Reverend & ol

d unannounccd one afternoon at Chan(linx
The instant Chandin opened the do, hS Bok,
.o in the pit of his stomach. e foly ,
k with me, Chandin. The kanganilla are e
them today?” Goth.
Out on the 1awns in brilliant sunshine Chandin remaineq b

thinkin iting. I am ready. | k

: king, Well, come oD, [ am waiting okt

g brought me here to see the kanganilla, Te}’nw;n
<

Have you seen

that you have not

whatever it is you must.
But he was not ready for the news. Reverend Thoroughly reached

the breast pocket of his jacket and pulled out a thin, twjce.
He held it up as if to verify its existence yet did not
t. A telegram from Lavinia, he said, and touched the
handin’s heart leapt with fear and excite.

into
folded paper.
unfold the shee

page briefly to his lips. C
ment. He wanted, at the very least, to brush the piece of paper with

his hand, but Reverend Thoroughly had already slipped it back into
his pocket.

“t is wonderful news, Chandin, simply wonderful news for a
rent, Lavinia is in love—" Chandin, breathless, came to an abrupt

halt. Even as he knew it to be in vain, an ember of hope spat at his
heart. “—and requests permission to marry, Chandin. Our little

gl

your sister, is to marry!”

rush of blood to his head made him dizzy. Tears sprang into
eyes. He turned away to look toward the distant valley.
he feeble response fell from his mouth.

hly. A lovely chap, lovely! We . . .

. “Thoroughly?”

face the Reverend, uncaring, suddenly, that

ald be visible. “Her cousin! She is in love

stand. And what about her school-
T idieeh

15 if he were doing nothing more than confiding j
in g
friend. §1n a trusted family
“Yes, Chandin. I was sure that you would mention it
' ik '
truly her cousin. You see, my brother married a woma: ehls not
been married once before and brought with her 5 childn V\;: o had
My brother was good enough, wouldn’t you say, to brin Tl N
his own child, give him his name and all of that sort ogf t}l]m up as
but as you can see he is not a true relation. He is a marvelloy ing . ..
man by every standard, and on maturing he is slated to 1S nient.le_
rather large estate from his blood father. He is a medical erit ;:
“And he is in love with her?” I
“Well, of course! We have given our blessings to them b
There will be a marriage as soon as—” AR
It might as well have been night time. On cue from the s
marriage, Chandin’s world spun and blackened as if the sun had 01;1
. sud-
denly been switched off. He broke out in a sweat and beganut
shiver. The words spilling from his own .
mouth surprised i
self. PrESCE SRS
“I have been meaning to talk with you. I wanted to talk with
and Mrs. Thoroughly. I too . . . I wantto . . ” A
“What is it, Chandin?”
“I too have been thinking ab '
g about marriage. | wanted ¢t
permission also.” e A

SYou?r®
“I, 1, it’s time for me also. I have been thinkin '
?'ou know, Sarah.” Chandin wanted nothing mor§ :éaia:h(.:osﬁ:f;:
in the security of a woman, a woman from his background snd

Sal;ah was the most likely possibility. : ‘
Loosljlila:! Well, what a surprise! I had not realized . . . Sarah, eh?
el ;;}?S(I)n, shall I write her parents, or go and see them on
delil"ghted Thra}m - . . speechless. So surprised. Her parentssﬁi‘ll‘bfﬁ
S illed. But not half as delighted as I am. We mus
“8ist v i Thoroughly right away. Come on, come on”
weeks later Chandin and Sarah were married.
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NOW ON the story that Cigarette Smoking Nang
REFLECTING late to answer my boyish query, I reqliya I haq
had begun t© rela chandin for many, many years. I often yyop, s
known of Miss Ram in the heavens—where I am sure she q sl
call out to Nan; fﬁe Quoting Nana is not—and say, “You -
uite sure that i ht. There was indeed a Chandin Ramchandiy,
ﬁghiimyouisngc;il‘;re to that story!” It was as though Nana had
L e handin, and Miss Ramchandin haq
. duced me to Miss Ramc )
A 5m0du ‘Nana for me.

confirme

Ms in the wheelchair, Miss Ramchandin was strong
Gall Iheld her by the elbow as we wandered across the

insect calls. That day as we strolled across
y cat scuttled by, unsure but curious about

r and found its way
it the cat’s head and

&5 1) i . P Tl

gender and sex roles that seemed available to
N that went with them. After much reflectic

ioht 1 hesitantly asked Sister if it were possible to keep the
That I;lgshe shrugged and said, “It have mice in the kitchen. It
:111;: be a good thing”
v Ramchandin got to keep the cat was both fortunate
i istake. Fortunate because it gave her something to exercise
and ae :} about; a mistake because in time I learned that when she
conc 3

had ressed her cheek against the cat’s body and called the name
ad p

pohpoh, it was not a cat that she was calling,
(&} ’

the time Nana got around to addressing my specific question,
E;ye was, in the end, unable to tell me everything,
S. ’

«go Chandin Ramchandin married this Sarah and she made two
children, two girl children,” she said. “And well, you know, Tyler
child, one thing lead to the other and, well, to make long story
short, Chandin pick up with the older daughter. Now she never
had any children with him but it could have happened. That is the

thing. It could have happened, yes! Now if the daughter had made
a child for him, that child would be his—”

Right then we heard the front door open. Nana stopped, outed
the cigarette and tried to mash it into the earth, swiping frantically
at the smoke with her arms. She got up quickly, making herself
look busy. You see, Ma had just returned from her day’s work in
town. Nana’s talk came to such a screeching halt that I sensed from
her stony silence that the story had ended right there and then
because these were things my Ma, her daughter, would have di
proved of her telling a little boy like myself. Even in its pr
state, what she was telling was alarmhg.'l‘he ins Hon at
end of her story stayed with me. Over the years I pc

sire to leave th
ting to study ab:



. ness Was wha;1 would be Strange, .
m stand what was natura] o, s
eople tO' V:;hWi ing to unde:1 Chandin Ramchandiy, ? What
i i les, for it was 3 | Played o
perverse, e me about these roles, . a long time
nfusing date between his perversion and what other
oy e
differe | fear stopped me fTom bringin
called mine- Some mI oticed that she avoided it, too.
: n

with Nana agai, 33 nore have passed since then, and so toq b
Two decadss m;long story short yet [ wonder how much she realjy
a
Nana, She mace

] here, would she and I be able to go through ang
knew. If she were stltion w; started on the back steps, and now thyt
finish that convers  found my own nature, would this particular

I have grown Up 20 dpaper drawing blood against her? I wonder jf
dee w;;emsizjdpt‘)day have that same talk without grudges
* she and I as adult

o oming between Miss Ramchan-

[ fancy the aﬂihat:}(::s:l;:smgs :gThe relationship between
and me to be A Cslue En Nana, and me, her Peculiar Grandson,
: ﬁb;fho hadgsecrets from my mother, her daughter.
e I. too, had a camaraderie: we had found
,  ourselves against the rest of the world.
d think if she knew the positions I was
in the fu]];story For there were two: one,
s Ramchandin, which gave rise to the
Ramchandin Nana herself had

git up

warmth for Chandin, his wife and ty

i betra)’al' He was a dispassionate husband to Sarah
_pserving his two daughters, albeit from a dj
mposed and diligent performing his duties 4
was €O 15 s interpreter and field assistant. Yet |
Th?rolcllgtoyboth the church and the Thoroughlys, and
chaine the path his life had taken since the day the Re
reverse the P ;
S tipito) his, parents quanier:
- ven when news came from the Wetlands that Lavinia had broken
off her engagement, Chandin could only think with curdling Cyni-
. 1 knew this would result! I could have told her that it would
rc:jt }; ave lasted! As long as she stayed in the Wetlands he would be
ket bay his unquenchable desire for her and his ferocious
hatred, not of her but of the effect she wielded. But a crisi would
arise, he knew, if he were to come face to face with her again—if,
that is, she were to one day return to the island of Lantanacamara.

though he
stance. He
s Reverend
e often felt
impotent to
verend made

Before Lavinia returned to live in Lantanacamara, Pohpoh’s parents
seldom spoke to one another unless it was absolutely necessary.
Sarah, whose reserved nature did not suit an occupation in the
church, occupied herself grinding spices downstairs in the yard,
which was cooler than the kitchen, or weeding the front yard once
the sun had gone behind the house, or washing clothing, i
Chandin’s relationship with Reverend and Mrs. Thoroughly
slowly changed. His body began to accede to its inherited natu
faint echo of his father’s curvature developed, all the more evident
as he shed Wetlandish fashion and fell into dressing like an ov
He gradually extricated himself from the Thoroughly
move the Thoroughlys did not comment but
and perhaps even welcome. In public, th




. his own home, which
uld be found in his own he had fl e bought
business, he € the seminary- Years before™ie had dreategig
;‘
5
|

with a loan from ¢h special rooms for this ang thigidie,

mortar house wi

a guest room—Tlike the ThorougmyS,, Wi
a library, 2 Pan'fl’)’:i cheaply in an underdeveloped section of belae

o ht lan
Chandin boug | Side, and hired

ing the hardy wood, he Contracted
- nd of mudras. Using
from its stand ©

ical of modest dwellings in th
; _storey house typica 2 e
them to build a two Sdoatzp mudra stilts. On the top floor wag 5

itchen and two bedrooms, the smaller
drawing room, anC}anTgeenk::;hthe larger by the adults. Porches ran
shared by the Fv:rioback sides of the upper storey, each with a stajr.
on the frfynt anthe ound, Between the bedrooms was a doorway
my kad:lnai;oan elg; losed stairway, the only access to a storage
Mmfhat ‘occupi(nd a quarter of the downstairs, commonly known
W sewing room, whether or not it was used as such. The other
e &ﬁ wtj,’w” ;Pen air. At home Chandin, who took no inter-
e house itself, was invariably to be found lying on his side
, rocking on the back porch, reading until the sun
1 and blackness fell. _
of other, younger clergymen, who were rapidly
ntry, took regular excursions—day-long
~to the seaside or parks in the city for
’s nature. Chandin’s family seldom made
‘was to the church on Sunday morn-
m%h@d in the days when the
sole motivation for living
3 onts, she returned.

two men to clear all but one tres

adise called Hil

area. The house stoo

one afternoon to say that she had gone to pay her respects to
hoxr-le' and that Lavinia was to visit them within the week. Chandin
Lavull‘llie an excited child. He returned home the next day with 4
wasd 1t chandelier, and paid a man to install it in the drawin
mo eSHe i d another to put two coats of whitewash on his weathg.
ro:;nr'nu dra house. He bought a small imported rug for the livin
:;Om' Out came his white shirts and trousers. He had Sarah
pleach, starch and press them. He bought himself an expensive
straw hat with a narrow velvet band, imported from the Shivering
Northern Wetlands and purported by the retailer to be the season’s
top Wetlandish fashion statement. He began to dress impeccably, to
speak with the accent and strut with the airs of the Wetlanders he
once again seemed to so admire.

Chandin woke unusually early the day Lavinia was expected. He
complained a little to Sarah about feeling unfit and lethargic, and
decided to take a walk up Hill Side. He returned after the children
had awakened, just as Sarah finished preparing breakfast. He was in
great spirits, He complimented his wife on the meal and, after eat-
ing, he cleared off the table and, to Sarah’s surprise, passed the
broom across the drawing room and kitchen floors. He then swept
the front and back porches and stairs. Inside he arranged and
straightened and rearranged the furniture. He went out on the
front porch and re-entered the house, imagining what a visitor
would see on first entering. He stood on the porch again, and
looked in and admired his chandelier. 5, ol it

Lunch time passed and Lavinia had not arrived. "
show his nervousness that she might not come,
hammock on the back porch and rocked. He thougl
e and felt strangely distant from her, unrelated
thick veil had dropped between them. His ch
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She showed him the presents she had brougpy for hi
. i e

see Chandin though he appreciated the gesture,‘ It unsettleq him,
Chﬂdren,::in f 0 ;ifling to acknowledge his married state, |, took
she seemed 10

h and invited hey :

. out on the front porc to sit

two kitchen Sll:]r;e had Sarah make a pot of tea. When Lavini,

with him, Wh Ip, he quickly said, “She has learned to make 5 good

moﬁonedhto d‘: Pl’t and you come sit with me. Tell me everythip
pot. Let her

» .
; has happened since We last saw each other.” He put his arm o,
! that has

her shoulder to gujde her to the porch. He patted her shoulder in

ing to come across as brotherly.

g visiblehges}f“:;;’ izlf:gplaying out in the backyard, realized
¥ When Po hp:ntici ated Aunt Lavinia had arrived, they pelted up
thatthem“c_ HeI;ring their excited entrance, Lavinia rushed
theb;d:h::r:n d. in the midst of the commotion, tea ended up
Zﬁz;: ;ge-p;@d in tl’le kitchen, much to Chandin’s disappointmer.lt.
. Lamma gave. them the PresentS——books of Wetlanc.hsh

b et o folk tales—they asked her to read aloud right
en, and a bond instantly formed.

taken with the children that Chandin, unable to

dled their friendship;
visits tended to be
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ughe and I knew cach other long before I married you. I wanted
to marry her before I really knew you. ”I am not in the least com.
fortable that she and you are so close, Pohpoh heard her father

shout one night. ’ h

g “But you and she grow up like sister and brother, You couldn’t
(&%

ma“‘r_;});i:};s utterly ridiculous. You know very well that she is not m

sister. And another thing, is this how you speak with Lavinia?”

“What you mean?”

“Why don’t you speak as you were taught in school? It js
appalling that the educated wife of a man like myself refuses to
exercise her knowledge. It just doesn’t look good. What on earth
would Lavinia herself think?”

“If you still so concerned with she, why didn’t you wait until she
returned from abroad to marry? You and I married now, boy. Ask
her if she still interested in you. Ask her. Besides she never correct-
ing how I speak. Is only you who always correcting me.”

On Saturdays, when Chandin spent the day with Reverend Thor-
oughly going over school and church business, Lavinia would head
over in her buggy to the Ramchandin house. Sometimes she arrived
with her long golden hair in knots and tangles whipped up in the
windy ride, her basket filled with candies and sweet-smelling pot-
pourris from her grandmothers in the Shivering NortheimW&tw
lands. Other times she came with her hair piled in an untidy clump
on top of her head, strands da.ngling in her sr iling f: ce, carrying
the gramophone she had brought from the We

Play the little disks all day, and the children would
Prance and laugh until they were sp ith
Ing room,




St g

hfor PobpohandAsha. Cereus, she caljeq then,
one eaCb oht, fuzzy star, a climbing succulent Whos;_
. Pronounced v t}::er; fagged and unsightly .until they bloomed.
‘ e and tr 5 ghe said. “The flowers will offer their eXquis.
«Only once 2 y©2 ’hort precious night.” She took them gy, iy
ance for one odl,lCtiOn of choosing the best planting spot.
and made 3%’;6 cacti was entwined a large, bulboys peri.
pigathon- ® d buff shell. Pohpoh insisted she muyst have
an +. Aunt Lavinia held her back from Prying
ging her to wait until it died and shed

Ll
| cactusplants

In the 0 .
winkle snail in a g0

the shell for an ornamenll
the live snail from its shell, ur

ol : ing naturally. : p
9._{_.:». 1ts“h0’us.mgg <nails amounts to courting bad luck, sweetheart” ghe
g Killing s

ing her head. “But let me tel] yoy

said, narrowing he;r :ty:sha;:gs}::;‘ agnd when it dies, it doesn’t tzlor-
a little ,s.ecret. Pro et things in nature, have long memories. A snail’s
et. Snﬁs’hhil::nl:i(::ble mgin d you, will come back after it has died,
is::lk’ﬁ:; fz‘r its old hor,ne. It will have grown bigger aI_‘d strznger,
@ndwﬂl hover around its old stomping grounds, g.uardm'g an pro._
J;%@ﬁhg you in return—as long as you protected it first! Just \.Na%t
yﬂu.ﬁnd some naturally emptied shells, honey. Apd this is
e b dﬂ display them nicely so they can be spotted by the

e ensured the fullest protection of

CO uragement, con-

ction. BUtI,ll t@u ‘
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them as Ornaments. Boil them in plenty of water, for 3 o
] the water has almost evaporated from the pot. An
un‘tl . salt, lots of salt in the water is a NSt e
t}ugi'ring the week Sarah and Lavinia would make trips in the
buggy to other towns or the market, Pohpoh and Aghy enjoyed
these outings. They stopped to play on the swings in El Dorade
Park and for things to eat, and Aunt Lavinia was sure to shower
them with pendants and charms for their hair. Lavinia commandeq
the buggy herself. Unknown to Chandin, she taught Sarah to hap.
dle it too, but Sarah knew better than to be seen taking the reing
until she was past their village and deep into the ¢
sight of the other villagers. Chandin admired things in Lavinia that
he would have been ashamed to have his wife do. In the fields
between towns Sarah would drive until Aunt Lavinia shouted out to
stop. Aunt Lavinia would stand on the seat of the buggy or hop off
onto the unpaved country trails, uncaring that the ground under-
foot might be muddy or treacherous, and she would pull out her
Eastman Brownie camera and click away. Before they reached the
town again, Lavinia would once again take the reins.

Aunt Lavinia continued to visit but the Saturday trips to town
and market gradually came to an end, It seemed to the children
that their Mama and Aunt Lavinia were wanting to conduct all their
visits indoors, or only as far outdoors as the backyard. There used
to be a photograph of Mama leaning back against the kitchen sink,
facing the camera. Perhaps it was only the photograph that caused
Pohpoh to later imagine that Aunt Lavinia had also stood there with
Mama, because she had an indelible impression of them both lean-

ng time,
d another

ane fields, out of

¥

ing on the narrow sink basin, their sides pressed tightly t
The image stayed in Pohpoh’s mind, fortified with a
Manm trying to send her and Asha out to play, and of
g something was being concealed. She had a
l;eﬂving the kitchen, noisily desce
ansnmg thembyrg urn
and stood outside the kitchen |




1 e ot

ceREU?

]Jdom spoke any more except in soft, abbl‘ew‘

e municate more - :
Aunt Lavint o com With they,

and They seemed t

ated sentences:

; looks. :
eyes, and m;h 1:? gle:Pt when she saw the tips of Aunt Layjp;.
Pohpoh’s hea

; d something j
: s waist. She understoo NG in thyt
fingers grasping ?4:?:;1 2sh of an image of her father’s face her
o

instant but save +ds to describe what she suddenly realizeq _

mind, she tag;"l;‘;(;{ed again. She tried not to let her eyes rest toq
their secret.

e . Aunt Lavinia removed her hand andl
long on Aunt hvfaozﬁggil:oh stood frozen, sensing she had beep,
wallesd Over 0 .Po tfl)le C:onsequences. Aunt Lavinia squatted in front
o feml;ni’gohpoh’s face in her hands. Pohpoh inhaled lavep.
g to(r)nbered the little packages of potpourri.
der an'd ;remZke ently to her. “Pohpoh, your mama is my very best
ﬁ-i:na:#;zlffilavei very special mama. And you and Asha are very,

. "s' ecial. You're the best little children I have ever known. |
:;g; )Em were my OWN children. I love the three of you very
m@h” Pohpoh was unable to respond. But from that day on, she
| spentAlmt Lavinia’s visits listening anxiously for her .father. When-
” m!Mdm:aand Aunt Lavinia did not seem to hear him return she
oubillic noisily up the stairs or barge in on them. At first Aunt
ave until Chandin returned home and she had
tes with him. But when Chandin started

at Lavinia was losing interest in him even as

| holidays travelling throughout the
~dressed in white shirt, trousers

ria and Sarah spént

Asha. The g

s. They no longevi*i &
¢ ﬁﬁn‘
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ds and feathers into their h.air. She made them garlands that
with the shells of dead snails that she boiled first to dul] the
. After a night’s rain, when the clay soil was well Watered,
Aunt Lavinia would gather‘a mound of the slippery earth, carry it
10 a bench next to the sewing room and teach them to mould bas-
Lets the Size of her palm, and fill the baskets with clay eggs.

Even with her back to them, Pohpoh was aware of Aunt Lavinia
nd Mama down by the mudra tree whispering and giggling to each
other, or Aunt Lavinia and Mama down in the sewing room, Aunt
L avinia and Mama sitting on the sofa bed down there, Mama leaning
into Aunt Lavinia’s arms, or Aunt Lavinia braiding Mama’s hair or
standing behind Mama with her hands wrapped protectively around
Mama’s waist. Pohpoh turned her head away when she saw them fac-
ing each other once, and she felt them come together and hug. She
imagined them kissing. She imagined Papa finding them kissing,

One day during the holidays Papa hired a hansom and driver to
take the family and Aunt Lavinia to the beach. Aunt Lavinia and
Mama sat on one side of the carriage and Papa, Pohpoh and Asha sat
on the opposite side. Pohpoh detected an unusual hardness in
Papa’s face and she lurched across, placing herself between Mama
and Lavinia. She leaned against Aunt Lavinia, took her hands into
her own and occupied them in one game after another. Asha slept
sprawled on the vacated seat. Mama looked in silence at the fields
and houses scattered in the countryside. As the moments tick |
Pohpoh was conscious of her father staring at her mother as if he -
were seeing her for the first time. S 4 a9

Mama and Aunt Lavinia did not go into the water
the beach while Papa sat in the surf with Pohpoh
b?éka trying unsuccessfully to distract him
Sﬁ’gﬂéhed knees. His body washed from
and pull of each wave, yet he seem

in sigh,

ers, sec

tinkled

=4
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m, Aunt Lavinia took out her camer
d’ Papa and then several of Pg},
lone, Mama with both

X s swi o' S

After Fhe cluﬁf;‘ama i po.h with
took a picture ’ Mama, Mama : chil dren,
f to take one of Mama, Papa apnq PN
by the water’s edge. Papa got . i.dea troty POhPOh,

Lavinia together bY £ th playful force from Lavinia and told Pohpok,
abbed the camera V;le I-I;e watched through the lens. In the midst

tand asi : o
and Asha £ ¢ olity, he did not fail to see Lavinia place hey.
d frivolity,
of their laughter an

d he saw Mama press herself against Lavinia,

self behind Mama, an ched carefully and saw Lavinia’s hands reg;

: t
Through the lens :l’es :Vv:ist. He saw it all only because, that day, he
oy o e hpoh watched him as he did.

tO',‘Ani Poe no one spoke. Even though the salt water,
~ On the pilfgem ,sea breeze and play had made Pohpoh sleepy’
W“"es’ tl?nt(gJy stay awake for the entire trip. Had it not been
he;:eof tbe bfxggy crunching the stone and dried earth
ok ses’ hooves clopping along steadily, the speech-
en unbearably loud.
]gighrts were put out, Pohpoh lay in her bed
e outside her open window. She listened
n her parents’ room were quiet, indistin-
, there was silence.
with a start, angry at herself for hav-
hat she might have missed the
e had already headed out to

‘might have transpil@ 5‘

«e have no choice but to make a decision ” s b
S e
d then Aunt Lavinia said, “Don’t worry. Please don’t wor
an

. p ry about
t. I have known that at some time n my life | would ve to f
tha h ha

. 1t looks like the time has come.” Pohpoh could te]] Py«
it. 2 I,esponded but was unable to hear anything distinct,
m(‘)‘l will leave them a note, partially eXplaining, and then [ wi]]
write them in detail once we're there. But they will never accept
any of this, and if they learn of it beforehand, they will separate us
at once . . - Look, Sarah, either we do it now or we will never be
able to. There would be no point for me in living if I was unable to
see you every single day of my life.”

Another pause. Pohpoh heard little of what Mama said.

“They are every bit a part of our lives. I too want them with us,

no less than you. We will never be parted from the children. I
promise you that.”

Again Mama’s words were inaudible.,

“Itis, dear. But I have access now to my inheritance. What better
use to put it to than taking you and the children some place where
we can be a family, where we will never be separated. Ah, my
sweet, don’t be afraid. Sarah dearest, tell me, is this what you want
or shall we stop all of this at once?” sl

This time Pohpoh heard her mother. “Yes! Yes, of cou
as the children can be with us, I want to go far, far
some place where we can be together.” 4 st i

“Then I will get the passages. [ will get them. I
We will be able to be together within the
sleep at night and hold each other and .

Mama did not go to the gate to see At

By
B .
o
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i 1 her ignorance. She withdredw from Agh, "t
_‘,}.i' while Asha sW i 2 little bag. She gat};erfef ; }jeeds anid bl
began © L She carefully snapped a lea (;h © cereus plan,
from the g3 en but had not yet blossomed. She was detérmined

iving blossoms that Aunt Lavinj, had

ce the spectacular
s

When the white sap stopped flowing |,
ed-off end, she wrapped the leaf in o hand.
¢ from Aunt Lavinia, and placed it in her bag
res;n 5. Aunt Lavinia did not visit. Mama and Papa
During the i ) U ,es but it was noticeable even to Papa how
avoided each other’s el}f,‘ and how much attention she was paying to
busy Mama kept h?rse t,o 8 i and straightening the house,
getting ntlheatljl ;’naﬁrl?:éd It was a cool morning. Rain had fallen al]
Then the '

ts were clamouring. Pohpoh saw
L i rt?a?ﬁ?rll: ;,:gnlzs::odd be coming. Once Papa was
g (A Mama dressed in clothes she might have chosen for
e oi;lfiﬁi event. She insisted on dressing Pohpoh and Asha,
ﬂwughboth were capable of readying themselves. When N:)ama
o dresses off their hangers, Pohpoh knew they had eefn
:, for the garments had been pressed .and placed in
‘ asy access. She made them wear their fancy shoe-s
ere was such urgency in Mama’s actions th'at nei-
0! a§ked questions. Pohpoh wondered if Asha
s ‘ ing, for she noticed how unusually
Mama’s every wish.
.v had finished their breakfast.
a didn’t seem at all surprised,
. ugh the back gate, oné

d brought the bug

SHANI MOOTOO

observed too that Mama and Aunt Lavinia regarded each other with
a strained formality.

Then Aunt Lavinia spoke quietly and urgently to Mama, “He iy
already gone off with my father. But I don’t know how lon

”» g they
will be gone. We’d better hurry_ Mama didn’t moye e

her hands up as if uncertain. Aunt Lavinia moved .
instantly backed away.
“You manage all the passages? The ship sailing today self? Look

how it rain last night. It won’t postpone, Lavinia, eh? It don’t have
another sailing for months, right?”

Aunt Lavinia stood still. She bit her lower lip. Then she very

calmly but firmly said, “This is the last sailing before the rains, We
must hurry, my sweetest.”

Mama became unfrozen and began clearing off the table.

“Are the things in the sewing room?” Aunt Lavinia asked. Mama
nodded and Aunt Lavinia bolted downstairs and started hauling
boxes and trunks up into the drawing room, then down the back
stairs and out to the buggy. Her shoes squeaked sharply with each

step in the wet earth. Insects carried on their ruckus.
Pohpoh watched from a distance. There were already two trunks
atop the buggy, strapped down with thick leather belts. She won-
dered where Aunt Lavinia got such strength. Asha followed Aunt
Lavinia down the narrow stairs to the sewing room. Pohpoh could
hear her asking Aunt Lavinia questions—what this was for and what
that was for—and for the first time Aunt Lavinia was too pre-
occupied to answer carefully. Her tone was unindulgent and oddly
sharp, and so the questions, obtuse and pointless, kep
though answers were not what Asha really needed. Po
the doorway between the verandah and the kitchen
Mama, ‘busi‘ly -closing windows and gatk phot




@RERE " T

il PohpOh close, stooped down U

alled Ash2 h there were someone else iy
per hands Phi ered, as thoug the
S )

them am ould not heali‘- far away. We going with Aunt Lavinia
ong t::pl;apa doesn’t know. Is a surprise, | pack
. Everytiling pack up.” She placed a h_at on each
up all your %si)it her lip and blinked her eyes rapidly as she

the ribbons and tied a bow, first under Asha’s chip,
er

to go like nice girls quiet-quiet inside the
¢ do%vn and stay quiet-quiet until we get far
buggy. Yo kay now g0, quickly. Aunt Lavinia will take
away, You

ou downstairs. ds protectively on their shoulders
R laced her ha-n S p
Aunt Lavina p

irs. At the bottom they waited
down the back stairs.
and ushered them

un had suddenly come out and the wet leaves on
for Mama. The s Jistening. Mama stood on the top stair,

zk:e:rﬁjl;u;i V;’::; fnd then, with a deep breath, ran down.

ust as they entered the buggy Pohpoh remembered her bag with

! 1 as 1 '

aﬂjthe seeds and the shells and the cereus cutting. Vo
4 " “My bag, my bag, I have to get my bag” She ran toward the step

hear me? O

’Wl @M i @ " d Atum Lavinia tried to grab her but she was already
e Theback stairs. Aunt Lavinia headed after her and sud-
ot ‘Pohpoh éame to a halt, for she too heard footstejpi
on. Pohpoh, come now! Come here!” Aunt Lavini

H«en father had returned. Unsuspectil!;g;l
stairs and across the verandah,
“door and was walking through fthe

the sudden twist of his body revealing he had not;

. were missing from the walls, that the curtaing

Sjr: he house was uncommonly tidy.
a

aIld ced that pic-

were drawn
She imagined what he wa;
='ng/things cleared away or cleared out. She heard his unsure
s‘eclt steps walk t0 the bedroom he shared with Mama_
fo(;\ unt Lavinia no longer whispered. “Pohpoh, Pohpoh” she
called out shar ply. She tried to grab Pohpoh’s hand when she heard
Chandin cr, “Sarah!” The nervousness in his voice made her pull
back. When he called the second time his voice was unrecognizable,

Chandin swept through the kitchen and onto the back verandah.

Aunt Lavinia backed down the stairs in haste. He saw Pohpoh and
ran past her. She turned to watch him but the sun had caught on the
jagged edge of the porch’s iron roof and the spot dazzled like a
blinding star. She heard her father descending the stairs, two, three
at a time. She heard everyone shouting at once. She heard her
father screaming, her mother screaming and Aunt Lavinia’s voice,
suddenly deep and raspy, shouting her name and Asha’s, She heard
Asha screaming,

It was Asha she heard most clearly, “No! No! No! Pohpoh! Poh-
poh, Pohpoh. I want Pohpoh. No! I want Pohpoh” Then she heard
the buggy rolling swiftly through the yard. She lay in a puddle on
the floor of the verandah, her nose against the damp wood floor,
shutting out the sounds. She covered her eyes with both hands.

It secemed as though hours passed before her father dragged
Asha, heaving with incessant dry sobs, up the stairs. He stood on
the verandah in his Wetlandish whites, and not until the sound of
the horse and buggy had completely died out did he move. He
kicked the banister again and again, first with his right ﬁmm
with his left. He hobbled into the house. The two chi dren l’

th*@11’ Presence. They watched as he swiped at
sending pots and pans and cutlery
and spinning,




ered her mouth. Her €yes missed nothing, Plage )
od all over the kitchen floor. Her fathe, te:)r;
e

hing ornaments. Asha and Pohpoh turneq
. hever direction he took, keeping him locked in th ip
d into his bedroom, kicking and banging the
drawers of the armoire being yanked oyt
he was seeing emptiness. He came out with a tin,
thundered into the kitchen, banged the container on the table. He

phs, pitching some on the floor. Those of his

" dthr u h hOtOgra
rifled through P y he crumpled into a ball, then spat on

wife or Lavinia Thorough!
g and making growling sounds. His children

all the while cryin
cried even more seeing him cry.
that he did not notice Pohpoh tiptoe to

His task so blinded him
her room. She walked straight to her Bible, which sat on the table

where she and Asha did their homework. She shook the Bible and

out fell a photograph. Her heart beat rapidly. It was the one of Aunt
~ Lavinia and Mama that her father had taken at the beach not long
:  before. She shoved it in her pocket and, holding her breath, made
" ‘toward the verandah.
and hair were drenched in sweat. He staggered
 drunk and threw the crumpled photographs into the
1 1ck a match on the window sill and dropped it.
for the little flames to become one large one.
om the sink, burning blue and orange. Black
ds and flecks of blackened ash sputtered
b el s ‘

ik

ss the island with

s wife and Reverend and Mrs. ,

erend Thoroughly’s church and no one wanted to be
Jrtaking in idle chatter involving his name. Byt i se

other, under their breath and with e en

did indeed speak. per

en or heard
one person

met an
ChEd at their

lips people 4 o
“You hear a out—?" The sentence would remaj ;
flick of the head in the direction of the church bei;m unfinished, 5
«what about the children?” g enough.
“By him, na!”
«Hmmm, he take up the bottle, I hear.”
And that was more than enough for the
talke
of guilt, for they felt as though hip ey dis;s:; feel pangs
Ramchandins or Lavinia, but rather their Reverend thg’. not the
and their God. , their church

Chandin Ramchandin never set foot i
church again. The Thoroughlys, mc(::tilflilectlh liys:::: OJCEOQse 2 tlre
once-treasured daughter and by Sarah, let go of their C:lns of tlrelr
'He fenced off his house crudely with chicken wire :zdto o
indoors, waiting in a spot equidistant from the back door s:la};j
front door, expecting one or both of the women to _m A
and nab the children. g i
He did not let them out of his sight. He stood guarc e
;:nowered in the outdoor bathroom. He waited for th
onlldthe latrine. For the first few weeks after the sha
WO(I; ; h(.e slept in his bed with a child on either side.
s night he turned, his back to Asha, and in a fitful
de "slmP;r,l m;stook Pohpoh for Sarah. Hepm
, 'ly began to touch her. Pohpoh ope
confused by this strange,
, Pretendin g to be w »:

e




breathing heavily like a mad dog, he pinned her hangy o
e bed

and forced her legs apart. '
That is how it started. The following night he sent the Moo
dren to sleep in their own room, but they both came tq knowcthﬂ_
at

he would call for one oOF the other to pass at least part of the
in his bed.

Night

Soft-edged shadows danced on the wall: a dog with drooping ears by
no sound to accompany its opening and closing mouth, a rabbit with
long ears, a butterfly gracefully beating the wall with its wings as it
ascended and then transformed into a giraffe’s head on a long neck
Late into the night, long after their housework and school stud:
ies were done, sleep was impossible. The flame in a kerosene lamp
sitting on the floor jumped in the breeze passing through the win-
A0 dow. Too exhausted to sit at the study table, yet too frightened and
tense to sleep, Pohpoh and Asha lay together in the narrow bed
st the wall. In the yard crickets chirped. From the other side
~ of their bedroom door came the low voice of their father in the
ving room, mumbling tuneless phrases from church songs.
he muttered long and animated conversations with
imes crying or pleading or angrily cursing,
in Pohpoh's chest between arms that were
‘making creatures dance and transform grace-

ained shape o
her own eyes

fatherly age), he would put down his

ttillates. His curiosity,

sd. The smile on Asha’s face disappeared.

st‘;}:ihut and turned her face into Pohpll[.;'t’s c:ests. h:{:gvili:telzemer
rabbed Pth()htS upper arms and she clenched her ﬁsts.TlE:e 'ds
of Pinchcd skin felt good to Pohpoh. She pulled Asha closer t:u}:lg
and squcczcd her, trying to save her by obliterating i er

«pAsha,” he called out from the drawing room. Asha-”;\sha’ "o
trembled s if she were naked in an icy wind, Pohpoh clam sd x
hand over Asha’s mouth. ped her

“stayl” Pohpoh snapped. “Don’t move. I'll go, Shhh, he to
drunk. He’ll never know the difference. Go to sleeP.You cl’osé , |
- and go to sleep, Asha baby. Nothing will happen to )’g:ull'
promise.” :

Pohpoh unwrapped herself from Asha and went. As if it were

nothing at all.

THE GARDENER’'S NAME was John Hector, Sister
John. The staff referred to him as Hector, some vathjar
‘I called him Mr. Hector, and to the others he w: .
‘was still curious about me. When I passed him, s

his haunches weeding a bed (almost too lean f

my flesh as they followed me, t




: down. I hear it waq
il efore it burn Was ful] op
she had big ¥ for teas for bad feeling and pain ang thir(\)

lent
of bush, plenty [ hear. They say the yard also haq 5

_pretty plants,
f}i‘:tttzv:; ug{y like snake-face and dangerous like snake-bite, 1,
y out

plenty-plenty bush. It look like she use”d to take care of it—usefy]
retty, bad, whatever. How she doing? He held a stem of 5 Yell(m’r
gerbera Picked from the bed he was tending.
«Thank you for asking, Mr. Hector. She is well, 4] things

all Kinds
OMe plangg

considered.” : ol
«“you know, since I growing up [ hearing 'bout she. When, | Wiy

a young fellow my Pappy used to thieaten that if I didn’t | it
myself he would take me and drop me in she yard and leave me there.
And now look at this, nal Is she who get drop and left in my yard!”

I quickly marched over to him, leaving Miss Ramchandin to
amble in her world, hoping more than ever that it occupied her
well enough to block out his conversation. I planted myself
between him and her view of him, intending to block her view of
the broken plant.

“Serious though,” he continued, “plenty people used to go and
harass the lady, but, you know, is strange, I was never one, myself,
to torment anybody. Children used to go and pelt she and pelt she
mango and come back frighten—frighten but still excited that they
break a window or sling-shot a bird. You know how children could
be, na. It was the thing to do, and though I didn’t take part in it I
didn’t question it either. Hmmm. I never question them. Somehow
you don’t question things until you come face to face with the
person and suddenly—suddenly you realize that behind all them
stories it have a flesh-and-blood, breathing, feeling person who
capable of hurting, yes! Well, ask her, na. Ask her if she want to fa;
den. I thinking about starting a plot for the old people to :o—
something to do. Some people say that gardening good for oldp
ple. Tam proof of that!” he laughed.

,A‘im“‘ , s ,H-d, still blocking his approach. Seeing that my fo
his cut gerbera, Mr. Hector clutched it pos«sessively.

as

for she. 1 pick it to give to she. What? Yoy want it?”

Mr. Hector. It’s just that, well, I don’t reall | kn

but Miss Ramchandin might not react b )t'o itO\Iv how
generous thing, that YOu want to give it to h . I think

“Is
;‘NO’ no,

to Cxplalna

x . e \' )

it is a ver) er. It’s ver
. actually. No one here has really been kind to her?” 7

His eyes roamed my face. I felt as though he was looking for an
angl arity to my jaw line and cheekbone, inspecting my moustache
.nd other facial hair to help confirm a notion. The muscles of m

cheeks became devilishly ticklish. I was afraid my eyes would be u)i
to flicker on their own, as they were given to doing wheneve% [

to

became shy.

“You see,” I said, “I am beginning to understand some things
about her and I think that she does not like things in nature to be
hurt. To her, the flower and the plant would be both suffering
because they were separated from each other. You know what [
mean? It would be as if its arm had been cut off or something, [
think it would upset her greatly and set her back”

He thought a while. “That make some sense, if you look at it in a
particular way. Well, you want it? Take it, na. It pick already. No
sense it go to waste.”

It was an awkward moment, for no sooner had he offered it than
he became uncomfortable. His eyes, whose aqueous tranquillity I
Wa“s noticing for the first time, now glanced across the yard.
thel vjr(:)n’t mean nothing by that, you know! I mean, don’t take it
e thertl}gﬁway..l married and thing, I not funny, you know. Is just
ot rl;g picked already—” He was so nervous that the flower
o he(-) s hand and we both reached to pick it up. I got to it
e };js al]-umped back end I handed it to him. The loose, thin flesh
s amS and on his belly had previously hinted to me of his
i fe, yet suddenly, instead of age I saw the sun-darkened

“Th ugged muscles of a man accustomed to hard labour.
beautj;?]k you very much, Mr. Hector. [ understand. int"s a very

gerbera but, you know, if I take it I will have the same
Problep, It will be in m 4 _ unds and Miss
y possession as I walk the grounds an



well be upset. | would really love ¢, i

din might e it to one of the o} ° 1% by
Rats r if you gav €T Nurgeg
. d be bette Or
it would |
pesidetS: 1 idea” He turned away so fast I felt shrinking
“Yes; yeS
inside. dening idea,” I called out quickly. “l will sygoeg
1;;31117:" utvt?li lgazra very good idea, myself.” He turned ang, Withoyt
[ think it W

continued to walk backwards. “But give me a litt]e time,
stopping: :d any words and it’s a struggle to know what she
has hardly said a1y

) - wants. eal sensitive to her, eh!” Again he became shy, calling oyt,
| “You ¢ Selllace for her. When she ready, it will be there for hey?
Wﬂa;sﬂy have been my father’s age—1 barely knew my
o)l his past kindnesses had struck me as fatherly. But sud-
ector seemed ageless. .
the few paces back to Miss Ramchandin. She had come
mp fe standstill, waiting for me. I had then yet another
Mr. Hector. I felt breathless from the excitement of
at the same time more than a little ne.\useous
rt ami polite disdain. Discomfort or disd.am,, they
he recoiled from me and it was his regoﬂ-
as though my back were exposed, at
caught with my trousers off,

1 felt that the entn'e%ﬁa
‘I' o ush-and:

At my side Miss Ramchandin cooed like a young bird and -

potice of me. I was a rc.)ller coaster of emotions and thOughts,
no <oning one minute that if he returned my caresses, he would be
::abad, . depra"ed’ as I.Je.rverse as I, th‘at a man of his i
espect would be comp11c1t, .an ac.comphce~Mr. Hector, whom
:he staff quite liked, would be just like me—anc.l th'%n reasoning the
next that if I did not so loathe m).f unusue.xl femlmmty, his rejection
of me would not be so devastatl.ng. Trying to change him or his
reaction might well bring only grief. I decided there and then that
[ would change my own feelings about myself. [ would, | must, cast
him out of my thoughts and stand tall.

In moments of despair, thoughts of Cigarette Smoking Nana
always reassured me. I remembered the sly smiles, comforting com-
plicity and camaraderie that she and I had shared. But thoughts of
Nana were a temporary bandage. I didn’t know how to cast Mr.
Hector and the incident from my mind. Nana had accepted me and
my girlish ways but she was the only person who had ever truly done
so. Thoughts of her suddenly lost their power. Try as I might, I was
unable to stand tall. I wondered for the umpteenth time if Nana
would have been able to accept and love the adult Tyler 0
neither properly man nor woman but some in-between
thing, 4hi 4

Just then Miss Ramchandin started mu
bled words came from her mouth. Her
louder than o whisper, and hoarse. Slowl
Words and then sentences. She was




L e - e AR e TSR

I decided to do battle against the sinking feeling’ and j,
softly. She grew excited, watched my face and laughed wild] )
way children do. I walked lighter and clapped My handg t())" : e
chant. I felt like an explorer charting her life in murky, ynm, er
waters. | was not sure what [ was discovering beyond hey VOicEied
I felt it would not be long before I would have the Privilege a:(;
honour, of entering her world. Across the way another residen; Was
on the path brushing himself frantically. Mr. Phu was often syre
that red ants were crawling on him or in his food and wag known,
to dash his plate of food to the floor believing that it was riddleq
with vermin.

Suddenly Mr. Hector was coming toward us, speaking loudly, He
was carrying a full gerbera plant, flowers, leaves and roots pro-
truding from a large ball of soil in one hand, a spade in the other,
He focused on Miss Ramchandin.

- “Follow me. She will be the first one to put down a plant. Come.
Brigng hey - v T '

urnaround was faster than I could have dreamed. I grinned.

o me and I excitedly told him to wait right there, not

[ ran to her room only yards away

in the milk can. Then I fol-

r and Miss Ramchandin,

neq in
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grabbe d the spade and took a few erratic digs at the soft
" i stopped again. He squinted at the purple hill op i o,
¢ the valley, and his aqueous eyes grew sad.
brother. He was older than me. Ig about~what?~forty
B row? More than thaF since [ last see him. He was a young boy.
B o twelve, something oo Mammy send him away, [s he you
remind me of. Randolph was his name. Randolph Joseph Hector.

call him. I did love him too bad! And so many years pass

earl

side of th
9 had a

dy, we
?na jlﬁon’t even know if he made it through life.”

“Why did your mammy send him away?” My voice was heavy. I
wanted to hear the reason and at the same time hoped he would
not have the brazenness to say it.

“He was kind of funny. He was like you. The fellas in the village
used to threaten to beat he up. People used to heckle he and mock
his walk and the way he used to do his hands when he was ta]king,”

That he was brave enough to say it suddenly lifted a veil between
us. Unexpectedly, I felt relief it was voiced and out in the open. [
had never before known such a feeling of ordinariness. ‘

“Randy couldn’t open his mouth in front of Pappy, na. His voice
was soft-soft, just like yours, and the way he used to talk, quiet and
sing-song sing-song used to make Pappy crazy. You know 1
remember Randy face too good, but I still carry his voice
l:uld hear it plain-plain, like if I had just talk with he tt

3PPy used to beat him bad-bad, just for tal ng so
Pack him up one day. She leave me by the neigh
ent away with him. Same day she come ba

When I ask where he was,

i R .
I
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Mr. Hector massaged his cheeks with a dirt-covered hand. When
F face, his eyes were even wetter and darker,

he looked directly at ™Y :
Sk pankitouask you 80 ANy questions but [

¥ i ou an
do:’t“:::lﬁo);v what it is I want to know. I want to know some-
know what.”
the gardener, subsided like a flame
th# fell down and died out. 1 still wanted to gather him up and hug
but only to comfort. He too was tamed, and 1 felt from and

toward him the caring of a brother.

m,oe of the previous episode was not to dwell on issues
about myself or to relate the bond forming between Mr. Hector

mﬁm,ﬂeandlhad been carrying on as if we alone were privy to
¥ sation. Yet Miss Ramchandin, in her quiet, invi sible way,
 After our conversation Mr. Hector departed and I stood quietly
everal ts. For how long 1 can’t say but when I looked up
rching, 1 realized she had wan-

O

p;_ S

our

i
10

DE Manﬂy aware of her in the
b ew—“in‘-esponsibility Sister

. back in her room
2dly. [ turned to

‘fWhere Asha?”

ew overhead. She laughed and waved, “pop, polih
poh-

d fl
A bir Jled softly and then carried on.

POh a” She d

Crick crack, all say oops!
Brick brack, break she back,

Le we go tief pom-er-ac.

Once the door was shut she spun around to face me, her bundl
sow hidden behind her back. I was so buoyed by my conversatioe
with Mr. Hector I did not want to be distracted. But Miss Ramn
chandin knew how to catch one’s attention. I heard somethin bu;
was unsure what it was, and then I realized she was whispering

“What? Did you say something, Miss Ramchandin?” :

«Asha? You know Asha?” she whispered. Her voi

y i C
but she had spoken. ik wsees
:“Yef’ yes. I know Asha. I mean I know of her. I heard of her. But
ldonf know her.” She was mentioned in the rumours. No
\?asvsald of her than that she was the other Ramchandin child, of no
consequence because she had disappeared long, long ago. i

n’t know. I don’t know. Do you know?” What a s

ght, that her first real communication was.tobéth- o
T question had nothing to do with what ha
d the bundle from behind her and revealed
and a pair of nylon stockings the co
Q&edress My first thought was that v
- Clearly she had taken them from t
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at uniform?” b

. but now 1 knew there was more in he, heaq

She said noﬁujlit and frog imitations and childhood chantg_

o wear it?” I asked, using a tone of gentle
“well, Orzatch hers. There was no harm in a little indulgence

defiance to E i the uniform back on the clothesline before

as Wi

“Do you want th

as long
m?‘Y‘ou.% She looked at the ground.
“Me hat?”

Me? 2-,:) i:;ant to wear it.” She produced it from behind her back
“'Ym:imok it out and held it toward me. “You want to wear it”
.»%?ns;ared speechlessly at the calf-length dress and the stockings, |
could only guess that she had heard my conversation with Mr.

" Hector. I felt she had been watching me and seeing the same things
i éveryone clse saw. But she had stolen a dress for me. No one
ver done anything like that before. She knows what I am, was
d think. She knows my nature.

ed for the dress. My body felt as if it were metamorp.h(.)s-
as u‘gh [ had suddenly become plump and less rigid.
nd felt fleshy and rounded. I had thighs, a sma.ll mound of
' fﬂll breasts and a cavernous tunnel singing betw.een
mor weak than excited but I was certainly excited
embling inside me. hugged the dress.
you so much, Miss Ramchandin. Yes,
here so you can see it. B’efmfe e il
for bed and then I will slip it on- 7

[ will
go to

ts. My man’s m-ember mock.ed e et \.'vas a delight to g bat.
hen pulling th}e) stf.)ckmgs UP against my thighs, | huq no
corset t0 hold them‘ U}F’ ut 1t :1"35 Znou}glh to see the swir
on my calves and thighs trﬁp i ﬁun er the nylon. There was some.
- Jelicious .abol?t suc C?I‘l nement, .I held l'1p the dress anq
Jowly stepped into it, savouring every action, noting every feeling,

dered my nose, daubed rouge on my cheeks and carefully
smeared a dollop across o lips.. [ looked down at my stockinged
feet and the dress, pressed it with my flat palms against my body
and worried that I might look disappointingly ridiculous to my
benefactress. I took a deep breath.

“Ready?” I called out in a loud Whisper.

When I stepped out from behind the curtain, I saw that Miss
Ramchandin had made herself busy. She was piling furniture in
front of the window. She glanced at me, made no remark and kept
right on building the tower. I walked over to her and stood where I
was bound to be in her vision. At first I felt horribly silly, like a man
who had put on women’s clothing for sheer sport and had forgotten
to remove the outfit after the allotted period of fun. I felt flat-
footed and clumsy. Not a man and not ever able to be a woman, sus-
pended nameless in the limbo state between existence and nonexis-
tence. She had already set a straight-back chair on the table in
of the window. On top of that she placed a stool and was now prepar-
ing to stand on her bed and place an empty drawer on the pinn: cle.
: ]‘}M as I was hoping the tower would come crashing down and
emmsh me forever, a revelation came. The reason ’

*ndin paid me no attention was that, to her mind
ething to either congratulate or scorn—it si

and I d t

an
de with W

1 of hairs

I pow
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he needed. (Sister was appalled, sure that Miss Ramchandin
towe;):ﬂdin a deadly trap for the nurses. She made g
waj wn. naturally, but it became part of my schedule. Eye
it down, )

¥ night
Miss Ramchandin would build and every morning | G
deconstruct.)

I did not even consider leaving her room dres§ed as [ was. I was
endowed with a sense of propriety, depended on 1t,. for that Matter,
for the most basic Jevel of survival. I changed .back into my trousers
and white shirt, and rubbed my cheeks and Flp's clean. I stuffed the
dfess and stockings behind her dresser, deciding to ke.ep if not to
wear it again, at least for the memory of safoe power it seemed to
have imparted. It had been a day and an evening to. treasure. [ had
3 never felt so extremely ordinary, and I quite loved it.

Q Miss Ramchandin was in bed, I sat next to her and
' d her hair back, reluctant to leave. My hand on her scalp

he began to make mellow cricket
'dn@;_‘ to leave, she paused long
g, “Where Asha?” She did not wait
her faint, perfect imitation

>

Asta rubbed her bony shoulders for warmth. Pot

ake. Street SWeepers were Puﬂing their wid
barel}’t;‘:road and the swish of their broo Ide brogm
dow?

ms filtered thy,
] end of her dreams. She waited quietly ough the
tail €t

and patiently to e},

i ark
o the outing Pohpoh had promised. When Asha coulq lie still no

0

Jongel,

she tiptoed across the room and sat on her sister’s bed, hop.
% nudge her out of her sleep. Pohpoh, forever on guard, sud-
iin v stiffened and awakened fully. Seeing Asha in frong of her

eif:u}l'in ; nervously, she relaxed slightly.

rShafts of dusty light broke through the branches of the pomerac
ee outside the open window. Pohpoh stared at the glittery dust
Partides that rose and fell in waves around Asha’s head, partiall
silhouetting it in a halo of shimmering light. She slid closer to the
wall to let the little girl slip under her coverlet. The bed sheets and
Pohpoh’s pillow held the odour of stale camphor, eucalyptus and
turpentine. They clung to each other, inhaling the pleasantly sour
blend of their rubbing oil and each other’s talcum-sweet scent of
sleep, night sweat and stale breath. ipkig?

They crept out into the drawing room, every moment aware of
their father’s guttural breathing. The air in the closed-up room was
thick with the smell of spilled full-proof babash. When Pohpoh
unlatched the window above the enamel sink, yellow Jﬁmﬁﬂ‘w
through the opening, hauling in a cold, fresh morning draught.

ld. One ear continued to monitor her



ook, eerily, as though an old womay i)
rmerge from her, The only memory Asha seemeg gy "% 1
mother came from a photograph hidden in their — of hey

“But you can’t eve,r,l r.emember what she look like.YoL; o
don’t remember her, said Pohpoh. you
Asha, hurt, raised her voice, “I do! I do. She look Jike it
poh rushed over and hugged her into silence. Suddenly feeli;l l(i)k Y
her mother, like a mother to Asha, she looked into her SiSter’sge e e

“I believe you, I do,” she said earnestly. When Asha dedtndlh CZ 1:
forted, Pohpoh returned to her work. :

She quietly tapped a solid nest of cocoa patties with a stone pes-
tle too large for her hand, then melted the patties with molasseg
and water and ragged slivers of cinnamon bark over high, green
flames. The thick liquid bubbled, each bubble bursting and puffing
perfumed steam into the room. They ate thick slices of sweet egg
bread and drank the cocoa quickly and quietly. The snoring contin-
‘ued. Should he awaken, there was enough cocoa for him too, but

the plans for the day would have instantly ended.

brushed and braided her own thick, straight kohl-black
did the same to Asha’s. She took more care with her sis-
1, handling and nudging Asha’s head this way
g their mother’s manner. Asha winced as her wavy
by bit until it spread like an undulating fan
1 the middle Pohpoh etched a perfectly
d tip of a little wooden comb.

making her 1

S dlie divided the springy handful into three partjie
like lightning “I could even see little figh and seaw ﬁ
from other countries floating in yuh hair? ee

het hands

d seeds i
ana And staI'ﬁSh?

»
.

‘(Yep.” )
“And shells?

“Yeh.”
whnd " but before she could continue Pohpoh tickled her

ander her arms and said, “and and and.” They cupped their mouths
4t giggled without sound. After tying one braid with a length of
red cord behind the ear, Pohpoh began to rein in the wildness on
the other side.

“I have bad hair, Poh?”

“No. Is just that if mine was like yours and I had to comb it out
every day I wouldn’t find time fuh school or to make cocoa-tea for
you. It would be plenty work. It pretty, yes, but it take work to see
yuh face. An yuh face pretty.”

Asha was pleased. “Yuh’d just get muscles from my hair.”

“I already have muscles.”

‘I mean more, Poh.” - i

Asha’s scalp stung from all the brushing. As she got dressed he
e distracted by the stinging and pain, finding them
Irritating and exhilarating, Her hairline pricked and itch
made exaggerated frowns and raised her eyebrows
could in an effort to pull the hair out of the

e

% mm nearby, Waiting on the corr




“Where are we going? What are We oo

ked. Aty
" ], Pohpoh told them as she ran ahead, yyqq bl
ﬁrs'}tllehl;lcﬁ'iil to arlI')ive at El DOr'ado Pa.rk and to take Charge :f EEZ
day. She had other, secret motives. First, she w’anted t0 pass 3
much of the day as possible away from her father’s house, And g,
wanted to confront Walter Bissey, a bossy boy from school, He o
the most popular boy there, and had recently become territoria] i,
the park, harassing and shooing away I?ohpoh,.Asha and Boyje
whenever they arrived. He led his friends in sneering at her and B
sister. Today, she intended to prove to him that she and Asha wer,
not stupid and dirty but were strong and could fend for thep,

selves. But most of all she wanted Walter, not Boyie, to like her.
Rather than taking the cobbled street in front of their house—
~ where people often stared at Pohpoh and Asha and shook their
heads in pity—Pohpoh led Boyie and Asha to the paved drains
~ behind the backyards. The drains were already becoming swift-run-
4 ning creeks of soapy suds as the neighbourhood’s breakfast dishes

behind the two girls.
do? Tell me, na?” he as

its. Boyie, full of admiration for Pohpoh’s leader-
1 to keep up. Asha followed in his tracks
ds smelled of decaying guavas, uncleaned
atrines. Finally they picked their way
‘two houses that delivered them to El
e playground.

@Ep fl:lz,i, Pohpoh wedged her
railing, Inside was the regw
. egated near the band;

by Walter Bisse
*elves with the rapid chuck thuck thuck of

the time is at hand. The time is at hand) He th
. unjust still; and he who is filthy,
are they that do His commandment

“

atis unjust, Jet
let him be ﬁlthy still.

im be
s that they may enter i

Ble(ii:;l the gates into the city.”
thrAcross the road was the playground, in a corner of which were 4
ow of swings, two slides and a climbing frame, Farther
few bay-rum trees sparsely lined the playground’s edges, leaving
the centre bare. Even during the rains, the earth here was cracked
.nd scorched, a pebbly scar from the constant friction of children
tearing across it

Pohpoh planned to take control today and decide what games
would be played. Anxiously, conspicuously, they waited in the cen-
tre of the playground near a standpipe surrounded by a puddle of
water. The early morning sun was hot and within minutes their
scalps, faces and necks were covered in a fine mist of sweat. Asha
squelched her desire to play on the swings and slide, fearing this
distraction would cost them the chance to be leaders. Instead she
lifted her hand, pointing a finger high in the air, rocked on her heels
and shouted, “The time is at hand! Repent. The time is at hand!”
Boyie imitated her imitation. Pohpoh laughed, sitting on the ledge
of the standpipe base, but she told Asha, “Girl! You brave yes! What
if the man see yuh? Yuh better calm down yuhself.”

There was still no sign of other children. Pohpoh got up and
impatiently paced. Boyie picked up a large, flame-coloured vs:@ﬁd _
from a mora tree nearby and tossed it to Pohpoh. Suddenly Pﬂh[mh iy
turned away from Boyie and grabbed Asha out of the water around
the Standpipe_ .

“Listen!” she said. ‘

They came, seven of them, a band of

along, a

y- They pranced up the




