Pohpoh, my dearest sister,

Long ago I left one country and now am leaving this one too.
I am crossing the ocean and going to Canada. I don’t &at
know if my letters are reaching you. I fear the worst, I wi]]
write you again when I get over there and settle down. What
are you doing with your life? I still think all the time of you
and love you. I am sure that is how Mammy must feel about
us, wherever she is. I won’t give up hope of seeing you. Just
tell me that you want to come, even for holidays, and I will
send you the passage . . .

Finally, there was a card from Canada:

Dearest Pohpoh,

Think of you every day. If you get this card please write me
back.

[ want to see you. I miss you. I am well and happy—
except that I wish I knew how you were,
All my Iove, Asha.
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On visiting days Miss Ramchandin and | practically hover above
the ground with excitement. She puts aside her mutterings and
put away my book and pencil. Before our visitors arrive | wash her,
mildly rubbing her skin with frangipani petals from Mr. Hector’s
hedge and pay special attention in dressing her. She sits on a stool
while I pin her hair up into a waterfall, or braid and set it mﬁ’w&t@
a little ribbon or flowers. She giggles and twitches her feet. Or
iting days she wears a garland of snail shells about her neck ora
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might as well have been bare-chested, supported his fatheyr’s e
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We walked slowly to a bench. I could see the nurses hag come tq
a halt and were watching us. I held my head high. The gOssip mi]|
began to rumble but I listened instead to the leaves in the trees,
Otty took my arm and we walked off, leaving our companions tg 5
private visit. We headed for the residents’ garden. Mr. Hector wag
working and seeing us, he dropped his tools and stared.

“Well, I never! If I didn’t know better . . . I wish my brother
could meet you two. Christ where he is, I wonder? Wh
brother? By any chance, you know my brother?”

From the cereus hung pink buds on the ends of long stems. Otty
kneeled down in the garden with no regard for his white trousers
and proceeded to pack the soil around its base. He patted it with
his bare, slender hands not because it needed work but rather to
show it some attention and, I imagine, to honour its place in Miss
Ramchandin’s life. When he stood up I reached over to brush the

soil off the knees of his pants. I felt the form of his shapely leg and
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