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Aristde Pujol started life on his own account as a chasseur\fn{Page-boy.} in a Nice café—one of those luckless
children tightly encased in bottle-green cloth by means of brass buttons, who earn a sketchy livelihood by
enduring with cherubic smiles the continuous maledictions of the establishment. There he soothed his hours of
servitude by dreams of vast ambitions. He would become the manager of a great hotel—not a contemptible
hostelry where commercial travelers and seedy Germans were indifferently bedded, but one of those white palaces
where milords (English) and millionaires (Americans) paid a thousand francs a night for a bedroom and five louis
for a glass of beer.
Now, in order to derive such profit from the Anglo-Saxon a knowledge of English was indispensable. He
resolved to learn the language. How he did so, except by sheer effrontery, taking linguistic toll of frequenters of
the café, would be a mystery to anyone unacquainted with Aristide. But to his friends his mastery of the English
tongue in such circumstances is comprehensible. To Aristide the impossible was ever the one thing easy of
attainment; the possible the one thing he never could achieve. That was the paradoxical nature of the man. Before
his days of hunted-little-devildom were over he had acquired sufficient knowledge of English to carry him, a few
years later, through various vicissitudes in England, until, fired by new social ambitions and self-educated in a
haphazard way, he found himself appointed Professor of French in an academy for young ladies.
One of these days, when I can pin my dragonfly friend down to a plain, unvarnished autobiography, I may be
able to trace some chronological sequence in the kaleidoscope changes in his career. But hitherto, in his talks with
me, he flits about from any one date to any other during a couple of decades, in a manner so confusing that for the
present I abandon such an attempt. All I know of the date of the episode I am able to chronicle is that it occurred
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immediately after the termination of his engagement at the academy just mentioned. Somehow, Aristide’s history
is a category of terminations.
*
If the head mistress of the academy had herself played dragon at his classes, all would have gone well. He
would have made his pupils conjugate irregular verbs, rendered them adepts in the mysteries of the past participle
and the subjunctive mood, and turned them out quite innocent of the idiomatic quaintnesses of the French tongue.
But dis aliter visum.\fn{It was otherwise:H} The gods always saw wrong-headedly otherwise in the case of
Aristide. A weak-minded governess—and in a governess a sense of humor and of novelty is always a sign of a
weak mind—played dragon during Aristide’s lessons. She appreciated his method, which was colloquial. The
colloquial Aristide was jocular. His lessons therefore were a giggling joy from beginning to end. He imparted to
his pupils delicious knowledge. En avez-vous des-z-homards? Oh, les sales bêtes, elles ont du poil aux pattes,
which, being translated, is: “Have you any lobsters? Oh, the dirty animals, they have hair on their feet”—a catch
phrase which, some years ago, added greatly to the gaiety of Paris, but in which I must confess to seeing no gleam
of wit—became the historic property of the school. He recited to them, till they were word-perfect, a music-hall
ditty of the early eighties, Sur le bi sur le banc, sur le bi du bout du banc, and delighted them with dissertations on
Mme. Yvette Guilbert’s earlier répertoire. But for him they would have gone to their lives’ end without knowing
that pognon meant money; rouspétance, assaulting the police; thune, a five-franc piece; and bouffer, to take
nourishment.
He made (according to his own statement) French a living language. There was never a school in Great Britain,
the Colonies, or American on which the Parisian accent was so electrically impressed. The retort, Eh! ta sœur, was
the purest Montmartre;\fn{A suburb of Paris} also Fich’-moi la paix, mon petit, and Tu as un toupet, toi; and the
delectable locution, Alloons étrangler un perroquet (Let us strangle a parrot), employed by Apaches\fn{ Roving
gangs of lawless young men (originally of Parisian origin), notorious for their crimes of violence } when inviting each other to drink
a glass of absinthe,\fn{A liquor permanently debilitating in its effects } soon became current French in the school for
invitations to surreptitious cocoa\fn{Cocaine}-parties.
The progress that academy made in a real grip of the French language was miraculous; but the knowledge it
gained in French grammar and syntax was deplorable. A certain mid-term examination—the paper being set by a
neighboring vicar—produced awful results. The phrase, “How do you do, dear?” which ought, by all the rules of
Stratford-atte-Bowe, to be translated by Comment vous portez-vous, ma chère? Was rendered by most of the
senior scholars Eh, ma vielle, ça boulotte? One innocent and anachronistic damsel, writing on the execution of
Charles I, declared that he cracha dans le panier in 1649, thereby mystifying the good vicar, who was unaware
that “to spit into the basket” is to be guillotined.
This wealth of vocabulary was discounted by abject poverty in other branches of the language. No one could
give a list of the words in al that took s in the plural, no one knew anything at all about the defective verb échoir,
and the orthography\fn{The art of writing words with the proper letters according to standard usage .} of the school would have
disgraced a kindergarten. The head mistress suspected a lack of method in the teaching of M. Pujol, and one day
paid his class a surprise visit.
The sight that met her eyes petrified her. The class, including the governess, bubbled and gurgled and shrieked
with laughter. M. Pujol, his bright eyes agleam with merriment and his arms moving in frantic gestures, danced
about the platform. He was telling them a story—and when Aristide told a story, he told it with the eloquence of
his entire frame. He bent himself double and threw out his hands.
“Il était saoûl comme un porc,” he shouted.
And then came the hush of death. The rest of the artless tale about the man as drunk as a pig was never told.
The Headmistress, indignant majesty, strode up the room.
“M. Pujol, you have a strange way of giving French lessons.”
“I believe, Madame,” said he, with a polite bow, “in interesting my pupils in their studies.”
“Pupils have to be taught, not interested,” said the Headmistress. “Will you kindly put the class through some
irregular verbs?”
So for the remainder of the lesson Aristide, under the freezing eyes of the head mistress, put his sorrowful class
through irregular verbs, of which his own knowledge was singularly inexact, and at the end received his
dismissal. In vain he argued. Outraged Minerva\fn{ In Greek mythology, patroness of the arts } was implacable. Go he
must.
*
We find him, then, one miserable December evening, standing on the arrival platform of Euston Station\fn{ The
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primary railroad station hub for the north London suburbs } (the academy was near
dubiety.\fn{Doubtfulness} At his feet lay his meager valise; in his hand was an

Manchester), an unwonted statue of
enormous bouquet, a useful tribute of
esteem from his disconsolate pupils; around him luggage-laden porters and passengers hurried; in front were
drawn up the long line of cabs, their drivers’ waterproofs glistening with wet; and in his pocket rattled the few
paltry coins that, for Heaven knew how long, were to keep him from starvation. Should he commit the
extravagance of taking a cab or should he go forth, valise in hand, into the pouring rain? He hesitated.
“Sacré mille cochons! Quel chien de climat!” he muttered. A smart footman standing by turned quickly and
touched his hat.
“Beg pardon, sir; I’m from Mr. Smith.”
“I’m glad to hear it, my friend,” said Aristide.
“You’re the French gentleman from Manchester?”
“Decidedly,” said Aristide.
“Then, sir, Mr. Smith has sent the carriage for you.”
“That’s very kind of him,” said Aristide.
The footman picked up the valise and darted down the platform. Aristide followed. The footman held
invitingly open the door of a cozy brougham.\fn{ A light closed carriage with seats inside for two or four .} Aristide paused
for the fraction of a second. Who was this hospitable Mr. Smith?
“Bah!” said he to himself, “the best way of finding out is to go and see.”
He entered the carriage, sank back luxuriously on the soft cushions, and inhaled the warm smell of leather.
They started, and soon the pelting rain beat harmlessly against the windows. Aristide looked out at the streaming
streets, and, hugging himself comfortably, thanked Providence and Mr. Smith.
But who was Mr. Smith? Tiens,\fn{Well} thought he, there were two little Miss Smiths at the academy; he had
pitied them because they had chilblains, freckles, and perpetual colds in their heads; possibly this was their kind
papa. But, after all, what did it matter whose papa he was? He was expecting him. He had sent the carriage for
him. Evidently a well-bred and attentive person. And tiens!\fn{Look} There was even a hot-water can on the floor
of the brougham.
“He thinks of everything, that man,” said Aristide. “I feel I am going to like him.”
The carriage stopped at a house in Hamstead,\fn{ Part of the Greater London Borough of Camden, “known for its
intellectual, liberal, artistic, musical and literary associations and for Hampstead Heath, a large, hilly expanse of parkland” (so W).:H }
standing, as far as he could see in the darkness, in its own grounds. The footman opened the door for him to alight
and escorted him up the front steps. A neat parlor-maid received him in a comfortably furnished hall and took his
hat and great-coat and magnificent bouquet.
“Mr. Smith hasn’t come back yet from the City,\fn{ The London financial district} sir; but Miss Christabel is in the
drawing-room.”
“Ah!” said Aristide. “Please give me back my bouquet.”
The maid showed him into the drawing-room. A pretty girl of three-and-twenty rose from a fender-stool\fn{ A
low seat set by a protective metal grating placed in front of an open fireplace to prevent live sparks from bursting out of the fire upon the
floor.} and advanced smilingly to meet him.

“Good afternoon, M. le Baron. I was wondering whether Thomas would spot you. I’m so glad he did. You see,
neither Father nor I could give him any description, for we had never seen you.”
This fitted in with his theory. But why Baron? After all, why not? The English loved titles.
“He seems to be an intelligent fellow, Mademoiselle.”
There was a span of silence. The girl looked at the bouquet, then at Aristide, who looked at the girl, then at the
bouquet, then at the girl again.
“Mademoiselle,” said he, “will you deign to accept these flowers as a token of my respectful homage?”
Miss Christabel took the flowers and blushed prettily. She had dark hair and eyes and a fascinating, upturned
little nose, and the kindest little mouth in the world.
“An Englishman would not have thought of that,” she said.
Aristide smiled in his roguish way and raised a deprecating hand.
“Oh, yes, he would. But he would not have had—what you call the cheek\fn{ The impudence} to do it.”
Miss Christabel laughed merrily, invited him to a seat by the fire, and comforted him with tea and hot muffins.
The frank charm of his girl-hostess captivated Aristide and drove from his mind the riddle of his adventure.
Besides, think of the Arabian Nights’ enchantment of the change from his lonely and shabby bed-sitting-room in
the Rusholme Road to this fragrant palace with princess and all to keep him company! He watched the firelight
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dancing through her hair, the dainty play of laughter over her face, and decided that the brougham had transported
him to Baghdad instead of Hampstead.
“You have the air of a veritable princess,” said he.
“I once met a princess—at a charity bazaar—and she was a most matter-of-fact businesslike person.”
“Bah!” said Aristide. “A princess of a charity bazaar! I was talking of the princess in a fairy-tale. They are the
only real ones.”
“Do you know,” said Miss Christabel, “that when men pay such compliments to English girls they are apt to
get laughed at?”
“Englishmen, yes,” replied Aristide, “because they think over a compliment for a week, so that by the time
they pay it, it is addled, like a bad egg. But we of Provence\fn{ A region in south-eastern France, bordering Italy and the
Mediterranean, and abounding in fields of flowers, orchards, olive and mulberry groves and vineyards, the inhabitants of which preserver
not only their own character, distinct from the rest of the country, but their own language, known as Provençal (a vernacular Latin language
which produced a literature composed between the 9 th and the 15th centuries).} pay tribute to beauty straight out of our hearts. It

is true. It is sincere. And what comes out of the heart is not ridiculous.” Again the girl colored and laughed,
“I’ve always heard that a Frenchman makes love to every woman he meets.”
“Naturally,” said Aristide. “If they are pretty. What else are pretty women for? Otherwise they might as well be
hideous.”
“Oh!” said the girl, to whom this Provençal point of view had not occurred.
“So, if I make love to you, it is but your due.”
“I wonder what my financé would say if he heard you?”
“Your—?”
“My finacé! There’s his photograph on the table beside you. He is six foot one, and so jealous!” she laughed
again.
“The Turk!” cried Aristide, his swiftly conceived romance crumbling into dust. Then he brightened up.
“But when this six feet of muscle and egotism is absent, surely other poor mortals can glean a smile?”
“You will observe that I’m not frowning,” said Miss Christabel. “But you must not call my fiancé a Turk, for
he’s a very charming fellow whom I hope you’ll like very much.” Aristide sighed.
“And the name of this thrice-blessed mortal?”
Miss Christabel told his name—one Harry Ralston—and not only his name, but, such was the peculiar,
childlike charm of Aristide Pujol, also many other things about him. He was the Honorable Harry Ralston, the heir
to a great brewery peerage, and very wealthy. He was a Member of Parliament, and but for Parliamentary duties
would have dined there that evening; but he was to come in later, as soon as he could leave the House. He also
had a house in Hampshire, full of the most beautiful works of art. It was through their common hobby that her
father and Harry had first made acquaintance.
“We’re supposed to have a very fine collection here,” she said, with a motion of her hand.
Aristide looked round the walls and saw them hung with pictures in gold frames. In those days he had not
acquired an extensive culture. Besides, who having before him the firelight gleaming through Miss Christabel’s
hair could waste his time over painted canvas? She noted his cursory glance.
“I am,” said Aristide, his bright eyes fixed on her in frank admiration. She blushed again; but this time she
rose.
“I must go and dress for dinner. Perhaps you would like to be shown your room?” He hung his head on one
side.
“Have I been too bold, Mademoiselle?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “You see, I’ve never met a Frenchman before.”
“Then a world of undreamed of homage is at your feet,” said he.
A servant ushered him up broad, carpeted staircases into a bedroom such as he had never seen in his life
before. It was all curtains and hangings and rugs and soft couches and satin quilts and dainty writing-tables and
subdued lights, and a great fire glowed red and cheerful, and before it hung a clean shirt. His poor little toilet
apparatus was laid on the dressing-table, and (with a tract which he did not appreciate, for he had, sad to tell, no
dress-suit) the servant had spread his precious frock-coat and spare pair of trousers on the bed. On the pillow lay
his night-shirt, neatly folded.
“Evidently,” said Aristide, impressed by these preparations, “it is expected that I wash myself now and change
my clothes, and that I sleep here for the night. And for all that the ravishing Miss Christabel is engaged to her
Honorable Harry, this is none the less a corner of Paradise.”
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*
So Aristide attired himself in his best, which included a white tie and a pair of nearly new brown boots—a long
task, as he found that his valise had been spirited away and its contents, including the white tie of ceremony (he
had but one), hidden in unexpected drawers and wardrobes—and eventually went downstairs into the drawingroom. There he found Miss Christabel and, warming himself on the hearthrug, a bald-headed, beefy-faced Briton,
with little pig’s eyes and a hearty manner, attired in a dinner-suit.
“My dear fellow,” said this personage, with outstretched hand, “I’m delighted to have you here. I’ve heard so
much about you; and my little girl has been singing your praises.”
“Mademoiselle is too kind,” said Aristide.
“You must take us as you find us,” said Mr. Smith. “We’re just ordinary folk, but I can give you a good bottle
of wine and a good cigar—it’s only in England, you know, that you can get champagne fit to drink and cigars fit
to smoke—and I can give you a glimpse of a modest English home. I believe you haven’t a word for it in French.”
“Ma foi, no,” said Aristide, who had once or twice before heard this lunatic charge brought against his country.
“In France the men all live in cafés, the children are all put out to nurse, and the women, saving the respect of
Mademoiselle—well, the less said about them the better.”
“England is the only place, isn’t it?” Mr. Smith declared, heartily. “I don’t say that Paris hasn’t its points. But
after all—the Moulin Rouge\fn{A famous cabaret of the Montmartre district of Paris } and the Folies Bergères\fn{A French
theater of the 19th and early 20th centuries, famous for its exotic cabaret performances, not far from the Moulin Rouge } and that sort of
thing soon pall, you know—soon pall.”
“Yet Paris has its serious side,” argue Aristide. “There is always the tomb of Napoleon.”\fn{ Les Invalides, actually
a complex of residential buildings, museums, and a church on the left bank of the Seine river, begun in 1641 during the reign of Louis XIV
and originally designed as a home for some 6,000 army veterans; it is still used as a residence for a small number of retired soldiers }

“Papa will never take me to Paris,” signed the girl.
“You shall go there on your honeymoon,” said Mr. Smith.
Dinner was announced. Aristide gave his arm to Miss Christabel, and proud not only of his partner, but also of
his frock-coat, white tie, and shiny brown boots, strutted into the dining-room. The host sat at the end of the
beautifully set table, his daughter on his right, Aristide on his left. The meal began gaily. The kind Mr. Smith was
in the best of humors.
“And how is our dear old friend, Jules Dancourt?” he asked.
“Tiens!” said Aristide, to himself, “we have a dear friend Jules Dancourt. Wonderfully well,” he replied at a
venture, “but he suffers terribly at times from the gout.”
“So do I, confound it!” said Mr. Smith, drinking sherry.
“You and the good Jules were always sympathetic,” said Aristide. “Ah! he has spoken to me so often about
you, the tears in his eyes.”
“Men cry, my dear, in France,” Mr. Smith explained. “They also kiss each other.”
“Ah, mais c’est un beau pays, Mademoiselle!” cried Aristide, and he began to talk of France and to draw
pictures of his country which set the girl’s eyes dancing. After that he told some of the funny little stories which
had brought him disaster at the academy. Mr. Smith, with jovial magnanimity, declared that he was the first
Frenchman he had ever met with a sense of humor.
“But I thought, Baron,” said he, “that you lived all your life shut up in that old château of yours?”
“Tiens!” thought Aristide. “I am still a Baron, and I have an old château.”
“Tell us about the château. Has it a fosse\fn{Moat} and a drawbridge and a Gothic chapel?” asked Miss
Christabel.
“Which one do you mean?” inquired Aristide, airily. “For I have two.”
When relating to me this Arabian Nights’ adventure, he drew my special attention to his astuteness. His host’s
eye quivered in a wink.
“The one in Languedoc,” said he.
Languedoc! Almost Pujol’s own country! With entire lack of morality, but with picturesque imagination,
Aristide plunged into a description of that non-existent baronial hall. Fosse, drawbridge, Gothic chapel were but
insignificant features. It had tourelles,\fn{Turrets} emblazoned gateways, bastions, donjons,\fn{Keeps} barbicans; it
had innumerable rooms; in the salle des chevaliers two hundred men-at-arms had his ancestors fed in a sitting.
There was the room in which François Premier\fn{ Francis I (1494-1547, King of France from 1515)} had slept, and one in
which Joan of Arc\fn{1412-1431} had almost been assassinated. What the name of himself or of his ancestors was
supposed to be Aristide had no ghost of an idea. But as he proceeded with the erection of his airy palace he
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gradually began to believe in it. He invested the place with a living atmosphere; conjured up a staff of family
retainers, notably one Marie-Joseph Loufoque, the wizened old major-domo, with his long white whiskers and
blue and silvery livery. There were also Madeline Mioulles the cook, and Bernadet the groom, and La Petite
Fripette the goose girl. Ah! they should see La Petite Fripette! And he kept dogs and horses and cows and ducks
and hens—and there was a great pond whence frogs were drawn to feed for the consumption of the household.
Miss Christabel shivered.
“I should not like to eat frogs.”
“They also eat snails,” said her father.
“I have a snail farm,” said Aristide. “You never saw such interesting little animals. They are so intelligent. If
you’re kind to them they come and eat out of your hand.”
“You’ve forgotten the pictures,” said Mr. Smith.
“Ah! the pictures,” cried Aristide, with a wide sweep of his arms. “Galleries full of them. Raphael, Michael
Angelo, Wiertz,\fn{Anton Joseph Wiertz (1806-1865), Belgian painter.} Reynolds\fn{Sir Joshua Reynolds (1723-1792), English
painter.}—”
He paused, not in order to produce the effect of a dramatic aposiopesis,\fn{ The declamatory device of suddenly
breaking off in speech, for dramatic effect } but because he could not for the moment remember other names of painters.
“It is a truly historical château,” said he.
“I should love to see it,” said the girl. Aristide threw out his arms across the table.
“It is yours, Mademoiselle, for your honeymoon,” he said.
Dinner came to an end. Miss Christabel left the gentlemen to their wine, an excellent port whose English
qualities were vaunted by the host. Aristide, full of food and drink and the mellow glories of the castle in
Languedoc, and smoking an enormous cigar, felt at ease with all the world. He knew he should like the kind Mr.
Smith, hospitable though somewhat insular man. He could stay with him for a week—or a month—why not a
year?
After coffee and liqueurs had been served Mr. Smith rose and switched on a powerful electric light at the end
of the large room, showing a picture on an easel covered by a curtain. He beckoned to Aristide to join him and,
drawing the curtain, disclosed the picture.
“There!” said he. “Isn’t it a stunner?”
It was a picture all gray skies and gray water and gray feathery trees, and a little man in the foreground wore a
red cap.
“It is beautiful, but indeed it is magnificent!” cried Aristide, always impressionable to things of beauty.
“Genuine Corot,\fn{Jean-Baptiste-Camille Corot (1796-1875), French painter.} isn’t it?”
“Without doubt,” said Aristide.
His host poked him in the ribs. “I thought I’d astonish you. You wouldn’t believe Gottschalk could have done
it. There it is—as large as life and twice as natural. If you or anyone else can tell it from a genuine Corot I’ll eat
my hat. And all for eight pounds.”
Aristide looked at the beefy face and caught a look of cunning in the little pig’s eyes.
“Now are you satisfied?” asked Mr. Smith.
“More than satisfied,” said Aristide, though what he was to be satisfied about passed, for the moment, his
comprehension.
“If it was a copy of an existing picture, you know—one might have understood it—that, of course, would be
dangerous—but for a man to go and get bits out of various Corots and stick them together like this is miraculous.
If it hadn’t been for a matter of business principle I’d have given the fellow eight guineas\fn{ One pound plus one
shilling = 1 guinea. It is no longer a coin, as such; but the expression remains in continuous use, merchandise is sometimes labeled so-andso-many guineas, and one is clearly expected to know what it means } instead of pounds—hanged if I wouldn’t! He deserves

it.”
“He does indeed,” said Aristide Pujol.
“And now that you’ve seen it with your own eyes, what do you think you might ask me for it? I suggested
something between two and three thousand—shall we say three? You’re the owner, you know.” Again the process
of rib-digging. “Came out of that historic château of yours. My eye! You’re a holy terror when you begin to talk.
You almost persuaded me it was real.”
“Tiens!” said Aristide to himself. “I don’t seem to have a château after all.”
“Certainly three thousand,” said he, with a grave face.
“That young man thinks he knows a lot, but he doesn’t,” said Mr. Smith.
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“Ah!” said Aristide, with singular laconism.
“Not a blooming thing,” continued his host. “But he’ll pay three thousand, which is the principal, isn’t it? He’s
partner in the show, you know, Ralston, Wiggins, and Wix’s Brewery”—Aristide pricked up his ears—“and when
his doddering old father dies he’ll be Lord Ranelagh and come into a million of money.”
“Has he seen the picture?” asked Aristide.
“Oh, yes. Regards it as a masterpiece. Didn’t Brauneberger tell you of the Lancret\fn{ Nicholas Lancret (1690-1743),
French painter.} we planted on the American?” Mr. Smith rubbed hearty hands at the memory of the iniquity.
“Same old game. Always easy. I have nothing to do with the bargaining or the sale. Just an old friend of the
ruined French nobleman with the historic château and family treasures. He comes along and fixes the price. I told
our friend Harry—”
“Good,” thought Aristide. “This is the same Honorable Harry, M.P., who is engaged to the ravishing Miss
Christabel.”
“I told him,” said Mr. Smith, “that it might come to three or four thousand. He jibbed a bit—so I when I wrote
to you I said two or three. But you might try him with three to begin with.”
Aristide went back to the table and poured himself out a fresh glass of his kind host’s 1865 brandy and drank it
off.
“Exquisite, my dear fellow,” said he. “I’ve none finer in my historic château.”
“Don’t suppose you have,” grinned the host, joining him. He slapped him on the back.
“Well,” said he, with a shifty look in his little pig’s eyes, “let us talk business. What do you think would be
your fair commission? You see, all the trouble and invention have been mine. What do you say to four hundred
pounds?”
A sudden gleam came into the little pig’s eyes.
“Done!” said Mr. Smith, who had imagined that the other would demand a thousand and was prepared to pay
eight hundred.
“Done!” said he again.
They shook hands to seal the bargain and drank another glass of old brandy. At that moment, a servant,
entering, took the host aside.
“Please excuse me a moment,” said he, and went with the servant out of the room.
Aristide, left alone, lighted another of his kind host’s fat cigars and threw himself in a great leathern armchair
by the fire, and surrendered himself deliciously to the soothing charm of the moment. Now and then he laughed,
finding a certain comicality in his position. And what a charming father-in-law, this kind Mr. Smith!
His cheerful reflections were soon disturbed by the sudden irruption of his host and a grizzled, elderly, foxyfaced gentleman with a white moustache, wearing the ribbon of the Legion of Honor\fn{ One of France’s highest
decorations for outstanding achievements in civilian or military life; instituted by Napoleon in 1802 .} in his button-hole of his
overcoat.
“Here, you!” cried the kind Mr. Smith, striding up to Aristide, with a very red face. “Will you have the
kindness to tell me who the devil you are?”
Aristide rose, and, putting his hands behind the tails of his frock-coat, stood smiling radiantly on the hearthrug.
A wit much less alert than my irresponsible friend’s would have instantly appreciated the fact that the real Simon
Pure had arrived on the scene.
“I, my dear friend,” said he, “am the Baron de Je ne Sais Plus.”
“You’re a confounded imposter,” spluttered Mr. Smith.
“And this gentleman here to whom I have not the pleasure of being introduced?” asked Aristide, blandly.
“I am M. Poiron, Monsieur, the agent of Messrs. Brauneberger and Compaigne, art dealers, of the rue NotreDame des Petits Champs of Paris,” said the newcomer, with an air of defiance.
“Ah, I thought you were the Baron,” said Aristide.
“There’s no blooming Baron at all about it!” screamed Mr. Smith. “Are you Poiron, or is he?”
“I would not have a name like Poiron for anything in the world,” said Aristide. “My name is Aristide Pujol,
soldier of fortune, at your service.”
“How the blazes did you get here?”
“Your servant asked me if I was a French gentleman from Manchester. I was. He said that Mr. Smith had sent
his carriage for me. I thought it hospitable of the kind Mr. Smith. I entered the carriage—et voilà!”
“Then clear out of here this very minute,” said Mr. Smith, reaching forward his hand to the bell-push.
Aristide checked his impulsive action.
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“Pardon me, dear host,” said he. “It is raining dogs and cats outside. I am very comfortable in your luxurious
home. I am here, and here I stay.”
“I’m shot if you do,” said the kind Mr. Smith, his face growing redder and uglier. “Now, will you go out, or
will you be thrown out?”
Aristide, who had no desire whatever to be ejected from this snug nest into the welter of the wet and friendless
world, puffed at his cigar, and looked at his host with the irresistible drollery of his eyes.
“You forget, mon cher ami,” said he, “that neither the beautiful Miss Christabel nor her affianced, the
Honorable Harry, M.P., would care to know that the talented Gottchalk got only eight pounds, not even guineas,
for painting that three-thousand-pound picture.”
“So it’s blackmail, eh?”
“Precisely,” said Aristide, “and I don’t blush at it.”
“You infernal little blackguard!”
“I seem to be in congenial company,” said Aristide. “I don’t think our friend M. Poiron has more scruples than
he has right to the ribbon of the Legion of Honor which he is wearing.”
“How much will you take to go out? I have a cheque-book handy.”
Mr. Smith moved a few steps from the hearthrug. Aristide sat down in the armchair. An engaging, fantastic
impudence was one of the charms of Aristide Pujol.
“I’ll take five hundred pounds,” said he, “to stay in.”
“Stay in?” Mr. Smith grew apoplectic.
“Yes,” said Aristide. “You can’t do without me. Your daughter and your servants know me as M. le Baron—by
the way, what is my name? And where is my historic château in Languedoc?”
“Mireilles,” said M. Poiron, who was sitting grim and taciturn on one of the dining-room chairs. “And the
place is the same, near Montpellier.”
“I like to meet an intelligent man,” said Aristide.
“I should like to wring your infernal neck,” said the kind Mr. Smith. “But, by George, if we do let you in you’ll
have to sign me a receipt implicating yourself up to the hilt. I’m not going to be put into the cart by you, you can
bet your life.”
“Anything you like,” said Aristide, “so long as we all swing together.”
*
Now, when Aristide Pujol arrived at this point in his narrative, I, his chronicler, who am nothing if not an
eminently respectable, law-abiding Briton, took him warmly to task for his sheer absence of moral sense. His
eyes, as they sometimes did, assumed a luminous pathos.
“My dear friend,” said he, “have you ever faced the world in a foreign country in December with no character
and fifteen pounds five and three pence in your pocket? Five hundred pounds was a fortune. It is one now. And to
be gained just by lending oneself to a good farce, which didn’t hurt anybody. You and your British morals! Bah!”
said he, with a fine flourish.
*
Aristide, after much parleying, was finally admitted into the nefarious brotherhood. He was to retain his rank
as the Baron de Mireilles, and play the part of the pecuniarily inconvenienced nobleman forced to sell some of his
rare collection. Mr. Smith had heard of the Corot through their dear old common friend, Jules Dancourt of
Rheims, had mentioned it alluringly to the Honorable Harry, had arranged for the Baron, who was visiting
England, to bring it over and dispatch it to Mr. Smith’s house, and on his return from Manchester to pay a visit to
Mr. Smith, so that he could meet the Honorable Harry in person. In whatever transaction ensued Mr. Smith, so far
as his prospective son-in-law was concerned, was to be the purely disinterested friend. It was Aristide’s wit which
invented a part for the supplanted M. Poiron. He should be the eminent Parisian expert who, chancing to be in
London, had been telephoned for by the kind Mr. Smith.
“It would not be wise for M. Poiron,” said Aristide, chuckling inwardly with puckish glee, “to stay here for the
night—or for two or three days—or a week—like myself. He must go back to his hotel when the business is
concluded.”
“Mais, pardon!” cried M. Poiron, who had been formally invited and had arrived late solely because he had
missed his train at Manchester, and come on by the next one. “I cannot go out into the wet, and I have no hotel to
go to.” Aristide appealed to his host.
“But he is unreasonable, cher ami. He must play his rôle. M. Poiron has been telephoned for. He can’t possibly
stay here. Surely five hundred pounds is worth one little night of discomfort? And there are a legion of hotels in
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London.”
“Five hundred pounds!” exclaimed M. Poiron. “Qu’est-ce que vous chantez là? I want more than five hundred
pounds.”
“Then you’re jolly well not going to get it,” cried Mr. Smith, in a rage. “And as for you”—he turned on
Aristide—“I’ll wring your infernal neck yet.”
“Calm yourself, calm yourself!” smiled Aristide, who was enjoying himself hugely.
At this moment the door opened and Miss Christabel appeared. On seeing the decorated stranger she started
with a little “Oh!” of surprise.
“I beg your pardon.” Mr. Smith’s angry face wreathed itself in smiles.
“This, my darling, is M. Poiron, the eminent Paris expert, who has been good enough to come and give us his
opinion on the picture.” M. Poiron bowed. Aristide advanced.
“Mademoiselle, your appearance is like a mirage in a desert.” She smiled indulgently and turned to her father.
“I’ve been wondering what had become of you. Harry has been here for the last half-hour.”
“Bring him in, dear child, bring him in!” said Mr. Smith, with all the heartiness of the fine old English
gentleman. “Our good friends are dying to meet him.”
The girl flickered out of the room like a sunbeam (the phrase is Aristide’s), and the three precious rascals put
their heads together in a hurried and earnest colloquy. Presently Miss Christabel returned, and with her came the
Honorable Harry Ralston, a tall, soldierly fellow, with close-cropped fair curly hair and a fair moustache, and
frank blue eyes that, even in Parliament, had seen no harm in his fellow-creatures. Aristide’s magical vision
caught him wincing ever so little at Mr. Smith’s effusive greeting and overdone introductions. He shook Aristide
warmly by the hand.
“You have a beauty there, Baron, a perfect beauty,” said he, with the insane ingenuousness of youth. “I wonder
how you can mange to part with it.”
“Ma foi,” said Aristide, with his back against the end of the dining-table and gazing at the masterpiece. “I have
so many at the Château de Mireilles. When one begins to collect, you know—and when one’s grandfather and
father have had also the divine mania—”
“You were saying, M. le Baron,” said M. Poiron of Paris, “that your respected grandfather bought this direct
from Corot himself.”
“A commission,” said Aristide. My grandfather was a patron of Corot.”
“Do you like it, dear?” asked the Honorable Harry.
“Oh, yes!” replied the girl, fervently. “It is beautiful. I feel like Harry about it.” She turned to Aristide. “How
can you part with it? Were you really in earnest when you said you would like me to come and see your
collection?”
“For me,” said Aristide, “it would be a visit of enchantment.”
“You must take me, then,” she whispered to Harry. “The Baron has been telling us about his lovely old
château.”
“Will you come, monsieur?” asked Aristide.
“Since I’m going to rob you of your picture,” said the young man, with smiling courtesy, “the least I can do is
pay you a visit of apology. Lovely!” said he, going up to the Corot.
Aristide took Miss Christabel, now more bewitching than ever with the glow of young love in her eyes and a
flush on her cheek, a step or two aside and whispered:
“But he is charming, your fiancé! He almost deserves his good fortune.”
“Why almost?” she laughed, shyly.
“It is not a man, but a demi-god, that would deserve you, Mademoiselle.” M. Poiron’s harsh voice broke out.
“You see, it is painted in the beginning of Corot’s later manner—it is 1864. There is the mystery which, when
he was quite an old man, became a trick. If you were to put it up to auction at Christie’s\fn{ With Sotheby’s, one of the
more famous auction houses of the known world} it would fetch, I am sure, five thousand pounds.”
“That’s more than I can afford to give,” said the young man, with a laugh. “Mr. Smith mentioned something
between three and four thousand pounds. I don’t think I can go above three.”
“I have nothing to do with it, my dear boy, nothing whatever,” said Mr. Smith, rubbing his hands. “You wanted
a Corot. I said I thought I could put you on to one. It’s for the Baron here to mention his price. I retire now and for
ever.”
“Well, Baron?” said the young man, cheerfully. “What’s your idea?”
Aristide came forward and resumed his place at the end of the table. The picture was in front of him beneath
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the strong electric light; on his left stood Mr. Smith and Poiron, on his right Miss Christabel and the Honorable
Harry.
“I’ll not take three thousand pounds for it,” said Aristide. “A picture like that! Never!”
“I assure you it would be a fair price,” said Poiron.
“You mentioned that figure yourself only just now,” said Mr. Smith, with an ugly glitter in his little pig’s eyes.
“I presume, gentlemen,” said Aristide, “that this picture is my own property.” He turned engagingly to his host.
“Is it not, cher ami?”
“Of course it is. Who said it wasn’t?”
“And you, M. Poiron, acknowledge formally that it is mine?” he asked, in French.
“Sans aucun doute.”
“Eh bien,” said Aristide, throwing open his arms and gazing round sweetly.
“I have changed my mind. I do not sell the picture at all.”
“Not sell it? What the—what do you mean?” asked Mr. Smith, striving to mellow the gathering thunder on his
brow.
“I do not sell,” said Aristide. “Listen, my dear friends!” He was in the seventh heaven of happiness—the
principal man, the star, taking the center of the stage. “I have an announcement to make to you. I have fallen
desperately in love with Mademoiselle.”
There was a general gasp. Mr. Smith looked at him, red-faced and open-mouthed. Miss Christabel blushed
furiously and emitted a sound half between a laugh and a scream. Harry Ralston’s eyes flashed.
“My dear sir—” he began.
“Pardon,” said Aristide, disarming him with the merry splendor of his glance. “I do not wish to take
Mademoiselle from you. My love is hopeless! I know it. But it will feed me to my dying day. In return for the joy
of this hopeless passion I will not sell you the picture—I give it to you as a wedding present.”
He stood, with the air of a hero, both arms extended towards the amazed pair of lovers.
“I give it to you,” said he. “It is mine. I have no wish but for your happiness. In my Château de Mireilles there
are a hundred others.”
“This is madness!” said Mr. Smith, bursting with suppressed indignation, so that his bald head grew scarlet.
“My dear fellow!” said Mr. Harry Ralston. “It is unheard-of generosity on your part. But we can’t accept it.”
“Then,” said Aristide, advancing dramatically to the picture, “I take it under my arm, I put it in a hansom cab,
and I go with it back to Languedoc.”
Mr. Smith caught him by the wrist and dragged him out of the room.
“You little brute! Do you want your neck broken?”
“Do you want the marriage of your daughter with the rich and Honorable Harry broken?” asked Aristide.
“Oh, damn! Oh, damn! Oh, damn!” cried Mr. Smith, stamping about helplessly and half weeping.
Aristide entered the dining-room and beamed on the company.
“The kind Mr. Smith has consented. Mr. Honorable Harry and Miss Christabel, there is your Corot. And now,
may I be permitted?” He rang the bell. A servant appeared.
“Some champagne to drink to the health of the fiancés,” he cried. “Lots of champagne.”
Mr. Smith looked at him almost admiringly.
“By Jove!” he muttered. “You have got a nerve.”
*
“Voilà!” said Aristide, when he had finished the story.
“And did they accept the Corot?” I asked.
“Of course. It is hanging now in the big house in Hampshire. I stayed with the kind Mr. Smith for six weeks,”
he added, doubling himself up in his chair and hugging himself with mirth, “and we became very good friends.
And I was at the wedding.”
“And what about their honeymoon visit to Languedoc?”
“Alas!” said Aristide. “The morning before the wedding I had a telegram—it was from my old father at
Aigues-Mortes—to tell me that the historic Château de Mireilles, with my priceless collection of pictures, had
been burned to the ground.”
1920
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46.73 Excerpt from Whole Of A Morning Sky\fn{by Grace Nichols (1950Division, Guyana (F) 8

)}

Georgetown, Demerara-Mahaica

… Ivy Payne groaned, turned, lifted herself up, her elbows supporting her body on the hard fiber mattress that
lay on a bed of wooden planks. She stayed that way for a few nodding moments, then gently hoisted herself over
the sleeping limbs of her children and stumbled, not quite fully awake, into the dark passageway that led to the
kitchen. On her way she passed a small bedroom in which her eldest son and his wife and children were sleeping.
Her second son, Vibert, had again slept out for she couldn’t see his long, awkward frame curled up on the bedding
on the drawing-room floor.
Ivy didn’t feel like going down to the yard bathroom and contented herself with splashing cold water on her
face at the back window, scrubbing her teeth with some kitchen salt and rinsing the night away.
Today was Friday and she must hurry down to the abattoir before all the good runners and blood for her black
pudding were sold out. She had taken up with the business ever since her trawler fishing husband had died four
years ago, leaving her with the six children. After his death she was forced to sell their Broad Street cake shop and
take up residence in one of the Ramsammy’s run-down little houses in the Charlestown yard.
She supported herself and children with the black pudding money and from what she made at her weekly
Saturday night dances. She couldn’t depend on her eldest son for anything, now that he had his own family. But
she did get some extra help from her man-friend, Cyril.
Cyril, a plumpish middle-aged man, came about twice a week. On these occasions Ivy made up a bed for the
other children on the floor outside with Vibert so they would have some privacy. Cyril always came very late at
nights, picking his way around the sleeping bodies, and left in the morning before they woke up. He himself
worked on the waterfront as a stevedore and his contributions to Ivy’s family came in useful.
Vibert hated the best bone in Cyril for reasons peculiar to himself. At nineteen he was sullen and brooding and
at nights would lie staring at the quiet face of his father’s photograph which his mother had carefully hung on the
drawing-room wall. He could hear the shaking of the bed in his brother’s room. He could endure that. What he
couldn’t stand was the sight of his mother’s locked door and the knowledge that Cyril was inside there with her.
The thought of Cyril’s smooth body and slick hair next to his mother’s healthy darkness aroused such a fury in
him. He felt she had no shame. He remembered the way she had carried on at his father’s funeral, throwing
herself across the coffin, but that was like a woman all over, he thought, quick to forget. Now he had to restrain
himself from kicking the shaky door in and dragging the man out of the house, down the steps and right through
the passageway. Also the way his mother had of putting aside Cyril’s food first in the glass bowl made him sour
inside.
Ever since the night that Vibert had ripped away her nightdress Ivy felt that some indefinable thread in the
relationship between mother and son had been severed. That was the last time she had tried beating him.
Vibert would always remember the look of outraged astonishment on her face, her tears afterwards. He didn’t
know what had possessed him that night. It had nothing to do with her shouting that he had no ambition or the
blows she rained about his head and neck. In the act of deliberately ripping her nightdress he thought he was
showing her the complete disrespect which he felt he now had for her.
*
Ivy lit the kerosene stove in the kitchen, then hurried back to the bedroom to dress. When she came out she
added three heaping pot-spoons of sugar to the water on the stove, unplugged two tiny balls of paper from a tin of
evaporated milk and poured a little in. She didn’t trust her biggest girl, June, with the milk. She lifted down a
basket of bread which she had baked the day before and placed a tin of margarine beside it. June would give the
others their bread and tea later. Ivy helped herself only to a cup of the hot thin tea as she didn’t want to get wind in
her stomach, then she tied her head with a blue head-tie, picked up her red shopping bag and hurried out of the
house.
She picked her way along the passageway, stepping on the odd pieces of board precariously laid down. Apart
from the clanking of pans which came from Mrs. LaIl’s hut and which only reinforced Ivy’s belief that she was
haunted, the yard was still asleep. Ivy passed the remaining range of rooms, patches of black crouching in the
softening dawn, and stepped out into the cool streets.
She walked like a woman filled with sweet life, the red shopping bag with two large brown bottles fitted
snugly into the crook of her arm, her cotton shift of red and yellow flowers blowing gently at the knees of her
sturdy polished legs. A pale half moon still hovered in the skies and the streets had hardly begun to stir. Passing a
rum shop, Ivy spat at the scent of urine that would dissipate itself in the sunshine later in the day.
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She liked to start a day like this, untouched by the hungry, peevish faces of her children or the bawling of her
son’s baby. On days like this she felt strong, basking in her ability to cut and contrive and to make a living for her
children. It wasn’t good to depend on any man and, even though she appreciated Cyril’s help, she intended to
make life her own way.
Ivy’s thoughts continued to flow in serene contentment until she neared the Stabroek Market with all the buses
lined up from the night before. Then it all came back. The news about the general strike last night. Ivy stopped in
her tracks, the red bag slipped down her arm to her fingers.
“Oh, Christ! I forget everything bout dis kiss-me-ass strike,” the words broke involuntarily from her lips in a
strangled kind of way.
“Shit,” she went on, sucking her teeth, “don’t tell me dis going mean I kyant get no runners and blood to buy.”
Ivy looked around in agitation as if seeking someone to tell her just what the strike would mean.
When she had heard the news from her eldest son, Marcus, last night, the thought that it would affect her black
pudding had never entered her head for some reason. Now realization was beginning to dawn.
Ivy stood there in a fit of indecision for a full five minutes. Across by the market she could see a few vendors
standing uncertainly around their boxes of produce. Then she decided that she wouldn’t turn back. She would go
down to the abattoir and beg someone there to help her. There must be someone there, one of the men she joked
with week after week. She didn’t mind waiting the entire morning just as long as she got some blood and runners.
She had come to depend too much on it, not only the money which made things stretch far into the week, but on
the activity itself, the stuffing and the boiling and the cutting in a kitchen full of the scents of thyme and peppers,
while every few minutes someone came around to the back door for a “fifty cents black pudding” or “a dollar
black pudding.”
Ivy was just in time to see the night watchman rolling his bicycle away from the faded government abattoir
building as she swung the corner into the street. He was moving away from her and she raised her arms and began
to clap frantically, calling:
“Hee-ooo, hee-ooo.” He heard her and turned his bicycle around.
“Is what you doing here, girl? You en hear bout de strike?” he asked as he came near her.
“Jesus Christ,” said Ivy.
“Is where you living, girl?” he chided her.
“But I must get mill blood and runners,” said Ivy. “You kyant help me?”
“Me!” he exclaimed. “Sista, I would advise you to go home. You wasting yuh time waiting here. Nobody
coming to work here dis morning. You see me. Is home I going home. No more nightshift till I hear dis strike call
off. I would advise you to go home. When dem abattoir people come down here they en coming to work. They
coming fuh demonstrate like de union say. I been at the meeting yesterday an I know what I talking bout.”
Ivy was only half listening to him. Already she could visualize how hard the coming week would be if she
failed. But when the watchman suggested slyly that she meet him later that afternoon, her eyes returned swiftly to
the present, and with a “haul yuh ole tail,” she sent him riding slowly away.
Ivy could feel the fingers of the sun eating into the hollow of her back, could feel the cool little trickles of
perspiration running down her neck. She had been waiting for hours outside the abattoir along with four other
women, all regular black puddings makers, all sticking around to see if they would have any luck.
So far no luck.
*
The workers inside the compound who kept arriving in ones and twos were there to picket, not work. Some
squatted in front of the main doorway in the shade while the bolder ones walked slowly up and down to display
the placards pinned on their chests. Fresh from yesterday’s bidding by the union, they were determined to play
their part.
Ivy went up to one of the women carrying placards to find out exactly what was going on. The woman whose
sign read, “Workers Will Die For Their Rights,” simply said:
“Is up to you all if you want to wait but I don’t think the abattoir opening up today.”
The other black pudding women didn’t seem as put out as Ivy. In fact they seemed to be enjoying the novelty
of seeing women like themselves strolling up and down with placards.
“Come, Ivy girl, what you going do?” they advised her with good-humored resignation. “Don’t let the black
pudding money kill yuh.”
“We have to do something to bring down this bold face cammanist,”\fn{ Communist} Mavis, a hardened woman,
philosophized. Ivy sucked her teeth.
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“What de hell you know bout cammanist?” she said contemptuously.
“But how yuh mean, mih dear darling,” retorted Mavis, “dem cammanists does take away everything. Down to
yuh own quarter pound here,” she said, putting her hand protectively between her legs, “yuh can’t call yuh own.”
A burst of belly laughter followed.
“Mind yuh jokes, Mavis, yuh know I have a weak bladder,” another woman admonished.
After a while Ivy detached herself from the women and went up to the man leaning against the door. She had
seen him several times before giving orders inside the abattoir.
“God, this woman ent mean to give up,” said the man. “Look, lady, you don’t understand a strike on? The store
close. Nobody working today, an I can’t help you. You going just have to do without de the black-pudding money
this week.”
*
Midday, and the sun glinting harshly on galvanized zinc roofs; glistening on the heavy brown of the Demerara
River; wilting the heads of hibiscus flowers; beating down on the mass demonstration at the parade ground, and
on the different pickets being staged in front of government buildings around Georgetown.
The police, responding to the government’s ban on all public meetings, were on their way, not so much out of
concern or sympathy with the government, but just complying with orders from their chief. Truckloads of them
with batons and shields and tear gas began to arrive at the various scenes.
Outside the Ministry of Labor, a crowd had already entrenched itself. Women were sitting flat out in front of
the building, thighs spread out before them like giant hams. As the black-clad figures hopped out of the police
truck, the women broke into the workers’ song:
We shall not, no,
We shall not be moved.
We shall not, no,
We shall not be moved.
Just like the trees standing by the water,
We shall not be moved.

The women indeed looked as if they couldn’t be moved, massive flesh sunk below, making themselves as
heavy as possible. The police regarded them hesitantly. Each face wore the same taunting provocative expression,
daring to be moved.
But the police had to do something. Two young policemen each placed a hand under the sweating armpits of a
woman and heaved. A tall woman got up and deliberately threw herself against one of the policemen, twisting the
angle of his hat, and turning to the crowd:
“Yuh see. Yuh see. Yuh see how he push me?”
“Yes, we see. We see. We see how he push yuh,” the crowd chanted back.
At the electricity company the mood was ugly as crowds sent bricks and bottles flying into the building in
protest at the work still taking place inside by some staff members.
“All you scabs, bring yuh tail out here,” was the cry. As the bricks and bottles increased the police moved in.
People rushed madly to escape the sudden fumes of tear gas, stumbling into nearby yards for water to wet their
faces. A woman cried out:
“O God, de gas choking me baby.”
Even though the baby recovered, rumor spread that police teargas had just killed a baby. Two babies. And that
was all it took to set gangs of youths who had attached themselves to the pickets and demonstrations kicking over
street bins and smashing store windows.
Ivy and Mavis were still on the streets when news reached them that looting had started and the white
superintendent of police had just been shot in another part of the city.
“Something been telling me all marning dat dis woulda happen,” said Mavis, panting to keep up with Ivy.
From the smaller side streets they could see people swarming out to join the crowds. Ivy even recognized some of
the prostitutes who strolled around the Tiger Bay area.
“Wha happen? Wha happen?” she said, running forward a little to stop the man panting heavily towards them
on his bicycle. But the man, his dark face oozing perspiration, didn’t stop.
“Is madness break loose,” he said, continuing on his way.
Another man flew by, doubled over his bicycle handles, laden down with all sorts of bags, three shoe boxes
clipped on to the carrier at the back of his bike, two new umbrellas still in their plastic cases dangling from the
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back of his collar.
“Christ!” said Ivy, standing still for a moment and watching the thickening movement of people ahead of her.
As she and Mavis got closer to the crowds and stores, they could see that the looting was in full swing. Men,
women and youngsters, looking as if they’d just been through a bad scuffle, emerged from stores with bolts of
cloth, shoes, arms full of clothing, anything they could manage to carry.
Seeing one rumpled woman stagger past her with arms full of bath towels and nylon panties, Ivy was suddenly
filled with the same madness. Good underwear is a luxury. With Mavis’ bony fingers clutching her arm, she half
ran to the other side of the road and pressed herself against the mob of people now trying to get into another store,
Singh & Sons Ltd. Pushed from behind, her own body was squashed up against the hardness of a man’s wet back,
the scent of his sweat filling her nostrils. The next moment she was swept into the store, minus Mavis on her arm.
The only thought in Ivy’s head was to grab as much as possible. Things like this didn’t happen every day. With a
fearful exhilaration she was thrust again, this time with more than a dozen other people, into an aisle packed with
brand new clothing and a counter with bolt upon bolt of cloth.
Ivy decided to forget the bolts of cloth. They would only hinder her, she needed her hands. But she must hurry,
more and more people coming in, snatching left right and center. A man chucked her out of the way:
“When you getting freeness, lady, you can’t pick and choose.”
Possessed, Ivy began to grab. About a dozen negligees from an open box on the top shelf; another open box of
men’s shirts; a handful of half-slips from below; some brassieres. Shirts under her arm and other things stuffed
into her red bag, Ivy looked further down the line to a bottom shelf of lacy panties disappearing with lightning
swiftness, some into a man’s shirt front, some into a woman’s bosom.
By the time Ivy got to the shelf only crumpled plastic wrapping remained. The store was hot and crowded now
with people snatching just about anything, even two left-side shoes. At the back a raging tug-o-war was going on
for bolts of cloth. Ivy, who was almost being suffocated, pushed her way through on to the pavement, her neatly
brushed, back-pressed hair standing in tufts all over her head.
*
You wonder about her, Miss Sheila. Did she really throw that acid on Mr. Percy face? Because she look so
quiet. If she did, did he really forgive her or only pretending? Why she didn’t go out like the other women to the
shops and stores and market? Why only looking through her window, dressed up, with that smile on her face?
One day she ask you to buy a pack of biscuits from the shop for her. You run up her clean wooden steps quickly,
but you can’t really see inside her house properly. She hand you the money at the door and when you come back
let you keep the three cents change.
But one day you discover you can see into her house, at least into her drawing-room, from a small round hole
in your toilet. Sometimes you peep at her and she don’t even know. Sometimes she’d walk around in a pink halfslip alone and you see her nice big heavy breasts, just a shade lighter than the rest of her skin. You stare,
wondering about she and Mr. Percy, touching your own tiny breasts, only a little bigger than the halves of a twin
guenip.
*
It was Gem who heard the urgency in the voice of the old Indian woman next door.
“Nabe, nabe!”
Perhaps it was the urgency in the voice that made her drop her book so quickly and rush to the back window.
“You want something, Mrs. Lall?” Gem inquired breathlessly, sensing instinctively that something was wrong.
“Tell yuh mudda to look quick,” Mrs. Lall managed, leaning heavily against the wooden paling, a strange ashy
look about her face.
“Mummy, Mrs. Lall say to look quick,” Gem called out, startled by the fright she saw in the old woman’s face.
Clara came in swiftly, wiping her soapy hands on the end of her dress, her brow knitting into its familiar
pucker whenever she suspected something was wrong.
“Mrs. Lall,” she pushed her head out of the window in a half-confiding, half-alarmed manner.
“Nabe, nabe, the town pan fire,” the words came out in a plaintive cry. Clara’s face paled.
“Fire, which fire?” she asked in bewilderment.
“Owh, nabe, dem ah burn down de whole town. Oem thiefing up everything in de stores and market demo. Ah
prapa run, nabe. Look to de front window, de fire all bout de sky.”
At this point Gem listened no further. She ran to the front window and was confronted by the unmistakable
smoke and flames blotting the northern skies. Her cry sent her father, who was resting inside, leaping up, and
Dinah and Anthony too. Behind them Clara was witnessing the scene, three distinctive fires, in quiet amazement.
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“God, to think all this going on and we don’t know a word,” her voice held a note of accusation. Archie had
turned the radio off earlier in the day, a natural act of conservation on his part.
The news of the fire and looting seemed to have reached the rest of the Charlestown yard at the same time, for
moments later, snatches of excited conversation could be heard all around the yard. Dinah and Clara went back to
the kitchen window to listen to the rest of Mrs. Lall’s distraught outpourings. The Ramsammys closed up their
rum shop quickly and Mrs. Ramsammy hurried down from the big house to join Mrs. Lall at the paling, walking
in quick, agitated steps. The two children, Gem and Anthony, bounded around the house. The sight of the flames
seemed to have released a mad surge within them as they grappled with the two emotions, excitement and fear.
“Control yourselves,” snapped Archie as they collided with him in the passageway. But a grimness had settled
over his own countenance. When he switched back on the radio only a solemn interlude of music was coming
through.
Ivy Payne’s children were all out at the front of the road; only Jeanette came across crying for her Mammy,
and Clara placed an arm around her waist and told her that her Mammy was sure to come back just now. For the
rest of the afternoon the Walcotts remained at their front window. The rest of the yard population kept drifting in
and out, standing around with the growing number of people gathered on the grassy sides of the road to watch the
looters going by, or simply to stare at the unruly billowings of smoke and flames licking the skies.
“Guianese people really stupid,” observed Dinah contemptuously, her hair in brown paper screws. “Look how
they burning down their own country, and look at this fool,” she continued, referring to Crazy-Mannie, the black
man who spent most of his time sitting on a box outside the rum shop, plucking out his eyebrows.
Crazy-Mannie kept coming and going, giving everyone a running commentary on what was happening downtown.
“Santos gone,” he announced in a loud dramatic voice, throwing up his hands in the air. Fifteen minutes later
he returned.
“Kirpilany gonnnne … Singh and Brothers gonnnnne … Bookers gonnnne”—gonnnne, meaning under fire,
and at the pronouncement of each “gonnnne” a wave of mounting murmurings came from the watching people.
The people cheered as a short wiry man, his dark face swimming in sweat, came by, pushing a medium-sized
refrigerator laid across the handle bar of his bicycle.
“Today is black people birthday,” he called out, the muscles in his arms steeling against any shift in his
luxurious burden. Others followed with bolts of cloth on their heads, chairs, tables, stereo sets.
Dinah wanted to go out to see some of the action in the streets but Clara was adamant. She could have insisted,
but seeing the anxiety on her mother’s face she gave a resigned but not unhappy suck-teeth and retired to bed with
a book, getting up every once in a while to see the progress of the flames, sparing a thought for Hartley and what
he might be doing.
In spite of the upheaval, there was a quality of unreality about the hot, almost oppressively bright afternoon,
like something out of a Western film, the way the sky was calmly receiving the growing procession of flames.
“Aieee,” said Archie, as he watched more and more people deserting the sides of the road to join the crowds
sweeping downtown for a share in the goodies.
“Well, I choose a bad time to move to this place,” he admitted to Clara, rubbing his forehead. “I tell you, when
the British pull out of here, it’s going to be hell to pay.”
“The British, the British,” muttered Dinah inside, “he’s a real colonialist.”
*
There is something holy about Georgetown at dusk. The Atlantic curling the shoreline, brown and laced with
foam; further out, rough and glowing faintly in the last rays of the afternoon sunlight. The Atlantic, vast and
overwhelming, but so native, as if it belongs to Guiana alone. The Atlantic, kept out by the solid gray sea wall
where the Georgetown people love to meet. The shadow of the ocean and the shield of the wall make a perfect foil
for lovers locked below. At the edge of the jetty a man throwing his cast-net to the deceptively calm water below
is framed against the horizon and a little further inland, the white cathedral and the wooden houses cast peaceful
shadows on to the avenues and streets, the trade winds gentle at this hour.
Dusk tonight over the city of wood is all dancing, orange-black flames, billowing like a Biblical catastrophe.
Some of the Charlestown people were already fetching their belongings out onto the street in a bid to save
something in case the fires reached them. Archie, who regarded most of them as foolish people out to dramatize
every situation, paid no attention to his children’s pleas to let them start fetching out their own furniture.
“The big heavy piano alone gun take an age to lift out,” said Gem in despair. “Is what we waiting for?”
The earlier excitement had long receded, leaving an icy coldness in her hands. She and Anthony kept up their
15

vigil at the window, counting all the fires they could see, making guesses as to how close they were, how long
before reaching their house.
“That one look like it by the jail now,” said little Anthony, “three more corners and then is our house.”
They had to keep calm, Archie thought, as he switched back on the radio. A reporter was describing the worst
of all the fires which began at a drug company on Lombard Street and was sweeping everything in its wake. The
work stoppage at the electricity company meant that the mains were without water and the fire brigades were
grappling with water pumps in the nearby canals. Archie listened to the crackling explosions in the background as
the reporter described the exquisite colors of the flames caused by the chemicals, the blues, the greens, the pinks.
Then he heard a sound coming from under the house and rushed to the back window. Two figures were fetching
some heavy equipment through his back gate. It was Marcus and Vibert, taking a short cut with the afternoon’s
spoils. Ivy had already come back and Clara had sent Jeanette over.
“Well, that is what I call presumption to its height, man,” he said to Clara, “coming through my yard with
stolen goods. I don’t know how people could be so barefaced.”
“Archie, I have more to think about than people fetching things through I yard,” cried Clara vexedly.
Then Mohabir came on the air. He said he had asked the Governor to send for British troops but that Governor
Rothschild had only sent a cable, telling them to be on standby. Clara, who no longer worried to hide her fear
from the children, said:
“But is what the hell he waiting for, for the whole blasted place to burn down? And we can’t even see Conrad,”
she added, thinking how much they could all do with his dangerous, reassuring presence.
They had forgotten all about Mrs. Lall. The children giggled nervously as her short, stout frame came swiftly
and silently into the yard, carrying a brown bag stuffed with clothes. Her voice floated up before her thinly as she
reached the steps:
“Nabe nabe.”
Mrs. Lall was shaking her head from side to side when they opened the door for her. She looked shorter and
older under the bright fluorescent light. Her thin mouth which gave her a sneering appearance merely looked
pathetic now and she seemed like a woman about to make some desperate move.
“Teacha Teacha,” she said to Archie, holding on to the back of a chair to support herself. Archie, who
responded to names of that nature, softened a bit, but his voice when it came was still matter-of-fact:
“So you’re here,” he said, eyeing her brown bag suspiciously. “Well, we have to wait and see what happens.
This is what Guiana has come to.”
“I love black people,” wailed Mrs. Lall, clutching at Clara’s hand distractedly, “I really love dose people.”
“Don’t distress yourself too much, Mrs. Lall,” said Clara, “All we can do is leave everything in God’s hands.”
As soon as Archie went inside Mrs. Lall began to plead:
“Owh nabe, I-yuh must tek me with I-yuh when you going, me na go give no trouble.”
“We don’t know what we doing yet, nabe,” said Clara.
But around eight o’clock it was decided that Dinah and the children should spend the night at their Cousin
Wilma in Agricola, a small village on the East Bank, just outside Georgetown. Dinah could be depended on to get
them there safely.
*
You, Dinah and Anthony walk quickly, taking short cuts through some of the quieter backstreets. Groups of
people still standing about the roads gazing up at the skies. As you walk you keep looking back at the skies too,
counting all the orange blazes like billowing bottle lamps in the sky. You feel like a girl in one of those schoolgirl
comics. A heroine looking back at her city in ruins.
As you walk, with a bag of clothes hanging from your shoulder, nothing tell you that you’d ever see your home
again. The rocking-chair, the settee, the big piano, the small coconut palm at the front of the yard and that purple
plant, the gooseberry tree. All would be gone, maybe the entire Charlestown yard, nothing remaining in the
morning but the blackened earth. But you feel calm. Full of a calm, frightened excitement.
“If the worst comes to the worst,” Dinah say, “Mummy and Daddy will follow, bringing Mrs. Lall, I suppose.”
*
Although she had received no word about their coming, Cousin Wilma, who was a distant cousin, welcomed
them as if she’s been expecting them all afternoon. She lived at the end of a long dark yard in a small house,
almost hidden by a tremendous guenip tree which seemed to be guarding the house in its immense shadow.
Cousin Wilma, who was in her mid-forties and due to be married soon, was a seamstress, a plump, light brown
woman with wavy hair and eyes that spoke of many calamities. Within the last week a zinc sheet had come off her
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kitchen roof, she had twisted her ankle and her bicycle was stolen.
“I don’t know, it just seem to be my luck,” she would say.
Her house, which gave off an earthy, musty scent was strewn with ends of cloth, strips of blue, patches of
green and flowered triangles. Her bed was covered with half-finished dresses, fashion books and new, folded
materials as yet untouched by her femininely fashioning hands.
She could never complete anything in time though, so the people who gave her work usually lied that they
needed the particular dress or skirt a day or two before they actually did. In any case, they still had to undergo
hours of sulky waiting while she stitched, pinned and hemmed, and related the incident that had prevented her
from completing it.
Tonight she was thirsty for news of the fire which she couldn’t see because of the big factory buildings at the
head of the main road. Dinah told her all about it and she responded:
“But is whuh we coming to nuh,” in her soft, rounded voice which flowed between English and Creole, as the
mood swayed her.
She cleared the bed by gathering everything up and dropping it loosely into a sheet on the floor. Dinah and
Gem could sleep with her on the bed and Anthony on the carpet in the corner. She wasn’t making her own bridal
dress, she said, because it was unlucky for a bride to do that.
It was a good thing she had some bakes left back. She made them some Ovaltine to go with the bakes and they
devoured them hungrily. Then she went on talking.
She needed reassurance about marrying James. She didn’t know whether she was doing the right thing at her
age. She had met him one afternoon as she was crossing a street in Georgetown. He was driving his car and had
pulled up to let her pass, then he had turned around and offered her a lift. Dinah had met him only once and
thought he was horrible, a big vulgar-looking man of about sixty with flat, squashy lips in a sour, pompous face.
But she didn’t say any of these things. Instead she just listened and smiled as if this marriage was going to be
the most natural and beautiful thing.
Cousin Wilma’s house seemed miles away from the frantic burning world she had left an hour ago.
*
Archie, Clara and Mrs. Lall kept their vigil. The fires did seem to be looking more under control and at about
five o’clock the next morning the British troops arrived. The Governor had sent another cable ordering them in.
As the skies gave way to grayish dawn, Mrs. Lall slowly made her way back to her own home. She didn’t look
relieved but merely like one whose fate had been suspended. Although they hadn’t slept a wink, on the morning
after the fires both Clara and Archie felt in lighter spirits. Perhaps it was the knowledge of the sober-looking
British soldiers in the country.
With a calm air of propriety the troops were now guarding the charred, smoking ruins around the city which
they had already cordoned off—what was left of big department stores and shops and buildings. It would take at
least a week before anyone could venture to search among the twisted black wreckage of mattress springs and
bicycle frames, chromium tables and steel chests and other red hot junk—iron and black metal skeletons, the only
survivors of a death by fire.
Throughout the week people left their homes specifically to see the sight, standing around in chastened little
crowds, staring in awe at the disfigurements. Staring too at the green-clad soldiers whose presence, more than
anything, said that what had happened was a really big thing.
The police began their laborious and almost fruitless task of searching for stolen goods, prising up the floor
boards of the homes of people whom they suspected. But everything, it seemed, was too well buried or hidden. A
curfew too came into being every night from ten.
*
But in spite of everything, things began to resume a more normal rhythm. Many modifications were made in
the budget. The strike was called off. People were going to work again, except for those who had lost their jobs
with the fires. Buses were running. Factories were humming.
On Dinah’s first morning back after the fires, Hartley came in late and threw down his haversack.
“We never learn. We never learn,” he said in despair at her table. “This is just what the Americans want. We’ve
played right into their bloody hands. Now we have the British troops to take care of the natives who can’t take
care of themselves.”
*
And as the laws of nature would have it, every action has a reaction: so too the coming of the soldiers on the
female section of the population. Within a few weeks of their coming soldiers and young women were being
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married, no less than three or four couples every week in the city’s various churches. The Sunday papers gave
their full blessings to these weddings which were seen as a tribute to the beauty of Guianese womanhood. Week
after week they carried the smiling photographs of each couple and the accompanying tender story of soldier and
local girl who had fallen in love at first sight. One man boasted how he was able to marry off all his daughters in
the space of a few months and more and more people flocked the churches to witness the sight of meek, blondand dark-haired bridegrooms being whisked away by smiling local girls. A hardy British soldier even managed to
drag one of the well-known Georgetown prostitutes to the altar and some of the “unluckier” women gnashed their
teeth, marriage to a white foreigner being synonymous with a life of luxury and ease.
Then there was Cousin Wilma’s wedding.
It was decided that, since her yard was so long and treacherous and the church in which she was being married
was so close to the Walcott’s, she should dress from their home. And though it was the smallest of weddings it
seemed that the traditional confusion would still reign. It was a seven o’clock wedding but up to six-thirty the
bridal dress hadn’t arrived as yet.
Clara combed out her hair hurriedly, and started out for the seamstress who lived a ten-minute walk away,
leaving Wilma in her underwear on the verge of tears. She met the seamstress about halfway down the street, a
short, dark, God-fearing woman who broke out in cold sweat at the sight of Mrs. Walcott. There had been some
mishap, she explained in an agonized fashion. She had finished Wilma’s dress at twelve o’clock the night before
and had it all wrapped up to deliver early this morning. But her eldest daughter, without looking inside the parcel,
had handed it to the young boy who had come early this morning to collect his sister’s dress. The sister was also
going to a wedding. She was on her way to remedy the mishap, she explained, breathing hard, her eyes pleading
for understanding.
“For God sake, hurry then,” said Clara, and at these words the seamstress broke into a run.
Back at the Walcott’s house, a group of women were standing at the gate even though nobody knew how they
had heard of the wedding.
At a quarter to seven a gray car containing Wilma’s elderly cousin drove up to the gate and honked twice. He
was a small-chested man, dressed in an impressive gray suit with a neatly folded white handkerchief at his breast
pocket. Today he was the father-giver, and his face reflected the task.
Some of the women who were standing at the head of the bridge went to stare at him through the car window
and he regarded them coldly and told the chauffeur to blow his horn again. Gem came running out to tell him that
Wilma wasn’t ready and that he must come back in about ten minutes. The car drove off with the elderly cousin
sitting straight-faced. At the promptings of the women, Gem explained to them about the dress.
“I don’t like the sound of that attall,” a plump woman broke out even before Gem had finished speaking, and
they turned to give each other knowing looks.
“Something fishy guying on,” said another woman eagerly and they began to talk among themselves, putting
forward their own reasons as to the delay of the dress.
All felt that obeah was involved.
All sided with the bride.
Meanwhile, Wilma, who had taken Clara’s advice on everything, insisted on wearing foundation make-up and
rouge and outlining her nicely shaped brows in heavy black pencil, drawing them down in two arcs which
immediately gave her a hooded look. But she felt that she needed a new face to cope with the new identity she
was going to assume.
Like many Guianese brides, she looked completely different from her usual self. The smooth texture of her still
firm cheeks had taken on a putty-like appearance. Her hair, which had been pressed too straight the day before,
fell lank and flat around her skull. Her face looked strained from the constriction of the white corset she had
struggled into.
At exactly five minutes to seven the gray car with Aunt Wilma’s cousin drove up again and honked. The
elderly cousin waited for about a minute then hopped out in vexation and said in a trembling voice:
“Doesn’t Wilma know the time? It’s now,” he said, pausing for effect, “two minutes to the hour.”
“But is wha is he case?” asked a gruff-voiced woman loudly. “He en know de woman ent get she frack as yet.”
“You all don’t have anything better to do,” said the cousin, getting back into the car and slamming the door.
“But look de dry up old shrimp,” laughed another woman. Five minutes later the sweat-covered seamstress
came hurrying in. As she passed the bridge one of the women said loudly so that she could hear”
“They trying to stop de woman from getting she man.”
The seamstress who felt on the verge of tears herself, silently helped Wilma, who had resigned herself to fate at
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this stage, into the dress. It was a little tight in the bosom but Clara pressed a prayer book with two long white
streamers into Wilma’s hand and led her out of the door.
*
All around Georgetown at this time, there’s a rustling among the poorer segments of the population, a
burgeoning of new clothes, new shoes, new dresses, new shirts and trousers, nighties and hats: a resurrection of
the smaller items looted in the recent fires.
People who had been nowhere near the scene of the looting come into little bonanzas through friends of
friends, relatives of relatives, and other far-reaching connections.
Deprived little girls are beginning to play around in spanking new dresses; deprived shirt-tail boys in crisp
trousers; men and women stepping out in high-priced leather shoes. The clothes are being worn with discretion, as
totally new outfits from top to bottom would only arouse suspicion. Though the bigger luxury goods like fridges
and stereos still remain hidden, the smaller items begin to circulate generously, unexpected gifts coming to even
those who had condemned the looting.
On Easter Sunday morning blind Mrs. Castello, leaning on Mr. Castello’s arm, stepped out in a pair of bright
blue leather wedge-heels which fitted her like a soft glove. Holding on to the pew in church, she sang Up From
the Grave He Arose in her most soulful of voices. On bended knee she prayed generously, praying not only for her
devoted Mr. Castello, who had left her by the church door and would later come to collect her, but praying also
for the contentious neighbors in the yard, praying for the country (“Lord, stop the strife and troubles and guide us
through to peace and harmony”), praying for the gift of her new shoes (“Lord, you don’t come but you does
send”), Mr. Castello himself being blessed with two expensive leather shoes, a left-sided pair, which he mashed
down at the heels to accommodate his feet.
These “godsends” or windfalls extended even to the Walcott household. Clara got some cotton print from one
of her cousins, Cousin Lucille, and made from it a puff-sleeved dress for Gem, a shirt for Anthony and housecoat
for Dinah.
Archie got a box of handkerchiefs, and he considered it best not to question the source as he mopped his brow.
The children were all unbelievably proud of these clothes, even Dinah, old as she was. Lying around in her
red-flowered housecoat, she felt as though she was wearing a piece of her country.

The Anglican Cathedral of St. George (1894), Georgetown, Guyana: two views
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The Cathedral of the Immaculate Conception, Georgetown, Guyana
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The Anglican Chinese Church of St. Saviour (1874), Georgetown, Guyana

The Smith Memorial Congregational Church, Georgetown, Guyana

The Central Vaidik Temple, the main temple of the Guyanese Arya Samaj, Georgetown, Guyana
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Christ Church, Georgetown, Guyana

The Radha Krishna Temple, Georgetown, Guyana
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The Church of Christ, Bartica, Cuyuni-Mazaruni Region, Guyana

The Church of St. Anthony, Bartica, Cuyuni-Mazaruni Region, Guyana
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The Ramdeholl Memorial Guyana Presbyterian Church, New Amsterdam, East Berbice-Corentyne Region,
Guyana

The Ebenezer Lutheran Church, New Amsterdam, East Berbice-Corentyne Region, Guyana
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The Sri Krishna Mandir, Gay Park, Greater New Amsterdam, East Berbice-Corentyne Region, Guyana

The Baptist Church, Mackenzie, Upper Demerara-Berbice Region, Guyana
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The Seventh Day Adventist Church, Wismar, in Linden, Upper Demerara-Berbice Region, Guyana

The church at 58 Miles Village, Upper Demerara-Berbice Region, Guyana
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The Church of St. Ignatius, Lethem, Upper Takutu-Upper Essequibo Region, Guyana

The Lethem Baptist Church, Tabatinga, Upper Takutu-Upper Essequibo Region, Guyana

27

The Faith Community Church, Fort Wellington, Mahaica-Berbice Region, Guyana

The Lutheran Church, Bush Lot Village, Mahaica-Berbice Region, Guyana
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The Santa Rosa Church, Moruca, Barima-Waini Region, Guyana

The Church of Christ, Mabaruma, Barima-Waini Region, Guyana
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The Holy Trinity Anglican Church, Anna Regina, Pomeroon-Supenaam Region, Guyana

The Anglican Church of St. Agnes, Danielstown, Pomeroon-Supenaam Region Guyana
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The Seventh Day Baptist Church, Uhbu, Parika Township, Essequibo Islands-West Demerara, Guyana

A church, West Demerara, Essequibo Islands-West Demerara, Guyana
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The Catholic church in Malgre Tout, Essequibo Islands-West Demerara Region, Guyana. Below: the village
mosque; followed by a section of the village Hindu temple
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A mosque in Meten Meer Zorg, Essequibo Islands-West Demerara Region, Guyana

The Mormon Temple, LaGrange, Essequibo Islands-West Demerara Region, Guyana
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The Church of the Christian Brethren, La Retraite, Essequibo Islands-West Demerara, Guyana

The Church of St. Luke, Uitvlugt, Essequibo Islands-West Demerara, Guyana
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The Church of the Redeemer, Campbellville, Demerara-Mahaica Region, Guyana

The Church of St. Matthew, Providence, Demerara-Mahaica Region, Guyana
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The Church of St. Anthony of Padua, Buxton, Demerara-Mahaica Region, Guyana

The Wilberforce Congregational Church, Victoria, Demerara-Mahaica Region, Guyana
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A church in Karasabai, Upper-Takutu-Upper Essequibo Region, almost on the border with the PoataroSipuaruni Region, perhaps 150-175 miles south-southeast from El Paso, Poataro-Sipuaruni, the only place
in this extremely sparsely populated region that W even mentioned the existence of a house of worship
(quote: “There are approximately 40 households in this village. El Paso has a primary school and an
Anglican church”). Besides El Paso, W identifies only six other settlements in the entire region, with
populations indicated as follows: Mahida (4,200 people, 600 households); Orinduik (400 people);
Tumantumari (c.330); Princeville (c.180); Maicobi (75 in about 30); and Tumatumari Landing (20
households). No picture of the church in El Paso appears to be available:H
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