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22.25 Excerpt from Colonial Servants\fn{by Lady Mary Anne Barker (1831-1911)} Spanish Town, St. Catherine Parish,
Jamaica (F) 3
… My very first experience of the eccentricities of colonial servants dates a good deal more than half a century
ago, and the scene was laid in Jamaica, where my father then held the office of Island Secretary under Sir Charles
—afterwards Lord Metcalfe—the Governor. It was Christmas day, and I had been promised as a great treat that
my little sister and I should sit up to late dinner. But the morning began with an alarm, for just at break-fast-time
an orderly from one of the West Indian regiments, then stationed in Spanish Town, had brought a letter to my
father which had been sent upstairs to him. I was curled up in a deep window-seat in the shady breakfast-room,
enjoying a brand-new story-book and the first puffs of the daily sea-breeze, when I heard a guttural voice close to
my ear whispering,
“Kiss, missy, kiss.”
There stood what seemed a real black giant compared with my childish stature, clad in gorgeous Turkishlooking uniform with a big white turban and a most benignant expression of face, holding his hand out, palm
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upwards.
I gazed at this apparition—for I had only just returned to Jamaica—with paralyzed terror, while the smiling
ogre came a step nearer and repeated his formula in still more persuasive tones. At this moment, however, my
father appeared and said,
“Oh yes, all right; he wants you to give him a Christmas-box. Here is something for him.”
It required even then a certain amount of faith as well as courage to put the silver dollar into the outstretched
palm, but the man’s joy and gratitude showed the interpretation had been quite right. I did not dare to say what my
alarm had conjured up as the meaning of his request, for fear of being laughed at.
As well as I remember, at that Christmas dinner-party—and it was a large one—the food was distinctly
eccentric, edibles usually boiled appearing as roasts and vice versa. The service also was of a jerky and spasmodic
character, and the authorities wore an air of anxiety, which, however, only added to the deep interest I took in the
situation. But things came to a climax when the plum-pudding, which was to have been the great feature of the
entertainment, did not appear at its proper time and place, and a tragic whisper from the butler suggested
complications in the background. My father said laughingly, “I am sorry to say the cook is drunk and will not part
with the plum-pudding,” so we went on with the dinner without it.
But just as the dessert was being put on the table there was a sound as of ineffectual scrimmaging outside, and
the cook—a huge black man clad in spotless white—rushed in bearing triumphantly a large dish, which he banged
down in front of my father, saying, “Dere, my good massa, dere your pudding,” and immediately flung himself
into the butler’s arms with a burst of weeping.
I shall always see that pudding as long as I live. It was about the size of an orange and as black as coal. Every
attempt to cut it resulted in its bounding off the dish, for it was as hard as a stone. Though not exactly an object of
mirth in itself, it certainly was “a cause that mirth was in others,” and so achieved a success denied to many a
better pudding.
*
Several years passed before I again came across black servants, and the next time was in India. I was not there
long enough, nor did I lead a sufficiently settled life, to be able to judge of the Indian servant of that day. Half my
stay in Bengal was spent under canvas, and certainly the way in which the servants arranged for one’s comfort
under those conditions was marvelous. The camp was a very large one, for we were making a sort of military
promenade from Lucknow up to Lahore—my husband being the Commanding Officer of Royal Artillery in
Bengal—but I only went as far as the foot of the Hills and then up to Simla.
It was amazing the way in which nothing was ever forgotten or left behind during four months’ continuous
camp-life. All my possessions had to be divided, and, where necessary, duplicated, for what one used on Monday
would not be get-at-able until Wednesday, and so on all through the week. No matter how interesting my book
was, I could not go on with it for thirty-six hours—i.e. from, say Monday night till breakfast-time on Wednesday
morning. I could have a new volume for Tuesday, but, the interest of that had also to remain in abeyance until
Thursday. Still, I would find the book precisely where I laid it down, and if I had I put a mark, even a flower, it
would be found exactly in the right place.\fn{ She is saying that a servants memory was so acute that the furniture of one
encampment could be exactly laid out as it had been left the night before, despite being moved from place to place at a moment’s notice—
and all of it out in the public areas, and having been packed, hauled about on primitive transportation of the period, and then unpacked—
even to the placement of the minutest object, say, as a book having been put down casually on a table-corner, or a chair perhaps drawn halfback from it, a flower absently discarded near the book carelessly laid aside: that sort of thing:H }

I always wondered when and how the servants rested, for they seemed to me to be packing and starting all
night long, and yet when the new camping-ground was reached the head-servants would always be there in snowy
garments, as fresh and trim as if they came out of a box. There were two sets of under-servants, but the head ones
never seemed to be off duty.
We started with the first streak of daylight, and there was no choice about the matter, for if you did not get up
when the first bugle blew, your plight would be a sorry one when the canvas walls of the large double tent fell flat
at the sound of the second bugle, half-an-hour later. The roof of the tent was left a few moments longer, so one
had time for hot fragrant coffee and bread and butter before starting either on horse or elephant back. I generally
rode on a pad on the hathi’s\fn{Elephant’s} back for the first few miles while it was still dark, and mounted my little
Arab\fn{Horse} some six or eight miles further on. The marches were as near twenty-five miles daily as could be
arranged to suit the Commander-in-Chiefs convenience as to inspections, &c.
Everything was fresh and amusing, but I think I most delighted in seeing the modes of progression adopted by
the various cooks. Our head-cook generally requisitioned a sort of gig, in which he sat in state and dignity, with
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many bundles heaped around him. Part of his cavalcade consisted of two or three very small ponies laden with
paniers, on top of which invariably stood a chicken or two, apparently without any fastenings, who balanced
themselves in a precarious manner according to the pony’s gait. No one seemed to walk except those who led the
animals, and as the camp numbered some 5000 soldiers and quite as many camp-followers the supply-train
appeared endless.
Just as we neared the foot of the Himalayan range, where the camp was to divide, some of us going up to
Simla, leaving a greatly lessened force to proceed to Lahore, smallpox appeared among our servants. I wonder it
did not spread much more, but it was vigorously dealt with at the outset. I had as narrow an escape as anybody,
for one morning, while I was drinking my early coffee and standing quite ready to start on our daily march, one of
the servants, a very clever, useful Madras “boy” whom I had missed from his duties for several days, suddenly
appeared and cast himself at my feet, clutching my riding-habit and begging for some tea. He was quite
unrecognizable, so swollen and disfigured was his poor face, and I had no idea what was the matter with him. He
was delirious and apparently half-mad with thirst. The doctor had to be fetched to induce him to let me go, and as
more than once the poor lad had seized my hands and kissed them in gratitude for the tea I at once gave him, I
suppose I really ran some risks, for it turned out to be a very bad case of confluent smallpox. However, all the
same, he had to be carried along with us in a dhooly\fn{A note reads: A palaquin or sedan chair.} until we reached a
station where he could be put into a hospital.\fn{ W says that smallpox was declared eradicated in 1979, with the last diagnosed
case occurring in 1977. “The disease killed an estimated 300,000 Europeans annually during the closing years of the 18 th century (including
five reigning monarchs), and was responsible for a third of all blindness. Of all those infected, 20-60 percent—and over 80 percent of
infected children—died from the disease. Smallpox was responsible for an estimated 300-500 million deaths during the 20 th century. As
recently as 1967, the World Health Organization (WHO) estimated that 15 million people contracted the disease and that two million died
in that year.”}

*
But certainly the strangest phase of colonial domestics within my experience were the New Zealand maidservants of some thirty-five years ago. Perhaps by this time they are “home-made,” and consequently less
eccentric; but in my day they were all immigrants, and seemed drawn almost entirely from the ranks of factory
girls. They were respectable girls apparently, but with very free and easy manners. However, that did not matter.
What seriously inconvenienced me at the far up-country station where my husband and I had made ourselves a
very pretty and comfortable home was the absolute and profound ignorance of these damsels. They took any sort
of place which they fancied, at enormous wages, and when they had at great cost and trouble been fetched up to
their new home invariably discovered that the cook, who demanded and received the wages of a chef, knew
nothing whatever of any sort of cooking and the housemaid had never seen a broom. They did not know how to
thread a needle or wash a pocket-handkerchief, and, as I thought, must have been waited on all their lives.
Indeed, one of my great difficulties was to get them away from the rapt admiration with which they regarded
the most ordinary helps to labor. One day I heard peals of laughter from the wash-house, and found the fun
consisted in the magical way in which the little cottage-mangle smoothed the aprons of the last couple of damsels.
So I—who was extremely ignorant myself, and had no idea how the very beginnings of things I should be taught
—had to impart my slender store of knowledge as best I could. The little establishment would have collapsed
entirely, had it not been for my Scotch shepherd’s wife, a dear woman with the manners of a lady and the
knowledge of a thorough practical housewife.
What broke our hearts was that we had to begin this elementary course of instruction over and over again, as
my damsels could not endure the monotony of their country life longer than three or four months, in spite of the
many suitors who came a-wooing with strictly honorable intentions. But the young ladies had no idea of giving up
their liberty, and turned a deaf ear to all matrimonial suggestions, even when one athletic suitor put another into
the water-barrel to get him out of the way, and urged that this step must be taken as a proof of his devotion.
*
After the New Zealand experiences came a period of English life, and I felt much more experienced in
domestic matters by the time my wandering star led me forth once more and landed me in Natal. In spite,
however, of this experience, I fell into the mistake of taking out three English servants, whom I had to get rid of
as soon as possible after my arrival. They had all been with me some time in England; and I thought I knew them
perfectly; but the voyage evidently “wrought a sea change”\fn{ A note reads: Shakespeare, The Tempest, I.i: 403.} on
them, for they were quite different people by the time Durban was reached. Two developed tempers for which the
little Maritzburg house was much too small, and when it came to carving-knives hurtling through the air I felt it
was more than my nerves could stand. The third only broke out in folly, and showed an amount of personal vanity
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which seemed almost to border on insanity.
However, I gradually replaced them with Zulu servants, in whom I was really very fortunate. They learned so
easily, and were so good-tempered and docile, their only serious fault being the ineradicable tendency to return for
a while—after a very few “moons” of service—to their kraals. At first I thought it was family affection which
impelled this constant homing, but it was really the desire to get back to the savage life, with its gorges of halfraw meat and native beer, and its freedom from clothes. It is true I had an occasional very bad quarter of an hour
with some of my experiments, as, for instance, when I found an embryo valet blacking his master’s socks as well
as his boots, or detected the nurse-boy who was trusted to wheel the perambulator about the garden stuffing a
half-fledged little bird into the baby’s mouth, assuring me it was a diet calculated to make “the little chieftain
brave and strong.”
I think, however, quite the most curious instance of the thinness of surface civilization among these people
came to me in the case of a young Zulu girl who had been early left an orphan and had been carefully trained in a
clergyman’s family. She was about sixteen years old when she came as my nursemaid, and was very plump and
comely, with a beaming countenance, and the sweetest voice and prettiest manners possible. She had a great love
of music, and performed harmoniously enough on an accordion as well as on several queer little pipes and reeds.
She could speak, read, and write Dutch perfectly, as well as Zulu, and was nearly as proficient in English.
She carried a little Bible always in her pocket, and often tried my gravity by dropping on one knee by my side
whenever she caught me sitting down and alone, and beginning to read aloud from it. It was quite a new
possession, and she had not got beyond the opening chapters of Genesis and delighted in the story of “Dam and
Eva,” as she called our first parents. She proved an excellent nurse and thoroughly trustworthy; the children were
devoted to her, especially the baby, who learned to speak Zulu before English, and to throw a reed assegai\fn{Zulu
spear} as soon as he could stand firmly on his little fat legs.
I brought her to England after she had been about a year with me, and she adapted herself marvelously and
unhesitatingly to the conditions of a civilization far beyond what she had ever dreamed of. After she had got over
her surprise at the ship knowing its way across the ocean, she proved a capital sailor. She took to London life and
London ways as if she had never known anything else.
The only serious mistake she made was once in yielding to the blandishments of a persuasive Italian imageman and promising to buy his whole tray of statues. I found the hall filled with these works of art, and “Malia”
tendering, with sweetest smiles, a few pence in exchange for them. It was a disagreeable job to have to persuade
the man to depart in peace with all his images, even with a little money to console him.
A friend of mine chanced to be returning to Natal, and proposed that I should spare my Zulu nurse to her. Her
husband’s magistracy being close to where Maria’s tribe dwelt, it seemed a good opportunity for “Malia” to return
to her own country; so of course I let her go, begging my friend to tell me how the girl got on. The parting from
the little boys was a heart-breaking scene, nor was Malia at all comforted by the fine clothes all my friends
insisted on giving her. Not even a huge Gainsborough hat garnished with giant poppies could console her for
leaving her “little chieftain;” but it was at all events something to send her off so comfortably provided for, and
with two large boxes of good clothes.
In the course of a few months I received a letter from my friend, who was then settled in her up-country home,
but her story of Maria’s doings seemed well-nigh incredible, though perfectly true.
All had gone well on the voyage and so long as they remained at Durban and Maritzburg; but as soon as the
distant settlement was reached, Maria’s kinsmen came around her and began to claim some share in her
prosperity. Free fights were of constant occurrence, and in one of them Maria, using the skull of an ox as a
weapon, broke her sister’s leg. Soon after that she returned to the savage life she had not known since her infancy,
and took to it with delight. I don’t know what became of her clothes, but she had presented herself before my
friend clad in an old sack and with necklaces of wild animals’ teeth, and proudly announced she had just been
married “with cows”—thus showing how completely her Christianity had fallen away from her, and she had
practically returned, on the first opportunity, to the depth of that savagery from which she had been taken before
she could even remember it.
I soon lost all trace of her, but Malia’s story has always remained in my mind as an amazing instance of the
strength of race-instinct. …
25.30 Excerpt from My Green Hills Of Jamaica: “I Meet An English Gentleman”\fn{by Claude McKay (1889-1948)}
Sunny Ville, Clarendon Parrish, Jamaica (M) 3
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… Meanwhile I continued writing poetry. I had started way back in elementary school and was very pleased
when my brother used some of my acrostics for graduation exercises. One of my dearest friends had said that I
was an infant Shakespeare but I hadn’t taken that seriously. Thank God, I was never a child of vanity, even when I
had a real literary success. I always used to say to myself,
“I wonder how long it will last?”
However, poetry was my real love and I did want to get some critical opinions on the stuff that I had written.
Soon after my mother died, I met Mr. Walter Jekyll again. He was a highly-educated Englishman who knew
many languages. He was also an excellent judge of poetry, prose and painting. He had been living quietly in the
island for some time. I had first met him in Brown’s Town where he had dropped in coming from Moneague
where there is a hotel for English tourists. He was brought to the man I was apprenticed to, by one of his
customers. He came in to get the spokes of a wheel on his carriage fixed. My boss, who also knew that I wrote
poetry and knew that this man was a writer, made a remark,
“Here I have an apprentice who writes poetry.”
Mr. Jekyll was interested and asked me to let him see what I had written. I told him that they were all at home,
but I could send them to him. He gave me his address in St. Andrew and we started to correspond.
I can still remember the look on old “Brenga,” as we called my boss. He thought he was being funny, but Mr.
Jekyll was quite serious and thought it was so interesting to meet a Negro who was writing poetry.
In Jamaica the older peasants had a store of wonderful African stories which we called Annancy stories. This
Englishman was very much interested in these stories and thought they formed the basis of the island’s culture. He
had collected some of them into a book which he published in London under the title of Jamaica Song and Story.
He was still collecting when I met him.
We liked each other immediately. He was about fifty-odd years old, I was eighteen. He read my poetry one
day. Then he laughed a lot, and I became angry at the laughing because I thought he was laughing at me. All these
poems that I gave him to read had been done in straight English, but there was one short one about an ass that was
laden for the market-laden with native vegetables—who had suddenly sat down in the middle of the road and
wouldn’t get up. Its owner was talking to it in the Jamaican dialect, telling it to get up. That was the poem that Mr.
Jekyll was laughing about. He then told me that he did not like my poems in straight English—they were
repetitious.
“But this,” said he, holding up the donkey poem, “this is the real thing. The Jamaican dialect has never been
put into literary form except in my Annancy stories. Now is your chance as a native boy to put the Jamaica dialect
into literary language. I am sure that your poems will sell.”
I was not very enthusiastic about this statement, because to us who were getting an education in the English
schools the Jamaican dialect was considered a vulgar tongue. It was the language of the peasants. All cultivated
people spoke English, straight English.
However, later on I began thinking seriously of what Mr. Jekyll had proposed and as I knew so many pieces in
the dialect which were based on our local songs of the draymen, the sugar mills, and the farm land, I decided to do
some poems in dialect. They were so much easier to write than poems in straight English. While I was doing these
poems, Mr. Jekyll often invited me to visit him, but he lived far away on the other side of the island, up in the
Blue Mountains.
Once I did visit him and was enchanted with his cottage, the wild tropical flowers that grew around it and the
simple way in which he lived. When I returned home I was soon haunted by the idea of going to Kingston again
because it was near to where Mr. Jekyll lived in the Blue Mountains.
One day I packed my few things in a battered old suitcase and went off to Kingston. This time I had no special
objectives there and I didn’t want to tell Mr. Jekyll that I had run away from home to be near him.
In Kingston I made some new friends who were quite different from the types of people I had known before.
They were chiefly waiters in the big hotels and cabarets and lived very fast lives.
When I had gone through all my money, I went to work in a match factory, but the hours were long and there
was no fun in it. One night I met a new friend who had been kept a long time by the most beautiful prostitute in
the city. Now he was fed up, too, and wanted to get away from it all. We both decided to go to Spanish Town and
join the Jamaica Constabulary. When we got there we found we were a little too short, but the officials in the
office liked us and passed us through.
I continued to write my poems for I was happy with my new friend. Almost every week-end, now, I went up to
the Blue Mountains to visit Mr. Jekyll. It was a new life. He knew so much more about books than my brother and
seeing that I had possessed a keen mind, he desired to educate me.
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Now to be educated by Mr. Jekyll we had to be together often, but I did not know how to approach any of the
officials on such a delicate subject. Then, one morning, when the lieutenant-colonel, who was the head of the
Constabulary was there and we fellows were out on the commons drilling, we suddenly noticed a strange little
white man at the big gate. I must say strange because Mr. Jekyll never dressed up. He either wore white ducks or
brown crash and they were loosely fitted. He always said that he did not leave the terror of dressing up in England
to come to a tropical island like Jamaica to repeat the performance. One of the strangest things I remember about
his attire was that he used to wear gaiters over his brown shoes.
Well, Mr. Jekyll demanded to see our lieutenant-colonel and soon he was ushered into the presence. We boys
were terribly awed whenever the lieutenant-colonel visited the depot for he was the head of His Majesty’s
Constabulary. Under him there were two captains with whom we were familiar and a high-ranking sergeantmajor.
The amazement of my comrades was even greater when the news got around that the strangely dressed little
white man had come to see the lieutenant-colonel about me, for I had kept a very close mouth about the
relationship between Mr. Jekyll and myself. When I had gone up to Kingston for the week-end, the boys always
thought that I had gone to see friends or girls. I never told them of my trips up to the Blue Mountains. Now the cat
was out of the bag because Mr. Jekyll was a very blunt Englishman and one couldn’t imagine him hedging
around.
Now the men and officers were aware that I was a poet. They all wanted to see my stuff. They also wanted me
to read for them which I did; but it was all very embarrassing. I had to do my regular work like any man in the
depot. Now there was, added to that, the extra business of being a little personage.
Meantime I continued writing poems in the dialect. My association with my comrades seemed to help inspire
the writing. Sometimes in the evening as I walked with some companions along the banks of the Rio Cobre, a
new poem would pop into my head. Poems seemed to flow from my heart, my head and my hands. I just could
not restrain myself from writing.
When I sent them on to Mr. Jekyll, he wrote back to say that each new one was more beautiful than the last.
Beauty! A short while before I never thought that any beauty could be found in the Jamaican dialect. Now this
Englishman had discovered beauty and I too could see where my poems were beautiful. Also my comrades and
sometimes the peasants going to market, to whom I would read some of them, liked them. They used to exclaim,
“Why, they’re just like that, they’re so natural.” Then I felt that I was fully rewarded for my efforts.
Mr. Jekyll lived very quietly and simply up there in the hills. At first when he arrived in Jamaica, he had built a
large house. Later on he gave it away to some of his trusted servants and was now living in a rented cottage. His
cottage consisted of two bedrooms, a dining room which also served as a sitting room, a library, and a little porch.
It was in the library that I did most of my studying. Mr. Jekyll knew about six different languages. When he asked
me which I wanted to learn first, I said, “French.”
So he took down a book of French prose and started to read it and told me that I should read it with him. I was
astonished because I thought that I should start in with grammar first. But he said, no, that was the way he had
learned and he thought that was the best way for me to learn.
He was also a free thinker and had translated some books of Schopenhauer. He then started me to reading
German philosophy—Schopenhauer, Kant, Neitzsche, and Hegel. Besides these he had translated some poems
from Goethe, Schiller and Heine. I have never forgotten the famous lines from Goethe:
Who never ate his bread in sorrow,
Who never spent the midnight hours
Watching and waiting for the morrow,
He knows you not, ye unseen powers.

I loved German poetry. Mr. Jekyll always read the German, deep and sonorous before he translated it into
English for me. Later we read some of the English philosophers such as Berkeley, Hume and Herbert Spencer
whom I especially liked because he was so in tune with the British Empire at that time. Of course, Mr. Jekyll
hated the British Empire but he used to say,
“What is there to take its place, Claude? The Germans are still too young and arrogant; they will never do.”
He was disillusioned with British liberalism, yet he did not believe in socialism or any of the radical parties of
the day. He always said to me that the British upper class would know how to handle radicals and that Lloyd
George who was the famous liberal radical then, would finish up as a lord.
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Mr. Jekyll was also something of a Buddhist and did not think that the world could be reformed. He used to
say that the politicians fool the people all the time, until the end of time. He was a member of the English upper
class and knew that class thoroughly.
His best friend in London was the private secretary of King Edward VII.\fn{ King-Emperor 1901-1910} His eldest
brother was a governor in India and many of his other relatives were members of the British Government and
closely associated with the great banks in England. He, however, had chosen to give up all of this and come out to
Jamaica to live like a peasant except for his books.
In spite of his gentleness and otherworldliness, he possessed a curious kind of class pride. In fact he was
strangely proud of his class. I remember one week-end when I went up to visit him, I met our Governor, Lord
Olivier, there. Of course, in my eyes, the Governor was the biggest man in the island, for he was the appointed
representative of the King. We had dinner together; it was very simple. Then in the course of the after-dinner
conversation, to which I listened but hardly spoke a word, Lord Olivier suggested that he would like to stay at Mr.
Jekyll’s for the night.
Lord Olivier was a very handsome man, tall and always well-dressed. He was supposed to be the handsomest
of the British governors. Evidently he relished the simplicity of Mr. Jekyll’s surroundings and wanted to stay for a
night instead of returning to King’s House (the Governor’s residence), or perhaps staying in some hotel in the
Blue Mountains with its large retinue of servants. But Mr. Jekyll said to him quite sharply:
“There is no place for you to stay.” The Governor nodded towards me and said:
“But he stays here.” Mr. Jekyll replied:
“But he is my special friend.”
Later, when the Governor had left, Mr. Jekyll raved. I had never seen him in such a temper. Said he:
“That’s English middle-class bad manners. No person of my class would ever say that to me. We just cannot
stand them because they never know when to say the right thing.” So I said to him:
“But Mr. Jekyll, how can you tolerate me? I am merely the son of a peasant.”
“Oh,” said he, “English gentlemen have always liked their peasants, it’s the ambitious middle class that we
cannot tolerate.”
I guess that I was a little snobbish myself, because I admired Mr. Jekyll for pulling the Governor down a step.
The people of Jamaica were a curious lot—as if God had planted a lovely garden of humanity there. The greatest
drawback in the island was its extreme poverty. Otherwise the different races of people lived very happily
together.
The Negroes, that is the blacks and dark browns, were about ninety per cent of the population. Next to them
we had the landed mulattoes, that is the light browns. They were the middle class of the island, possessing most of
its wealth. Then we had the English officials and Scotch, Irish and our missionaries who were mostly English,
Scotch and Irish.
We also had the Jews, who owned large stores in Kingston, but there was never any feeling against them. I
never heard the word “Christ-killer” until I came to America. Later I learned from an English friend that they
were Sephardic Jews who had come to the island from Spain and Portugal during the Inquisition. He told me that
they were a different type of Jew from the Ashkenazi Jews who came from Russia and Germany. To the people of
the island they were very romantic and we all spoke of them as the “chosen people of God.” They were very
beautiful with their black hair and extremely white skin—something like what we usually imagine the Spanish
people look like. They participated in the life of the island exactly as the other whites did.
Then we also had Chinese and Indians, Hindus and Mohammedans, who married our native women and had
beautiful children. As I have said, the people of Jamaica were like an exotic garden planted by God. …
19µ20
130.71 Excerpt from Brother Man\fn{by Roger Mais (1905-1955)} Kingston, Kingston & St. Andrew Parishes,
Jamaica (M) 3
… The tongues in the lane clack-clack almost continuously, going up and down the full scale of human
emotions, human folly, ignorance, suffering, viciousness, magnanimity, weakness, greatness, littleness,
insufficiency, frailty, strength.
They clack on street corners, where the ice-shop hangs out a triangular red flag, under the shadow of
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overhanging buildings that lean precariously, teetering across the dingy chasm of the narrow lane.
Around the yam-seller’s barrow, and the tripe-seller’s basket, and the coal-vendor’s crazy push-cart drawn up
against the seamy sidewalk, they clack, interspersing the hawking and the bargaining, and what-goes-on in the
casual, earnest, noisy, meaningless business of buying and selling; and where the mango-seller sets down her
country-load.
They clack where the neighbors meet in the Chinese grocery shop on the corner, leaning elbows against the
counter with its salt fish odor and the spilled rice grains and brown sugar grains, and amid the dustings of
cornmeal and flour under the smirking two-faced scale, waiting for change.
“Mis’ Brody’s clubfoot boy get run over.”
“You hear wha’ Bra’\fn{Brother} Ambo say? Say we is gwine get nodder breeze-blow\fn{ Hurricane} dis year
yet.”
“Cho Missis, no mind Bra’ Ambo, after him no eena Big Massa council.”
“Coal-price gone up since todder day.”
“Ee-ee Ma, him do an’ get run over.”
“Oonu\fn{You (plural)} lissen hear wha’ Bra’ Ambo say.”
Behind the pocked visage and the toothless grin, behind the wrinkled skin gathered and seamed around the lips
and under the eyes, behind the façade of haltness and haleness and cursing and laughter, slander lurks in ambush
to take the weakest and the hindmost, and the tongues clack upon every chance.
“Cordy’s man get tek-up\fn{Arrested} fo’ ganga\fn{For possession of marijuana.}
“Bra’ Man show de gospel way.”
“Me-gal still wi’ hold wid Bra’ Ambo.”
“Coal-price gone up since todder day.”
“Lawd Jesus, po’ Mis’ Brody.”
“No mind, God is over all.”
“Hush yaw ma’, you’ mout’-lip favor.”
“No God do dem t’ing de at all.”
There are sad-faced old ones, and sleek-faced young ones, and all ways in between; and there are those with an
accounting of troubles the same and equal to and over and beyond the ones they tell; and there are those too who
have missed the accounting, ducking and dodging and putting by for another day; but all, all are involved in the
same chapter of consequences, all are caught up between the covers of the same book of living; they look with
shuddering over their shoulder past the image of their own secret terror, feeling the shadow of it over them in
another’s fate.
“Po’ Cordy one fe mind de pickney.”\fn{Child.}
“Lissen good wha’ Bra’ Ambo say.”
“Cho gwan wid you’ Bra’ Ambo.”
“Bra’ Man know de gospel way.”
“Papacita beat up him gallas’ night.”
“Is a shame de way dem two de-live.”
“Gal waan fo’ him an’ she get married.”
“Him Papacita know what ‘married’ give.”
Over washtubs in noisome yards where the drip-drip of the eternally leaking standpipe makes waste in the suncracked green-slimed concrete cistern, and under the ackee tree or the custard-apple tree or the Spanish-guava tree
or the Seville orange tree behind the lean-to pit-latrine in the yard, they clack-clack eternally telling their own
hunger and haltness and lameness and nightness and negation, like flies buzzing an open unremitting sore, tasting
again, renewing, and giving again, the wounds they have taken of the world.
“Flyin’ Saucer tek-in Mercedes. “
“Cho a-swing her tail up an’ down de street.”
“How she-one manage ketch so-much sailor?”
“Mus’ be black-gal somet’ing sweet.”
“Hear dem say-say Papacita de mek eye after Bra’ Man gal.”
“Mek Bra’ Man find out.”
“Him! Jus’ wait bwoy.”
“Massa Jesus gwine be hell.”
Night comes down and the tongues have not ceased to shuttle and to clatter, they still carry their burden of the
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tale of man’s woes. It is their own story over that they tell in secret, overlaying it with the likeness of slander,
licking their own ancient scrofulous sores.
Brother Man sat at his cobbler’s bench before the open window looking out upon the lane. He worked quietly,
efficiently, his head bowed over his last.
He was of medium height, medium build. The hair crisped and curled all about his head, around his mouth,
over his chin. When he looked up from his work his eyes pinpointed the light, and you could see almost all of the
pupils. He had a far-away, searching look, as though the intensity of his being came to focus in his eyes. Many
looked away and were embarrassed before the quiet intensity of that gaze.
He had now, as he always did, an open Bible on the stool beside him. He was putting heels to a pair of slippers,
and Minette sat on a lower stool, at his feet, blacking a pair of shoes. Every now and then she stole a glance at
him, and went back to blacking the shoes again.
From the yard next door they could hear voices of people, talking, laughing, quarreling. Beyond they could
hear the yam-vendor hawking down the lane.
Brother Man belonged to that cult known as the Ras Tafarites,\fn{ A note reads: A local sect in West Kingston at the time
when the novel was written; named after Emperor Haile Selassie of Ethiopia (Ras Tafari) , whom Rastafarians believe was the incarnation
of God} and some people said he was mad. Others again thought he was a holy man and a healer, and many came

to him, secretly, because they feared gossip, to heal their sick, and for advice and encouragement when things
were going wrong.
Sometimes when they heard other people abusing and traducing Brother Man, they stood up in his defence, the
people whom he had helped in times of trouble and sickness, but at other times they thought better of it, because
they feared what their neighbors might have to say about them behind their backs, lacking the courage of their
convictions. Sometimes they forgot, some of these people, that he had helped and comforted them, and healed
their wounds. Sometimes they secretly despised him that he cared so little for himself and so much for others, that
he would give what little he had to succor another whose need he thought greater than his.
Minette held up to the light the shoe she was polishing to see how it shone. She sighed and set it down on the
floor beside her on a piece of old newspaper, and took up the other one. From the yard next door came the sound
of someone singing, “Jesu, lover of my soul.” She said suddenly:
“What is love?” Brother Man said,
“Eh? What you say, child?”
“Say what is love? Bra’ Man,” she repeated. She let the shoe rest on her lap and looked up into his face.
He looked at her, earnestly, as though weighing his answer, and presently she let her eyes fall. She took up the
shoe from her lap, and started polishing it again.
“Love is everything,” he said, simply. “It is what created the world. It is what made you an’ me, child, brought
us into this world.”
And somehow the words didn’t sound banal, coming from him. He spoke with such simple directness that it
seemed to give a new import to everything he said. It was as though the common words of everyday usage meant
something more, coming from his lips, than they did in the casual giving and taking of change in conversation, the
way it was with other folks.
“Why you ask? You love somebody, child?”
“Yes an’ no. I love plenty-plenty people, but none like you.” He looked at her gravely and said:
“Peace an’ love.”
“Why you always say that?” she asked, half closing one eye, as though the better to study his face.
“It is the salutation. It is the way the brothers should greet each other. It is like sayin’ good morning, howdydo.
But it is more than that too, it is the affirmation of our faith, the Jesus-talk, what you call the way.”
She didn’t understand a word of all this. It showed in her face.
“Did Jesus talk it that way, that what you mean, Bra’ Man?” He nodded his head, gravely.
“He give us that word, sister: peace an’ love.”
A bird flew smack into the window glass with a dull thud. It fell to the ground outside with a faint cry, stunned
with the impact. Brother Man got up, with a murmured exclamation, went out through the door, and presently
came back with the bird in his hand. It fluttered a little, scared, though scarcely conscious, almost dead. A single
drop of blood congealing at the side of its beak glowed like a jewel against the dark gray-green of its feathers. It
was going to die, Minette knew it, and she had an instant of impatience and vexation with Brother Man for trying
to bring it back, to make it live. She didn’t know why she felt this, only knew that it came up inside her, until she
wanted to cry out at him, but it stopped in her throat. She watched him as he stood there, holding the bird in his
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cupped hand, his head bowed over it.
“Don’t trouble youself over it, Bra’ Man,” she said, ‘it not goin’ live.”
She came up and stood by his elbow, her body just touching his, and felt him move away instinctively, and as
he did so she knew a sharp pang, savage and strong, and with a surge of exhilaration; but she could not have told
what it was all about if somebody had asked her.
“Maybe,” he said, still holding the bird, and looking down at it. It lay on its side now, and its eyes were shut in
death.
“It’s dead,” she said. And she could scarcely hear his whisper:
“Yes.”
But he still held the little dead body cupped in his hand, as though he could not bear to part with it.
“What you goin’ do with it?”
And she moved just that breathing space nearer, so that when she drew her breath in, long, the nipple of her
breast rested against his arm an instant, and came away with respiration. He stood still, like someone lost in a
trance, and as though he was not conscious of her presence.
“What you goin’ do with it, Bra’ Man?” she said again.
He went and sat down on his stool, let his hand rest on the bench, relaxed his fingers. He sat there looking at
the dead bird a longish time, as though in truth he did not know what to do with it. He set it down on the bench,
and took up his last again. She came up, stood behind him, said almost fiercely:
“Why you don’t throw it out into the street, what you keepin’ it for?” He looked up at her, and she met his gaze
without flinching.
“What’s troublin’ you, me daughter?”
“Why you want to keep it before you? Why you don’t throw it outside?”
“It is one of God’s creatures, and it was alive a little while back, and now it is dead, an’ it didn’t do no harm.
Let it rest there, eh?” he said. And she felt rebuked. She said:
“I am sorry.” He put out his hand and touched her arm. He said:
“Peace an’ love.”
46.100 Excerpt from The Unbelonging\fn{by Joan Riley (1959-

)}

Hopewell, Hanover Parish, Jamaica (F) 3

… She was moving!
Hyacinth heard the news with mingled joy and disbelief. She had wanted to move for such a long time.
Already she had been at the center for over a year. Other children had come and gone, but there was never
anywhere suitable for her. She often wished she had the courage to ask to see one of the places they thought so
unsuitable. Anything would have been better than staying where she was. If only they knew how much she had
grown to hate the reception center.
Uttlethorpe, the home she was moving to, sounded ideal, even though it was further out in the countryside than
the reception center. Any apprehension she might feel was buried deep. There was no one to talk to about it
anyway. They could never understand how it felt to stand exposed and naked in her blackness, frightened by the
hostile stares always turned on her.
The large rambling house her social worker took her to looked dusty and neglected, the red brick walls chipped
and crumbling, the pale, watery afternoon sun exposing all the weaknesses and highlighting the dingy, run-down
appearance. Hyacinth’s heart had sunk as she watched the place approaching, knowing with certainty that that was
where she was going. She wished with all her might that they would drive straight past. This place looked
condemned and dilapidated. For a fleeting moment she wondered if it could possibly be better than the modern
reception center she had just left.
The interior lived up to the promise of the outside. It had an air of dirt about it, a dinginess that clung to the
worn and faded carpet, the discolored wallpaper and the musty-smelling, ageing furniture. Hyacinth stood in the
middle of the large hallway, feeling strange and alone, wishing she had never agreed to come. She wished that she
had the courage to tell her social worker just how she felt, but the thought of returning to the reception center after
leaving so triumphantly was more than she could bear. She felt misery weigh on her, longing for somewhere else
to go, that she could somehow return to Jamaica. She was glad when her social worker went to search for the
woman who ran the home.
The woman her social worker came back with was fat and greasy, eyes small blue chips in her long, heavy
face.
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“I’m Auntie Susan,” she said coldly. “My husband, Uncle Alan, and myself are the house-parents here.”
Hyacinth nodded, not quite sure how she should respond to that. She wondered if she was expected to call the
woman “Auntie.” She could sense the woman’s dislike, and it made her feel alone and desperate. It would be like
this everywhere, all of them being polite—hating you, but hiding it. A sudden longing to be with black people
surged within her, mingled with her usual sense of shame and guilt about her color.
Hyacinth hated being the new girl at the home. The other children did not like her and it was like the nightmare
of coming to England all over again. She felt bitter at the way the staff ignored her suffering, trapped and
desperate as she became the butt of jokes and cruelties, both within Uttlethorpe and among the children from the
surrounding homes. Going to school was liberation, but her feet dragged in the evenings in much the same way as
they had done going home to the house of her father. She would have to steel herself for the taunts and jeers, the
vicious pokes in her back, the slyly extended foot that tripped her when she was least aware.
Most nights found her shaking and tearful as she crawled wretchedly into her bed. She often wished that she
had nice hair, that her skin was lighter. She was sure they would not pick on her then. The more she suffered, the
more she clung to thoughts of Jamaica, sinking further into her world of dreams, where she was never older than
ten, never had to face the unpleasant reality that was England. It was only in the nightmares that her father came,
the bulge exposed and menacing eyes spitting and burning with evil fire. But waking always brought reality,
brought bitterness at the knowledge of her blackness, her ugliness a shameful weight that hung her head and
bowed her shoulders. Try as she might she could not block out the other children’s taunts, or even deny the truth
of their words.
There was one girl in particular whom she watched with wary eyes. Sylvia Bell was a big, stocky girl, a few
months younger than Hyacinth. She had often heard the other children whisper among themselves about the bad
things she did with girls, and she kept out of her way as best she could. Sylvia reminded her of Margaret White
and the humiliation she had heaped on her. She had no illusion that she could fight the bigger girl. Her fight with
Margaret had been a fluke and the thought of getting into a fight with Sylvia left her shaking with fear.
One day, coming in from school, tired and buffeted by the wind, they met. Hyacinth stiffened when Sylvia
appeared and moved to block her way up the stairs. The gleam of anticipation in the girl’s eyes told Hyacinth that
she had been waiting for her, and the familiar desperation seemed to swamp her. She was miserable and hungry,
unable to cope with the other girl’s taunts. She prayed that she would let her pass.
“You better say excuse me, liver lip, or you’re not going anywhere,” the white girl said aggressively, as
Hyacinth stood uncertainly at the bottom of the stairs. She felt unhappy and embarrassed about the whole
situation, wanting only to be left alone.
“Can you excuse me, please?” she asked humbly.
Sylvia threw her head back, roaring with laughter.
“Can you excuse me, please?” she mimicked.
Hyacinth heard Auntie Susan’s door open, close again with a definite click, and tears of self-pity rushed to her
eyes. A sudden kick on her shin made her flinch, and she stepped hastily backwards, mind spiraling back to the
nightmare days of her first school years in Britain. She could almost hear them shouting, “Kill the wog!” and her
stomach churned sickeningly with fear of remembered pain. Panic welled up inside her. Sylvia’s face looked evil
and threatening, looming over her wickedly. She could not face another beating, could not go back to those days,
not after so many years had passed. She had to do something, had to stop the panic spiraling up inside, and
suddenly she dived at the other’s leering face, wanting to tear it out of her way. She wanted, needed to escape to
the safety of the waiting dormitory. Her fingers curled and sank into the pink cheek while her foot kicked
viciously at the pale shin. She hated these white people, feared them, envied them, and the three emotions merged
into a frustrated burst of feeling. At that moment she wanted to tear the girl apart, rob her of that skin that was so
much a badge of acceptance.
Sylvia screamed, scrambling away from the sudden attack, sprawling down the stairs as her legs got tangled up
and buckled under the unexpected attack. Hyacinth wasted no time scrambling on top of her, pounding at her,
banging her head, trying to destroy her and the torment that she caused.
“Let Sylvia go this minute!”
The woman’s voice was like cold water trickling down her spine, seeping into her mind with the knowledge of
what she had been doing, sobering her. Hyacinth’s fist unclenched reluctantly, fingers slowly loosening their hold
on the other girl’s dress. Fear and alarm were rapidly replacing the satisfaction of pounding out her frustration on
the girl’s defeated head. She knew the woman would blame her for the fight, heard it in the impatience of the
voice, felt the long knowledge of her hate.
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“I want to talk to you in my room,” Auntie Susan said, as Sylvia struggled groggily to her feet. “No, not you,
Sylvia. I want to talk to Hyacinth.”
Hyacinth’s heart sank; the woman blamed her for what had happened. Bitterness welled up inside her as she
remembered the door opening, and the finality of rejection as it clicked shut, leaving her to her fate. It would have
been different if Sylvia had beaten her up, she was convinced of this. They were all the same these white people,
they would always stick together against black people.
“I will not allow you to come here and establish jungle law!”
Hyacinth stiffened, sick with shame, hating the way the woman always lumped her in with other blacks. She
knew she was different from other black people, even if she did look like them. She was not violent. But how
could she tell this hard-eyed woman? How could she explain her fear? It was not her fault Sylvia had caused her
to lose her temper. She knew it was wrong, that nothing the girl did would excuse her in the woman’s eyes. But
what else could she have done? She would have liked to have interrupted Auntie Susan, told her how she felt.
Instead she hung her head, shame welling inside her, feeling small and disgusting.
“Having you here is one thing,” the woman was saying now, “I had no choice about that. But one more
incident like this evening and you are out. Do you hear me? Out!”
Hyacinth flinched, bitterness turning to panic, her tenuous hold on security slipping from under her feet, the
nightmare of homelessness rapidly turning into reality. What would she do if Auntie Susan turned her out?
Memories of the night she had left her father’s house swam into her mind. The cold, the loneliness; the fat man in
the car. No, she could not let that happen, she just could not. At the same time the unfairness of the situation bore
down on her. She wanted to scream the truth at the woman, fear and anger mingling, warring inside her. She had
to struggle to keep her mouth shut.
“Go and apologize to Sylvia, and let’s have no more of this kind of behavior from you,” Auntie Susan said
finally, dismissively.
Hyacinth’s head shot up, and she had to bite back the bitter words that threatened to spill over. The woman
knew the fight had not been her fault, yet she was forcing her to apologize to the other girl. She felt tears clogging
up her throat, anger making her head hurt. She wished she could refuse, could tell the woman she would not do it,
but the memory of that terrible night was still with her, and she bowed her head in defeat.
“It’s always the same,” she thought bitterly, “just because I am black. I have to take the blame for everything.
I’ll never be treated same as them.”
It was humiliating to have to apologize to her tormentor, and she wondered what the other girl would do once
she found out that she had been blamed. She could imagine how it would spread around the three cottages of the
home. Everybody would pick on her now. They would know that she would be held responsible for anything that
happened, and she knew she would be too afraid of being kicked out of the home to fight back.
As it happened, the fight with Sylvia stopped the teasing. Now the others watched her warily, avoiding her as
much as they could. Hyacinth was glad of this. She knew they still talked about her behind her back, but that was
something she could live with. Even the unbelonging, the unwanted feeling was bearable, for at least they allowed
her peace.
“One day I will have friends again,” she vowed often to herself. “One day I will be back where I belong.”
Jamaica was all she ever wanted, and she still visited it in her dreams, still treasured her aunt and confided in
her friends. If the dreams were not always free from fear, she censored them, dismissed the unpleasant parts to the
nightmares from which they had escaped. Yet for all that, the dreams were comforting in their unchanging state:
security in an uncertain world.
At the same time there was an emptiness about her life, in her half-real world. Often she would lie awake in
the silence of the night, perfectly still, the combined breathing of the other five girls in the room underlining her
isolation. She would lie there staring into the impenetrable darkness, silent tears trickling from the corners of her
eyes. She would have given anything for someone to talk to, someone to confide in.
*
By the time she reached sixteen the feeling that something was missing from her life had become an obsession.
She often heard the other girls whispering among themselves, giggling with excitement. Often she would pretend
to read a book, sitting in her corner, quiet and withdrawn, while thrilling to stories of what they did with boys. Yet
always for her the image of her father would intrude, loom big and threatening above her; sick reality in the lump,
exposed and obscenely menacing. The memory made her feel dirty, and she often thought the other children
guessed. And still the emptiness grew inside her, yawned wide and open in her life. Now her night dreams left her
strangely dissatisfied, peopled as they were with shadowy figures and flickering lights like fires. Now she no
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longer clung to the dreams as day broke, instead pushing them furtively to the back of her mind like something to
be ashamed of. Even at school she would often catch herself staring absently through the window, wishing
something new and exciting would happen to her today.
In this mood she discovered romance, found it between the pages of a stack of old Mills and Boon books that
Auntie Susan had been about to throw away. Hyacinth loved the stories from the start, reading them from cover to
cover, finding it hard to put them down, to concentrate on anything else. Now her lonely nights were peopled with
tall, dark, handsome strangers, Spanish caballeros with warm brown eyes, romantic and intense Frenchmen.
Sometimes in her secret fantasies she would be swept off her feet by a rich, passionate stranger and taken to live
in his wild, remote castle. Always her hair would be blonde and flowing, her skin pale and white. Even at school
she would daydream, ignoring the way her classmates nudged each other, pointed and sniggered, deaf to their
crude comments and knowing looks. She knew that many of the girls at school and at the home had boyfriends,
and sometimes she envied them, envied the casualness with which they went to discos and youth clubs. She
would never dare to go to one of the discos around Uttlethorpe, conscious as she was of her color, her strangeness.
She could imagine them laughing at her, poking fun at her awkwardness, making rude comments about her skinny
body and large bottom.
The more she saw other girls dressed up, the more she envied them and wished she had been anything but
black. They could never understand what it was like, how much she hated her brittle hair, the thickness of her lips.
How could they understand what it was to be born like her? she often thought with bitterness. It wasn’t fair. She
had never done anything to deserve it. But she knew that no amount of anger and bitterness would change things.
She envied the casual way the white children would cut their hair, secure in the knowledge that it would quickly
grow again. Try as she might, her hair refused to grow, remaining stubbornly short and ugly; and she struggled to
comb through the brittle dryness, afraid to use hair oil in case they thought her primitive. She always felt they
were judging her, finding her wanting. And every time she felt inadequate, she would bury herself in another
involved romantic plot, finding temporary relief as she had done for many years in a make-believe world. …
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The Methodist Church, Lucea, Hanover Parish, Jamaica: three views
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The Church of St. John, Black River, St. Elizabeth Parish, Jamaica

The Church of St. Mark, Mandeville, Manchester Parish, Jamaica
15

The Parish Church of St. James, Montego Bay, St. James Parish, Jamaica

The United Church of St. Paul, Montego Bay, St. James Parish, Jamaica
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The parish church, Port Maria, St. Mary Parish, Jamaica: two views
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The Church of St. Peter (1796), Falmouth, Jamaica: The Trelawny Parish Church

The Church of St. George, Savanna-la-mar, Westmoreland Parish, Jamaica
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The Church of St. Mark, Brown's Town, St. Ann Parish, Jamaica

The Church of St. Paul, Chapleton, Clarendon Parish, Jamaica
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The Cathedral of St. Jago de la Vega, Spanish Town, St. Catherine Parish, Jamaica

The Church of Christ, Port Antonio, Portland Parish, Jamaica
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Holy Cross Catholic Church, Half-Way-Tree, St. Andrew Parish, Jamaica: two views, and a church shrine
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The Church of Christ (built in 1865), Morant Bay, St. Thomas Parish, Jamaica: two views
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