exercise, man." 
And he was also despised because he couldn't carry his l iquor. 
People used to find him sleeping in a!: sorts of places, dead drunk. 
He made a few attempts to get friendly with us, making us feel un-

comfortable more than anything else. 
He used to say, "Hello there, boys."  
And that appeared to  be a l l  the conversation he could make. And 

when Hat and the other big men tried to talk to him, as a kindness, I felt 
that Toni wasn't really listening. 

He would get up and walk away from us suddenly, without a word, 
when somebody was in the middle of a sentence. 

Hat said, "Is a good thing too. I feel that if I look at him long enough 
I go vomit. You see what a dirty thing a white skin does be sometimes?" 

And, in truth, he had a nasty skin. It was yellow and pink and white, 
with brown and black spots. The skin above his left eye had the raw pink 
look of scalded flesh. 
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But the strange thing I noticed was that if you just looked at Toni's 
hands and saw how thin and wrinkled they were, you felt sorry for him, 
not disgusted. 

But I looked at his hands only when I was with Hat and the rest. 
I suppose Mrs. Hereira saw only his hands. 
Hat said, "I wonder how long this thing go last." 

Mrs. Hereira obviously intended it to last a long time. 
She and my mother became good friends after all, and I used to hear 

Mrs. Hereira talking about her plans. She said one day she wanted some 
furniture, and I think she did get some in. 

But most of the time she talked about Toni; and from the way she 
talked, anybody would believe that Toni was just an ordinary man. 

She said, "Toni is thinking about leaving Trinidad. We could start a 
hotel in Barbados." 

Or, "As soon as Toni gets well again, we will go for a long cruise. " 
And again, "Toni is really a disciplined man, you know. Great will

power, really. We'll be all right when he gets his strength back."  

Toni still behaved as  though he didn't know about a l l  these plans for 
himself. He refused to settle down. He got wilder and more unpleasant. 

Hat said, "He behaving like some of those uncultured people from 
John John. Like he forget that latrines make for some purpose."  

And that wasn't all . He appeared to  develop an extraordinary dislike 
for the human race. One look at a perfect stranger was enough to start 
Toni cursing. 

Hat said, "We have to do something about Toni ."  
I was there the evening they beat him up. 
For a long time afterwards the beating-up was on Hat's mind. 
It was a terrible thing, really. Hat and the rest of them were not 

angry. And Toni himself wasn't angry. He wasn't anything. He made no 
effort to return the blows. And the blows he got made no impression on 
him. He didn't look frightened. He didn't cry. He didn't plead. He just 
stood up and took it. 

He wasn't being brave. 
Hat said, "He just too damn drunk."  
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In the end Hat was angry with himself. He said, "Is taking advantage. 
We shouldnta do it. The man ain't have feelings, that's all ." 

And from the way Mrs. Hereira talked, it was clear that she didn't 
know what had happened. 

Hat said, "That's a relief, anyway." 

And through all these weeks, one question was always uppermost in  
our  minds. How d id  a woman like Mrs. Hereira get mixed up with Toni? 

Hat said he knew. But he wanted to know who Mrs. Hereira was, 
and so did we all. Even my mother wondered aloud about this. 

Boyee had an idea. 
He said, "Hat, you know the advertisements people does put out 

when their wife or their husband leave them?" 
Hat said, "Boyee, you know you getting too damn big too damn fast. 

How the hell a little boy l ike you know about a thing like that?" 
Boyee took this as a compliment. 
Hat said, "How you know anyway that Mrs. Hereira leave she hus

band? How you know that she ain't married to Toni?" 
Boyee said, "I telling you, Hat. I used to see that woman up Mucu

rapo way when I was delivering milk. I telling you so, man." 
Hat said, "White people don't do that sort of thing, putting adver

tisement in the paper and thing like that. " 
Eddoes said, "You ain't know what you talking about, Hat. How 

much white people you know?" 
In the end Hat promised to read the paper more carefully. 

Then big trouble started. 
Mrs. Hereira ran out of her house screaming one day, "He's going 

mad! He's going mad, I tell you. He will kill me this time sure." 
She told my mother, "He grabbed a knife and began chasing me. He 

was saying, ' I  wi l l  kill you, I wi l l  kill you . '  Talking in a very quiet way." 
"You do him something?" my mother asked. 
Mrs. Hereira shook her head. 
She said, "It is the first time he threatened to kill me. And he was 

serious, I tell you." 
Up ti l l  then Mrs .  Hereira hadn't been crying, but now she broke down 

and cried like a girl. 
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She was saying, "Toni has forgotten all I did for him. He has forgot
ten how I took care of him when he was sick. Tell me, you think that's 
right? I did everything for him. Everything. I gave up everything. Money 
and family. All for him. Tell me, is it right for him to treat me like this? 
Oh, God! What did I do to deserve all this?" 

And so she wept and talked and wept. 
We left her to herself for some time. 
Then my mother said, "Toni look like the sort of man who could kill 

easy, easy, without feeling that he really murdering. You want to sleep 
here tonight? You could sleep on the boy bed. He could sleep on the 
floor." 

Mrs. Hereira wasn't l istening. 
My mother shook her and repeated her offer. 
Mrs. Hereira said, "I am all right now, really. I will go back and talk 

to Toni .  l think I did something to offend him. I must go back and find 
out what it is ." 

"Well, I really give up," my mother said. "I think you taking this 
love business a little too far, you hear. " 

So Mrs. Hereira went back to her house. My mother and I waited for 
a long time, waiting for a scream. 

But we heard nothing. 
And the next morning Mrs. Hereira was composed and refined as 

ever. 

But day by day you could see her losing her freshness and saddening 
her beauty. Her face was getting lined. Her eyes were red and swollen, 
and the dark patches under them were ugly to look at. 

Hat jumped up and said, "I know it! I know it! I know it a long time 
now." 

He showed us the Personal column in the classified advertisements . 
Seven people had decided to leave their spouses. We followed Hat's finger 
and read: 

I, Henry Hubert Christianz� declare that my wife, Angela Mary 
Christianz� is no longer under my care and protection, and I am not responsible 

for any debt or debts contracted by her. 
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Boyee said, "Is the selfsame woman." 
Eddoes said, "Yes, Christiani. Doctor fellow. Know him good good. 

Used to pick up rubbish for him." 
Hat said, "Now I ask you, why, why a woman want to leave a man 

like that for this Toni?" 
Ed does said, "Yes, know Christiani good good. Good house, nice car. 

Ful l  of money, you know. It have a long time now I see him. Know him 
from the days when I used to work Mucurapo way." 

And in about half an hour the news had spread through Miguel Street. 

My mother said to Mrs. Hereira, "You better call the police. " 
Mrs. Hereira said, "No, no. Not the police." 
My mother said, "Like you fraid police more than you fraid Toni ." 
Mrs. Hereira said, "The scandal--" 
"Scandal hel l ! "  my mother said. "Your life in trouble and you thinking 

about scandal. Like if this man ain't disgrace you enough already. "  
M y  mother said, "Why you don't go back to your husband?" 
She said it as though she expected Mrs. Hereira to jump up in sur

pnse. 
But Mrs. Hereira remained very calm. 
She said, "I don't feel anything about him. And I just can't stand that 

clean doctor's smell he has. It chokes me."  
I understood her perfectly, and tried to  get my mother's eye. 
Toni was growing really wild. 
He used to sit on his front steps with a half-bottle of rum in his hand. 

The dog was with him. 
He appeared to have lost touch with the world completely. He seemed 

to be without feeling. It was hard enough to imagine Mrs. Hereira, or 
Mrs. Christiani, in love with him. But it was impossible to imagine him 
being in love with anybody. 

I thought he was like an animal, like his dog. 

One morning, Mrs. Hereira came over and said, very calmly, "I have 
decided to leave Toni . "  

She was so  calm I could see my mother getting worried. 
My mother said, "What happen now?" 
Mrs. Hereira said, "Nothing. Last night he made the dog jump at me. 
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He didn't look as if he knew what he was doing. He didn't laugh or 
anything. I think he is going mad, and if I don't get out I think he will 
kill me." 

My mother said, "Who you going back to?" 
"My husband." 
"Even after what he print in the papers?" 
Mrs. Hereira said, "Henry is l ike a boy, you know, and he thinks he 

can frighten me. If I go back today, he will be glad to have me back ."  
And saying that, she looked different, and hard. 
My mother said, "Don't be so sure. He know Toni?" 
Mrs. Hereira laughed, in a crazy sort of way. "Toni was Henry's 

friend, not mine. Henry brought him home one day. Toni was sick like 
anything. Henry was like that, you know. I never met a man who liked 
doing good works so much as Henry. He was all for good works and 
sanitation."  

My mother said, "You know, Mrs. Hereira, I really wish you was 
like me. If somebody did marry you off when you was fifteen, we 
wouldnta been hearing all this nonsense, you hear. Making all this damn 
fuss about your heart and love and all that rubbish." 

Mrs. Hereira began to cry. 
My mother said, "Look, I didn't want to make you cry l ike this. I 

sorry." 
Mrs. Hereira sobbed, "No, it isn't you, it isn't you." 
My mother looked disappointed. 
We watched Mrs. Hereira cry. 
Mrs. Hereira said, "I have left about a week's food with Toni . "  
My  mother said, "Toni i s  a big �an. You mustn't worry about him." 

He made terrible noises when he discovered that she had left him. 
He bayed like a dog and bawled like a baby. 

Then he got drunk. Not drunk in the ordinary fashion; it got to the 
stage where the rum was keeping him going. 

He forgot all about the dog, and it starved for days. 
He stumbled drunk and crying from house to house, looking for Mrs. 

Hereira. 
And when he got back he took it out on the dog. We used to hear 

the dog yelping and growling. 
In the end even the dog turned on him. 
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Somehow it manag�d to get itself free and it rushed at Toni. 
Toni was shocked into sense. 
The dog ran out of the house, and Toni ran after it. Toni squatted 

and whistled. The dog stopped, pricked up its ears, and turned round to 
look. It was funny seeing this drunk crazy man smiling and whistling at 
his dog, trying to get him back. 

The dog stood still, staring at Toni. 
Its tail wagged twice, then fel l .  
Toni got up and began walking towards the dog. The dog turned 

and ran. 

We saw him sprawling on a mattress in  one of the rooms. The room 
was perfectly empty. Nothing but the mattress and the empty rum bottles 
and the cigarette ends. 

He was drunk and sleeping, and his face was strangely reposed. 
The thin and wrinkled hands looked so frail and sad. 

Another FOR SALE sign was nailed to the mango tree. A man with 
about five little children bought the house. 

From time to time Toni came around to terrify the new people. 
He would ask for money, for rum, and he had the habit of asking for 

the radio. He would say, "You have Angela's radio there. I charging rent 
for that, you know. Two dollars a month. Give me two dol lars now . "  

The new owner was a small man, and h e  was afraid o f  Toni.  He 
never answered. 

Toni would look at us and laugh and say, "You know about Angela's 
radio, eh, boys? You know about the radio? Now, what this man playing 
at?" 

Hat said, "Who will tell me why they ever have people l ike Toni in 
this world!" 

After two or three months he stopped coming to Miguel Street. 

I saw Toni many years later. 
I was travelling to Arima, and just near the quarry at Laventille I saw 

him driving a lorry. 
He was smoking a cigarette. 

4 P  



M I G U E L  S T H E ET 

That and his thin arms are all I remember. 
And riding to Carenage one Sunday morning, I passed the Christianis' 

house, which I had avoided for a long time. 
Mrs. Christiani, or Mrs. Hereira, was in shorts. She was reading the 

paper in an easy chair in the garden. Through the open doors of the 
house I saw a uniformed servant laying the table for lunch. 

There was a black car, a new, big car, in the garage. 
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The Mechanical Genius 

My Uncle Bhakcu was very nearly a mechanical genius. I cannot 
remember a time when he was not the owner of a motor-vehicle of some 
sort. I don't think he always approved of the manufacturers ' designs, 
however, for he was always pulling engines to bits. Titus Hoyt said that 
this was also a habit of the Eskimos. It was something he had got out of 
a geography book. 

If I try to think of Bhakcu I never see his face. I can see only the 
soles of his feet as he worms his way under a car. I was worried when 
Bhakcu was under a car because it looked so easy for the car to slip off 
the jack and fal l  on him. 

One day it did. 
He gave a faint groan that reached the ears of only his wife. 
She bawled, "Oh God!" and burst into tears right away. " I  know 

something wrong. Something happen to he. " 
Mrs. Bhakcu always used this pronoun when she spoke of her 

husband. 
She hurried to the side of the yard and heard Bhakcu groaning. 
"Man," she whispered, "you all right?" 
He groaned a little more loudly. 
He said, "How the hell I all right? You mean you so blind you ain't 

see the whole motor-car break up my arse?" 
Mrs. Bhakcu, dutiful wife, began to cry afresh. 
She beat on the galvanized-iron fence. 
"Hat," Mrs. Bhakcu called, "Hat, come quick. A whole motor-car fall 

on he." 
Hat was cleaning out the cow-pen. When he heard Mrs. Bhakcu he 

laughed. "You know what I always does say," Hat said. "When you play 
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the ass you bound to catch hell. The blasted car brand-new. What the 
hell he was tinkering with so?" 

"He say the crank-shaft wasn't working nice." 
"And is there he looking for the crank-shaft?" 
"Hat," Bhakcu shouted from under the car, "the moment you get this 

car from off me, I going to break up your tai l ." 
"Man," Mrs. Bhakcu said to her husband, "how you so advantageous? 

The man come round with his good good mind to help you and now you 
want to beat him up?" 

Hat began to look hurt and misunderstood. 
Hat said, "It ain 't nothing new. Is just what I expect. Is just what I 

does always get for interfering in other people business. You know I mad 
to leave you and your husband here and go back to the cow-pen." 

"No, Hat. You mustn't mind he. Think what you would say if a whole 
big new motor-car fall on you." 

Hat said, "All right, all right. I have to go and get some of the boys . "  
We heard Hat shouting in  the street. "Boyee and Errol! "  
No answer. 
"Bo-yee and Ehhrol l !"  
"Co-ming, Hat. " 
"Where the hell you boys been, eh? You think you is man now and 

you could just stick your hands in your pocket and walk out like man? 
You was smoking, eh?" 

"Smoking, Hat?" 
"But what happen now? You turn deaf all of a sudden?" 
"Was Boyee was smoking, Hat ."  
"Is  a lie, Hat. Was Errol really. I just stand up watching him. " 
"Somebody make you policeman now, eh? Is cut-arse for both of you. 

Errol, go cut a whip for Boyee. Boyee, go cut a whip for Errol ." 
We heard the boys whimpering. 
From under the car Bhakcu called, "Hat, why you don't leave the boys 

alone? You go bless them bad one of these days, you know, and then they 
go lose you in jail . Why you don't leave the boys alone? They big now."  

Hat shouted back, "You mind your own business, you hear. Other
wise I leave you under that car until you rotten, you hear." 

Mrs. Bhakcu said to her husband, "Take it easy, man." 
But it was nothing serious after all. The jack had slipped but the axle 

rested on a pile of wooden blocks, pinning Bhakcu to ground without 
injuring him. 
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When Bhakcu came out he looked at his clothes. These were a pair 
of khaki trousers and a sleeveless vest, both black and stiff with engine 
grease. 

Bhakcu said to his wife, "They really dirty now, eh?" 
She regarded her husband with pride, "Yes, man," she said. "They 

really dirty. " 
Bhakcu smiled. 
Hat said, "Look, I just sick of lifting up motor-car from off you, 

you hear. If you want my advice, you better send for a proper 
mechanic. " 

Bhakcu wasn't listening. 
He said to his wife, "The crank-shaft was all right. Is something else ." 
Mrs. Bhakcu said, "Well, you must eat first." 
She looked at Hat and said, "He don't eat when he working on the 

car unless I remind he. "  
Hat said, "What you want me  do  with that? Write it down with a 

pencil on a piece of paper and send it to the papers?" 
I wanted to watch Bhakcu working on the car that evening, so I said 

to him, "Uncle Bhakcu, your clothes looking really dirty and greasy. I 
wonder how you could bear to wear them." 

He turned and smiled at me. "What you expect, boy?" he said. " Me-
chanic people l ike me ain't have time for clean clothes. "  

"What happen to  the car, Uncle Bhakcu?" I asked. 
He didn't reply. 
"The tappet knocking?" I suggested. 
One thing Bhacku had taught me about cars was that tappets were 

always knocking. Give Bhacku any car in the world, and the first thing 
he would tell you about it was, "The tappet knocking, you know. Hear. 
Hear it?" 

"The tappet knocking?" I asked. 
He came right up to me and asked eagerly, "What, you hear it 

knocking?" 
And before I had time to say, "Well, something did knocking," Mrs. 

Bhakcu pulled him away, saying, "Come and eat now, man. God, you 
get your clothes really dirty today." 

The car that fell on Bhakcu wasn 't really a new car, although Bhakcu 
boasted that it very nearly was. 
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"It only do two hundred miles," he used to say. 
Hat said, "Well, I know Trinidad small, but I didn't know it was so 

small . "  
I remember the day i t  was bought. It was a Saturday. And that morning 

Mrs. Bhakcu came to my mother and they talked about the cost of rice 
and flour and the black market. As she was leaving, Mrs. Bhakcu said, "He 
gone to town today. He say he got to buy a new car." 

So we waited for the new car. 
Midday came, but Bhakcu didn't. 
Hat said, "Two to one, that man taking down the engine right this 

minute." 
About four o 'clock we heard a banging and a clattering, and looking 

down Miguel Street towards Docksite we saw the car. It was a blue 
Chevrolet, one of the 1 939 models. It looked rich and new. We began to 
wave and cheer, and I saw Bhakcu waving his left hand. 

We danced into the road in front of Bhakcu 's house, waving and 
cheering. 

The car came nearer and Hat said, "Jump, boys! Run for your life. 
Like he get mad." 

It  was a near thing. The car just raced past the house and we stopped 
cheering. 

Hat said, "The car out of control. It go have a accident, if something 
don't happen quick." 

Mrs. Bhakcu laughed. "What you think it is at all?" she said. 
But we raced after the car, crying after Bhakcu. 
He wasn't waving with his left hand. He was trying to warn people 

off. 
By a miracle, it stopped just before Ariapita Avenue. 
Bhakcu said, "I did mashing down the brakes since I turn Miguel 

Street, but the brakes ain't working. Is a funny thing. I overhaul the 
brakes just this morning." 

Hat said, "It have two things for you to do. Overhaul your head or 
haul your arse away before you get people in trouble. " 

Bhakcu said, "You boys go have to give me a hand to push the car 
back home." 

As we were pushing it past the house of Morgan, the pyrotechnicist, 
Mrs. Morgan shouted, "Ah, Mrs. Bhakcu, I see you buy a new car today, 
man." 

Mrs. Bhakcu didn't reply. 
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Mrs. Morgan said, "Ah, Mrs. Bhakcu, you think your husband go 
give me a ride in his new car?" 

Mrs. Bhakcu said, "Yes, he go give you a ride, but first you husband 
must give me a ride on his donkey-cart when he buy it." 

Bhakcu said to Mrs. Bhakcu, "Why you don't shut your mouth up?" 
Mrs. Bhakcu said, "But how you want me to shut my mouth up? You 

is my husband, and I have to stand up for you ."  
Bhakcu said very sternly, "You only stand up for me when I tell you, 

you hear." 
We left the car in front of Bhakcu's house, and we left Mr. and Mrs .  

Bhakcu to their quarrel. I t  wasn't a very interesting one. Mrs. Bhakcu 
kept on claiming her right to stand up for her husband, and Mr. Bhakcu 
kept on rejecting the claim. In the end Bhakcu had to beat his wife. 

This wasn 't as easy as it sounds. If you want to get a proper picture 
of Mrs. Bhakcu you must consider a pear as a scale-model. Mrs .  Bhakcu 
had so much flesh, in fact, that when she held her arms at her sides, they 
looked like marks of parenthesis. 

And as for her quarrelling voice . . .  
Hat used to say, "It sound as though it coming from a gramophone 

record turning fast fast backwards." 
For a long time I think Bhakcu experimented with rods for beating 

his wife, and I wouldn't swear that it wasn't Hat who suggested a cricket 
bat. But whoever suggested it, a second-hand cricket bat was bought from 
one of the groundsmen at the Queen's Park Oval, and oiled, and used 
on Mrs. Bhakcu. 

Hat said, "Is the only thing she really could feel, I think." 
The strangest thing about this was that Mrs. Bhakcu herself kept the 

bat clean and well-oiled. Boyee tried many times to borrow the bat, but 
Mrs. Bhakcu never lent it. 

So on the evening of the day when the car fell on Bhakcu I went to 
see him at work. 

"What you did saying about the tappet knocking?" he said. 
"I  didn't say nothing," I said. "I was asking you."  
"Oh." 
Bhakcu worked late into the night, taking down the engine. He worked 

all the next day, Sunday, and all Sunday night. On Monday morning the 
mechanic came. 
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Mrs. Bhakcu told my mother, "The company send the mechanic man. 
The trouble with these Trinidad mechanics is that they is just piss-in-tail 
little boys who don't know the first thing about cars and things." 

I went round to Bhakcu's house and saw the mechanic with his head 
inside the bonnet. Bhakcu was sitting on the running-board, rubbing grease 
over everything the mechanic handed him. He looked so happy dipping 
his fingers in the grease that I asked, "Let me rub some grease, Uncle 
Bhakcu." 

"Go away, boy. You too small ."  
I sat  and watched him. 
He said, "The tappet was knocking, but I fix it." 
I said, "Good." 
The mechanic was cursing. 
I asked Bhakcu, "How the points?" 
He said, "I have to check them up." 
I got up and walked around the car and sat on the running-board 

next to Bhakcu. 
I looked at him and I said, "You know something?" 
"What?" 
"When I did hear the engine on Saturday, I didn't think it was beating 

nice. " 
Bhakcu said, "You getting to be a real smart man, you know. You 

learning fast." 
I said, "Is what you teach me." 
It was, as a matter of fact, pretty nearly the limit of my knowledge. 

The knocking tappet, the points, the beat of the engine and-yes, I had 
forgotten one thing. 

"You know, Uncle Bhakcu," I said. 
"What, boy?" 
"Uncle Bhakcu, I think is the carburettor. " 
"You really think so, boy?" 
"I sure, Uncle Bhakcu."  
"Wel l, I go tel l you, boy. I s  the first thing I ask  the mechanic. He 

don't think so. " 
The mechanic lifted a dirty and angry face from the engine and said, 

"When you have all sort of ignorant people messing about with a engine 
the white people build with their own own hands, what the hell else you 
expect?" 
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Bhakcu winked at me. 
He said, "/ think is the carburettor. " 

Of all the drills, I l iked the carburettor drill the best. Sometimes 
Bhakcu raced the engine while I put my palm over the carburettor and 
off again. Bhakcu never told me why we did this and I never asked. 
Sometimes we had to siphon petrol from the tank, and I would pour this 
petrol into the carburettor while Bhakcu raced the engine. I often asked 
him to let me race the engine, but he wouldn't agree. 

One day the engine caught fire, but I jumped away in time. The fire 
didn't last. 

Bhakcu came out of the car and looked at the engine in a puzzled 
way. I thought he was annoyed with it, and I was prepared to see him 
dismantle it there and then. 

That was the last time we did that drill with the carburettor. 

At last the mechanic tested the engine and the brakes, and said, "Look, 
the car good good now, you hear. It cost me more work than if I was to 
build over a new car. Leave the damn thing alone." 

After the mechanic left, Bhakcu and I walked very thoughtfully two 
or three times around the car. Bhakcu was stroking his chin, not talking 
to me. 

Suddenly he jumped into the driver's seat, and pressed the horn-
button a few times. 

He said, "What you think about the horn, boy?" 
I said, "Blow it again, let me hear. " 
He pressed the button again. 
Hat pushed his head through a window and shouted, "Bhakcu, keept 

the damn car quiet, you hear, man. You making the place sound as 
though it have a wedding going on." 

We ignored Hat. 
I said, "Uncle Bhakcu, I don't think the horn blowing nice. " 
He said, "You really don't think so?" 
I made a face and spat. 
So we began to work on the horn. 

4 5 9  



M I G U E L  S T H EET 

When we were finished there was a bit of flex wound round the 
steering-column. 

Bhakcu looked at me and said, "You see, you could just rake this 
wire now and touch it on any part of the metalwork, and the horn blow." 

I t  looked unlikely, bur i t  did work. 
I said, "Uncle Bhak, how you know about all these things?" 
He said, "You just keep on learning all the time." 

The men in the street didn't l ike Bhakcu because they considered him 
a nuisance. But I l iked him for the same reason that I l iked Popo, the 
carpenter. For, thinking about it now, Bhakcu was also an artist. He 
interfered with motor-cars for the joy of the thing, and he never seemed 
worried about money. 

But his wife was worried. She, l ike my mother, thought that she was 
born to be a clever handler of money, born to make money sprout from 
nothing at all . 

She talked over the matter with my mother one day. 
My mother said, "Taxi making a lot of money these days, taking 

Americans and their girl friends all over the place." 
So Mrs. Bhakcu made her husband buy a lorry. 
This lorry was really the pride of Miguel Street. It was a big new 

Bedford and we all turned out to welcome it when Bhakcu brought it 
home for the first time. 

Even Hat was impressed. "If is one thing the English people could 
build," he said, "is a lorry. This is not l ike your Ford and your Dodge, 
you know." 

Bhakcu began working on it that very afternoon, and Mrs. Bhakcu 
went around telling people, "Why not come and see how he working on 
the Bedford?" 

From time to time Bhakcu would crawl out from under the lorry and 
polish the wings and the bonnet. Then he would crawl under the lorry 
again. But he didn't look happy. 

The next day the people who had lent the money to buy the Bedford 
formed a deputation and came to Bhakcu's house, begging him to desist. 

Bhakcu remained under the lorry all the time, refusing to reply. The 
money-lenders grew angry, and some of the women among them began 
to cry. Even that failed to move Bhakcu, and in the end the deputation 
just had to go away. 
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When the deputation left, Bhakcu began to take it out of his wife. He 
beat her and he said, "Is you who want me to buy lorry. Is you. Is you. 
All you thinking about is money, money. Just l ike your mother. " 

But the real reason for his temper was that he couldn't put back the 
engine as he had found it .  Two or three pieces remained outside and they 
puzzled him. 

The agents sent a mechanic. 
He looked at the lorry and asked Bhakcu, very calmly, "Why you 

buy a Bedford?" 
Bhakcu said, "I like the Bedford." 
The mechanic shouted, "Why the arse you didn't buy a Rol ls-Royce? 

They does sell those with the engine sealed down." 
Then he went to work, saying sadly, "Is enough to make you want 

to cry. A nice, new new lorry like this . "  
The starter never worked again. And Bhakcu always had to  use the 

crank. 
Hat said, "Is a blasted shame. Lorry looking new, smelling new, 

everything still shining, all sort of chalk-mark still on the chassis, and 
this man cranking it up like some old Ford pram." 

But Mrs. Bhakcu boasted, "Fust crank, the engine does start. " 
One morning-it was a Saturday, market day-Mrs. Bhakcu came 

crying to my mother. She said, 'He in hospital . "  
M y  mother said, "Accident?" 
Mrs. Bhakcu said, "He was cranking up the lorry just outside the 

Market. Fust cunk, the engine start. But it was in gear and it roll he up 
against another lorry." 

Bhakcu spent a week in hospital. 
All the time he had the lorry, he hated his wife, and he beat her 

regularly with the cricket bat. But she was beating him too, with her 
tongue, and I think Bhakcu was really the loser in these quarrels .  

It was hard to back the lorry into the yard and it was Mrs. Bhakcu's 
duty and joy to direct her husband. 

One day she said, "All right, man, back back, turn a l ittle to the right, 
all right, all clear. Oh God! No, no, no, man! Stop! You go knock the 
fence down." 

Bhakcu suddenly went mad. He reversed so fiercely he cracked the 
concrete fence. Then he shot forward again, ignoring Mrs. Bhakcu's 
screams, and reversed again, knocking down the fence altogether. 

He was in a great temper, and while his wife remained outside crying 
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he went to his little room, stripped to his pants, flung himself belly down 
on the bed, and began reading the Ramayana. 

The lorry wasn't making money. But to make any at all, Bhakcu had 
to have loaders. He got two of those big black Grenadian small-islanders 
who were just beginning to pour into Port of Spain. They called Bhakcu 
"Boss" and Mrs. Bhakcu "Madam," and this was nice. But when I looked 
at these men sprawling happily in the back of the lorry in their ragged 
dusty clothes and their squashed-up felt hats, I used to wonder whether 
they knew how much worry they caused, and how uncertain their own 
position was. 

Mrs. Bhakcu's talk was now all about these two men. 
She would tell my mother, mournfully, "Day after tomorrow we have 

to pay the loaders ." Two days later she would say, as though the world 
had come to an end, "Today we pay the loaders." And in no time at all 
she would be coming around to my mother in distress again, saying, 
"Day after tomorrow we have to pay the loaders." 

Paying the loaders-for months I seemed to hear about nothing else. 
The words were well known in the street, and became an idiom. 

Boyee would say to Errol on a Saturday, "Come, let we go to the 
one-thirty show at Roxy." 

And Errol would turn out his pockets and say, "I can't go, man. I 
pay the loaders." 

Hat said, "It look as though Bhakcu buy the lorry just to pay the 
loaders." 

The lorry went in the end. And the loaders too. I don 't know what 
happened to them. Mrs. Bhakcu had the lorry sold just at a time when 
lorries began making money. They bought a taxi. By now the competition 
was fierce and taxis were running eight miles for twelve cents, just enough 
to pay for oil and petrol. 

Mrs. Bhakcu told my mother, "The taxi ain 't making money." 
So she bought another taxi, and hired a man to drive it . She said, 

"Two better than one." 
Bhakcu was reading the Ramayana more and more. 
And even that began to annoy the people in the street. 
Hat said, "Hear the two of them now. She with that voice she got, 

and he singing that damn sing-song Hindu song." 
Picture then the following scene. Mrs. Bhakcu, very short, very fat, 

standing at the pipe in her yard, and shrill ing at her husband. He is in 
his pants, lying on his belly, dolefully intoning the Ramayana. Suddenly 
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he springs up and snatches the cricket bat in the corner of the room. He 
runs outside and begins to beat Mrs. Bhakcu with the bat. 

The si lence that follows lasts a few minutes. 
And then only Bhakcu's voice is heard, as he does a solo from the 

Ramayana. 

But don't think that Mrs. Bhakcu lost any pride in her husband. 
Whenever you l istened to the rows between Mrs. Bhakcu and Mrs .  Mor
gan, you realised that Bhakcu was still his wife's lord and master. 

Mrs. Morgan would say, "I hear your husband talking in his sleep 
last night, loud loud." 

"He wasn't talking," Mrs. Bhakcu said, "he was singing." 
"Singing? Hahahahaaah! You know something, Mrs. Bhakcu?" 
"What, Mrs .  Morgan?" 
"If your husband sing for his supper, both of all you starve like hel l . "  
"He know a damn lot  more than any of  the ignorant man i t  have in  

this street, you hear. He could read and write, you know. English and 
Hindi. How you so ignorant you don't know that the Ramayana is a holy 
book? If you coulda understand all the good thing he singing, you 
wouldn't be talking all this nonsense you talking now, you hear." 

"How your husband this morning, anyway? He fix any new cars 
lately?" 

"I not going to dirty my mouth arguing with you here, you hear. He 
know how to fix his car. Is a wonder nobody ain't tell your husband 
where he can fix all his so-call fireworks." 

Mrs. Bhakcu used to boast that Bhakcu read the Ramayana two or 
three times a month. "It have some parts he know by heart," she said. 

But that was little consolation, for money wasn't coming in. The man 
she had hired to drive the second taxi was playing the fool. She said, "He 
robbing me l ike hell. He say that the taxi making so little money I owe 
him now." She sacked the driver and sold the car. 

She used all her financial flair. She began rearing hens. That failed 
because a lot of the hens were stolen, the rest attacked by street dogs, 
and Bhakcu hated the smell anyway. She began selling bananas and 
oranges, but she did that more for her own enjoyment than for the little 
money it brought in. 
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My mother said, "Why Bhakcu don't go out and get a work?" 
Mrs. Bhakcu said, "But how you want that?" 
My mother said, "/ don't want it. I was thinking about you." 
Mrs. Bhakcu said, "You could see he working with all the rude and 

crude people it have here in Port of Spain?" 
My mother said, "Well, he have to do something. People don't pay 

to see a man crawling under a motor-car or singing Ramayana. " 
Mrs. Bhakcu nodded and looked sad. 
My mother said, "But what I saying at all? You sure Bhakcu know 

the Ramayana?" 
"I sure sure." 
My mother said, "Wel l, it easy easy. He is a Brahmin, he know the 

Ramayana, and he have a car. Is easy for him to become a pundit, a real 
proper pundit." 

Mrs. Bhakcu clapped her hands. "Is a first-class idea. Hindu pundits 
making a lot of money these days." 

So Bhakcu became a pundit. 

He still tinkered with his car. He had to stop beating Mrs. Bhakcu 
with the cricket bat, but he was happy. 

I was haunted by thoughts of the dhoti-clad Pundit Bhakcu, crawling 
under a car, attending to a crank-shaft, while poor Hindus waited for him 
to attend to their souls. 
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Caution 

It was not until 1 947 that Bolo believed that the war was over. Up till 
then he used to say, "Is only a lot of propaganda. Just lies for black 
people." 

In 1 947 the Americans began pulling down their camp in the George V 
Park and many people were getting sad. 

I went to see Bolo one Sunday and while he was cutting my hair he 
said, "I hear the war over." 

I said, "So I hear too. But I still have my doubts ."  
Bolo said, "I know what you mean. These people is master of prop

aganda, but the way I look at it is this. If they was still fighting they 
woulda want to keep the camp." 

"But they not keeping the camp," I said. 
Bolo said, "Exactly. Put two and two together and what you get? Tell 

me, what you get?" 
I said, "Four. " 
He clipped my hair thoughtfully for a few moments. 
He said, "Well, I glad the war over. " 
When I paid for my trim I said, "What you think we should do now, 

Mr. Bolo? You think we should celebrate?" 
He said, "Gimme time, man. Gimme time. This is a big thing. I have 

to think it over." 
And there the matter rested. 

I remember the night when the news of peace reached Port of Spain. 
People just went wild and there was a carnival in the streets. A new 
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calypso sprang out of nothing and everybody was dancing in the streets 
to the tune of: 

All day and all night Miss Mary Ann 
Down hy the nver-side she taking man. 

Bolo looked at the dancers and said, "Stupidness! Stupidness! How 
black people so stupid?" 

I said, "But you ain't hear, Mr. Bolo? The war over." 
He spat. "How you know? You was fighting it?" 
"But it come over on the radio and I read it in the papers ." 
Bolo laughed. He said, "Anybody would think you was sti ll a l ittle 

boy. You mean you come so big and you still does believe anything you 
read in the papers?" 

I had heard this often before. Bolo was sixty and the only truth he 
had discovered seemed to be, "You mustn't believe anything you read in 
the papers. "  

I t  was his whole philosophy, and i t  didn't make him happy. He  was 
the saddest man in the street. 

I think Bolo was born sad. Certainly I never saw him laugh except in 
a sarcastic way, and I saw him at least once a week for eleven years. He 
was a tall man, not thin, with a face that was a caricature of sadness, the 
mouth curling downwards, the eyebrows curving downwards, the eyes 
big and empty of expression. 

It was an amazement to me that Bolo made a living at all after he 
had stopped barbering. I suppose he would be described in a census as a 
carrier. His cart was the smallest thing of its kind I knew. 

It was a little box on two wheels and he pushed it himself, pushed 
with his long body in such an attitude of resignation and futility you 
wondered why he pushed it at all. On this cart he could take just about 
two or three sacks of flour or sugar. 

On Sundays Bolo became a barber again, and if he was pi'Oud of 
anything he was proud of his barbering. 

Often Bolo said to me, "You know Samuel?" 
Samuel was the most successful barber in the district. He was so rich 

he took a week's holiday every year, and he l iked everybody to know it. 
I said, "Yes, I know Samuel. But I don't like him to touch my hair at 

all at all. He can't cut hair. He does zog up my head ."  
Bolo said, "You know who teach Samuel all he know about cutting 

hair? You know?" 



Caution 

I shook my head. 
"I. I teach Samuel. He couldn't even shave hisself when he start bar

bering. He come crying and begging, 'Mr. Bolo, Mr. Bolo, teach me how 
to cut people hair, I beg you. '  Well, I teach him, and look what happen, 
eh. Samuel rich rich, and I sti ll living in one room in this break-down 
old house. Samuel have a room where he does cut hair, I have to cut hair 
in the open under this mango tree." 

I said, "But it nice outside, it better than sitting down in a hot room. 
But why you stop cutting hair regular, Mr. Bolo?" 

"Ha, boy, that is asking a big big question. The fact is, I just can't 
trust myself."  

"Is  not true. You does cut hair good good, better than Samuel ." 
"It ain't that I mean. Boy, when it have a man sitting down in  

front of you in a chair, and you don't l ike this man, and you have a 
razor in your hand, a lot of funny things could happen. I does only cut 
people hair these days when I like them. I can't cut any-and-everybody 
hair. " 

Although in 1 94 5  Bolo didn 't believe that the war was over, in 1 9 3 9  he 
was one of the great alarmists. In those days he bought all three Port of 
Spain newspapers, the Tnnidad Guardian, the Port of Spain Ga:r_ette, and the 
Evening News. When the war broke out and the Evening News began issuing 
special bulletins, Bolo bought those too. 

Those were the days when Bolo said, "It have a lot of people who 
think they could kick people around. They think because we poor we 
don't know anything. But I ain't in that, you hear. Every day I sit down 
and read my papers regular regular." 

More particularly, Bojo was interested in the Tnnidad Guardian. At 
one stage Bolo bought about twenty copies of that paper every day. 

The Guardian was running a Missing Ball Competition. They printed 
a photograph of a football match in progress, but they had rubbed the 
ball out. All you had to do to win a lot of money was to mark the position 
of the ball with an X. 

Spotting the missing ball became one of Bolo's passions. 
In the early stages Bolo was happy enough to send in one X a week 

to the Guardian. 
It was a weekly excitement for all of us. 
Hat used to say, "Bolo, I bet you forget all of us when you win the 
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money. You leaving Miguel Street, man, and buying a big house in St. 
Clair, eh?" 

Bolo said, "No, I don't want to stay in Trinidad. I think I go go to 
the States. "  

Bolo began marking two X's. Then three, four, six. He  never won a 
penny. He was getting almost constantly angry. 

He would say, "Is just a big bacchanal, you hear. The paper people 
done make up their mind long long time now who going to win the week 
prize. They only want to get all the black people money." 

Hat said, "You mustn't get discouraged. You got to try really hard 
again ." 

Bolo bought sheets of squared paper and fitted them over the Missing 
Ball photograph. Wherever the lines crossed he marked an X. To do this 
properly Bolo had to buy something like a hundred to a hundred and 
fifty Guardians every week. 

Sometimes Bolo would call Boyee and Errol and me and say, "Now, 
boys, where you think this missing ball is? Look, I want you to shut your 
eyes and mark a spot with this pencil ." 

And sometimes again Bolo would ask us, "What sort of things you 
been dreaming this week?" 

If you said you didn't dream at all, Bolo looked disappointed. I used 
to make up dreams and Bolo would work them out in relation to the 
missing ball. 

People began calling Bolo "Missing Ball." 
Hat used to say, "Look the man with the missing ball ." 
One day Bolo went up to the offices of the Guardian and beat up a 

sub-editor before the police could be called. 
In court Bolo said, "The ball not missing, you hear. It wasn't there 

in the first place." 
Bolo was fined twenty-five dollars. 
The Ga1_ette ran a story: 

THE CASE OF THE MISSING BALL 

Penalty for a foul 

Altogether Bolo spent about three hundred dollars trying to spot the 
missing ball, and he didn't even get a consolation prize. 

It was shortly after the court case that Bolo stopped barbering regu
larly and also stopped reading the Guardian. 
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I can 't remember now why Bolo stopped reading the Evening News, 
but I know why he stopped reading the Gar_ette. 

A great housing shortage arose in Port of Spain during the war, and 
in 1 942 a philanthropist came to the rescue of the unhoused. He said he was 
starting a co-operative housing scheme. People who wished to take part 
in this venture had to deposit some two hundred dollars, and after a year 
or so they would get brand-new houses for next to nothing. Several 
important men blessed the new scheme, and lots of dinners were eaten 
to give the project a good start. 

The project was heavily advertised and about five or six houses were 
built and handed over to some of the people who had eaten the dinners. 
The papers carried photographs of people putting keys into locks and 
stepping over thresholds. 

Bolo saw the photographs and the advertisements in the Gar_ette, and 
he paid in his two hundred dollars. 

In 1 943 the Director of the Co-operative Housing Society disappeared 
and with him disappeared two or three thousand dream houses. 

Bolo stopped reading the Gar_ette. 
It was on a Sunday in November that year that Bolo made his an

nouncement to those of us who were sitting under the mango tree, wait
ing for Bolo to cut our hair. 

He said, "I saying something now. And so help me God, if I ever 
break my word, it go be better if I lose my two eyes. Listen. I stop 
reading papers. If even I learn Chinese I ain't go read Chinese papers, 
you hearing. You mustn't believe anything you read in the papers ."  

Bolo was cutting Hat's hair a t  the moment, and Hat hurriedly got up 
and left. 

Later Hat said, "You know what I think. We will have to stop getting 
trim from Bolo. The man get me really frighten now, you hear." 

We didn't have to think a lot about Hat's decision because a few days 
later Bolo came to us and said, "I coming round to see you people one 
by one because is the last time you go see me." 

He looked so sad I thought he was going to cry. 
Hat said, "What you thinking of doing now?" 
Bolo said, "I leaving this island for good. Is only a lot of damn crooks 

here." 
Eddoes said, "Bolo, you taking your box-cart with you?" 
Bolo said, "No. Why, you like it?" 
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Ed does said, "I was thinking. It look like good materials to me."  
Bolo said, "Eddoes, take my box-cart." 
Hat said, "Where you going, Bolo?" 
Bolo said, "You go hear. " 
And so he left us that evening. 
Eddoes said, "You think Bolo going mad?" 
Hat said, "No. He going Venezuela. That is why he keeping so secret. 

The Venezuelan police don't like Trinidad people going over." 
Eddoes said, "Bolo is a nice man and I sorry he leaving. You know, 

it have some people I know who go be glad to have that box-cart Bolo 
leave behind." 

We went to Bolo's little room that very evening and we cleaned it of 
all the useful stuff he had left behind. There wasn't much. A bit of oil
cloth, two or three old combs, a cutlass, and a bench. We were all sad. 

Hat said, "People really treat poor Bolo bad in this country. I don't 
blame him for leaving." 

Eddoes was looking over the room in a practical way. He said, "But 
Bolo take away everything, man."  

Next afternoon Eddoes announced, "You know how much I pick up  
for that box-cart? Two dollars!" 

Hat said, "You does work damn fast, you know, Eddoes. " 
Then we saw Bolo himself walking down Miguel Street. 
Hat said, "Eddoes, you in trouble. " 
Ed does said, "But he give it to me. I dido 't thief it ." 
Bolo looked tired and sadder than ever. 
Hat said, "What happen, Bolo? You make a record, man. Don 't tell 

me you go to Venezuela and you come back already." 
Bolo said, "Trinidad people! Trinidad people! I don't know why Hitler 

don't come here and bomb all the sons of bitches it have in this island. 
He bombing the wrong people, you know." 

Hat said, "Sit down, Bolo, and tell we what happen." 
Bolo said, "Not yet. I t  have something I have to settle first. Eddoes, 

where my box-cart?" 
Hat laughed. 
Bolo said, "You laughing, but I don't see the joke. Where my box-

cart, Eddoes? You think you could make box-cart l ike that?" 
Eddoes said, "Your box-cart, Bolo? But you give it to me." 
Bolo said, "I asking you to give it back to me."  
Eddoes said, "I sell it, Bolo. Look the two dollars I get for it." 
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Bolo said, "Bur you quick, man." 
Eddoes was gerring up. 
Bolo said, "Eddoes, it have one thing I begging you nor to do. I 

begging you, Eddoes, nor ro come for trim by me again, you hear. I can't 
trust myself. And go and buy back my box-carr. " 

Eddoes went away, muttering, "Is a funny sort of world where people 
think their l ittle box-cart so good. It l ike my big blue cart?" 

Bolo said, "When I get my hand on the good-for-nothing thief who 
take my money and say he taking me Venezuela, I go let him know 
something. You know what the man do? He drive around all night in the 
motor-launch and then put we down in a swamp, saying we reach Ven
ezuela. I see some people. I begin talking ro them in Spanish, they shake 
their head and laugh. You know is what? He put me down in Trinidad 
self, three four miles from La Brea." 

Hat said, "Bolo, you don't know how lucky you is .  Some of these 
people woulda kill you and throw you overboard, man. They say they 
don't l ike getting into trouble with the Venezuelan police. Is i l legal going 
over ro Venezuela, you know." 

We saw very little of Bolo after this. Eddoes managed to get the box
cart back, and he asked me ro take it ro Bolo. 

Eddoes said, "You see why black people can't get on in this world. 
You was there when he give it to me with his own two hands, and now 
he want it back. Take it back to him and tell him Eddoes say he could 
go to hel l ." 

I told Bolo, "Eddoes say he sorry and he send back the box-cart ." 
Bolo said, "You see how black people is .  They only quick to take, 

take. They don't want ro give. That is why black people never get on." 
I said, "Mr. Bolo, it have something I take too, but I bring it back. Is 

the oil-cloth. I did take it and give it to my mother, but she ask me to 
bring it back." 

Bolo said, "Is  all right. But, boy, who trimming you these days? You 
head look as though fowl sirring on it." 

I said, "Is Samuel trim me, Mr. Bolo. But I tel l  you he can't trim. Y au 
see how he zag up my head." 

Bolo said, "Come Sunday, I go trim you." 
I hesitated. 
Bolo said, "You fraid? Don 't be stupid. I like you."  
So  I went on  Sunday. 
Bolo said, "How you getting on with your lessons?" 
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I didn't want to boast. 
Bolo said, "It have something I want you to do for me. But I not sure 

whether I should ask you."  
I said, "But ask me, Mr. Bolo. I go do  anything for you."  
He  said, "No, don't worry. I go tell you next time you come." 
A month later, I went again and Bolo said, "You could read?" 
I reassured him. 
He said, "Well, is a secret thing I doing. I don't want nobody to 

know. You could keep a secret?" 
I said, "Yes, I could keep secret." 
"A old man like me ain't have much to live for," Bolo said. "A old 

man like me living by hisself have to have something to live for. Is why 
I doing this thing I tell you about." 

"What is this thing, Mr. Bolo?" 
He stopped clipping my hair and pulled out a printed sheet from his 

trouser pocket. 
He said, "You know what this is?" 
I said, "Is a sweepstake ticket. " 
"Right. You smart, man. Is really a sweepstake ticket ." 
I said, "But what you want me do, Mr. Bolo?" 
He said, "First you must promise not to tell anybody." 
I gave my word. 
He said, "I want you to find out if the number draw." 
The draw was made about six weeks later and I looked for Bolo's 

number. I told him, "You number ain't draw, Mr. Bolo." 
He said, "Not even a proxime accessit?" 
I shook my head. 
But Bolo didn 't look disappointed. "Is just what I expect," he said. 
For nearly three years this was our secret. And all during those years 

Bolo bought sweepstake tickets, and never won. Nobody knew and even 
when Hat or somebody else said to him, "Bolo, I know a thing you could 
try. Why you don't try sweepstake?" Bolo would say, " I  done with that 
sort of thing, man." 

At the Christmas meeting of 1 948 Bolo's number was drawn. It wasn 't 
much, just about three hundred dollars. 

I ran to Bolo's room and said, "Mr. Bolo, the number draw." 
Bolo's reaction wasn't what I expected. He said, "Look, boy, you in 

long pants now. But don't get me mad, or I go have to beat you bad." 
I said, "But it really draw, Mr. Bolo." 
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He said, "How the hell you know it draw?" 
I said, "I see it in the papers ." 
At this Bolo got really angry and he seized me by the collar. He 

screamed, "How often I have to tell you, you little good-for-nothing son
of-a-bitch, that you mustn 't believe all that you read in the papers?" 

So I checked up with the Trinidad Turf Club. 
I said to Bolo, "Is really true." Bolo refused to believe. 
He said, "These Trinidad people does only lie, lie. Lie is all they 

know. They could fool you, boy, but they can't fool me." 
I told the men of the street, "Bolo mad like hell. The man win three 

hundred dollars and he don't want to believe." 
One day Boyee said to Bolo, "Ay, Bolo, you win a sweepstake then ."  
Bolo chased Boyee, shouting, "You playing the ass, eh. You making 

joke with a man old enough to be your grandfather." 
And when Bolo saw me, he said, "Is so you does keep secret? Is so 

you does keep secret? But why all you Trinidad people so, eh?" 
And he pushed his box-cart down to Eddoes's house, saying, "Eddoes, 

you want box-cart, eh? Here, take the box-cart ." 
And he began hacking the cart to bits with his cutlass. 
To me he shouted, "People think they could fool me." 
And he took out the sweepstake ticket and tore it. 
He rushed up to me and forced the pieces into my shirt pocket. 

Afterwards he lived to himself in his little room, seldom came out to 
the street, never spoke to anybody. Once a month he went to draw his 
old-age pension. 
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Edward, Hat's brother, was a man of many parts, and I always thought 
it a sad thing that he drifted away from us. He used to help Hat with the 
cows when I first knew him and, like Hat, he looked settled and happy 
enough. He said he had given up women for good, and he concentrated 
on cricket, football, boxing, horse-racing, and cockfighting. In this way 
he was never bored, and he had no big ambition to make him unhappy. 

Like Hat, Edward had a high regard for beauty. But Edward didn't 
collect birds of beautiful plumage, as Hat did. Edward painted. 

His favourite subject was a brown hand clasping a black one. And 
when Edward painted a brown hand, it was a brown hand. No nonsense 
about light and shades. And the sea was a blue sea, and mountains were 
green. 

Edward mounted his pictures himself and framed them in red passe
partout. The big department stores, Salvatori's, Fogarty's, and Johnson's, 
distributed Edward's work on commisson. 

To the street, however, Edward was something of a menace. 
He would see Mrs. Morgan wearing a new dress and say, "Ah, Mrs. 

Morgan, is a nice nice dress you wearing there, but I think i• could do 
with some sort of decoration." 

Or he would see Eddoes wearing a new shirt and say, "Eh, eh, 
Ed does, you wearing a new shirt, man. You write your name in it, you 
know, otherwise somebody pick it up brisk brisk one of these days. Tell 
you what, I go write it for you." 

He ruined many garments in this way. 
He also had the habit of giving away ties he had decorated himself. 

He would say, "I have something for you. Take it and wear it. I giving 
it to you because I like you."  
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And if the tie wasn't worn, Edward would get angry and begin shout
ing, "But you see how ungrateful black people is. Listen to this. I see 
this man not wearing tie. I take a bus and I go to town. I walk to Johnson's 
and I look for the gents' department. I meet a girl and I buy a tie. I take 
a bus back home. I go inside my room and take up my brush and unscrew 
my paint. I dip my brush in paint and I put the brush on the tie. I spend 
two three hours doing that, and after all this, the man ain't wearing my 
tie. " 

But Edward did a lot more than just paint. 
One day, not many months after I had come to the street, Edward 

said, "Coming back on the bus from Cocorite last night I only hearing 
the bus wheel cracking over crab back. You know the place by the coco
nut trees and the swamp? There it j ust crawling with crab. People say 
they even climbing up the coconut trees. " 

Hat said, "They does come out a lot at full moon. Let we go tonight 
and catch some of the crabs that Edward see." 

Edward said, "Is just what I was going to say. We will have to take 
the boys because it have so much crab even they could pick up a lot. " 

So we boys were invited. 
Edward said, "Hat, I was thinking. It go be a lot easier to catch the 

crab if we take a shovel. It have so much you could just shovel them 
up." 

Hat said, "All right. We go take the cow-pen shovel ."  
Edward said, "That settle. But look, all-you have strong shoes? You 

better get strong shoes you know, because these crab and them ain 't 
playing big and if you don't look out they start walking away with your 
big toe before you know what is what. " 

Hat said, "I go use the leggings I does wear when I cleaning out the 
cow-pen."  

Edward said, "And we better wear gloves. I know a man was catching 
crab one day and suddenly he see his right hand walking away from him. 
He look again and see four five crab carrying it away. This man jump up 
and begin one bawl ing. So we have to be careful . If you boys ain't have 
gloves just wrap some cloth over your hands. That go be all right. " 

So late that night we all climbed into the Cocorite bus, Hat in his 
leggings, Edward in his, and the rest of us carrying cutlasses and big 
brown sacks. 

The shovel Hat carried still stank from the cow-pen and people began 
squinging up their noses . 
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Hat said, "Let them smell it. They does all want milk when the cow 
give it ." 

People looked at the leggings and the cutlasses and the shovel and 
the sacks and looked away quickly. They stopped talking. The conductor 
didn't ask for our fares. The bus was si lent until Edward began to talk. 

Edward said, "We must try and not use the cutlass. It ain't nice to 
kill. Try and get them live and put them in the bag." 

Many people got off at the next stop. By the time the bus got to 
Mucurapo Road it was carrying only us. The conductor stood right at the 
front talking to the driver. 

Just before we got to the Cocorite terminus Edward said, "Oh God, 
I know I was forgetting something. We can't bring back all the crab in a 
bus. I go have to go and telephone for a van." 

He got off one stop before the terminus. 
We walked a little way in the bright moonlight, left the road and 

climbed down into the swamp. A tired wind blew from the sea, and the 
smell of stale sea-water was everywhere. Under the coconut trees it was 
dark. We walked a bit further in. A cloud covered the moon and the wind 
fell . 

Hat called out, ((You boys all right? Be careful with your foot. I don't 
want any of you going home with only three toes ." 

Boyee said, ((But I ain't seeing any crab." 
Ten minutes later Edward joined us. 
He said, ((How many bags you full?" 
Hat said, ((It look like a lot of people had the same idea and come 

and take away all the crab." 
Edward said, ((Rubbish. You don't see the moon ain 't showing. We 

got to wait until the moon come out before the crab come out. Sit down, 
boys, let we wait. " 

The moon remained clouded for half an hour. 
Boyee said, ((It making cold and I want to go home. I don't think it 

have any crab." 
Errol said, ((Don 't mind Boyee. I know him. He just frighten of the 

dark and he fraid the crab bite him." 
At this point we heard a rumbling in the distance. 
Hat said, ((It look like the van come." 
Edward said, ( (It ain't a van really. I order a big truck from Sam." 
We sat in si lence waiting for the moon to clear. Then about a dozen 

torch-lights flashed all around us. Someone shouted, ((We ain't want 
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any trouble. But if any one of you play the fool you going to get beat 
up bad ."  

We saw what looked like a squad of  policemen surrounding us. 
Boyee began to cry. 
Edward said, "It have man beating their wife. It have people breaking 

into other people house. Why you policeman don't go and spend your 
time doing something with sense, eh? Just for a change." 

A policeman said, "Why you don't shut up? You want me to spit  in 
your mouth?" 

Another policeman said, "What you have in those bags?" 
Edward said, "Only crab. But take care. They is big crab and they go 

bite off your hand."  
Nobody looked inside the bags and then a man with a lot of  stripes 

said, "Everybody playing bad-man these days. Everybody getting full of 
smart answers, like the Americans and them." 

A policeman said, "They have bag, they have cutlass, they have 
shovel, they have glove." 

Hat said, "We was catching crab." 
The policeman said, "With shovel? Eh, eh, what happen that you 

suddenly is  God and make a new sort of crab you could catch with 
shovel?" 

It took a lot of talk to make the policemen believe our story. 
The officer in charge said, "I go like to lay my hands on the son of 

a bitch who telephone and say you was going to kill somebody. " 
Then the policemen left. 
It was late and we had missed the last bus. 
Hat said, "We had better wait for the truck Edward order. " 
Edward said, "Something tell me that truck ain't coming now."  
Hat said very slowly, half laughing and half serious, "Edward, you is 

my own brother, but you know you really is a son of a bitch." 
Edward sat down and just laughed and laughed. 

Then the war came. Hitler invaded F ranee and the Americans invaded 
Trinidad. Lord Invader made a hit with his calpyso: 

I was living with my decent and contented wife 
Unul the soldiers came and broke up my life. 

For the first time in  Trinidad there was work for everybody, and the 
Americans paid well. Invader sang: 
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Father, mother, and daughter 
Working for the Yankee dollar! 
Money in the land! 
The Yankee dollar, oh/ 

Edward stopped working in the cow-pen and got a job with the 
Americans at Chaguaramas. 

Hat said, "Edward, I think you foolish to do that. The Americans 
ain't here forever and ever. It ain't have no sense in going off and working 
for big money and then not having nothing to eat after three four years ."  

Edward said, "This war look as  though i t  go last a long long time. 
And the Americans not like the British, you know. They does make you 
work hard, but they does pay for it. " 

Edward sold his share of the cows to Hat, and that marked the be
ginning of his drift away from us. 

Edward surrendered completely to the Americans. He began wearing 
clothes in the American style, he began chewing gum, and he tried to talk 
with an American accent. We didn't see much of him except on Sundays, 
and then he made us feel small and inferior. He grew fussy about his dress, 
and he began wearing a gold chain around his neck. He began wearing 
straps around his wrists, after the fashion of tennis-players. These straps 
were just becoming fashionable among smart young men in Port of Spain. 

Edward didn't give up painting, but he no longer offered to paint 
things for us, and I think most people were relieved. He entered some 
poster competition, and when his design didn't win even a consolation 
prize, he grew really angry with Trinidad. 

One Sunday he said, "I was stupid to send in anything I paint with 
my own two hands for Trinidad people to judge. What they know about 
anything? Now, if I was in America, it woulda be different. The Americans 
is people. They know about things. "  

To hear Edward talk, you felt that America was a gigantic country 
inhabited by giants. They lived in enormous houses and they drove in 
the biggest cars of the world. 

Edward used to say, "Look at Miguel Street. In America you think they 
have streets so narrow? In America this street could pass for a sidewalk." 

One night I walked down with Edward to Docksite, the American 
army camp. Through the barbed wire you could see the huge screen of 
an open-air cmema. 

Edward said, "You see the sort of theatre they come and build in a 
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stupid little place like Trinidad. Imagine the sort of thing they have in 
the States ." 

And we walked down a little further until we came to a sentry in his 
box. 

Edward used his best American accent and said, "What's cooking, 
Joe?" 

To my surprise the sentry, looking fierce under his helmet, replied, 
and in no time at all Edward and the sentry were talking away, each 
trying to use more swear-words than the other. 

When Edward came back to Miguel Street he began swaggering along 
and he said to me, "Tell them. Tell them how good I does get on with 
the Americans ." 

And when he was with Hat he said, "Was talking the other night 
with a American-damn good friend-and he was telling me that as soon 
as the Americans enter the war the war go end." 

Errol said, "It ain't that we want to win the war. As soon as they 
make Lord Anthony Eden Prime Minister the war go end quick quick ."  

Edward said, "Shut up, kid ."  
But  the biggest change of a l l  was the way Edward began talking of 

women. Up ti l l  then he used to say that he was finished with them for 
good. He made out that his heart had been broken a long time ago and 
he had made a vow. It was a vague and tragic story. 

But now on Sundays Edward said, "You should see the sort of craft 
they have at the base. Nothing like these stupid Trinidad girls, you know. 
No, partner. Girls with style, girls with real class. "  

I think i t  was Eddoes who said, "I shouldn't let i t  worry you. They 
wouldn't tangle with you, those girls. They want big big American men. 
You safe." 

Edward called Eddoes a shrimp and walked away in a huff. 
He began l ifting weights, and in this, too, Edward was running right 

at the head of fashion. I don't know what happened in Trinidad about 
that time, but every young man became suddenly obsessed with the Body 
Beautiful ideal, and there were physique competitions practically every 
month. Hat used to console himself by saying, "Don't worry. Is just a 
lot of old flash, you hear. They say they bui lding muscle muscle. Just let 
them cool off and see what happen. All that thing they call muscle turn 
fat, you know." 

Eddoes said, "Is  the funniest sight you could see. At the Dairies in 
Philip Street a l l  you seeing these days is a long line of black black men 
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smmg at the counter and drinking quart bottles of white milk. All of 
them wearing sleeveless jersey to show off their big arm." 

In about three months Edward made his appearance among us in a 
sleeveless jersey. He had become a really big man. 

Presently he began talking about the women at the base who were 
chasing him. 

He said, "I don't know what they see in me." 

Somebody had the idea of organising a Local Talent on Parade show 
and Edward said, "Don't make me laugh. What sort of talent they think 
Trinidad have?" 

The first show was broadcast and we all listened to it in Eddoes's 
house. Edward kept on laughing all the time. 

Hat said "Why you don't try singing yourself, then?" 
Edward said, "Sing for who? Trinidad people?" 
Hat said, "Do them a favour." 
To everybody's surprise Edward began singing, and the time came 

when Hat had to say, "I just can't live in the same house with Edward. 
I think he go have to move." 

Edward moved, but he didn't move very far. He remained on our side 
of Miguel Street. 

He said, "Is a good thing. I was getting tired of the cow smel l ." 
Edward went up for one of the Local Talent shows and in  spite of 

everything we all hoped that he would win a prize of some sort. The 
show was sponsored by a biscuit company and I think the winner got 
some money. 

"They does give the others a thirty-one-cent pa�k of biscuits," Hat 
said. 

Edward got a package of biscuits. 
He didn't bring it home, though. He threw it away. 
He said, "Throw it away. Why I shouldn't throw it away? You see, 

is just what I does tell you. Trinidad people don't know good thing. They 
just born stupid. Down at the base it have Americans hegging me to sing. 
They know what is what. The other day, working and singing at the 
base, the colonel come up and tel l me I had a nice voice. He was begging 
me to go to the States." 

Hat said, "Why you don't go then?" 
Edward said fiercely, "Gimme time. Wait and see if I don't go." 



Until the Soldiers Came 

Eddoes said, "What about all those woman and them who was chas
ing you? They catch up with you yet or they pass you?" 

Edward said, "Listen, Joe, I don't want to start getting rough with 
you. Do me a favour and shut up." 

When Edward brought any American friends to his house he pretended 
that he didn't know us, and it was funny to see him walking with them, 
holding his arms in the American way, hanging loosely, like a goril la's. 

Hat said, "All the money he making he spending it on rum and gin
ger, curryfavouring with them Americans." 

In a way, I suppose, we were all jealous of him. 
Hat began saying, "It ain 't hard to get a work with the Americans. I 

just don't want to have boss, that's all. I like being my own boss. " 
Edward didn't mix much with us now. 

One day he came to us with a sad face and said, "Hat, it look like if 
I have to get married. " 

He spoke with his Trinidad accent. 
Hat looked worried. He said, "Why? Why? Why you have to get 

married?" 
"She making baby." 
"Is a damn funny thing to say. If everybody married because woman 

making baby for them it go be a hell of a thing. What happen that you 
want to be different now from everybody else in Trinidad? You come so 
American?" 

Edward hitched up his tight American-style trousers and made a face 
like an American film actor. He said, "You know all the answers, don't 
you? This girl is different. Sure I fall in love maybe once maybe twice 
before, but this kid's different." 

Hat said, "She's got what it takes?" 
Edward said, "Yes." 
Hat said, "Edward, you is  a big man. I t  clear that you make up your 

mind to married this girl. Why you come round trying to make me force 
you to married her? You is a big man. You ain 't have to come to me to 
get permission to do this to do that." 

When Edward left, Hat said, "Whenever Edward come to me with a 
lie, he like a little boy. He can't lie to me. Bur if he married this girl, 
although I ain 't see she, I feel he go live to regret it ." 
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Edward's wife was a tall and thin white-skinned woman. She looked 
very pale and perpetually unwell. She moved as though every step cost 
her effort. Edward made a great fuss about her and never introduced us. 

The women of the street lost no time in passing judgment. 
Mrs. Morgan said, "She is a born trouble-maker, that woman. I feel 

sorry for Edward. He get hisself in one mess ." 
Mrs. Bhakcu said, "She is  one of these modern girls. They want their 

husband to work all day and come home and cook and wash and clean 
up. All they know is to put powder and rouge on their face and walk out 
swinging their backside." 

And Hat said, "But how she making baby? I can't see anything." 
Edward dropped out of our circle completely. 
Hat said, "She giving him good hell ."  
And one day, Hat shouted across the road to Edward, "Joe, come 

across here for a moment. "  
Edward looked very surly. He  asked in Trinidadian, "What you 

want?" 
Hat smiled and said, "What about the baby? When it coming?" 
Edward said, "What the hell you want to know for?" 
Ha't said, "I go be a funny sort of uncle if I wasn't interested in my 

nephew." 
Edward said, "She ain't making no more baby." 
Eddoes said, "So it was just a l ine she was shooting then?" 
Hat said, "Edward, you lying. You make up all that in the first place. 

She wasn't making no baby, and you know that. She didn 't tell you she 
was making baby, and you know that too. If you want to married the 
woman why you making all this thing about it?" 

Edward looked very sad. "If you want to know the truth, I don't 
think she could make baby." 

And when this news filtered through to the women of the street, they 
all said what my mother said. 

She said, "How you could see pink and pale people ever making baby?" 
And although we had no evidence, and although Edward's house was 

still noisy with Americans, we felt that all was not well with Edward and 
his wife. 

One Friday, just as it was getting dark, Edward ran up to me and 
said, "Put down that stupidness you reading and go and get a policeman." 
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I said, "Policeman? But how I go go and get policeman just like that ."  
Edward said, "You could ride?" 
I said, "Yes ."  
Edward said, "You have a bicycle lamp?" 
I said, "No." 
Edward said, "Take the bike and ride without lamp. You bound to 

I .  " get po Iceman. 
I said, "And when I get this policeman, what I go tell him?" 
Edward said, "She try to kill sheself again." 
Before I had cycled to Aria pita A venue I had met not one but two 

policemen. One of them was a sergeant. He said, "You thinking of going 
far, eh?" 

I said, "Is you I was coming to find." 
The other policeman laughed. 
The sergeant said to him, "He smart, eh? I feel the magistrate go like 

that excuse. Is a new one and even me like it." 
I said, "Come quick, Edward wife try to kill sheself again. " 
The sergeant said, "Oh, Edward wife always killing sheself, eh?" And 

he laughed. He added, "And where this Edward wife try to kill sheself 
again, eh?" 

I said, "Just a little bit down Miguel Street. "  
The constable said, "He really smart, you know." 
The sergeant said, "Yes. We leave him here and go and find some

body who try to kill sheself. Cut out this nonsense, boy. Where your 
bicycle licence?" 

I said, "Is true what I tell ing you. I go come back with you and show 
you the house." 

Edward was waiting for us. He said, "You take a damn long time 
getting just two policemen." 

The policemen went inside the house with Edward and a little crowd 
gathered on the pavement. 

Mrs .  Bhakcu said, "Is just what I expect. I know from the first it was 
going to end up like this ." 

Mrs. Morgan said, "Life is  a funny thing. I wish I was like she and 
couldn't make baby. And it have a woman now trying to kill sheself 
because she can't make baby." 

Eddoes said, "How you know is that she want to ki l l  sheself for?" 
Mrs. Morgan shook a fat shoulder. "What else?" 
From then on I began to feel sorry for Edward because the men in 
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the street and the women didn't give him a chance. And no matter how 
many big parties Edward gave at his house for Americans, I could see 
that he was affected when Eddoes shouted, "Why you don 't take your 
wife to America, boy? Those American doctors smart like hell, you know. 
They could do anything." Or when Mrs. Bhakcu suggested that she 
should have a blood test at the Caribbean Medical Commission at the 
end of Ariapita Avenue. 

The parties at Edward's house grew wilder and more extravagant. 
Hat said, "Every party does have a end and people have to go home. 
Edward only making hisself more miserabie." 

The parties certa inly were not making Edward's wife any happier. 
She still looked frail and cantankerous, and now we sometimes heard 
Edward's voice raised in argument with her. It was not the usual sort of 
man-and-wife argument we had in the street. Edward sounded exas
perated, but anxious to please. 

Eddoes said, "I wish any woman I married try behaving like that. 
Man, I give she one good beating and I make she straight straight l ike 
bamboo."  

Hat said, "Edward ask for what he  get. And the stupid thing i s  that 
I believe Edward really love the woman." 

Edward would talk to Hat and Eddoes and the other big men when 
they spoke to him, but when we boys tried talking to him, he had no 
patience. He would threaten to beat us and so we left him alone. 

But whenever Edward passed, Boyee, brave and stupid as ever, would 
say in an American accent, "What's up, Joe?" 

Edward would stop and look angrily at Boyee and then lunge at him, 
shouting and swearing. He used to say, "You see the sort of way Trinidad 
children does behave? What else this boy want but a good cut-arse?" 

One day Edward caught Boyee and began flogging him. 
At every stroke Boyee shouted, "No, Edward." 
And Edward got madder and madder. 
Then Hat ran up and said, "Edward, put down that boy this minute 

or else it have big big trouble in this street. Put him down, I tell you. I 
ain't fraid of your big arms, you know." 

The men in the street had to break up the fight. 
And when Boyee was freed, he shouted to Edward, "Why you don't 

make child yourself and then beat it?" 
Hat said, "Boyee, I going to cut your tail this minute. Errol, go break 

a good whip for me."  
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It was Edward himself who broke the news. 
He said, "She leave me." He spoke in a very casual way. 
Eddoes said, "I sorry too bad, Edward." 
Hat said, "Edward, boy, the things that not to be don't be. " 
Edward didn't seem to be paying too much attention. 
So Eddoes went on, "I didn't l ike she from the first and I don't think 

a man should married a woman who can't make baby--" 
Edward said, "Eddoes, shut your thin little mouth up. And you, too, 

Hat, giving me all this make-up sympathy. I know how sad all-you is, 
all-you so sad all-you laughing." 

Hat said, "But who laughing? Look, Edward, go and give anybody 
else all this temper, you hear, but leave me out. After all, it ain't nothing 
strange for a man wife to run away. Is like the calypso Invader sing: 

I was living with my decent and contented wife 
Until the soldiers came and broke up my life. 

It ain't your fault, is the Americans' fault." 
Eddoes said, "You know who she run away with?" 
Edward said, "You hear me say she run away with anybody?" 
Ed does said, "No, you didn't say that, but is what I fee l ."  
Edward said sadly, "Yes, she run away. With a American soldier. 

And I give the man so much of my rum to drink." 
But after a few days Edward was running around telling people what 

had happened and saying, "Is a damn good thing. I don't want a wife 
that can't make baby." 

And now nobody made fun of Edward's Americanism, and I think we 
were all ready to welcome him back to us. But he wasn't really interested. 
We hardly saw him in the street. When he wasn't working he was out 
on some excursion. 

Hat said, "Is love he really love she. He looking for she." 
In the calypso by Lord Invader the singer loses his wife to the Amer

icans and when he begs her to come back to him, she says: 

"Invader, I change my mind, 
! living with my Yankee soldier. " 

This was exactly what happened to Edward. 
He came back in a great temper. He was miserable. He said, "I leaving 

Trinidad." 
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Eddoes said, "Where you going? America?" 
Edward almost cuffed Eddoes. 
Hat said, "But how you want to let one woman break up your life 

so? You behaving as if you is the first man this thing happen to."  
But Edward didn't listen. 
At the end of the month he sold his house and left Trinidad. I think 

he went to Aruba or Cura<;ao, working with the big Dutch oil company. 

And some months later Hat said, "You know what I hear? Edward 
wife have a baby for she American." 



Hat 

Hat loved to make a mystery of the smallest things. His relationship 
to Boyee and Errol, for instance. He told strangers they were illegitimate 
children of his. Sometimes he said he wasn't sure whether they were his 
at all, and he would spin a fantastic story about some woman both he 
and Edward lived with at the same time. Sometimes again, he would 
make out that they were his sons by an early marriage, and you felt you 
could cry when you heard Hat tell how the boys' mother had gathered 
them around her death-bed and made them promise to be good. 

It took me some time to find out that Boyee and Errol were really 
Hat's nephews. Their mother, who lived up in the bush near Sangre 
Grande, died soon after her husband died, and the boys came to live with 
Hat. 

The boys showed Hat little respect. They never called him Uncle, 
only Hat; and for their part they didn't mind when Hat said they were 
i l legitimate. They were, in fact, will ing to support any story Hat told 
about their birth. 

I first got to know Hat when he offered to take me to the cricket at 
the Oval. I soon found out that he had picked up eleven other boys from 
four or five streets around, and was taking them as well. 

We lined up at the ticket-office and Hat counted us loudly. He said, 
"One and twelve half."  

Many people stopped minding their business and looked up. 
The man selling tickets said, "Twelve half?" 
Hat looked down at his shoes and said, "Twelve half."  
We created a lot of  excitement when all thirteen of  us ,  Hat  a t  the 

head, filed around the ground, looking for a place to sit. 
People shouted, "They is all yours, mister?" 
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Hat smiled, weakly, and made people believe it was so. When we sat 
down he made a point of counting us loudly again. He said, "I don't 
want your mother raising hell when I get home, saying one missing." 

It was the last day of the last match between Trinidad and Jamaica. 
Gerry Gomez and Len Harbin were making a great stand for Trinidad, 
and when Gomez reached his 1 50 Hat went crazy and danced up and down, 
shouting, "White people is God, you hear!" 

A woman selling soft drinks passed in front of us. 
Hat said, "How you selling this thing you have in the glass and 

them?" 
The woman said, "Six cents a glass ." 
Hat said, "I want the wholesale price. I want thirteen."  
The woman said, "These children is all yours?" 
Hat said, "What wrong with that?" 
The woman sold the drinks at five cents a glass. 
When Len Harbin was 89, he was out lbw, and Trinidad declared. 
Hat was angry. "Lbw? Lbw? How he lbw? Is only a lot of robbery. 

And is a Trinidad umpire too. God, even umpires taking bribe now." 
Hat taught me many things that afternoon. From the way he pro

nounced them, I learned about the beauty of cricketers' names, and he 
gave me all his own excitement at watching a cricket match. 

I asked him to explain the scoreboard. 
He said, "On the left-hand side they have the names of the batsman 

who finish batting." 
I remember that because I thought it such a nice way of saying that 

a batsman was out: to say that he had finished batting. 
All during the tea interval Hat was as excited as ever. He tried to get 

all sorts of people to take all sorts of crazy bets. He ran about waving a 
dollar-note and shouting, "A dollar to a shilling, Headley don't reach 
double figures." Or, "A dollar, Stollmeyer field the first ball ."  

The umpires were walking out when one of  the boys began crying. 
Hat said, "What you crying for?" 
The boy cried and mumbled. 
Hat said, "But what you crying for?" 
A man shouted, "He want a bottle." 
Hat turned to the man and said, "Two dollars, five Jamaican wickets 

fall this afternoon." 
The man said, "Is all right by me, if is hurry you is to lose your 

money." 



A third man held the stakes. 
The boy was still crying. 

Hat 

Hat said, "But you see how you shaming me in front of all these 
people? Tell me quick what you want. " 

The boy only cried. Another boy came up to Hat and whispered in 
his ear. 

Hat said, "Oh, God! How? Just when they coming out. " 
He made us all stand. He marched us away from the grounds and 

made us line up against the galvanized-iron paling of the Oval. 
He said, "All right now, pee. Pee quick, all of all-you. "  
The cricket that afternoon was fantastic. The Jamaican team, which 

included the great Headley, lost six wickets for thirty-one runs. In the 
fading l ight the Trinidad fast bowler, Tyrell Johnson, was unplayable, 
and his success seemed to increase his speed. 

A fat old woman on our left began screaming at Tyrell Johnson, and 
whenever she stopped screaming she turned to us and said very quietly, 
"I know Tyrell since he was a boy so high. We use to pitch marble 
together." Then she turned away and began screaming again. 

Hat collected his bet. 
This, I discovered presently, was one of Hat's weaknesses-his passion 

for impossible bets. At the races particularly, he lost a lot of money, but 
sometimes he won, and then he made so much he could afford to treat 
all of us in Miguel Street. 

I never knew a man who enjoyed l ife as much as Hat did. He did 
nothing new or spectacular-in fact, he did practically the same things 
every day-but he always enjoyed what he did. And every now and then 
he managed to give a fantastic twist to some very ordinary thing. 

He was a bit l ike his dog. This was the tamest Alsatian I have ever 
known. One of the things I noticed in Miguel Street was the way dogs 
resembled their owners. George had a surly, mean mongrel. Toni 's dog 
was a terrible savage. Hat's dog was the only Alsatian I knew with a 
sense of humour. 

In the first place it behaved oddly, for an Alsatian. You could make 
it the happiest dog on earth if you flung things for it to retrieve. One day, 
in the Savannah, I flung a guava into some thick bushes. He couldn't get 
at the guava, and he whined and complained. He suddenly turned and 
ran back past me, barking loudly. While I turned to see what was wrong, 
he ran back to the bushes. I saw nothing strange, and when I looked 
back I was just in time to see him taking another guava behind the bushes. 
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I called him and he rushed up whining and barking. 
I said, "Go on, boy. Go on and get the guava." 
He ran back to the bushes and poked and sniffed a bit and then 

dashed behind the bushes to get the guava he had himself placed there. 
I only wish the beautiful birds Hat collected were as tame as the 

Alsatian. The macaws and the parrots looked like angry and quarrelsome 
old women and they attacked anybody. Sometimes Hat's house became 
a dangerous place with all these birds around. You would be talking 
quietly when you would suddenly feel a prick and a tug on your calf. 
The macaw or the parrot. Hat tried to make us believe they didn't bite 
him, but I know that they did. 

Strange that both Hat and Edward became dangerous when they tried 
meddling with beauty. There was Edward with his painting, and Hat with 
his sharp-beaked macaws. 

Hat was always getting into trouble with the police. Nothing serious, 
though. A l ittle cockfighting here, some gambling there, a little drinking 
somewhere else, and so on. 

But it never soured him against the law. In fact, every Christmas 
Sergeant Charles, with the postman and the sanitary inspector, came to 
Hat's place for a drink. 

Sergeant Charles would say, "Is only a living I have to make, you 
know, Hat. Nobody ain't have to tel l me. I know I ain't going to get any 
more promotion, bur stil l ." 

Hat would say, "Is all right, Sergeant. None of we don't mind. How 
your children these days? How Elijah?" 

Elijah was a bright boy. 
"Elijah? Oh, I think he go get a exhibition this year. Is all we could 

do, eh, Hat? All we could do is try. We can't do no more." 
And they always separated as good friends . 
Bur once Hat got into serious trouble for watering his milk. 
He said, "The police and them come round asking me how the water 

get in the milk. As if I know. I ain't know how the water get there. You 
know I does put the pan in water to keep the milk cool and prevent it 
from turning. I suppose the pan did have a hole, that's all . A tiny little 
hole." 

Edward said "It better to be frank and tell the magistrate that. " 
Hat said, "Edward, you talking as if Trinidad is England. You ever 

hear that people tell the truth in Trinidad and get away? In Trinidad the 
more you innocent, the more they throw you in jail, and the more bribe 
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you got to hand out. You got to bribe the magistrate. You got to give 
them fowl, big big Leghorn hen, and you got to give them money. You 
got to bribe the inspectors. By the time you finish bribing it would be 
better if you did take your jail quiet quiet. " 

Edward said, "It is the truth. But you can't plead guilty. You have to 
make up some new story." 

Hat was fined two hundred dollars and the magistrate preached a long 
sermon at him. 

He was in  a real temper when he came back from court. He tore off 
his tie and coat and said, "Is a damn funny world. You bathe, you put 
on a clean shirt, you put on tie and you put on jacket, you shine up your 
shoe. And all for what? Is only to go in front of some stupid magistrate 
for him to abuse you." 

It rankled for days. 
Hat said, "Hitler was right, man. Burn all the law books. Burn all of 

them up. Make a big pile and set fire to the whole damn thing. Burn 
them up and watch them burn. Hitler was right, man. I don't know why 
we fighting him for." 

Eddoes said, "You talking a lot of nonsense, you know, Hat." 
Hat said, "I don't want to talk about it. Don't want to talk about it. 

Hitler was right. Burn the law books. Burn all of them up. Don't want 
to talk about it." 

For three months Hat and Sergeant Charles were not on speaking 
terms. Sergeant Charles was hurt, and he was always sending messages 
of goodwill to Hat. 

One day he called me and said, "You go be seeing Hat this evening?" 
I said, "Yes." 
"You did see him yesterday?" 
"Yes ."  
"How he is?" 
"How?" 
"Well, I mean, how he looking? He looking well? Happy?" 
I said, "He looking damn vex." 
Sergeant Charles said, "Oh." 
I said, "All  right." 
"Look, before you go away--" 
"What?" 
"Nothing. No, no. Wait before you go. Tell Hat how for me, you 

hear." 
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I told Hat, "Sergeant Charles call me to his house today and begin 
one crying and begging. He keep on asking me to tell you that he not 
vex with you, that it wasn't he who tell the police about the milk and the 
water. " 

Hat said, " Which water in which milk?" 
I didn't know what to say. 
Hat said, "You see the sort of place Trinidad coming now. Somebody 

say it had water in my milk. Nobody see me put water in the milk, but 
everybody talking now as if they see me. Everybody talking about the 
water in the milk." 

Hat, I saw, was enjoying even this. 

I always looked upon Hat as a man of settled habits, and it was hard 
to think of him looking otherwise than he did. I suppose he was thirty
five when he took me to that cricket-match, and forty-three when he went 
to jail. Yet he always looked the same to me. 

In appearance, as I have said, he was like Rex Harrison. He was dark
brown in complexion, of medium height and medium build. He had a 
slightly bow-legged walk and he had flat feet. 

I was prepared to see him do the same things for the rest of his life. 
Cricket, football, horse-racing; read the paper in the mornings and after
noons; sit on the pavement and talk; get noisily drunk on Christmas Eve 
and New Year's Eve. 

He didn't appear to need anything else. He was self-sufficient, and I 
didn't believe he even needed women. I knew, of course, that he visited 
certain places in the city from time to time, but I thought he did this 
more for the vicious thrill than for the women. 

And then this thing happened. It broke up the Miguel Street Club, 
and Hat himself was never the same afterwards. 

In a way, I suppose, it was Edward's fault. I don't think any of us 
realised how much Hat loved Edward and how heartbroken he was when 
Edward got married. He couldn't hide his delight when Edward's wife 
ran away with the American soldier, and he was greatly disappointed 
when Edward went to Aruba. 

Once he said, "Everybody growing up or they leaving." 
Another time he said, "I think I was a damn fool not go and work 

with the Americans, like Edward and so much other people. " 
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Eddoes said, "Hat going to town a lot these nights. " 
Boyee said, "Well, he is a big man. Why he shouldn't do what he 

want to do?" 
Eddoes said, "It have some men l ike that. As a matter of fact, it does 

happen to all man. They getting old and they get frighten and they want 
to remain young." 

I got angry with Eddoes because I didn't want to think of Hat in that 
way and the worst thing was that I was ashamed because I felt Eddoes 
was right. 

I said, "Eddoes, why you don't take your dirty mind somewhere else, 
eh? Why you don't leave all your dirtiness in the rubbish-dump?" 

And then one day Hat brought home a woman. 
I felt a little uneasy now in Hat's company. He had become a man 

with responsibil ity and obligations, and he could no longer give us all 
his time and attention. To make matters worse, everybody pretended that 
the woman wasn't there. Even Hat. He never spoke about her and he 
behaved as though he wanted us to believe that everything was just the 
same. 

She was a pale-brown woman, about thirty, somewhat plump, and 
her favourite colour was blue. She called herself Dolly. We used to see 
her looking blankly out of the windows of Hat's house. She never spoke 
to any of us. In fact, I hardly heard her speak at all, except to cal l  Hat 
inside. 

But Boyee and Errol were pleased with the changes she brought. 
Boyee said, "Is the first time I remember living with a woman in the 

house, and it make a lot of difference. Is hard to explain, but I find it 
. " mcer. 

My mother said, "You see how man stupid. Hat see what happen to 
Edward and you mean to say that Hat still get hisself mix up with this 
woman?" 

Mrs. Morgan and Mrs. Bhakcu saw so l ittle of Dolly they had little 
to dislike in her, but they agreed that she was a lazy good-for-nothing. 

Mrs. Morgan said, "This Dolly look like a old madame to me, you 
hear." 

It was easy enough for us to forget that Dolly was there, because 
Hat continued living as before. We still went to all the sports and we 
still sat on the pavement and talked. 

Whenever Dolly piped, "Hat, you coming?" Hat wouldn't reply. 
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About half an hour later Dolly would say, "Hat, you coming or you 
ain't coming?" 

And Hat would say then, "I coming. " 
I wondered what l ife was l ike for Dolly. She was nearly always inside 

the house and Hat was nearly always outside. She seemed to spend a 
great deal of her time at the front window looking out. 

They were really the queerest couple in the street. They never went 
out together. We never heard them laughing. They never even quarrelled. 

Eddoes said, "They like two strangers."  
Errol said, "Don't mind that, you hear. All you seeing Hat  sitting 

quiet quiet here, but is different when he get inside. He ain't the same 
man when he talking with Dolly. He buy she a lot of joolry, you know." 

Eddoes said, "I have a feeling she a little bit l ike Matilda. You know, 
the woman in the calypso: 

Matzlda, Matilda, 
Matilda, you thiif my money 
And gone Vene{uela. 

Buying joolry! But what happening to Hat? He behaving as though he is 
a old man. Woman don't want joolry from a man like Hat, they want 
something else. " 

Looking on from the outside, though, one could see only two changes 
in Hat's household. All the birds were caged, and the Alsatian was chained 
and miserable. 

But no one spoke about Dolly to Hat. I suppose the whole business 
had come as too much of a surprise. 

What followed was an even bigger surprise, and it was some time 
before we could get all the details. At first I noticed Hat was missing, 
and then I heard rumours. 

This was the story, as it later came out in court. Dolly had run away 
from Hat, taking all his gifts, of course. Hat had chased her and found 
her with another man. There was a great quarrel, the man had fled, and 
Hat had taken it out on Dolly. Afterwards, the police statement said, he 
had gone, in tears, to the police station to give himself up. He said, " I 
kill a woman." 

But Dolly wasn't dead. 
We received the news as though it was news of a death. We couldn't 

believe it for a day or two. 
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And then a great hush fel l  on Miguel Streer. No boys and men gath
ered under the lamp-post outside Hat's house, talking about this and 
that and the other. No one played cricket and disturbed people taking 
afternoon naps. The Club was dead. 

Cruelly, we forgot all about Dolly and thought only about Hat. We 
couldn't find it in our hearts to find fault with him. We suffered with 
him. 

We saw a changed man in court. He had grown older, and when he 
smiled at us he smiled only with his mouth. Still, he put on a show for 
us and even while we laughed we were ready to cry. 

The prosecutor asked Hat, "Was it a dark night?" 
Hat said, "All night dark." 
Hat's lawyer was a short fat man called Chittaranjan who wore a 

smelly brown suit. 
Chittaranjan began reel ing off Portia's speech about mercy, and he 

would have gone on to the end if the judge hadn't said, "All this is 
interesting and some of it even true but, Mr. Chittaranjan, you are 
wasting the court's time." 

Chittaranjan made a great deal of fuss about the wild passion of love. 
He said Antony had thrown away an empire for the sake of love, j ust as 
Hat had thrown away his self-respect. He said that Hat's crime was really 
a cnine passionnel In F ranee, he said-and he knew what he was talking 
about, because he had been to Paris-in F ranee, Hat would have been a 
hero. Women would have garlanded him. 

Eddoes said, "Is this sort of lawyer who does get man hang, you 
know." 

Hat was sentenced to four years. 
We went to Frederick Street jail to see him. It was a disappointing 

jail. The walls were light cream, and not very high, and I was surprised 
to see that most of the visitors were very gay. Only a few women wept, 
but the whole thing was l ike a party, with people laughing and chatting. 

Eddoes, who had put on his best suit for the occasion, held his hat in 
his hand and looked around. He said to Hat, "It don't look too bad here." 

Hat said, "They taking me to Carrera next week." 
Carrera was the small prison-island a few miles from Port of Spain. 
Hat said, "Don't worry about me. You know me. In two three weeks 

I go make them give me something easy to do." 
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Whenever I went to Carenage or Point Cumana for a bathe, I looked 
across the green water to the island of Carrera, rising high out of the sea, 
with its neat pink buildings. I tried to picture what went on inside those 
buildings, but my imagination refused to work. I used to think, "Hat 
there, I here. He know I here, thinking about him?" 

But as the months passed I became more and more concerned with 
myself, and I wouldn't think about Hat for weeks on end. It was useless 
trying to feel ashamed. I had to face the fact that I was no longer missing 
Hat. From time to time when my mind was empty, I would stop and 
think how long it would be before he came out, but I was not really 
concerned. 

I was fifteen when Hat went to jail and eighteen when he came out. 
A lot happened in those three years. I left school and I began working in  
the customs. I was no longer a boy. I was a man, earning money. 

Hat's homecoming fell a little flat. It wasn't only that we boys had 
grown older. Hat too had changed. Some of the brightness had left him, 
and conversation was hard to make. 

He visited all the houses he knew and he spoke about his experiences 
with great zest. 

My mother gave him tea. 
Hat said, "Is just what I expect. I get friendly with some of the turn

key and them, and you know what happen? I pull two three strings and
bam!-they make me librarian. They have a big library there, you know. 
All sort of big book. Is the sort of place Titus Hoyt would like. So much 
book with nobody to read them." 

I offered Hat a cigarette and he took it mechanically. 
Then he shouted, "But, eh-eh, what is this? You come a big man 

now! When I leave you wasn't smoking. Was a long time now, though. "  
I said, "Yes. Was a long time." 
A long time. But it was just three years, three years in which I had 

grown up and looked critically at the people around me. I no longer 
wanted to be l ike Eddoes. He was so weak and thin, and I hadn't realised 
that he was so small. Titus Hoyt was stupid and boring, and not funny 
at all . Everything had changed. 

When Hat went to jail, part of me had died. 
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How I Left Miguel Street 

My mother said, "You getting too wild in this place. I think is high 
time you leave." 

"And go where? Venezuela?" I said. 
"No, not Venezuela. Somewhere else, because the moment you land 

in Venezuela they go throw you in jail. I know you and I know V ene
zuela. No, somewhere else. " 

I said, "All right. You think about it and decide." 
My mother said, "I go go and talk to Ganesh Pundit about it. He was 

a friend of your father. But you must go from here. You getting too 
wild." 

I suppose my mother was right. Without really knowing it, I had 
become a little wild. I was drinking like a fish, and doing a lot besides. 
The drinking started in the customs, where we confiscated l iquor on the 
slightest pretext. At first the smell of spirits upset me, but I used to say 
to myself, "You must get over this. Drink it like medicine. Hold your 
nose and close your eyes." In time I had become a first-class drinker, and 
I began suffering from drinker's pride. 

Then there were the sights of the town Boyee and Errol introduced 
me to. One night, not long after I began working, they took me to a 
place near Marine Square. We climbed to the first floor and found ourselves 
in a small crowded room lit by green bulbs. The green light seemed as 
thick as jel ly. There were many women all about the room, just waiting 
and looking. A big sign said: OBSCENE LANGUAGE FORBIDDEN. 

We had a drink at the bar, a thick sweet drink. 
Errol asked me, "Which one of the women you like?" 
I understood immediately, and I felt disgusted. I ran out of the room 
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and went home, a little sick, a little frightened. I said to myself, "You 
must get over this." 

Next night I went to the club again. And again. 
We made wild parties and rook rum and women to Maracas Bay for 

all-night sessions. 
"You getting too wild," my mother said. 
I paid her no attention until the time I drank so much in one evening 

that I remained drunk for two whole days afterwards. When I sobered 
up, I made a vow neither to smoke nor drink again. 

I said to my mother, "Is not my fault really. Is just Trinidad. What 
else anybody can do here except drink?" 

About two months later my mother said, "You must come with me 
next week. We going to see Ganesh Pundit." 

Ganesh Pundit had given up mysticism for a long time. He had taken 
to politics and was doing very nicely. He was a minister of something or 
the other in the Government, and I heard people saying that he was in 
the running for the M.B.E. 

We went to his big house in St. Clair and we found the great man, 
not dressed in dhoti and koortah, as in the mystic days, but in an expensive
looking lounge suit. 

He received my mother with a good deal of warmth. 
He said, "I do what I could do." 
My mother began to cry. 
To me Ganesh said, "What you want to go abroad to study?" 
I said, "I don't want to study anything really. I just want to go away, 

that's all ." 
Ganesh smiled and said, "The Government not giving away that sort 

of scholarship yet. Only ministers could do what you say. No, you have 
to study something." 

I said, "I never think about it really. Just let me think a l ittle bit ."  
Ganesh said, "All right. You think a little bit."  
My mother was crying her thanks to  Ganesh. 
I said, "I know what I want to study. Engineering." I was thinking 

about my uncle Bhakcu. 
Ganesh laughed and said, "What you know about engineering?" 
I said, "Right now, nothing. But I could put my mind to it. " 
My mother said, "Why don 't you want to take up law?" 
I thought of Chittaranjan and his brown suit and I said, "No, not 

law." 
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Ganesh said, "It have only one scholarship remaining. For drugs." 
I said, "But I don't want to be a druggist. I don't want to put on a 

white jacket and sell lipstick to woman."  
Ganesh smiled. 
My mother said, "You mustn't mind the boy, Pundit. He will study 

drugs."  And to me, "You could study anything if you put your mind to 
it. " 

Ganesh said, "Think. It mean going to London. It mean seeing snow 
and seeing the Thames and seeing the big Parliament." 

I said, "All right. I go study drugs." 
My mother said, "I don't know what I could do to thank you, Pundit. " 
And, crying, she counted out two hundred dollars and gave it to 

Ganesh. She said, "I know it ain't much, Pundit. But it is all I have. Is a 
long time I did saving it up." 

Ganesh took the money sadly and he said, "You mustn't let that 
worry you. You must give only what you can afford." 

My mother kept on crying and in the end even Ganesh broke down. 
When my mother saw this, she dried her tears and said, "If you only 

know, Pundit, how worried I is. I have to find so much money for so 
much thing these days, and I don't really know how I going to make 
out. " 

Ganesh now stopped crying. My mother began to cry afresh. 
This went on for a bit until Ganesh gave back a hundred dollars to 

my mother. He was sobbing and shaking and he said, "Take this and buy 
some good clothes for the boy." 

I said, "Pundit, you is a good man." 
This affected him strongly. He said, "Is when you come back from 

England, with all sort of certificate and paper, a big man and a big drug
gist, is then I go come round and ask you for what you owe me." 

I told Hat I was going away. 
He said, "What for? Labouring?" 
I said, "The Government give me a scholarship to study drugs."  
He said, " Is  you who wangle that?" 
I said, "Not me. My mother." 
Eddoes said, "Is a good thing. A druggist fel low I know-picking up 

rubbish for him for years now-this fellow rich l ike anything. Man, the 
man j ust rol ling in money." 

The news got to Elias and he took it badly. He came to the gate one 
evening and shouted, "Bribe, bribe. Is all you could do. Bribe."  
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My mother shouted back, "The only people who does complain about 
bribe is those who too damn poor to have anything to bribe with ." 

In about a month everything was fixed for my departure. The Trinidad 
Government wrote to the British Consul in New York about me. The 
British Council got to know about me. The Americans gave me a visa 
after making me swear that I wouldn't overthrow their government by 
armed force. 

The night before I left, my mother gave a little party. It was some
thing l ike a wake. People came in looking sad and telling me how much 
they were going to miss me, and then they forgot about me and attended 
to the serious business of eating and drinking. 

Laura kissed me on the cheek and gave me a medallion of St. Chris
topher. She asked me to wear it around my neck. I promised that I would 
and I put the medallion in my pocket. I don't know what happened to it. 
Mrs. Bhakcu gave me a sixpenny piece which she said she had had specially 
consecrated. It didn't look different from other sixpenny pieces and I 
suppose I spent it. Titus Hoyt forgave me everything and brought me 
Volume Two of the Everyman edition of Tennyson. Eddoes gave me a 
wallet which he swore was practically new. Boyee and Errol gave me 
nothing. Hat gave me a carton of cigarettes. He said, "I know you say 
you ain't smoking again. But take this, just in case you change your 
mind." The result was that I began smoking again. 

Uncle Bhakcu spent the night fixing the van which was to take me to 
the airport next morning. From time to time I ran out and begged him 
to take it easy. He said he thought the carburettor was playing the fool. 

Next morning Bhakcu got up early and was at it again. We had 
planned to leave at eight, but at ten to, Bhakcu was sti l l  tinkering. My 
mother was in a panic and Mrs. Bhakcu was growing impatient. 

Bhakcu was underneath the car, whistling a couplet from the Rama
yana. He came out, laughed, and said, "You getting frighten, eh?" 

Presently we were all ready. Bhakcu had done little damage to the 
engine and it still worked. My bags were taken to the van and I was 
ready to leave the house for the last time. 

My mother said, "Wait." 
She placed a brass jar of milk in the middle of the gateway. 
I cannot understand, even now, how it happened. The gateway was 

wide, big enough for a car, and the jar, about four inches wide, was in 
the middle. I thought I was walking at the edge of the gateway, far away 
from the jar. And yet I kicked the jar over. 
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My mother's face fell . 
I said, "Is a bad sign?" 
She didn't answer. 
Bhakcu was blowing the horn. 
We got into the van and Bhakcu drove away, down Miguel Street 

�nd up Wrightson Road to South Quay. I didn't look out of the windows. 
My mother was crying. She said, "I  know I not going to ever see 

you in Miguel Street again." 
I said, "Why? Because I knock the milk down?" 
She didn't reply, still crying for the spilt milk. 
Only when we had left Port of Spain and the suburbs I looked out

side. It was a clear, hot day. Men and women were working in rice-fields. 
Some children were bathing under a stand-pipe at the side of the road. 

We got to Piarco in good time, and at this stage I began wishing I 
had never got the scholarship. The airport lounge frightened me. Fat 
Americans were drinking strange drinks at the bar. American women, 
wearing haughty sun-glasses, raised their voices whenever they spoke. 
They all looked too rich, too comfortable. 

Then the news came, in Spanish and English. Flight 206 had been 
delayed for six hours. 

I said to my mother, "Let we go back to Port of Spain." 
I had to be with those people in the lounge soon anyway, and I 

wanted to put off the moment. 
And back in Miguel Street the first person I saw was Hat. He was 

strolling flat-footedly back from the Cafe, with a paper under his arm. I 
waved and shouted at him. 

All he said was, "I thought you was in the air by this time." 
I was disappointed. Not only by Hat's cool reception. Disappointed 

because although I had been away, destined to be gone for good, every
thing was going on just as before, with nothing to indicate my absence. 

I looked at the overturned brass jar in the gateway and I said to my 
mother, "So this mean I was never going to come back here, eh?" 

She laughed and looked happy. 
So I had my last lunch at home, with my mother and Uncle Bhakcu 

and his wife. Then back along the hot road to Piarco where the plane 
was waiting. I recognised one of the customs' officers, and he didn't check 
my baggage. 

The announcement came, a cold, casual thing. 
I embraced my mother. 
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I said to Bhakcu, "Uncle Bhak, I didn't want to tell you before, but I 
think I hear your tappet knocking." 

His eyes shone. 
I left them all and walked briskly towards the aeroplane, not looking 

back, looking only at my shadow before me, a dancing dwarf on the 
tarmac. 
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