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Tt woulu not have been so ba?&au the

1ot € iec,.f‘ ui;»

boat, the Griot, at the head of the jetty, smack dab in the face “of

iw.a

the But there it sat, riding gently on the cove, in

full'viewj‘fhe author of sorrow, a source of pain, an oﬁdect of éﬁﬁﬁﬂ§5§%3
: 2 PART eyl To THE =
umbrage to e s Woe.'lt was not much oi\j SO joberitie

a boat, the Griot, a 1l2-footer, decked-over up fronﬁpwith ? smal
-
micship locke§>fop bait. Yet it was salt in the wounds of M -

D) €3 lapic A
Wae.” Fordfhe Yagreee boat not only glistened under a paint job f£a¥

assault}the sunset on a coast noted far and wide for it fantasies
; wor N ok e 4&! bryvok NG FACTOR } : ti g
at last light; am tou oxktulsf\tae Griot had an eu»1ne. Z}t was a &n¢ﬁcw¢4¢

(»slngle screw outbhar., A si imple apparatus; but PeeELEE SWIMETZXITE_~
swung up out of the water in the park position,it seéned to cock its

bogew, S

Spgfoot at the seo@Aab™s Yoe leet;'The Scarred, battered,
/fcg(‘.ﬁu:s :
gglléﬁt fishigg fleet o*/gagégzzgiﬁ Wwoe Codoperagive. 712

z
C Baaorarshal e Joe hook-é-line boags that seine-hauled the Shoal,

‘pulled pots off the reef, or crawled the\ualgroves for lobster,

ﬁepenaing on the season.
] ‘ Nuegaen’s hoe ’Aﬁ {/uL
} ‘ e rieet had no engines. %?\rode to the Shoal on the long an
Y - . ) Py l—l— 1 4
heawvy ioxwood oars, requiring poEer of shoulders to )aff the lum-

ber¥®hg cottonwood flotilla when the wind fell. (lut they were beau-
et S5BING FRITS b
tiful: in the Northeast Tradeihnder jib-é&-main, sailing home, sailing
Fide OF s
close/ to the gunwales, uewi»® kingfish and bonitto, snapper and snook,

Hhauling high, hauling, Tew,;9slapping and keeling, the rowlocks idle ,
: R S . ; CSUCAR SACK ISRt
and--& Co-operative mam laying easy as Sunday 1in his )Jsea~-sack. )
- ¥ Iy
sxx SPACE -

Souelspe..

) A

i %&J

And it would not have been so bad if the Yexslaee tractor had not

been sitfing up there, on Logan's Rock, = ,
e Pusit or # fMﬂ&rT
FLELIAE7ZLHEYE Sat there ready 6ﬁ/the k&&ek-e4¢¢b&%qa£4%o take the bread
SAT Tffg/2€ }
from a workingman's mouth. A?b shame a man's arm. yFor a tractor is a

man-made mammoth, a mechanical beast, a paean to the race's ingenuity. P
AL
Zpﬁrrleﬂ away by his ge doings, xx with idiot braggad ocla, ﬁ? calls

it an Barth-Mover: gﬁﬁzwever, as Cap'm Amos would corncede, it is an
CONCEIVED (e

ultimate aﬁ11V ent for its purpose. Vo contraption «&=kE®x by nan oses
WES sz iDEAS _‘@')‘W‘ wm FRCT WITH MOE o S TYLE : ‘ ] :
:awggh;ﬁgi' . than this f'earsome-~looking mastodon, iron forehead bowed
cre
to treeN @ boulder, monstrous feet clawing, metal shoulders heaving,

small eyes g squinting brightly through dust and gloomg engines of

isuch immense power it must BHF¥i1I8K/&#¥@ yammer and shriek, clanking for-

Rra



ward inexorably as a punishment from the gods. A beautiful yellow terror.
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Yet ##® it is mostly an instrument of paace. Pshaw that the
tradtor brought war to Logan's Woe.

SPACE

You come by land to Logan's Woe on an old dirt road that branches

t€0@ the coastal highway south at pringle's Bounty. The branch does not

7&« 2 L ’&,, m!'

dos=s® with great zest) conscious of its low estatedRig®» among thorough-

fares. Unlike the coastal highway. Thqﬂ coastal higheay, from which
wearing

it branuhogjlb a Palnted lady, haughty and satin-smooth,ir/furbelows of

Oiilclal

7

s1gfis, slogans, plagques, poster tJOi every design au:uolou;bdd\1slng how
aochrantadds - _

to use its advyangRaxes of yREEe. ) 0, No Stopping, /Stop,?

Right turn, No Left Turn, Merge, Give Way, No Sto fig On Pdvement /otﬁuﬁhc
Jﬁk‘_ g )

TR0, rAfqy €. CROSTIAN Gy ~TRAM R 72088
gﬁxmxgxgxxxﬁﬁxgiﬁzgggi fzg;g:rJf - c’ 5 ’M( ﬂ*ﬂﬁ white

and yellow lines, bars, triangles, circles, clr;leswishfﬂe tIldngies m

SOy th encem
only becausgr%!ﬁ%%

The ncoastal highway allows tBe?Pogdnvs wWoe
and  the b ervice TOWNS
%Slﬁﬁ%&Ctgﬁfres 1%. k% %ﬁe fdrger on Jthey coast, such as Montego

Bay, Ocho Rios, Port Antonio, Negril, the branchlngs are spectaculars, /G
: SWooP,
s#% the highway in great curvwing aﬂﬂﬁgﬂh slashed x%éﬂngiﬁﬁﬁh

erd blark and white stripes,
é&nbixxxnﬁxxxxg B : P€S and gnéat yellow arrows that nobody could

miss. The Logan's Woe branch fuuicRes off with a shamefaced sideways
shuffle and swiftly loses itsmelf “$o the eye. The incumbent Member at
the last géect1on§thdd put up agwayside bus halt, a tin-roofedf clinker-
< by
sideg . A fre qieatly the bus halt is lost in the profusion of
.t )
crotons and flowering\Shmubs which sgp%gé éro?lkgeamgughers after the
summer showers angz%ge branch is absolutely lost to strangers.
You will gdgher\therefore that the branch at Logan's Woe is of
small consequence, "@anc 50, to Outsiders, tends to set LLogan's Woe among
emple CUNSECQENCES, SgmEWHAT OF :
&ﬂpkrecluse A qulet backwater, away from the great s tourist
Ty
route$ aisinmhnxingxtpeaceiullx/g;;;ing) somewhere off there.m But that
ol R : o Skl
would be a reckless assumption, a bonehead conclusion, full ofuanger. For
inside that lef@glone elbow of coast, at the end of that innocuous branch,
kmgan the village of Logan's Woe seethes, brawls and buffets its fate
with awesome enthusiasm. The Co-operati¥ve, one might say, lives.
& .. space —
4kz Logan's Woe has the sandy-white, washed-out look of a hé;&let too
L
exposed to Northers. A sun-bleached habitat)stepping out of a cobalt sea.
— 5/‘/ . E . i ” 3
It smells nlcelir r@h sun-shrunk for the trade, ¢F o yster *4“//I and. Sea-wad,
OF SUM oPE r’Mls B DAYING NETS,
The village is bisected by ureat William St¢reet, a little wider
than two cars, anciently cobbled, and yearly patched with marl and bubbly

SEE BACK SEE BACK




tar. The hamlet has the Co—0perative§£ish %§pot, a postal agency,
two chapels, a XEN®8XY¥ one-room school, a whitewashed police post
with the national flag @@®dy stiff in the trades, Gordy's Yarq)
and The Chinaman's. These are the public buildings. The houses are
small, two and three-roomed wofden dwellings, Jjalousie windows,
rusting tin roofs (a few 32%§gled) and bleached as the boats. Nothing
to look at, to cry havoc @bewt», So, why, among the folk who know,

is Logan's Woe famous up and down the coast? Notorious,even.
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famous ior its people.

— SRARL o

First, there is the big nosed Cap'm Amos John Vogel. He CARTAIN
SERGPRER the VEYEY Co-operative fleet, a riotous, salty tongued
old hellion. Then there is Z#® Joshua llookie, the police =
pap corporal, a venally upright lawman inside of whom clamours
a crook. And Joe Chin, known far and wide as The Chinama Jalthough
he has only a fourth of the blood; a man from whom God keep you
This is the troika that runs Marshall's Woe.

And then there are the others. !Nen famed for their mirth’
and courage)and deceit. Men such as Ti Brooks, who is Cap'n Amosl’

crew-man. And Jeremy

defeated)the time his wife

the Nlasta-man who

Cockson,
Re

scull-oarj
A&U

a long-tongued

wr%&gwawwo&@~@m his boat.

only once

One-Two,

wears his hair lonanc his pad&dience short for

9 the Pabylonians, the non-believers in the Comimg’ Fingdom of the
WLV e — : i
» 1 Beaztufaz beautiful black Jah. fAnd PorterdVogely the Cap'n's sonj
N QU
B and Tina Rhooms, Porter's girl, a closed-kneesfmento dancer to
T ENVVRD ? e 14
. % Saint. ofhrs $ .
sweat . And ma s 0T a host of chariéterbdyno it waagrg d
O &G &l
nw%hﬁ A | be your grief to meet. And er¥Ezp® in the web of QM PEA*s Woe
=) i veélopev )
WHing was also (papas P75 - L@ dgaae? srferyg@® wio was building
4 & &
ngh hotel on Logan's Rock, sometimes %alle High Rock, Gﬁasﬁéﬂevnﬂdu
RIiOT Zoganly \
7“" 1 S ——
i who had come with hlq ganc his tractor.ggjgpshsiiés Woe
y did not trust tlﬂ bepgach&?&dw‘wasﬁ%1ﬁfme%spub fhe recorc of
fhat long
i Weglouora on the ‘oasywaN a not a vocation open to trust. Many a
17 Ead QMKI

Wl

fishing v1llage had ®een wprooted
K (/

anda

shoved to the &ogﬁisﬁs
BfnzycroFﬂgzﬁ%éyck

7 el “y\ hﬁnﬂhﬂxf\attx acted beve/%

Aquw t:: : -
The Chinaman owua P XVIWEYR " oe bar-&=-grocery. The
_Of e bar- Gricevy is
roof PRV REOT K tndtchem and the walls of XEX¥E® split bamboo.
: e A HAD BEEY
A hurricane puffed an earlier shop flat. & EER® also vﬂ of
thatch and E#@¥#&® split® bamboo. Joe Chin built the new one no

stronger. He was not
The
been owned by a hard

broke his neck in
CoGAntd

Lpasnsivaasdrs w’oe.ﬁ?ie village was never laid boeu‘tz\.

Przizeas according to the

VCE
structurga_,kas

a principal

of' a sand ridge,
Williamw

Great goerse ~treegﬂ"

sand

an%'uordy'

of packed and crushed

with a yielding gait that

fighting the wind.
Woe is a relict of
drinking

a fall from

515 ¢

did

[croce]
PL plantation had

LOCN%V
James M

> Chee ST
plantation times.

Scotsman named 1 who

High Rock. The beacl land became

The houses rose

4 .
contours of the qug and you knew where

Chinamn's;ought to be,

0%#15é

s Yard set

e on the upslope

Aey
oy of

reLently aside in

an
CNﬁmEb Fon Klﬁa & william WO hpd hws. leinds gt e EMH;:PWW)
The lanes between -

the houses had a surface

sea shells causing the girls to walk
deeds

delicious deeds. A great belt



I
of treew, ackces, tar 1arinds, mangoes, coconuts, provided a el
n;yw ofF e , B +he fring e
gree a(x-ulrol) &y 2&:6/\w;s:1:1:!36 Woe, @& Pevono &&Eﬂe - Ao
mountains Zekzzhe of the Dolphin's }»i'ead TRER CGUUMBLZRA 1@1, rising
swittly into the Cockpits, the limestone sezrate serrature gt
five thousand feet high. Logan' s% lock, the sheer promontory

TRe huolel (S beiry bt .,
on which  frieqeils B&WM towef@; up out of the

- in
water of & % ;

wee cove 1ike a strangely liturgical
homage to the sea; shining in the morning z in the evening
p (=3 } = ~]

somﬁpC
Fe. = CSHS=1N

'S y
when the sea w¥xivrsrvEse ¥ in shadowHm at its base.



WERILAGH TEED

.
w,
7’#5 MORNING SPIRT, " 1he Cueating cypes
g/>(l-(m7 TP, (A ﬂ.zn— SORE ﬁ?«w’& ke q‘

mlm boats go out in the eveningfdwhen the mackerel zam runs
© 0D

AN tr-5he - ai—tepneea,—@api-h-;&&os-zeant ~te-The ERARAR LS v - \
wamgry. Lhe “‘10&1’ a payday wmes =ea®@¥y in a Co-operative ear. Put
mostly they shoved off in the early dawn, hauling north on the

And

great-bladed oarsg.rewieeks-ereaking-and nnglan~ the keel is quiet)
go slowly

for the boatsiMxM¥HW under the oar. And the (“ creak of the

rowlocks go over the sea, boat to boat, the men r)lilllln{) silently,

~| LS
saving their strength and talk, wary in their head [deew in®® their
heads ,divjfl] and feed and think#mg with the fish, talking the fish
~n Wro b’i'n.)OO trap, gR >
to the hook or,\theAm@r to be killed by the great seine. And some
, O Tk Kibs : :
timess they t&mn@t of their ladies and the obéiam, thie steacdier
v FRE JueEnNTLY OF ) = s
ones, but oF BAeatsuir ity 0Ty 's anc the Yankee -
s oF A g go Silan
’ tractor, and,The Chinaman's. écW/‘é‘) e, 1‘“7 p‘h/( of"ﬁ"a T 4s ? #-
e . ,\wuwuw e ] Sabh [/ =
Today the boats roing out in the ew@nimg and Cap'n s Voall

went to The Chinaman's for a talk and agtet\before leading M‘I&

v
fleet LWL » Heo  Ryppdeaz® b orer?
"When are you going to talk to (E2EEes® Joe Chin asked Cap'mn

Amos Vo

ked up at the bambQomafters. "Tomorrow, maybe.

o
!
o~
(8}

oo
tomorrow I talk to him. You #now, Bhat Saturdays are my day for

business. f# You know that, ghinaman."
Joe Chin played lightly ®n the table with his veautiful
By owdEALC ORED BY
fingers. They had a #ableWthat was inviolate Lmsewee @ the low
BovaHS FRAMED 4

divider of (:oconutA‘thp\ between it and the rest of hhe saloon-gro-
WJ LR G AL Hhat The cONwy
cery, and uwpéﬁhe a2y Voe knew B waS=thedmdess clongec to
: mKh’ Y\r IS i The- T AjaAmAAS

“drank®a rum that looked like water until yvou saw the beads.

\ w/udc,an vy o :
swan\upy and wn, tinyaa mmmw lethal ALY 5
derl““i ’ﬁ\ﬂ ?j‘“‘ Ing skwfﬂi&; » : )

uring the war,

beacds

helped

L s % o g : ; ,
W‘co run engines for the Erces, At D ' Y, AEXWNREXSE Q{@t

e ¢ b/c you,yé‘
it wears exceedingly well on toughk r,ua:jmwém ¥

—_ ~ y
"Is the tractor still sitting there?" Jal %/A ﬂ"a—klff*}

B "It is still sitting ther .
LOOCED OFF NTO THE /mbbLE blf'fﬁ”CC ”"’D . »
And theysSaw it easily in th meénd's o"n. Tie great yellow
Ih i AN CHEL Deye&lopers

beast sitting m,\ SeEPes in t“eAYgaa@.’ r front yard, gm( nument

‘ LDGANE

to Py technology anr:fa defeat of the WYWaA=szxadRr® Woe l,eoi;le,who
would carry their useless hands like BAgZZZE luggage while the

beast snorted and cug and built roads ster than agg hundred humans.

) "T've lately been reading about a piece of law. It is called the
-’[aﬁ\) ¢ alleff i '
P = - = B

ywand Tenure," Joe Chin said. "I read about it in one



T CthamwaM.,&kld G (Pat

MMAO booleo, He wao The Scholav

o) Loqamf wWoe. Pmes’ one ays ?Idred,,
nit®

of my many books."
veget ,
“ap'h Amos }aif closed one eye and cdrew a wet sign on the table. /\

Ezlas Porter been inon e ﬂw&mﬂ:TL'cx;A4”V“"

Joe Chin wasxxexexszisssx dic not relent. No slap of red herring

would turn him.!"losseQ51on and Tenure. We have occupied this beach

since my, grand cvlggs a boy. We could invoke théfpiece of law and
({2 <
stop 9 from p¥tting his tragpr on this land to build the beach

TO

road, orﬁfncroach on us with his e getZed developuent 2R "
Cap'n Amos pursed his mouth amﬂ looked through the door into Great
AT OF THE _
George Street, dozing 1in tL.eA ornedveare. sun. 1t also dozed in
the morning sun. It was good fortune that it did not stay awake around
the clock. It was very explosive when it awoke.
"T must speak to Porter about Louis Rhooms. T'e's too close to Louis.!
" o " Py NENN " oA,
ossession anc nu the ma ~
P i 1d Tenure," The Chinaman m.umaﬂd 7£ A‘f of dimself.
Cap'n Amos tugged at the peak of his cdean shore caph fe captainec
o ‘ : ) , 4., OGANL
a fleet of more than twenty boats. The pfaud§battered,embattle«
: b The beatl captaind .
Woe fleet. IRNCYYV ToYlowed him amque‘stlouinglyﬁ%
B ; N B ion of
@p? insice his head was a chart of eVeyy, @wege-iole in portion of

3
the Caribbean)axﬁmmxf\m ®.:Cthe habits and customs of every

fish in those holes. le PEBRB-had the edge of every smart-assed fish

that thought they had the trodds,®xd=xEig nets and sea-pots licked by
shaking their tails downwind f¥a windy pRNEEL night. Did he have to
sit here listening to a CRinge crook?

e rubbed his hafadNen the head of his walking stick. The stick
was of mahoe wood, JCuEEEndcwelb_Gi-asaiEms 2 bone breaker.

"Trm takingGtie Xleet straight down to the Shoal tonight," he
said, a league, wa Jaway from The Chinaman.

Joe Chin let™4t drift. He knew that Amos had heard him out but was
too proud to pull killick.
4 "It has been a pookr week for the men," agreed 3iam The Chinaman.
w the weather's turned better. A light chop offshore, the boy on
the radio said."

Cap'n Amos' strong chin bobbed up on a small flood of thought.

"hat Peprege hotel. Iti;two floors tall. If a pole was set on the
roof, and a light on top of the pole, it could help guide the Co-op-

CLoudY - W,
nerative home from the Shoal on a night. S evNEED THE gb’/dﬁw o
i 1 ¢ 1 Q110 )Welq&r P s £

"An. what will the Co-operative offer th?,?ﬂhﬂﬂeﬁﬁin in return;:z

he skin of Cap'n Amos' face was the colour of nutwood, black nutwood

ReuaHENE ey «
the weather, (et tie—rmaneem There was an arrogant turn to the large

fleshy nose. lle spoke softly.
"But on second thoughts, nobody knows the sea like me. 1 doM not

i EVeloper
need the ‘ C at all.
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Joe Chin twisted his lips. %e looked a pitiless black Oriental.

And How T take him by the lands,to his calvary, The Chinaman saic, v
-

"“ut on very dark nights it is a great fatigue bringing home the
fleet," he @ said, pouring unendingly from the umnmarked bottle. "A great
fatigue on a Captain."

"A noble fatigue for a Captain," Amos Vogel said, a proud 1lift
to his head.

And now T leec¢ him to to the foot of it, The Chinaman saicd, amused

as anything.
"So it needs a noble man¥E."
Amos regarded him coldly. "A noble man like me."
"A man of wit," The Chinaman murmured, laying Amos so softly on th
cross he hardly felt the wood at his back.
"Well?" Zm snapped Amos, his black eyes Luﬁ@n}inb, waiting & to be
1 h ; x AN W
told he was a man of wit. J&#ﬁma,
Joe Chin marched in with the nails. "Iy vou spoke o jemedsde., spoke
to me, took our counsel, you'd be-a man Of ity "
Cap'n Amos hammered his gnarled rop€=burtied hanc on the table.
"You're a disrespectiul man," hef8na¥led. "T command in matters of

the fleet.I do not tell you how toNgliil™four shop, nor liookie how to

run his police post."
i Wae Dovelgpv
"HBut what eilther doeé)aiiects the wdligese:. You must play the Yan-

kee as you'd play a big onéy hont break the line.X (ne of us’}s not Auch)
“7 ‘V' b}
but we three, together, ,we threée are the law, dammit, Amos.HB }ﬁéxggﬁg4Q
oy Tk i o e wiinf iy v “7 ol wp anl Icﬂ' talk.”
back Lg-:eﬁWm : ;M
A tail was up inNAMos but it lashed gentler now A}nqg@e woulo have

the latest labrish.N\That cam' policeman had his ears at more kevholes

than a revenue man,
ancestors came to our island
"And to think your/ wearing boardLallpgers and
: sy HE SAIS AT JYE cHIN:
ocil-cloth pantaloons)k£0amalca has served you well."

"fand to think yours came in feathers and loin-cloth. Qur friend,

the Corporal %éwl)ollce, says I should tell the foolish old fisherman TMJG/A«
[aY
VD oot tha?&he.maﬁRGQ definitely wants¥ a portion of our beach."

Mmos rumbled softly. Joe Chin saw the explosion coming. le poured

swiftly. To drown it. [}Schole," he said
! ) Lzabblrl6 T pep _heftv.

"Aye," Amos said, downing it anc wipimg his eye. It had been heﬁ?g% -

"Maybe we should thmkzhim . ) , ] .

HAezspekezealmerzihern thank him for not wanting all the beach."

#Amos shook his heacd. "Like sending your small son for a cane with
which you'll whip his behind. He takes our land, then he puts in his #
tractor to deprive the boys of a little extra sometning working on the

4 He's 17 Ty . a ‘. " i
roaM“ fie's putting through our land, Liilnamarn, we've got to go to work .,
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"Yes," The Chinaman said warily. iHis friend Amos was often impe-
enthusiasm for combat,
tuous. Iis sixty-odd yvears had merely tempered his/ziziezzaz modified
] antagonists.
it from @ physical to a spiritual whodemoe ferocityfpgainst his eppenentszz
"We should invoke the law of Possession and Tenure.™M

"We should take a crew with hapoons amdrip thedyp gPee@y Kecic oy
wE ev lopers from our beaches. It would be a service to the nation."

ﬁg ah K}‘LM dn Ameéi can Dey e loplr. ! G‘ Ne ,Mf/'e\r‘» ’ . =

"Then the United States would invoke the gunboat law," said The
Chinaman, the Qf%nond eyes in the bland black face hanging still on Amos.

"You are a rumshop lawyer."

"Wherever the American dollar goes, the battleships follow. They
have fought great battles for the dollar. It is a sacrec symbol to them.
I believe they worship it in some secret place. It goes by many names:

Greenback, _ ] ] )
Buck, &xmermy Berry, Bone, Smacker. But its true name, in America, is God."
bt "YouMp are a liar."

"It says so on the dollar-bill. ®In God W€ Tmiust."

"You must sometimes shake heaven, Chinafan,! 0l¢ Amos saic fondly,
leading the way to the <door.

"I am a Celestial, haven't you heatrdp"

"You are a whoreson. A heathen som@if a bitch."

"Perhaps we’nght to talk with theglubans. Askec them how they

PORTPTE ey [“you do wot Envwg HE (s P pu [mERicon DevELRER.

) AR @ fls. THEM Hew THEY aWE&P mpde Tie JINKEE o HOME "
"They brought in Russianspattleships." L

"So,there," Joe Chin ga%¢/ il triumph. "All great nations cdo it.

The xussié?h battleships follow the {usééé% dollar they gave to my

friend Fidel. M
"T am a Preachéy ,Nheathen Chinaman. I cannot deal with Communists."
Joe Chin shurided at his side like a mandarin he had once seen

Loganu TBe ChHin
s 2 %7 s

in a film broughtQto 8 Woe by the Rural Film Unit. ¥ had not

knowg)beforg)how a Qhinaman should shuffle.

"Tlhie Ameriddns chopped up our neiglboursl)the Dominican Republic.
They chop-chopgs® Chile, God rest Allende. Y& They chap-chopp “aiti,

another of our neighbours. They chop-chopge® Cuba, our nearest neighboury.

four of our neighbours were good God-centred (Catholic countries.?
8 1e Yankee il ‘ , =
Xxexkkey any better than th%ﬁov1etsky?
Find out how they feel about us Baptists," Amos said.

The Chinaman showed his teeth. He liked the little sau@e they
shiogl ou - ) : " Hookie '
spzzﬁkgeé on each other. The world dic not know how he and g‘ﬂ? and Amos

: ) . SCVT A co» " oy
ook out the sauce. The old sepek, Amos and that piece ol aet, iookie.
S0P MOV

The Chinaman felt the ol« co':zg.sanionf\ - l\warmﬁ,inside.
The%myent to the door together and looked out over the batwingg
. 11 an
1ﬂgGreat£ga€rg» Street. The sun had slanted past the tops of the coconut
1T SHoNE CN THEIR FACES THEN ROLLED QuicktY BERIMD A cioud,
trees. A, Amos was a foot taller than ZHéZZHina@a#A Joe Chin, angular but
wider at the shouldess. The glitter off the sea came through the coconut
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trees. Amos glared through the trees at the sea andléhe long golden fringe
of beach. And thought on his foolishness and the foolishness of Logan's Woe,
Hoé

them down for ourselves. Never knew we had a fortune in our hands. We

We have used these beaches for generations and yet never salted

were the world's’best fishermen. The sea was full of fish. We would be
rich foreever.lZWe could have bought all the beaches then, from Port Anto-
nio to Negril. All of Montego Bay and Ocho Rios and San San. And after
the war, when the foreigners began discovering these beaches and putting
up their hotels, we would have been wealthy for we would have sold the
unused portions of our beach to the Dhevelopers. Instead, we sailed like
farmers. We flubbed our keels.

And then the fish went away. W& had fished out the shelf and
without engines for our boats/’we could not follow the fish into the ocean.

So we fought each other for the Xewxxxxmpxksiesx h@andful of drop-holes,
toolish
boat against boat, YXIIaREXAXXIFIEXXIXXzxeyx sailed wild, salledﬁzzaz§4

looking over our skamikxs shoulders, strugglingfdingdespair at the

short hauls. And when we had become the scafidaly of thecoastﬁc itzwas the

o R -

t 13
government madekggxh villag%ﬂa co-opBerative,so @2 we #Z shared the

osts of boats and mes nets and pots and\taekle and that sent down the
Gl avao il ovh Lunréng £
cost of our overheads/L But we stild need engines, for the fish have gone
/—\—\'

away ¥RR¥OANWE into the far oceanandflwe must follow them.
The Chinaman clapped hiasdhands softly and said in a sing-song,

"The l.aw of PossessionWand Tenure."

[

= We need smgines cash t@® buy engines. There is not enough
brovide
fish in the little sea weWfish to Bzzh cash to buy our engines. Hombo!

build the roads T
&£x§2§x¥9V61099T had Q&t brought 1an trdctor to ws:&ﬂm§>1lb deve opment
6 €ASH> 7o BYILD

our fishermen would h@y%«become a little richer by prowviding hands @sw Hi(

L‘Eii~£3?ds. But Nthere it is, sitting there, sitting there! Bombo!

LT D™\

"The yellowW peril, sitting up there," The Chinaman said. H,
had a way of twisting the nails.

Amos Vogel grunted and hand-signalled over the flaps of the door
for Ti Brooks to go ring the Baptist bell, summoning the men }gr sea.
Ti Brooks crossed XNEXEXXEXX Great William Street to the chapel, climbed
the short ladder to the belfry and double-~tongued the clapper in the sig-

glissando

nal, adding the flourish he figured it owed him B by a I&ﬁ&x of' the clap-
per around the Qigza @zl Old Cap'm Amos, the Baptist daacon, winced
and vowed & an oath to cut off Ti Brooks' arm at the elbow.

And soon the fishermen were passing The Chinaman's on their way#
to the boats for the evening's troll, saluting the Cap'n as they went by,
strong, muscular men mostly in theMM twenties and thirties, less in the

forties, fewer in the fifties, and none as old as Cap'm Amos. They had

P T.0.
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the thin shanks and wid#oarsmgh shoulders and were capable of pulling
on the long-handled twelve-foot oars the dozen miles to the Shoal
when the wind pissed off about its business. They wore tattered
briet's cuf down from old trousers, and singlets; t%ﬁa salt-eaten
sweaters tied by the sleeves about their middleséﬁggdgﬁe night

turning cold. But now the sun shone yellow and ebony on their nakec
backs 1in a clear ending of the day.

JNHEXKKIN The Chinaman looked up at the small red clouus

Scudding down to the

- e

o IR

v A iy 2
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sun and said,{Euov willing, its a clear end to the day. *t should be

a good night at sea."
. oa551nu,
Amos grunted./Body Pride and Arnie, fine hard fellows 1ift e«
& Y : 1l ’
LN el o AQLD G, AL AR R _ : '
their hands weethsdde identical water ggouils and said "Cap'n.®
n ] n ’ >

[“

eign capitalists who own the hotels are asking the police#o see that

e o3 5 3 " : foreign -
the fishermen who sail past their nake:« wOnEHE®8n the beach w«ESEA» be
E

nie looked naked in his skin-matching brief.

"our friend Hookie says there's talk in Montego Bay that the for-

covered from collar to cock."
_ . _ . | ey R ey
Amos, clean shaven but for the evening “shaeew of nhﬁﬁk bristles

around his chin and mouth, EriAfBZ7Z8t7ZPBEZ allowed a twitch of humour.
FRIGHTENED ©F US. . LovE LOOK AT
"The ﬁrekg;azav They know the laalesﬁgia! to u-z us .

L}

y ,_ . e be\/e eV :
azgEh Rock is high enough off our beach for » not to worry."

Amos pounded softly on the top of the doory "¥e should not have
A ol Legans Rok: [+ is _ y
placec his hotel ¥uamee®. @ our place of refugé from sudden hurricanes.

There will be times when wE the warnin#ts shortd You know that.m Times
: Cockpitfs,”
when we cannot reach the
ey - " TS .
'Tt is a tradition and a truth," rhe MML il Soberly.
’—074/«/’1’ . y. . S
Cign lock, gaslsh stood awash imthe sea, had nof beach. It rose
steaiqht oot of A
high prowed ﬂ’\tne water like a mofistrous ship «BEEge run aground.

Its sides fell sheer to the éea/"@except on the wesﬁywhere the rocky

A
headlands slopecgi@@®@x into,a milekf honeycombed coral, sharp as
sharks' teeth/ ﬁ%ectacular for’ views but inimical to bikinis. Fast of

oF Lojany Wit btoeh il alld
the lock ,x@h <wer=H=trbs iEe Urogh waskaﬁ& the yellow sand that woul«
7

. TOWISTX,

beckon ¢he sumximixds, sunsseeking folk, the well-heeled trzxni%5¥ﬁlt 2
TDAwer

loll and bask ip WBgtSs gooﬂnese. The B3R needecd that strip of beach

;er_greiit

adi
with-ghk- the—iiii-&nu—sfuuausfats *Re - seﬁae-ef ;re§i$-was-heér—ﬁe-

with a vast . : - s
WWMWWWWmﬂm Ele Chinaman, Wi
QWMWVMWWWM@W approved of profit,m ,wud,
Zf"mue son of a bitch must, naturally, pay C AAE R GACAAR . ATUETCD)
@WWW%%W Erubbeu the spiky hairs on his
chin and changed the subject.

R ey " i "

GOhle.ayw thé Olympic Committee in Xwagm town p@aee@wey today. The

trials for th Quarters are due inside three weeks."

Amos teeterec a little on his heels and the wheels spun in his head.

LDG@MU runners
nan=ine D aL- Woe)aﬂ@ famous for its gxnaxkexxmiiexs on an island famous
for its four hundred meter men; the tall,long legged,high stepping
//-() q Din
stewards of MlKarshe s Woe pride had twice ndue the nl}luli trials.
) . THE  Cu iNd mdy
/hom have we got this year9" Cap'n Amos uﬁye Af’ \ well aware

= to
of the answer but keeping/the essential rhythm of their ways.
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"There's the boy, Wedgie Murray. He's born for the gquarter."

"Agreeﬁdtzé ﬁkw he also thinks he's born for Tata Huggins'
daughter. He's swarming up on her too often to be much good on the track."

"Olga's a fine girl," The Chinaman said warmly, his match-making
eye sparkling. "I hope he bangs her up."

g A LoGAUC :

"We want no more bastards in Hesshaid's Woe. One of you is
enough."

"You'll never get that boy in church, Amos."

Amos pursed his lips and looked flatly at the street. A few of

PAK NG ]

the fellows s'*ank)tplnhlnv they were the focus of the eye.

"ie's fleet of foot, but I'm publishin%#he banns in chapel."

"l'ow the hell can you do that without his consent?"

"Next Sunday.

Zhsﬁothr 2y ] ,

A hard man. Rowdw, even. The Chinamafl appreoved/.

"Ts there any other?" Joe Chin saidg

They searched their heads af anot#fidy Garndidate they could put

at neve¥ gave up

up £2% the national trials. Amos and The ghingmangdiWZ¥g hopel that one
fine day, an Olympic gold medal would \cOmg "to the village to be mountec
3 L 2 / g y‘ 7 V‘(’ ’
in a mahogany case on the counterlfﬁa b“”¢'7VVC£ 7

4 . "We could have a trial sem the@ cday of the Hog Hole football
dimd '
i Joe Chin said.

3 . o ; 3 s W
Cap'n Amos grunted anyh¥s wicked old eyes narrowed again.¥Hog
Hole was due for a lickingNagummaging insice thel¥ gut, a twisting
Heoe HILE L ocnns y
of thedH balls. Tﬁ’? lLiagl roasted Mamsbeiits Woe last year because a

couple of the Woe's \d%xrty tricks

y, 4
de

kicked back/unexpectedly. The world need

brave men. Men Who“G@BW never gave up. Men who took on the harcdest tasks

of greatest us@fulness, 1Eike shoving a gaff up a shark's ass. All

these lovely thoughts coursed freelyJYHEBWEZE¥Y through the Cap'n's mind.
"jaybe you could try putting macca thorns in their boots once

.

again," The Chinaman said slyly.. "It might work this year."
fmjduA 2 , ,"éhagled
"One day we'll drum yowout of MEBEshHITENs @og," gap - Alos B21¥

affection

he stalk#ed away for the oeach.

¥ The day was dying. A sunset moon in _t.“e a teriunuh
purple_round and fat as a cat's eye) "Z@;&y P

J

[
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CHAPTER

Lc7ofnf~/
And Joshua Hookie, that valuable aide to ﬁawﬁhz&l?« Woe, that
3 . 4 . 3 3 o awh 1 3
grooved-cdown, start-proof law limb who quickened the deadgone lawbreakers

of the Woe into upstanding citizens by his own unique 2 posteriori

reading of the civil rights ordinances ﬁconcluhing that a l&gﬁz@?ﬁyﬂkfﬁz

was guilty until proven innocen?, that patroller of dark alleys, fearless
prowler of Gordy's V%rd where a fellow could lose a mouthful of teeth

to a knuckle-duster in the dark, or receive a whpray lance slipped IR I T

his gullet for his nosy ways, that arbiter of the highest social rules

in The Chinaman's, was uncomfo table . ‘
(_r&éuam;{gws <TG wrtrghT et
qobhuaf was uncom ortable because he occu ie< a,pew on the

7 ‘Mm-%qs A
ﬁ %l’tln subu bia, a clonlrw of

Swind 4
Hatlo Ag a gubaz M -
UUSPENRABLE
. for words, 'ﬁlkkerklatbcb

his ﬂﬁ%@ self he thou&ht too
WH O
of a State legal light he was consulting on, behalsf of Justice. Or,
was a 1awyer
nearer the truth, Strategy. The legal llghtz/whom the Force had nick=-

named Mister Necessity on account ofche knew no law. Joshua, concerned
2CANY
with the ill turn in the af s of s Woe rom 1muact of
T RUPEE Fgamk¢a3 Z¢wi2;
the @eppde goozoong, i.e., LR A L
RESSIT 8 ‘efuse

was in town to confer with the podide law officer on ways to @iETUZE
ST Toas,

the izguez Mvhwpler S¥Ps The), lawyer, whose true name was Freddie celLis-
ser, heard him out and gavé, an Opinion.
==

"Let the shit fly," ¥ZZa®% Freddie said.

lle was short and fat and energetic. Good living had put a

: ; weary "
splendicd gut on him, andNput/bloodshot eyes on him, and white ki

leather shoes belowh\hiS crimson @adwrda» morning slacks. A broad white
belt bulged ¥ afyhis middle. A sleevelegéiggnk top made him into a
circus monkey, a show pig, a comedian,Jaiagas thought.

"No way " ”Ookie sai!.zzzt ﬁ% fﬁhﬂ *ﬁ@q

were in the study, Ser dﬁ!ﬁtaﬂhzm a small room of
A Ain LERTHE cindl LegiTlo: boune Opdlcae »
ieatherm blg, easy chalx:s ey ltaole top, Joshua could hear the M
r

KeATEEH
the back path;uruer the almond trees. , &Ex th

OF icE CF c.L/?-O'
rattle of 1ce 8 the clink of plaeb’ﬁ The rattle ,and the cllnuﬂwcre

{ ..

A
familiar to a man who knew his waters:; but Hookie had no ap probation

; (e Pw&’zy THE DRINL NG /Mb NO DiGNITY 717
for people on whom the waterbborAzﬂ the XBRXNEXE

‘ . 43 ch,H VL’LTH‘ = .8 v/cﬁ‘LSM (/ﬁC/-//A/A/f‘)T/oNS
mxghmsgssaiﬁngx yelping i '

Laughter in The




Laughter in The Chinaman's

RBové&

men who QF!? their
groee —_(
laughte?Y inside T

N /T Too Ruckey S0 iT CAME oeT
came out, LV INiIpad B, ot losing RippAR ozt B0 ROOROR,

L WITHICT STRENGH, A ChRckis

Hookie shogk his hwad at the police lawyer again. "No way. My

( THE ' _
record at MeaxreMa@Pd»s Woe is the finest in the parish. Each year we

receive a Compissioner's Commendation. 1 have a one-room Jail , <oz
LET TOVRISTS

that I could Wz’?to % because I have so little use of it.
< + o Y
Give me something, & yer, .

Doghet
Freddie 1lit a Corona with a golu%snssﬂ and looked at the coal. It

burnt evenly. Joshue noticed he seemed to look at his ciga#Aore often

=

than he smoked it. He was a stylish man.

"Okay, Corporal. I was not being facetious ey What I meant was that
these things have a way of sorting themselves, oudl"

"Now you are letting it fly, lawyer." ) Jfawy¢r

Freddie chuckled and Hookie thought tha, BBy city e®szesm was
not a totally lost man. He had a good ghugklev.

"Okay. From, the papers I have lomkedNat, the thing is ;;;rfectlv
: The Develdbor i v S el
legal. GedEyder is at liberty toghuWRMhe beach if he can. lie is at
liberty to use his tractor on tRg Sagg?. There is nothing we can mol"

"What about an injunctiogf?"

"Ah, yes, an injunctior, Wef#l. Er, wouldnt help much unless we
had supporting matter. Wguld @mly delay things."

"Then delay thingg."

"What for?X How Wweul that help?®

Joshua cracked Wis®knuckles andd hitched the crease of his best
Bt WMAs good and sensible to delay such things as losing

uniform trousers%, PUEIAZ your temper and getting reported for being
e (4
rude to andzgzﬁéﬁié from the Attorney General's office.m
"Pime eases all pain, lawyer. TimeX allowgthings to sort them-
selves out. Time gives us both what we are talking about. Time makes
v grime or PeR
the sting fall out. Time is prime for/the sublime.,"
"Good God, Hookie, mB you'll naver make Inspector with that stuff!"
"The injunction gaéaves us time."
"Us? Us who? You mean the police?"
~ s 4 Tr Yicid i~ M - o s e e 1
"Correct," saicd Hookie, frowing at #¥E Amos and The Chinaman who
showed up suddenly in his head.
"T will need to put points before the judge."
"T have given you points, lawyer."
"Come on, Corporal, you havent given me a thing."
"Riots, disturbances, upheavals. 7You are acting to prevent

disorder. Cite the lMoprant Bay rebellion. ZIPé dusnxdexkeias (ite



thal -

grand rebel and ancestor, Juan de BFolas, who wrung the seeds of the pPmgl
 OuR PROTHER : :

English in the mountains. Clteﬁ?acky's Baster rebellion. Cite Viet Nam."

"Wwhat the hell has Viet Nam got to do with us?"

"Tt began as a dieorder. You're acting to prevent disorders."

Freddie looked at the coal to lull his leaping brow. e k and Hpok-
ie had worked together over the years. Hookie was an expert on the weed;

‘ possessed

he knew all the ruses for growing, reaping, concealing, shipping;/a

fine e SO Good THAT 17
real/oldtime policemanyfineskzat nose;{®m® had kept him out of the city

. F2erh WD KEPT tim mostly among the rurals where
stations and,the faster pTOMOTIiONS,) but=king=ef=his-heap=wherever=zhe=was
the big weed~men in their hidden acres grew and reaped and concealed
and shipped from; but, Freddie was sure,1kept Joshua Hookie happy,since

the old pompous son of a bitch would be king of the heap wkherever=he=wasz

Log aen
in whatever woodland they &e® shoved him. Woe. Freddie had
never been to MagﬂﬁaII“s Woe.
Fpreddie looked azhz at the coal; it b 1 re evenly and he

thought that anybody E\




To be . mpmsrePed. s S

could see how expensive a cigar it wa#with an inch of thick white

ash hanging there. Richly ﬁﬁ%ézng there. Ye held his hand carefully

so the ash would hold.

"come in and meet a few of my friends before you go," he said.
Sumd ag
"They are no good really. «fEP@aes morning politicians,dﬂ'<gossips.
Cayplo Capitelts. & gaaestion out of +u YARDS Gind alw;:ﬁy A 100 e et vockaty Tevgl, if s fevard,
Just listen to them. They know all the problems and the solutions

?/&’itl P
yet they do nothing about it." %/ - gied
" ‘ i 5 y ) .. dve NIy,
Joshua lokked at him with new interest. Mr Necessity maynknoww/%% A
) ‘H,r‘
little law but he wasnt shy on gbinions of his friends.SMaq>ﬁ% £ 43
powfl-((barb(d-,ﬁi Dty VA Pl - z How> B &

"So why do you have them here?" ZT”A”keue‘Wﬂg‘%uel?[”?dgﬁhké

Vo 2
They were walking through the house towards”tile rear patio. ?iﬁz?
o 4 & -
Joshua's great regulation boots sank ruefullyjgnto the deep carpet, clas ?
ﬁ"NI’C LIRE
aorange c%égureﬁtyﬂgi a dirty sunset. TheWoofs, size twelve with
Al

welts ememet as ledges, laced to the arklgsy,were splendid for tackling

) ) i o ey
the sand an¢ crushed shells which s@nfaced the alleys of Hearshelitls
BooTS
Woe. 1In the nap of the lawyer'sgumderfoot, the’\were abashed. Joshua

was especially careful with his\laTge blue-draped kneeﬁbmong the
: . o . . alvminun RO
uncderfed furniture, raised @n ghiny spindly, legs. le carried his
_ _ , 5 LT Continie »
special-duty cap, vissored amd gdlver badged;, of the proud oy -0 Ld

sESeTeary T ‘ .
constabulary, under his agmpitgo NW“Lb‘Y bolie comstubiite, QMWM

The patio was flaggedVand taggfully hedged with great clay Jjars
UNGLASED VANIAL Jurg siowtzgupuayy O MW AL Cify . REFEEETRE MHABLE PELECTHLE FREM g o
of ferns.  There were, four couples on the patio, mostly in shorts aﬂv%&fﬁ
They blinked\a@t\him out of a liquor sheen. S G4
sandals./ The mén, were mamex introduced first, as Archie, Honnie, zvdb%"'
O TR A
ARE THE <ty

"Archie, Wosdnie, Tickie, Billie," Hookie acknowledged. "Hookie.® ViR

Dickie and Bdillie by Freddie.

That producecd the first gust. Well, alright, blin' the tiger,

it was a good joke, but did they have to shriek? If I was huntin' T

would .pull them in,® thought Policeman Hookie. Nervous.

£%/IA11 the ladies had French names: Charmainejcelcste, Suzette,
Michelle.

“A4 fine, upstanding figure," Michelle said, looking up at the
massive man-in-blue. "He'd make a good Prime Minister."

SIMCE I s . i

"No. Minister of JusticeA\ Klready he's a policeman," Charmaine
said.

"Doctor, Insurance, Lecturer and another Lawyer," said Freidcie,
bolyné Fiwnd :
potmedfis a finger gﬁ each of the men. e

) uniformed

"policeman," said Hookie, hooking a thumb at his/chest.

They shrieked again, for quite some time.| The girls weee working
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ST ol e e D e > I éﬁ
successful '
wives; young,/self- -taut (RIGHT: TAUT! ) suzsesses o violin strings.

FRkEsEe X RARNNLRATERRRAXFAR ¥R X P XX LQRR ¥ ERAEFORYBNG xFIRAZ R xFAREIRA xR xR I p
» Mookie thought , had hardened outside the roost. Hogkie
; wove
believed in seﬁﬁsl discipline. L e e, | ley wsae not 8C
ii:i;?ﬁ?ﬂ@ Wae .
allowed in The Chinaman'sA. Celeste ran a brassiere factory anc s
e ' looki knuckle ouster}s
almost carried a whip. ”harmalneh ke t;ought, would fit to,ezriakz ‘=

bazor as a glove to hand. Michelle was a gunner; she had the eye.
say a lonb handled riot “baton.
He liked Suzette;/But all were armed.

LiFreis
"Corporal Hookie is a friend of mine, in charge of the @cwmegrERs:
Woe police," said Freddie.
Joshuéwas used to people looking at a policeman with that
sE&mmregre mixture of awe, hostility and condescension for the fellow

you hired to be youdkeeper. e had devised hisgown way of coping,

with satisfaction to himself and comfort to #£ivilians! “A, talked

of police business. It was a catalyst that slowed and broke down
X CONSCidug

the inherent worryof his guilt.- employers.

) Lovk€D ovE /L 7
Joshua gimpeeed—east the foreign labels on the bottles and PU A/

H.
R (o e m"krttg catalyst.

*T should lock up every one of you. Dpinking imported stuff.
_ _ import
Smuggled no doubt, since 1tﬁ\aéainst the law to meey foreign liquor ,,v,

@ a Socialist state.l ButQWW1 ) drink whatever I'm offered."
They liked it. lhey 1§E'heu like @Rz crazy.

"Where in hell is ﬁarsﬁxiihﬁ Jae?" cried Celeste, bashing
the side of . A . )
aq«ner boisterous Afrof and peering up at him like a faun in a forest.

She was soft-featured, and had a nice pillow-sharing 5milefbut for the

splinter of di§cdnpPent pinwheeling in her overbright brcwn eyes

¢ ML
Pot, OOkl&faubOBathall‘ registered. Ganja. The holy herb.

Moses bush. QU@E%@9®§F&ﬂ;fGX%ﬁdﬁXiiﬁ){}tﬁrﬁéfgb%@% But his nose

told him THZEZ the patio was aleam? at the moment. He shook hands with

) LoGAy L ,
the ladies as well as the megjln the Woe way.

is ; b : s 5 o 5
"IER a very picturesque village, darling, not far irom Mon-

tego Bay," Freddie said, "Joshua, what you drinking?"

And Joshua, a bloody good water-man, one of the three best
in the world, with C,p'nm Amos and The “h%nagzn, looked at that Bbﬂﬁy
&bt nahogany wagon on wheels, and waézgisgusted. A mug of beer,
even, with a coaminy of foam and ,fine body showing brown below,
would have none5 whdte—run—anu—sky juice man though he was. But X
Mister Necessity was serving mcotch)auﬂ X%dka and %&n}anu a few
other bottles unbeknownest to Joshua.

Suzette, the quick-eyed, dﬁgunlg}ve, laughing button-buster,
brought up her knees coolie-stylewzg er chin, sghe —seddgy



B, oLanuﬂ'

"I'1ll bet the Corporal would prefer A whites TN GRS Juice, a—&e aalA.
0ld Hookie, that asmte astute man, who knew greatness when he met it,
e o s, S L kg ane . ‘

looked appreciatively at Sutlizete an aid "H"\bllu' the tiger, ma'am,
I1'll bet you are right, correct, the honest truth."

So that made them laughB the old ® sham stu glad that
little ZIBBBEZBELBE Suzette kicked up her pretty heels and laughed ez [ God

:TUCFVL-
e ﬂhu nodded Yes.,ma'am to her.
&céeaf % E - T .
"Is that a Woe swear word, Corporal?’ Meafosi yweabGuid

VEweds
2. Archie the

Hey s N OEY recvepid e
glinted luridly.
#p ookie waszeemeernitzra took

mﬁg7ég;&é§gnaqg skxxEL rum; although

the commercial

~

<

when L mash

wa g her

the

trusting judgment

silsa .
%tuan the
B . i Was
cess, like Lt and

xkr

Sacl o

another from

flouris!
5 (i}.l

Wisely, Aé)ﬂéufu, Wis m‘l“A LA.J_tP

"gh. Socialist

Wwillie,

s1Mo gan. Ry "

:aiu I-ic, .L

oTe oy &

1001 _]_:\

I'm

‘ly said
s/maded LUTIG ]

a

held the

shuttled in e good host

"My God, yoo jHovLD

andc
in the neighbgugpg' .
fairy piss ZhﬂéﬂZhEBLWlﬂB gn-_the-okke
working
Down THE LNE; B
Sexns _LfL;

bottle to gla;s.axu disposed of it W

Jou'r&

wce in EZrd @lagfes of

ww Ere cE2ay gEZEES
ernit the ofgiciMMfaze on him. It was c E

'Lll e Officer,"

tenni shoes that had never
that was . .tribute to his fine tuuig}

Lactush ;

his photo-lens spectacles

Hove 17 PP TEuTESGAWD BL{A/’ THE TG/

bourbon because Suzette had said it
he found out she was wrong, ea WIOL:)
around the insidEes of his mout But he

Subt i came I to

cup

he had no

on ti‘q bonrm- WIth Tox

the ;,,ud e his visit, he

X h
struggle, produce.m"
2 governmentepartyffuan, Corporal,"

wellbred

;'ista:ﬁte'tﬂm

old" ant

Lﬂe&“ld’ldd.

Hookie said

reproof Hookie inten

he was.



"Got an interesting securlt thing on at the moment. A reg-
7y g &

SUMMmc A IEY STOLE MHS mosic .
ce M )(dmea’}ﬁanvl Monre,AHES GONE Ro GuE. SédiTiovs 9k, B B syt00 im0, T

PorR (ARONG EY
o 6F 7?
Bitep "’

weeks¥ and still akxxhke in the top ten.PAb foT A NiKEL To Wﬁ’ix PeerE,

Celeste bashed her Afro. "Who wiped him?"
AS VEVAL » FUE
"Some New York blnger/promoterJ A Sold a million 1nAp.a

Michelle #¢¥g8d shrleﬁsu dellcately, like a small railroad
AL MeoRE
engine. "Oh, I know him! Klk wrote NAMYXAMXAXMMLXXNXY RAXXXRENX
Fall down,Babylon. What did the Americans wipe?"/Freddie grinned.

"I MPRR think its Callgf) REANNX JANXHABNEXXXKEXHEANMNEKXKEANA MR XX

Crg;;ve it to them, Jah. A middle classkput down. Middle class like
r[\ 1

you. Es%ka%ugplr the ghetto love him. geat a policeman unconscious
He /S

last week, got too close to R Kim@® of direct descendant

Lam :
of ‘i&ﬂnygvelace,rf'*
"who the hell is Lgﬂﬁv Lovelace?" sudette asked. . ...

"He was before your time. Couple of Wdeeddes ago. /Got him for
canoe
piracy® and murder after he had a fightat, _da place called Payda
A iS1Si,_TRA _sw,oa:fu s@uy Fron th
Shoal with another fisherman over Seme s ) The peOple in Trench

Town, his particular ghetto, hlq himf out for a PP year until he

was cornered one night withoutWagsweapon but Z?bagiul ol stones some=-
I~

geling . aﬁe fought off the police

g

body had collected for streg

He'S New A Netinned 2
il they shot him. '(' He at Joshua. "Right, J

; “r B T TR N - - - ’ L s R Y 8,
okie struck a match RS2

Etick like a bomb®dXMut smo

slewed to it and ever WM laughed for no reason.

"Cap'n Amos sBgd®3is regards to all," Joshua said, looking arounc
at the faces, noW tumhed wongleringly on him. "As does @@ The JLil-au&h,(f
One-Two, Jockey the sShark and all YNEXKEEX at <4 Woe." \

They entered it with gusto, sensing the drollness in the stolic
looking country paiizmmar constable.

"ATLC re~a€gs from us too, My Ppliceman, for AMOS Ak%@he Chinaman and

Woe," said Suzette. "We hope to visit with them one day."
[« s o h 1 ﬁ o : g 1 1 1 1
S50 ligokie held up his glass in a toast and knocked back the bourbon

with a single snatch of the wrist the way the white rum drinker does it

othe h : s 4 11 i ~
to smother the WIPw? 2w explosion, and ran his B glass forward to Suzette
© - -3 ™ " . » ¥ 2 2
10or another. And they secretly snig; cered at _¢1~: Lom‘try % i or it wpo

for the bou
oc

known that upper class drinkers tlpyleu slouiv,/d Tinger lI avay from

the glass. And how the hell could they know that Hookie, the rum-man,
Kriew the bouquet would smoke in his throat as he fired by the flick of

f11s wrist? Smoking slowly, smoking long, smoking at palate and at the back
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the long long Jjourney to the back oi the
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of the throat end o
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Comfort in

cala "out we got only one the Woe
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1. was d shr high
iorning notion, . : >
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nostr
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And old d his own goo«

T
b J -9
@2 worth and

did not have

les,

&1L a v
aild i Ald iy

FRN

retnmiCebhe-horb-interrunten—thensirtay—

~ 22 v | - -~ ¥ 5 ~ - o % | - - .1
y Nearly as nice as Olga's, urpl

old lawhreaker Amos was publishing in the banns

next Sun-
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Qay"L!%her Wedgie was ready or not.

Fyeddie, the host, interrupted the girls. "They are having some trou-

ble in the Woe. Development trouble." He eyed the bottle in Hookie's
hand.m "Corporal, you know what you're drinking?® Imported stuff.
American. Thirty dollars a bottle.m" )
N ) in their minds they
And old Hookie thought, Jesus,/they live in Aierl”d ADZEPBAY/ BinEs8i7
And thought how many days and nights he pounded the alleys of Aagzg%%éﬂs

Wwoe to make thirty dollars, crunching through the seashells, climbing

o

the zinc fence at Gordy's to peek whether the boygmwere flicking dice
: : , ; night )
on the coconut mats, walking the/ bunhm among i€ Mosquitoes M

nightg/kaxzerxwieikexxkiks smelling

3

out whethef t#e Doys were honking the
tube, eating the grass, singeing the holy hery Wfa burnt offering to

the dream-maker, the trouble-shooter, thd bdurn® for a naked-ass

fisherman who had fished out the yard-@wa&te® and must hammer out his gut
o the oars %
smashing a sea-road @BZIHE to the depep-Woles; and sai
i & H

To [*Tu.uie,

"Lord God, lawyer, the cos@ ofgl®vin' these days!"

And poured another deep bmowl Mne, shucking what he hoped was a *
five~-dollar dollop into th@§ Louls Comfort Tiffany & v ystal.
- "Development trouble?" CHgrmainel squealed, sighting in unerringly

on Mthe new field far oM deep probing. "Billie is a developer'"
F & 2 < P =

Billie hunchedafofwad¥®d, his gersssl-musclec legs firmly planted.

y el T & 4
"Wnatd’ kind oI\ tr'®uble, n? Wwhat's wrong with development? &ﬁnh%ﬂt‘
WIOng w:Lth naklny a prol x I =

; : 1t with e T
Charmaine slid forward fﬂ flhe,' Billie, face
. af .
inter:« wt small teeth showing, a j r morning carnivore
whatev '

Hookie, heavy, strong, up to now unmoved, nodded to her.

| profits, ma'am," he said ponderously. gﬁﬁgk
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Old Hookie ran his eyes over Eillie, from the Gucci casuals up to
the gaudy tanktop painted in a New England winter scene with aspens and
a small female deer that seemed to Hookie to be
the lz;ﬂ ) hindle g

pis@ing on the edge of
ake the way its gk %rau ilec

s but it just maym havesb
b

"That's a fine pair of
11 bet only a Developer
llie by the sudden empt
innest & fart that he h his policeman's po
him, to make him receive th ult in silbce, for on

hardy civilian crossed clubs with a babylon, a bull-seed,
on the prod; and Hookie wa:

he turned on Billie., A ]
were on all sides, sw
meally.

ou wearing, Mister B
fford it." And knew
is face and did no

a corpie
clearly on the prod by the coarse
lie who knew how vulnerable his p

"pillie
malways buys his things in Miami ,"Q\G@#1@ste said, looking
in fond ownership on Billie. "lie goes up wigli we ®Very month when T

g0 to have my hair done."
And old Hookie thankedhis tiger e fhad®never wecded; for you

never could tell what would turn upin@ghe Wraw, the chance, the

pussy-raffle.
“uly wllage o 4 mewﬂé W‘//ﬁﬁ@ nezim, “Yo Randled . “We

Gchpepha. We mud @lm chutz, codd,
bl Oyl wﬂ#ﬂﬁwﬂ A '/ e '—”/‘q

oke but it was not showing r the

ﬁeavy old policeman had spoken 1kéwa hammer. And in a sense
as if their fun was unaccountably freezing inthe sun.

"We are a production-oriented village, ma‘'am," he said at Charmaine,
for no reason but that it was sensible to single out a target when
ﬁnned pulling a trigger. "We produce floorﬂmechanieéﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁ

gxmachines, and earth-movers, ma‘tam. What, ma'am? Wh%§ Tre they?}

T@rxa They are the. boys and girls of Margan s Woe who go to work in
your homes when the W1nd rises and the fish go deep and the village

is likely to starve, ma'am. So they go to seek work , shining your

floorsand hand-washing your clothes and forking and ploughing your

8

suburbian gardens, ma'am. Floor mechanics, washing machines, earth-
“movers, ma'am."
‘And they gaped at him at first, not knowing. And still not
understahding, they thought what the hell were they coming to, alloﬁing
? a bumpkin policeman to mar an expengi@gly sophisticated likkerklatch

and so suddenly they keelequver into l'hgnd-slapping, knee-pounding
howling laughter. ; o

# _*
~=-. SPACE--- , e

;‘ ‘ And Hookie said in his throat, Small Wants. A

T : . M!
N b ~

7

e %
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all, me

- g 440

Cleste, slapping a ba

H

Sy

lew Zealar Canadian codfish, no

getting sore.

g 3 ; a ] ' : under a bourbon load,
Ffor here he was, on ZHE split level patio, hustiirng-a-foreignig®

kmuxbarn and who the hell but he could recall thegfclosehauled circumstance
X, 7
o1l a & 9 Woe

the Yankgf tragfor for a payday on
a road-gang, hustling the bones at the risk, gfingarceration for a
seven-eleven rcll into a paye, hustlingMhs€a wet

One-Two who had his own 1lif%9nhiR the goddam grey of the

wind or whim of the unpredic{a0I® ocean,fiustling each

Wwoe universe, and of all theVwther fishing towns on the coast;
Tostlu i, e e : il
wootere looked them dn Whe eye and said,

and turesd

8

discommodENing . r

: T 2 e -
the mile\ straight-down-deep ocean, given gfo swallowing sddeeesz
fisheymen ‘and vomitting them out ouftragecusly dead,

4 the quiet power
 FAu REacceS
Rdadl) 011 LIC <y

o

nodded, yes at theii g®pe» Luckling his brass buckled belt. Gathering his
+ ;

ion boots under him. Set duty-cap on his

oss in its g

head, squarely set but for the slightest

yarely perceptible

1S cew
SHKEeEW .

"Yes," saidl old Hookie as rose, feeling rosy, feeling flushed,
feeling smooth and reckless. "Yes. 7You discommode me. Lawyer, 1 got

} me | V) sl
to catch @¥ bus. , o e SHE I
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childish
And they had this look of #B&Z surprise AZXKIM as if he had

ght theéy out behind the buttery playing mamas and papas.on a
moonshine n'ghtjand old Hookie even wondered at one time/whether
they would a jump to their feet and button up, the gjirls crying
softly and the\fellas running high-assed for the woos,&ut they sat
sullen while he Xansacked them with his policeman'gyg eyesj‘ and only
Suzette, the one D¢ liked, her painted toes tensjg in her clogs,
creased the corners\of her mouth at him in a ryeful smile.

"Wish you were\all going back with me A Joshua said as he rose,
7w 1,’,,, -

patting his fine girth\pehind the broad red/cummerbund he wore

on special dury. "Like %o have you in th¢ W,e for awhile. See how ¢
we live.m How the fellas gt blown sometAmes near up to. the gulf of
Mexico in the boats. Canoes \ Freak stofms. No pines. Men drown.

a husband if 2507

crewmen. Very hungry

Wonen too .,for sometimes the wlives wi})l crew
the catch has been too low for \a

days sometimes. Not all the tim ixkkexki most of the

time. FPoor~people funme. lMento ¢4 e music. Footraces.

Boat races. The government filyi shofwg should get a TV set for the
village ) ] »
fiiiage soon,me the electric /companyife
wem . DEVELONETR I :
TS t:z_e” hotel As 1 . Fine folk in the Woe. You

sts iystead of going to gNE®Ew ! ;ami.

he runs W\uie postal agency. Come as

xpects to bring in the light

must come and visit. Come/a
Mrs Lamport has an extra/ rdgu
tourists, foreigners."

They shifted ,fgeir WYeet and three or\four looked steadily enough

at him and others '4{{9 out at the slope of Jawn and the Caribbean
and crotorn h¥c®as

pines/shaped und <~;1 gardener's hand into gl¥bes and peaks and one

fantastic hogr-gMess design in the center of thd lawn.

"Yes," S@fd old Joshua again, liking the wprd, how it punctua-
o g ‘ E wADEA JHE )
ted thelB2RPEHOER proceedings and brought them up\sharply 4 claim 0{

. &

his attentign again. "Yes. Fine brave people. (Once N\e lost a boy, ten
years old,/son of a son of a bitch name« Jeremzjbut \ good fishermandigaq
The boy waAs lost at sea for five days. lie had shoved oXf by himself 4R
in Jereyy's boat to fish for pocket momney. Christmas way due anytime
now an/l he wanted his pocket money. A Defence F,_ rce 'copder spotted
M“ﬁh-wwa
him fAive days later,_after we had held his ‘wal«.e;l Llown out\ to sea by
a fyeak storm. The coastguard went to pick him up. Twelve miles out.
And when the skipper of the coastguard picked him up in his arms from
tlie canoe because the boy was too weak to move mudh by himself, you
know, weak, salt-sore, physically fucked up, and asked him, 'How
are you, Aynie?! |

"!'Fine,' said the child from his salt-caked lipes, 'but I caught

no fish.' [ 4, Rey! He looked THES ;4 THE EYE.
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Wt o bow it i i, TR Waee , Pm PIRATICA, bt poaa .
"Gawd blin' the tiger, Ladies. Lawyer.f Miss ;u“ettc.

And he was gone. lHe was very steady and Susette was look-
ring inside, Jesus Christ, I'm ashamed, the

ing

=

very serious and sa
J

poor man; but not letting it out for one obeyed the reins even if
the pasturelMs on the roadsides were breen_%%u were trained to the

oats conditioned, born outside of the Woe. Gawd blin'

the Eiggr, suzette said softly,
Joshua was very steady going out, for the i iorts S
- ? bcuqﬁ o /ffﬁm’ w’«"d/"”@
wore off quickly. Bought on lMjami weeke 1'21 Lgrxrs hing. A‘JALr-
r o : Ui/ : ‘
Wear. Pair. Of shoes;_Uanle./Adre 110ba oly ullllw had bought hisi
E"

Celeste on a Miami weekend. Bought everythi

thought old Hookie, Qggyggﬁﬁrtbzﬁdﬁﬁﬁﬁyal

ng on a Miami weekend,

Sam e
(253Anq he remembered a s PRART2E> loise, 4 " avon'
i o F Loahn Wee
youngest ddu chter whom the poke-about boysﬁfallep Small Wautq
the wild dﬁh!ﬁil&, wh o P PR ey, had gone 1nto
o
trade the time qﬁﬂbﬁﬁkb the American ran a%Z?ound in a blow,

off Logan'c Woe beach, and the sailors had bgén taken off the ship

and lodged in the schoolhouse until the tug ®rfomRaimamikx

Savanna la mar down the coast pulled the™8hip Pree. And he, Hookie,

had GF} had his eye on everyid@® godcam eafe of the foreign sailors

the night they lodged in the shoolho@s@mand seen Small Wants, Man
F.aron's youngest daughter, the #ile ane, turned so after Sam had been
widowed so sadly long ago, foohkimg about at the window of theschoolhouse,
and had broken it up. Shuntiug hHard in and rattling the long riot

baton lse® had armed himself Wit during the blowsalong the zinc

wall of the school = @® with s noise to make your teeth fall out,

scaring the foreignef Back into his bunk and pulling Sam's erring daughte

back into the #E@\Pegen’s Woe fold, pure of the foreigner; no matter
&1 (e )

t % : N : ) ’ . )

if the little @R Dwihboat, half orphaned so lonaf went straight back

into cruisingQGordy's Yard. But what he remembered now was how he ha

had asked her wh% she who-did around, considering how bright and pretty
she was. And the sassy little zip-popper, sadly unmothered so long ago,
had grinned up at him and said, "I w“q$ because I have no faith."

Blin' the tiger, he hoped he had not been whoring on the patio because

had no faith. e had JHEE iéeeling like bought, requisitioned

il he @B3® exploded

them. It was copasetic after

{ Lo .
7 a | j »
THOUGHT . , R .y :
wéﬁoengﬁ awhile about ™} BMoore Freddie the lawyer had
een right. He remembered ,"‘.ubvelace_ Jle had not known that
SanMMY : 2
gag?@ Lovelace had a connection with Lagan's Woe. ﬁﬁ&?& Payday Shoal? -4
m»/'\ HOb comE mvb GONE , N Frc 3 '
during his early days on the force. He har Deen in the |
L Any A _
police patrol that had caught up with w G lovelace
N & X d , " = T 3 -
~ s5eems as if along with land uovelog‘ers, there were now reggae developsrs,
£1 ¢ S o
foke S : _ . . £ ik #
| Foor unlucky bastard. Who the hell was Ras Dan'l Moore?
| L e

\-‘v ol poc PR )__!d’ Aﬁ _[ // f/\guld lj_ IMOLN SHUVC@ w 7
M 5 WNSER PAER. BECHUSE SomEee ot
| %’ e w : _— Koot fmmw \fa

CTOLE Hi€ SoniG © Bechuse T was, PRopERTy, HaokiE, you ! | |
”".\‘.'uﬁ” r’);, ""JJ.; lr%/2> (N %ﬁryiﬁ M;@E@ Jt L#um@E@ AT Hipi
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A REQUIEM FOR DAN'L MOORE

TUNNYXKRERKEXTHKX

Thomas (Tommy) Moore lay between the sheets and thought that
At a quarter to seven in the morning when day breaks upon
the x® roofs of Trench Town and the yellow sunlight leaking

down the wall is hot and eager as a wish in hell, then the

e steam whistles that ring the ghetto rip you xexpisxesx

to pieces.

He rubbed his eyes and murmured something sleepidy and thought that
At a quarter to seven in the morning whenwthe)allnight seller
at He coruER
of banana fritters fattens her cheeks{tofpufl out the oil

lamp, the thlack thlack you hear underWlie hurrying feet

is the street-sweepers longhandléd broom snatching at the
gutter to put into heaps

empty beer cans grumbdingydand lurching illtemperedly

s

TN - CAay out of the way
THE %/3:141, %M’S WPPFERTT fruit peels wrushed &% a thlack to a hearse
iz, e riic )\ for a foolish Meockroach

Aeaccaredd

@y AnG H :
. cigarette en@s pufifed ESRdzzRdEy down to the genvra ISEETRERX

%aM Mo,

T TH SieEeT Tragment "
pev ri;.@%ﬁw gmeri %ﬂlzhvﬂﬂﬁzﬁz’ﬁkgqy\Sg T Pl -pkx
a@i:nb& o, broken_ bricks that in the IlghtAgﬂﬁiiiiﬁﬁi were more \ Y
vnble e
Dan’k powenjiul than an arm Doielt yOV'lFUL f/ﬁ/ebmr:/d 2 g“m

who \ 7nenck
) R Ziwh
with their ﬂmﬁﬁﬁ&ﬂh. ﬁnt!!l had e¢wyxee®® the cops from hrotherAnan'l Loy =

AS HE THOVGHT tary
na, in his head, /store like themy WEricPSg How -=——J

oS THE WRTER
At a quarter to seven the cracked old bell in the g%ﬁ%?ﬁf%)eattles

your teeth as he tells his lazy caulkers it is time to bLe at

He stretched and dredmlly Temembered the Gl

the tar and oakum. And that other one, the wide-mouthed one
: CHURCYARD GETE RERY T LLESCN ‘ B ‘
in le Yapakawmy oerebeiaxxian his tongue in a clangour &&@ THAT idiLe

%
emptéf"your head o?@leep.
Then it is the turn of the steam whistles at the Ice Company,

and at the railroad rounchouse, and at Hiﬁﬁ&%ﬁlﬁﬁi McGaffey's
AND AT THE THWNERY 5
Foundry , and at the government free port,|to lace you with

IR
their whips, ordering you to open your eyes and smell the
stinks of the ghetto.
And with the sleep still knotting his limbs, Tommy Moore opened his

eyes and thought
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\hf; I will lay on m€ back and look up at the roof and say Good
Morning, Roof. What a shame #Qgf# that the mice MR picked
up soot from the kitchen and blackened your face with their
shoes as they walk upsidedown through the hole to their
N e

And when he heard the noises outside in the street, Tommy Moore

groped drowsily around in his head and said to one of the noises

umpP THE CART oF O JCE, THE EMPT, -ty
@ouggornin{’ M the Donkey, hauling & WM 4

BYYER s o M TE
a$bpcoing by in KXENXXEXKEEK ~ ja Street and telling me
/_——-—\

EREEN® Good Morning back by the flapping of your ears.
@d Good Morning Carpenter Mahoney-0. (5&&,[1«4} it hke @V‘}Tg'?’el?,)
it like ofed
Greataunt
Cavy wHo
HAY BEwW
F o Tt

N T o g

Zj?gur hammer falls thickly now, Carpenter Mahoney-&(?hq%?

You have bought the rosettes of purpl X 2
Carpenter Mahoneyg the Undertaker-0, and{ygmgare
nailing them insTde the coffin so the g4ied@T ohe will rest

s0ftly ===
softly HURTLING /nTe

And then ‘JTommwy Moore {was bolt upright®, Lastiynight ﬁE&ﬂ@%ﬁvﬂhis min
P UE SHOCK GF SECING THENSERGEANT LYIN G IN e STREET;
and saying the Good Mornings quicker rowgy Tike this BU%RLEA
Good Merning Room, and
Good Morning Soap and TowgMand Toothbrushm .
Anc in the shower, shivering as Wwé I®oked Hdp at the shower head, sa%
(rood Morning Shower

Please to kill me Showexn

And the cold water fell and killed him.

N\ PACCE —

Johnny the P¢et had a message for his friend Tommy Moore and he

climbed the fiencejat the back of No 11 and hooked his insteps to
the top of the “bar-fence and leaned forward until his balance
broke and he hit the side ol the house on his hands and chest.
Now he was looking down through the bathroom window grinning at
the antics of his friend and he called through the rush of water,
"Stﬂﬂu(
S¢

Tommy

Small One?" ’
& (A 4ﬁf"“ " ’ )
Moore turried his soapy face upward. He was used to be sum=-

moned by Johnny the Poet in odd ways. No going to the front door
for Johnny the Poet.
"The Piano Mover wants to see you. You know the Mover? e Was

the crook who knew the police would have Sammy Lovelace vefore anybo

found out. It is in the legend. You know the Mover? You remember
Spmmy Lovelace?"

And a hammer knocked in Tommy Moore's chest. Who in Trench Town



'S
(A
Johnny the Poet was becoming more famous by the week as

the fastest gun-stasher in the West. Gradually he was build-
¥ y Just before sun-up each morning,

his trade, as /more and more the best of the shooters
o ) him, b avsoayy DT 72
; trusting their guns to )i 1. !
to

: Eax concealmynikXagainst sudden polig®

rordon-raids. Johnny the Poet was twelve, two yeaFs

5 ‘ 2ekate
ylder than Tommy Moore. He had been named Poet byqu an

late R
rducated gmmpW® gun-shooter who had said that Yefmmy's
he used, the environment =--

thoice of hiding places was poetical; / ’ ‘
IBERRY garbage cans, building sites, holloweg-eut roots of
IHRivakARRShEReSsnbNaNDyathy Ay S 8L <00 R EBES L4 e L AP
;he fine palms outside the ssuxshkouxsasy police station, the xsp roof
IRgxzenY ironment

)T "the confessional in thexfaxhe St DoxotHy's Chapel, and once,
iressed, axpxxxkim under a pile of pihgskins in the tannery that later
mtailed stringent purificatiou yxites by the orthodox mesmegpork-

> "
aining Rasta fariansamongJ the shooters --- the way a poet

. words to obfuscate his “Weahings.
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-

had never heard of Sammy Lovelace? Who in Trench Town had never

seen the place on the sidewalkm near the Acme Betting Shop
_ , THEY HAW NEVER SCRUBBEH ouT THE (TN
where Sammy Lovelace had fallen?/\yho had not heard the legend?

EoR =AMt/ , e ! ; .
was martyred by a policeman's bullet. They held the Wake

for Sammy Lovelace in Solomon's Yardywhere they used to dock

iN THE O bAK ’
the schoonershfomlng in from the Caymans. And who had never
NOT

heard of the Wake? Orhyemember forever the mullets cooked

in oil until the KYXNEN bones meltedf%gz%;veﬁzidtongue? The
bread had been baked in the shapes of cherubims and seraphims
so that Sammy would have an easy time at the Gate; for Saint
Peter would have looked down angﬁfg;tfgggg;;;g;gi—\Sammy's
friends ate foods of holy figureg>ffor the_good of his soul.
who had never heard the legend? A Coromant@ |girl named g%%fiﬁ
Yovewpr led the singing at the Wake. And Johnmy the Poet who
was older than Tommy Moore had obserwed, that the;wﬁﬁgﬁrher
for a Coromante by the hard curv€ of her flanks and the
wing-slant to her eyes and hepy,skim the sweet sable that your
fingers whimpered to strokes

And so, nobody in Trench Qowhgwould ever forget that

sweet RPERE Samuy FSEEXERN
blessed Sammy, LFRELXe®

holy Sammy
who had emptied a burlép bag full of half bricks on the heads
of the constable$, before they were forced to shoot him, was
that night as ‘mllch martyr as ®X Saint Stephen under the

s$tones.
e ol e~

"The Piamo Mover has news about your brother, the celebrated
Dan'l Meoore," Johnny the Poet said. Sunlight slanting down on
his face 1lit up the malice on it. "Phe Piano Mover is down by the
Port Authority, full of news about your brother, from Walker the
Policeman." |

The Piano Mover was a broken down old thief who #B® cleaned the
police barracks for his keep. But his loyalty ;§§ Trench Town was
intact; #p® shedA¥@@ information to fellows on the run.

Tommy Mpore whinnied a small cry as he dived for the shower cock.
He towelled fast, and, the skin wet yet, drew on his clothing and

raced through the yard. Aunt Caro's suspicious yell hit the back‘ﬂ

AR A SRR TR D TR U £ 1R
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of his head and he turned and flailed a hand at her, begging her
to be quiet. For no matter that it was daylight, Walker ssg@ wao
I P Uhivad wage deed® 1o Joubt about; abroad on this fine
morningjto fix Dan'l. He fled into Fifth Street and took cover
among the fast-walking people, their heads full of clocks.
mgailroad men in blue dungarees hurrying to beat seven
o'clock.

ﬁggﬁxggﬁtmen in heavy caulk#® boots for # working in ships'

striding heavy-~hipped to t hatches
AN Vhd4 1f_;y.L«£;,i break ﬁﬁﬁ bef'ore seven

G

holds,
o'clock. ‘ )

g%ﬁﬁggﬁﬁgagﬁﬁréﬁ navy canvas shoes, iﬁﬁi&; racing 8 sof tly
to flog seven o'clock.

He wiped his face with the tail of his shirtmand swarmed swiftly
past them. Jle slowed at the corner of the Foxes#ore Rpad, edged
his head around the corner of the Marine Budlddng and rolled his
eyes along the pavement until they met the Wown~at-heels police
regulation boots worm by the Piano Movér ./ NX¥ ie came around the
side of the building, walking with Hes,_h@ad held furtively sideways
and down, slipping forward towardsathe Piano Mover. Nearing the
Piano Mover, he sat @8 on the sidewabk and sidled along it towards
the boots. The cracked black leather boots waited for a lull in ﬁ%
the seven o'clock traffic and ‘thén spoke to Tommy Moore.

"Take this to your AWnt C %o, boy," said the boots. "Pell her
the police have put ofgt a wHite night for pan'l."

At the mouth of helly Tommy Moore asked shakily, "Is the sergeant
that was shot, degd\tien?"

"Maimed/&ﬁt??uthey can patch him up," said the Piano Mover, his

eyes inside th&cyowd. Nobody could link him with the little shit

sitting on the sidewalk at his #2222 feet..ﬁiiﬁgxxéfiiﬁxx§§§ikxxxax
P L DE LI T L1500 5000666 1.1 W in from the chase after
his friend , slipped besice Tommy Moore. "Who has the case?" @& he
asked the Piano Mover, making ready to punish Tommy Moore for out=-
distancing him so badly through the crowd.

"Who the hell but Walker," the Piano Mover saigf impatiently.

"And Walker is a hanging man," the Poet said in a hollow voiceJﬁuﬁﬂWﬁ

% ko push&® Tommy Moore to the brink. la tto

A _hanging man, cried Tommy in his head. People in the %%y
, Roliceme ears ag o miny Pligrd KpEW Ve avt
talked a lot about;yglker. /!%ﬁﬁiﬁigé%’igﬂqéqy kanviaaiktu lonéfgeide
elad
even the Poet's time, when Walker was a plain constable, he had led
- N i : the . : . :
the ¥E® Good Friday raid on/Sugarfoot We®g>XKa@x gang that had been
stealing the sugar warehouses blind. And be cause of walker's raid,
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"But it wasnt Dan'l that shot the seageant!" wailed Tommy

softly.
"No never=-mind about that, boy," the Piano Mover said, his
eyes picking at the crowd. "In police business, your brother is
Plonk."

what they call an accessory.R Ille was there,and he had a grieVEﬁEETIA
"They were playing his reggae on the disco, 1 tell you! The
ou no'
reggae they stole and never paid B¥Em for,ydmnkxynu see?"

The Piano Mover sighed. He never liked to work with amateurs.
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they had hanged Hogarth, the gang % chief, and buried him with his

2]
feet pointing south. And so hézentered the ghetto legend, the honour
roll of the poor.
It hag been a battle to talk about from the first spring of
FROM ' o ;
gy’ REREX men grva® the police waggons, as Trench Town 3gﬁ’through
the half-opened night-blinds. Walker was too fast into the sugar

warehouse for the gang to find its guns, put aside for chuting the

ag if it were an understood, deadly thing,
sugar into the trucks, and, X PSP X M RN KR L s EEIT SRS e
both sides #REZLXSwEEM worked at it body to body, by baton and

short
Eswi-length timkex pallet timber. But a plank did for a policeman

and they hanged Hogarth at the next Circuit and buried him with his

feet pointed south, and not east as one would a Christian.

"Seven o'clock, boy. Time to go to work," the Piano Mover
dow FiRm Awd )
said, stepping/?nto the crowd. And, old regulatj boof,s/L heavy on s

FEET,
A&mﬁ he thought he walked with a policeman's

him saw a shuffling X old man swinging his

a poor walk. But the Piano Move strode ’h‘;. on, thinking how
fine wa it was to be going to work an ding from the police
like »d4Z Dan'l Moore. v

t¥idely but those who saw

oolishly for such
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CHAPTER .
in the

The wind B&d weeu strong %tasz night and if it had held on, the gﬁe
tfishing would have been poor.But the wind,capricious as a woman,sauntered
off soon after the boats reached the Shoal and left the sea reiling
helplessfgl%;n%he dark, lLike jelly on the spine of the earth, Amos
Vogel said.g@ti¥fi8¥2¥Z So he sent his cty rolling over the water,
understoodin the hboats scattered all over the dark water, and the long
nets, the full seines, dug into the defeated sea and drew up mullet and
jack and kingfish fighting the mesh. The fishermen joked in the boats,
feeling very good and rich, and smoked their store smokes recklessly and
settled all their debts in their heads. For when é mggr%%ﬁlaes the%
Shoal with the payload Jjumping and slapping in the bottom of the boat
each time the seine boiled in, heavy with riches, glfe knew that skaxe
ashore he would walk up Great William Street preud©as a tarpon on a
morning sport Past Bloom the Butcher and past £handi the Indian
greengrocer and past Murray the Tailor andglobamythe loudnouthed
potmendegr, walking proud and tallheeled{infey,The Chinaman's for his
bottle of 0Old Estate. Hallelujah.

The sea heaved plumply around gfeurfa m., heel-and-toeing the little

crafts an¢ was unpredictable for thirty minutes. And the captains and
those with noses able to pick dp am %11 wind, took a test of the north-

: : ap arin
east corner where tlie stars were\dimming am« rnow, and gﬁa%znggagaln,

fre&ting mekinstxthe back of) the «rilts. For out of tlhie corner had
come strong winds, the,storms’ and hurricanes, shoving forty-foot waves
ahead of them to snate¢h\many good fishermen. Amos Vogel searched the
sea with his nose,d@nd\found no reason to knock the alarm on the side
of the boat. Sp the fishing continued and the great nets were hauled
up the slope of thefsea, lurching leadenly with much fish.
SPACE

And now that a man could see his left hand as it groped for the
gaff when the big ones came in fighting the net, it meant that the night
and the roughest work was over. And that now it was time for Amos
Vogel to take the Co-operative home.

"Pake some, leave some," said Amos Vogel, feeling for the killick.

In the early @@dzgrey he looked landward, f£eXx feeling with his eyes
for the mountain,to say his prayers. It was still in the boat, Porter
Vogel ana Ti Brooks knowing the old man's habit¥M. Amos grunted and
they went to work again. He could mﬁg\?ﬁé top of the mountain. The top
of the mountain was called the Dolphin's Head, a landfall for the Logan'

Woe fleet. But sometimes HX when the little boats fished a dozen miles
to the north nearer Cuba and the land mist®¥ came up, they steered by
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instinctZB¥ZiHE/EL38¥% and zhe maybe a few loyal stars. The lHead was a
food mountain, £ a farmer's mountain, but behind the Head was the Cock=-
pit Country, a badland country where the soil was locked in by sawtoothed
rocks, a forbidden placeonly to be visited for punishment. Violators
of Woe law were sent into the Cockpits for punishment Amos and The
Chinaman, Hookie's unofficial town deputies.

"I hope the month will be green for those poor oxen of farmers

they had given

up there," Amos said in a gracious way to break the silence/for his
pXayrxsx praying. He could be a gracious man. He squinted south again,
searching for the Head.

"Every man to his own," Ti Boooks, the crewman, said. "The hoe
is useless on the sea, the keel has no grace on land."

"Your big mouth has no grace on land or sea. Haul in the lines,"
Amos said unkindly.

Porter Vogel, tall, loose-jointed, grinmed in, thefhalf dark at
Ti Brooks.

"My pa is the only man allowed to preatch) the sermons. Didnt you
know ?"

"Fa;blhess of bread and abundance of jid@leness.’ Ezekiel, six=-
teen fo;¥§-five. pay out the jib. #Yom are the error of my youthful days.

;ﬁngrgg§stéglgeavy net amidshHips,as Porter Vogel warped it aboard.

"Ti Brooks, how are our wageg?") Cap'n Amos asked.
Ti Brooks chuckled as he ramlis eyes over the catch. They loved

the old man, even if age had put’ too much salt on his tongue and he was
too lazy to chuck it. T4 Bxrooks turned his face upward, closed his
eyes and said, "If we sank now, at this very moment, I could say to my
ghos®, 'Ghost, I remember a Saturday morning when Ti Byooks was a very
wealthy man.'"

Amos Vogel took up the rudder in his Xwas rough-knuckled hands and
swung it over the stern, dropping the poles into the iron eyes.

"Soon all our boats will have engines and every day we will be
wealthy men," he said.

Amidship, Ti Brooks hauled up the mainsail. It was ten feet high

on the bamboc mast and very manoueverable. "Porter says we will need
no engines. We will open hotels, like the Developers."
Porter Vogel lashed the jib. His eyes were angry. Amos saw it and

turned away. le felt the wind on the back of his head.

"7t will be s small wind," he said to Ti Byooks.

"A ten o'clock wind, I hope," Ti Brooks said, measuring the block of
ice in the boat, a white, cold eye in the middle of the dead fish. "We

may get in before the ice melts and the fish stink."
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Amos squinted down sea where the sun below the horizon \gave light.
It would be a brute of a sun, a great, yellow, undiplomatic son of a
bitch sun that could melt the ice, spoil the tish and profane a man's
payday. Well, then. He could read the wind and the shape of the waves
better than any man on The Island. He would guide those boats to the
beach before the fish could stink.

"Sit tight on your mouth, Ti Brooks," he said gruffly. "I will
put you ashore before the fish stink."

They lashed the singlga%gg%i%nd braced their feet on the gunwale.

"Here she comes now," Amos said, "pissing gently as a dove."

The sails slatted , the boom went out and the boat heeled. Amos
settled his back to the stern, hooked the inside of his arm to the
rudder bar. Porter looked over his shoulder towards e lanu. The white

sshoreline was not yet visible, and neither the redgs s)where the

Developer's bulldozer had chewed the headland coftmeficing the road to the

beach. He wrapped his fingers around the bac \
to loosen

neck and braced,

O



the cramped muscles. He snapped his head forward with a grunt of release.
The lightglanced along his angled face and down the capable kady semi

clad body in sea=-cloth¥es. Not that goddam kmaghx tractor on that goddam

beach, he vowed in his head.

"perhaps the heveloper will marry pour Tina and produce many small
nevelopers," said Amos at the stern, his hair shaking in the wind,
the rudder shuddering securely in the crook of his arm, giving an old
man's Jjoyful laughter when he shares the youthful occupations of skill
and strength and talking of love in the sun. "Then we would own his
hotel, the beautiful Tina having won a victory for us by her long legs."

e v SHUT o ABEVT TiMp2n : HALD,
ARG NS M B e e said Porter,AEhaﬁtngﬁuaaaa

"Ah," Captain Amos twinkled. "in my day, such a thing would have Leen

impossible’. This ownership without occupancy. TFhens we were men . We Tok,
i Wl jjo vccc;cu»cz, We alic fovqght sver © R Wemes dike-tomects, Men Shovtel alweys -
Maybe the Developer 1is a man. s he a white fedlow?2 #1s he an American?

Many of them are Americans. 1Is he married, i Brooks? Yuu know every-

thing on the beach."

- . HE (8 mAARMED o .

;'qUnly Uli‘ 4 t&Jhls ilst,o'b'ssalciie"gg Bro®ks.
mes Usgel” chvcklé. “Yov Yar 77 2 7 X of SO . :

"A man Zn Montego Haz tells m% thel\white Yankees call the black Aauﬁé/

: »( 3 : y .
Yankees, smokes, %ina is a smoke,"ii’orter SallB PO VC P .

"] would like to light her ap but she burns only for you,"

Hrookfysaid sadly.amidships)
Amos thought that Porter was too angry. Sometimes anger was fear

wearing spurs. Smoke, indeed! VWere white girls called fish-belly, thenv

Today, he promised, he Wouwld go to see this man, this Developer. The

young fellows in the Woe were getting angrier. A leaf dmd does not rot

, ) Ho muct FiSH THE FELLowS OUT OF THE WHTER BEFE, either, 1t was
the day it falls intosthe water.A The tractor was no goou,-&nﬁgit!ﬁT%SN

not a Beveloper. In, the same way that the Developer was not a developer
take the pocket-gash\from the fellows. 1If a road was going to the bLeach

The boat, likewWise. With enngines,
then the young fellows in the Woe should be workimg on it. 3
R So i . also a great
was Heixzaxgpassdyxwikks poor. ¥y that bloody Griot was/® provoca-

tionf.Vrrmph »ws vrrmph vrrmph, tear- [ but a devourer, by God. Like a

shark. Sharks never stopped feedgi
ing. Like the shark, the DevelopérL
holes, going twice, three times Kaxkkey KE@Pto keep moving or drown. Had to

ing down the sea for the best drop-

farther than the best boat in my keep eating. That is whybhg ne%dsf
? i

2 : } . b o to devour al& around him;’ his

fleet coming back full of sxk fish FOoF . 5 1

A i M ' own hotel, ﬁagg hfs own road, guahit

full of arrogance, disgorging all the his own boat with an engine,to fish
his own fish for his table. Devour.d

big ocean groupers and tarpon and king ———— the tractesr would
& &) & l‘ - J

fish,then sxixxirmg taking its ease like

a satisfied whore on our beach, , éts a§d engine cocked in the air like
Eftin

a feisty NAXX¥X whore cocking her #w at you.

Amos muttered and pulled himself together. He squintedlgxﬁggga%g

the early haze at the land, fixing XANNXHXKX landfalls and the sea-run.
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"Its still sitting up there, like a frowsy hen," Tm Ti Brooks
said. Of the tractor. He liked to ginger things. Nothing gingered
as axdabxpfxhaksx goosing the anger. He grinned. "Like a yellow,

Cag'n Amos, .

frowsy hen, skippexy waikimgxkmxpezk sitting on all the eggs."

Porter took up the bowline and brought the dripping killick aXxin-
boardx off the gunwale. I believe 1 will go with LouisK.KEXXAIXX
I swear to God 1 believe I will go with Louis. One stick will

be enough to blow the yellow devil to hell.
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The wind came outkf the corner and mounted to0 the 0ld man's

he plens of the wind by the way

shoulder 2nd smart old Amos know a2ll t

moved around. It was not a powerful wind, but it had removed the

cheins from the sea and S0 should be respected.

3 ,_‘“ A
Tt does not want to tell me all its plans, but by a cgrtEQ;n

tness to it and by the way it comes, puff, puff, puff, and then a

+ will be a wind of good manners. It will give us

lopg, steady blow, i

ent and demand nothing in return.

He could remember some wiﬁds that had contained huge demands.

st big wer had demanded

at the beginning of the fir
s and thediveszef thirty men. The wind the year

beﬁﬁ had demanded an English frigate not far from shore

; one stroke . t
s Rary PN 3 hid (ild i P i oS

g i
; - y
ol e
. v e T e et

S s M O SR ;i-- 2 S
hurricane warning had come toco late ) AR
. tnathaxxxanmxtxatxxnﬁux‘xg*xxlxﬁ# toV'stack the boatgﬁim,bnck

of Logan's Rock;the great headland XXXNXEKMEXRMXXANXNANXXAXEAHXX® had a
hollow,landside, at the foot, which mad®enhwit secure as a tortress.

But the feriesx fortress had fallfer)) tQ the power of the dollar; bought

B dXd¥g with the rest of the pmopérty by the Developery  There would
FERBEENENE " . . N ¢ 5 .
have %u Le another refuge foumdy igientified, and the strategy for

evacuation fixed before the higr¥cane season. Logan's Woe was a@m on

, o .those blows which }
the exposed coast, dead inNthetpath of the kmxxirarnex bkows that chose
his island for target { But Amos reflected that newadays aflairs were
now much better handleg\than in the old days. There was a fine new

warning . » , . - ,
waather/o?}lc&bzn tifeN\city that gave a man more time. Tracked the

weather from Florida, Guantanamo, Béggﬁggggéa; Kingston, marched
alongside and topsSide thaxxhigxhmadxkimwx the big-headed blows ax
they-meved= even before they moved inside the gax island sea, picked
them up @£ near Africa and told m® every poor wet-assed fisherman
fastening
to watch out, £iximg its eye on the eye of the bastard,up through
Barbados, Martinique, Guadeloupe, the Virgins, up through the Leewards,
the Windwards, the north esiamd islands, XANNXXEX Cuba, gamaieas Puerto
Rico, Jamaica, straight into the Gulf, watching and charting every
twitch of that great long murderous son of a bitch until it lost it-
self in the Mexican mountains or flew off with its tails between its
legs back inside the Atlantic. He would not have lost his Anna if the
watch had been as good those days. Ile would not now be a lonely old
rum~head spending his evenings in The Chinaman's.
ﬁhknevxa&&paknehgeaﬂﬁhéngiié%ékygewb}hnsx Of course, with Anna
alive, he would still be going to The Chinaman's, but that would 'be on
business, although he would naturally have a few with the Chinee bas=
tard and the broken down policeman Joshua Hookie while they conducted
their business. Anna would have understood. She had been a good wife.
She had understood.
In whatever case,, the evacuation of the village would be better con-
ducted now because of the early warning. Even if the Developer denied
Tad 2y ,
M them logan's Rock, they could ggtkup inside the mountain, into the Cock-

pits, out of that murderous wind.
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m,\ For = moment he felt anger and shrugged hls sho

ose the wind., But it fixed itself to the roots of

each time the boat skidded into = trough., "Th

tie water, This has been a night of million
"What about W!’;ite-—ma'n? You seeing White-man back there?" ewt
Gaptn- Amos asked, his eyes on the sea's run, his skin heeding the
wind. "He went to harpoon on Kilinkin Reef."

Ti Brooks squinted through the spray and spume and made out
Whie®-wan's twenty-footer pounding up in a dead-eye run, heeling

and ploughing under a sure hand. 01ld JZEE=Em Silas Recht, the
O‘ﬂnm t white -h 3

P

Logan's Woe, nulatéo whosWas a brawly man

made quiet by the odds in the Woe, was a goodfian owfthe harpoon.
"The German-man showing a keel, Uncle Da%dy, "/& Ti Brooks

1 "He's with us."

w0
o

o

oo

~

.

a

Amos Vogel nodded. "Good." TFeeling I too, for all the fleet

WaS Saee——— O e th@r now, going howe wuolﬂ wii.h ro w'l(!t)ws «whuz?

wWinds . . .

It was the suddenly t;ornA- that scared his head, springing near
shorem too close undel Blde lee of the forecast
ashore 011 :aﬁi(f

and barrelling <=y = vclocity of 4——-—-—;44-——- squall

er's guns so to speak
!

as the summer heat {fnnelled the hot air upward and the cooler charged
_ and_casi dlly wllllha the small boats
in for a replacement x

"Do ypu see Louis?" Porter asked.

"l see him. I see him. Sailing as lightly as his brain," Ti Breek

Brooks said.
"Must have been too busy to fish, talking politics all night

in his boat," 0ld Amos said.
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To be a ceptein of a fleet is & great trade, Ceptain Amen seid,

One must think and plan ahead of all others. Any man can say, Here
are the rules; but they will be obeyed only if they are good rules,
And one ceases to be a captein when obedience to the rules bringshis

peonle no reward, e gt )
u rhole nead o i rogt act

"Touis is no longer a fisherman since/@@&ﬂpﬂiéee~sheweﬁ”%ﬁ%%f
af1 wasq
e wse=of dynamite," Amos Amen said. "He can no longer

blow up the little fishes and he is no good with the net."

He worked the rudder away, his body trimming to the boat as thre
he=d came into the wind. The boat danced and he felt the water arguing
through the inch thick wood. He was femiliar with every foot of the

had gone into making his boat.

and it had geined this award: It spoke to the wind and the sea, and
wind and sea bowed their backs and went to work for it. Maybe Porter

and Touis should be cut down and hewn into new shapes.

(o~ ofprafiicd Povter maliciowly,
"Tt is the ! Pevber caid #n meEicp, nowing old Amen's
fishermen's A Louis

devotion to the/WENRM@HE co-operative. "It kills /B to be fishing
: I if
for a é%-op run by old men.® _He thinks he will go to work for the

Deye [opex 11 Brool Jz i .
3 3 3 L] S b
ppucow when the hotel is finished, igﬁaiavﬂ’f

"What will he do there? Clean th%Zhuuynﬁ* asked Amos.
Dewueloper

"Maybe he will get a job as brother-in-law to the 4Ame@Pieam since

Develope LIKERBLY, Pmos gyinned

you think the sAwepiewd will merry Tina," Porter ﬁgaE-grinned

: : Louis ) &k,

was Tina's brother. "@'ﬂ.ﬁ)euehﬁer? A

"What do they pax a brother-in-law dwmodienies®" Ti Brooks encuired,
Pﬁ)’)

WH(?)J' & 5&1(‘)/ ’ifflié \ig;\;ﬂ,%,{‘zrk/

. "Better ask Porter eaid,
AXGqing wp adl The

"T wicsh T had a sister so I could become brother-in-law to e (

Develope,”

Ti Prooks said with a sigh. "He ies very rich, The workémh
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say there will be a toilet to every room,"

Porter grunted. He wasn't interested in that.

"Byt §M o toilet to every room!" Ti Brooks exclaimed. "Just think
of 151"

"Think of what?"

41

"Why would they want one in every room”?ZéY nunf“Jé’filfﬁffzf

HY&.*
lb looked at the roar oﬂlaughter in Ti Brook's eyes. "Msybe,tﬁgy
A 3 : old (e -
aye WA Y o S T et st meds he seid cgutlouslx/ eyeing bebe
4?7:'21 /. W coot Phund Mot nfy A Ao wllowtd Yo Zay vin JHO bont-
thew,

"When they find o0il on the island and I become very rich, I am
going to have a toilet in every room," Ti Brooks seid firmly. "Tt will

be 2 place to keep my filthy lucre, as the Good Book callg it.
in the bowl
"Then you could both wash your mouths /4H9%E every morning,"
{ QB by «

= #llow
Ca sgianﬁnen s2id, It was good to the boys their Th had
2 g Y ys Jremias They he

done well in the night,.

"T,ook Whotlk talkingl" Ti Brooks jeered. ST eT 8nd .
. “:)(u- you icalow/ Tf}(‘l{ PLI?A/ T'o I’hﬁl‘ED

meﬁgy hqm a iuqtlce of the

i
(Beeoe," Porter said with a grin "Fe will heve to put away the mﬁhoet[
vukly,

y e o
QthkWp e W e JJ%@ and ned N not’ o lot his chaat Tiae W),

mc& e,
@Qéﬁk@h Vg EWEMBA Tixed his eyes on the horlzonf The boy well
the (xadaaty kol

knows the honour it will be fnr/ﬂhaqﬁi&%ase aﬂﬁ ) when I become 2
A .

:thtice of the ééace. Amos could feel the dignity of it moving in easy
powerpright now_inside him. He would wear it splendidly, from cock-
crow Lo noon aﬂd down the other side, Amos held his face still and

sailed his boat ahead of the fleet.
(/e

L
Porter Mmem watched the skill of his father ot the stern and



said half fondly, My stubborn pa, my obsolete father who would nézo—

tiate amxkrext with the devil in hell. e and Iookie and The Chinaman,
they think they are the smarteWst bastards. Arguments will solve any
problems. Maybe, Porter said, @aybe. But a stick of dynamite is

just as effective. And quicker.‘ A stick of éymamite explosive under

that great yellow beast sitting up there, looking gg%%%%%; down on

us/ like & some squat gnome god. A bit of ordnance under that son of

a bitch would scatter him all over Logan's Rock and convince the Developer
And even if it did not, how would Mister Developer wotk a bulldozer

without a tractor?

é&%ﬁiﬁa Amos Vogel crossed the bows of his fleet sailing down

. settled his prow on v ) .
&R the final tack and/the opening in the reef had brought his
fleet 22%§n°%he morning's dark§into the daybreak th their bows on

the beach and not an inch of m sea-nxw ted. Yessir. ‘There
i

clearly stood the Dolphin's Head, swept nd green. There

clearly were the bones and ligaments of veloper's hotel, waiting

for the plaster skin. There clearly he yellow tractor 3%%§££%§§

on the headland. Thes C’MM W €Y flegholo and /11‘107 7 Th [Zi“ﬁ%

Hunkered down in the s the sea jacket made from an old
sugar bag wrapped about his %ﬁrs, he was a shaggy seadog. The
mouth strong, blacﬂﬁyes glittegivig &ﬁ83¥ the smnsxwximnkiex weather-creased
brow. The bobbing, fighti ine of boats straightened and followed &
Q¢ through the open

1 have brou

in the reef.

iy Co-operative home. 1 have navigated them
through miles of The condition here is beautiful and roomy. A

good sandy bea yvellow sand, plenty of room for a ifleet and enough

for a hotel too. ut I must get what 1 can for my men. The road must

be built by us. _He can use his tractor on the grounds of his hotel, bLu t
the road is ours. It would be nice to have a pole with an electric

light on top of his hotel. Blinking red and green, as in the big har-

bours. The Co-operative will also sell fish to his hotel. Trucking
to the city is very expensive. A captain must think for his men. To
finish well is all that matters. That is so. 1 was talking foolish
at The Chinaman's.

The boat's keel hit the sand and ran for half its length outo
the beach. Nobody, Amos thought, could have done it as well.

T was thinking in my liquor at The Chinamarn's.
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~They hauled the boats completely out of the water after the wemen
) [l ad

Ahad removed the fish. The ‘women took the fish to the co-op store and

the fichermen scoured the boats with water dipped up in calabash

balers. Lhen they turned over the boats for the sun to Eet at the y
naval
small ses DNESWEEEER onimels which fﬁgd on the bottom. The nets were, 4/
fle NLT- Lok

hung on poles, yiroe the floaters gP5CanaBikan=eo at the bottom. The

men searched the big seines for holes W% a strong fish might have
&a pomB g0 oR CEDAR
i > ni & 2 d the holes with £t
torn in the night hey mende e holes wi fla yq?@on needleg)ﬁiﬁ%
f?ﬁﬁV%Hﬁ%Ebyhaﬂ?.sﬁﬂﬁ&ﬁiﬁﬁ:bﬁbar, their hends moving intricately.
Tegiader
Touis /MINNAEENEEA c-ucht Porter's eye and signalled with his he=d for
Porter to meet him beyond the nets.
Touis said, "We should take a 1ook at the road this morning. I
e o ? Me t
hear thet the ¥#ee rock ballast downo"[jﬁ Y

st e winds n hwo TW lemd N [Lovis Mo i pationtly. pn\-f y‘m k&m'z‘ Ao jenow how (/e ﬂfﬁ?f"«g
Porter looked a2t the curling top of the waves and made his deci-

w.un‘;,,

)/l

cion. "T will wash and eat and go with you."
g hfesd vy Sonam)
"You are“veny-sordons,! Touis seid, "Was the 0ld man cutting up
this mornlﬂg°"‘5772 levany A,u7 J%W% VaAJ
T TRy Berb-meniabefiper , b IRCET 6r B

"Mhen stend out of his way."

WHow does a man stand out of the way of his father?*<Earper
i b et
oW 6D Yo Wi Fé #Move ,from under his roof?" 5
Auqféﬁb,

TLouis shrugged his high shoulders. He wee a thin ssemn, worse than
neked in the ragged sea clothes. At the side of the bro=sder, taller

hook

Porter, he seemed slim and dangerous. He played wiﬁ?aéﬁf affing WEEe
and looked at Ti Brooke putting piteh on the botton}ig@Mf e Eabeier

Pogt. "How is that one?" he asked, "Ie he godne with us?"
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P&orter said without turning, "You know Ti Brokks."

"No, I dont," snapped Louis.

"Tell, you know. He turns over all the words looking for the _joke
underneath. He's never serious."

"Then dont talk to him." He ran his thumb ©a» 2long the edge of
his gaff. "Tell him nothigg."

He is Tina's brother but T would beat the shit out of ¥him, Porter
thought bleakly. H, is unable to love. He has no girl. He dJdoes not loye
his boat. He is captain of his boat but he walks away from it leaving his
crew to clean it down and stow the gear.

"You have a sharp gaff," Porter said evenly. "1 see by the Llood on
the handle that last night you ki1 Fish,

Louis looked up at him. Me did not say anything.

"You leave Ti Brooks alone, hear me?" Porter (safd softly. "He and
I have been in the same boat since we were boys. Me®is close as a brother."

Louis shrugged. "Just dont bring him inte ouprfbusiness. Go talk to
your eloise."

He walked away and Porter looked gwer “at Tina's boat and saw her
watching them. All the girls in the_Woeswere called eloise by the fisher-
men. Nobody knows why but it fell édddy, attractive on the ear. Tine was
the lone girl in the boats. Thegotherm girls worked ashore, on the cleaning
and packing and in the Co-op store.s lier father had owned two boats. He
was struck by a barracuda im five £ fathomsm and drowned before his
men could reach him Other menshad been ripped by barracudas and lived
but he had a bad heart amdWwhen the fish rTaced in and slit him, he sank
like a stone. One of thelboats went to Louis. He had wanted both boats.
Amos and Hookie andWhe®Chinaman , sitting in the town council, had
ruled that one of\the boats go to Tina.

Porter walked over to Tina. She was searching the seine, marking
broken mesh with % coloured twine.

"You caught more than Louis,"'he said, glancing at the Co=op
invoice card atop her gear in the boat.

"Not as good as you," she said. "1 heard Ti Brooks sing out."

"Anc¢ you know when he is rich," Porter said with a grin.

"You know," Tina said, nodding hard. "All the way to Cuba."

They Jjumped back for Kine Arniegas he roared off on his motor
bike kicking sand. Ti Brooks, by his boat, stood hunched forward, drool-
ing after the rattling bone shaker. FFine Aynie had picked it up at a po-
lice auction in Ocho Rios. Ti Brooks thought that @ Fine Arnie was a
fucking capitalist to own such a motor bike in Logan's Woe. lie had now
gone into business. He taught the fellows in the Woe to drive the bike ===
at a dollar for half an hour. Ti Brooks had been one of the first to
learn. One of these days, when the dice was rolling right at Gordy's, he
would own a bike. He would go around kicking sand too.
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"If I were Amos, you know what I would do? I would go to the
government. I would say to the Minister of Fisheries, or whatever he

is, that we cannot fight all that money which has gone intghgevelopment
business, hotels, shopping centres, beach clubs, apartment houses, and i
that they, the government, must protect us. No kmkix tractors on our
beaches. No hotels on our sands. Otherwise, 1 would say to the Minister,
otherwise, Mister Minister, not a vote from Logan's Woe for you come
the next elections." .
(}ch,

Porter Vogel shuddered. "Ah, ,JLord/ then he would run and bawl!"

She shot him an angry look, . .

"You think you are s0 smart? You think only men have brains?"

Ile grinned at her. "Ah, come on, 1 know eloises are smart
too. You are smarter than Louis. Leok at all the fish you caught. Ask

. et . smart." ‘ ‘ s ‘ o

the fish if Tina Rhooms is SMaHt YVkhae@xekanagbeRaltpResGNICREluQuy

$he turned Z#AEril¥ back to the net, the Back of her neck rigid

with anger. &ﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂ$ ’
| W‘ P
"Hey, eloise," he said softlym, Z "calm down.ﬂ?éhe

her head. and e=abodt . )
shook gEBzBaidy "You ZEB%%EE&E%QESZRZ#&SB‘Louls."izkﬁﬂﬁxg

She walked to the edge of the\water and dipped{her forearms to

the el*bows. she came back flicking water from her N6§@ HANDS
N7
"l,et me tell you what youlare. You aee a baref?ot boy’ who wants
. Tho, hi
to wear shoes. That is how yQugfight. For shoes.kfgq%ear shoes. But
K¥¥Ni¥? my brother Louis? That Douis is the boy with shoes who wants to
burn down the store that sells) them. That is how he fights. There is g4
venom in him.Watch foqr %t."f‘ :
poisSOR-iA-hisS-gUAarreas I Ehﬁn;nm understand you," he said. XNMXNMNM
e had HMMMWMEN a slow, patience that infuriated her sometimes. "Should
] ‘ J Allow |

we ignore the Develeper? L#a¥e whatever he will do to us, to luck, or To@ﬁ
chance? pont wou khow that all along the coast, fishermen are fighting
to hold on to theé¥f beaches? That the podu@en Developers are coming
in like 'cudaglgglggtroll?"

"Then let 0Old Amos fight the battle. He is better at it than
either yuau or Louis." [%e grinned at her.

never )
"] aiwaxs figured you liked older men.n®
"You did not figure wrong, trash fish. What I like is sensible
and ) that

men/ans buz it seems/only fhe older men are sensible.® You and Louis
are muscular. O0ld Amos is intelligent."

leered and "WiAak in the long grass with me tonight?n"
Porter/stretched lazily.amdzlieeredz e e ’ atasl

"Sure. We'll go through the church. That's the way into the
“ _ ) . ) with her foot
long gg?is, you parish bull," said Tina as/she skittered a spray of
c er

sand #ZfZhim his retreat.



"Land of dope and gory," said The Chinaman.
CHAPTER
43

Cap'n Amos, going into the Co-operative ;fgge to record the night's
catch, said to himself that this could be a ghwd day to pay a visit on
the Developer. He had put off going long enough. That was a no-good
way of ignoring that the Developer had been shoved up Logan's Woe. For
although the Developer was out of sight, on top of his Rock, fornicating
with his tractor, he waa also down in the village, a troublemaker,
troublemaking inside the head of one and all, of Porter and of Louis,
of more bodies in the boats to swamp a sea-mile. Good God o' Goshen,
was not the Developer even now inside Amos Vogel's head, twisting and
turning, chompBing and farting and setting him ill at ease?

So, very well then. This could be a good day 46 visit the Developer.
It had been a fine night for the fleet. And wi#th"all these fat fish
in his stocks, ready for the books, Amos knew hé was robust, in fine
fettle, a winner. When you went for a face=to=face with a foe it was
good to have about you the smell of success™wGave you confidence. Gawve
you strength to bargain and guile at your tongue. 0ld Amos nodded to
himself and clomped into the stored

The young first-son who had_cowe down from the government registry
in the City to book-keep the Ce-0p Store, hitched at the crease of his
sharp, striped reggae trousers,and said familiarly, "The boats made
a good haul, gié Timer; three thousand pounds weight for a night's
work. Regular capitaldsts, haht!"

The leatherly eyelids narroeed on the youth.

"And what do ¢owu know of a night's work in the boats, eh? Eh, Puss
Prick? What you think it is? You think it is like pushing a pen? Czn a
pen give you aches”in the balls? Agony in the shoulders? Does the ink
in your pen contain salt to work into your wounds? Cagn a shark come in
under your chair and take a piece £ram out of your bell-bottom trousers?MW;

First-son to a house-master?

Who the hell do you think you are, eh? xzgirstessan2¥ llead pimp to a

Harbour Street madam?"

"No, Daddy. _Name's Moore. But my bad name is Ras Gore. Moore's
my bald-head name. Ras Gore in the struggle,
for the job,/Gemassxagrhome ¥Ry Afriaamxnamey my African name.®

"The Africans would disown you in those trousers.®
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The boy grinned. "A fight at The Chinaman's would do you good,
Daddy. There's a new policeman, Jjust came to the Post today, I hear.
Why dont you go take it out on him? Heard people talking today. They

i . put gim under
say lie Cap'n =--- that's you, right? --- will have to BEZizsemezgood
manners .iRnEGZHT@AL"
heavy, combed-back

Amos squinted at him. The boy had hmaxyxsemkesx locks. A city
Rasta. "Where are you from?" Amos demanded.

Rasta. A city=-dread."

"From the city. I am a cityXXEEXN »regdi?

"hread my ass'" snarled old Amos. "We dont take feistiness
down here in the Woey f;om nobody! The Rastas down here stay spi-
ritual brethren 'cause if they dont, we chase their backsides out.

No bDreads down here."
The boy wrote the weight on the invoice. He _aad combat-hardened

eyes. The tough old Logan's Woe head shover didwsfot) scare him. He
Babylondan fisherman.——

shook his head over the figures. Time to lay{sogile Ra rhetoric on thq&
righteous Detter than being &l pofk- HeMy _and-1 will
"This is g@d@@d money, Pops. KUY/ABMEZZ golotut with you one night®.
About time that Jah son broggers
Ixwantxte learn to fish.BThough I may hdvelto explain to the brezthrem

how come I-~and-1 have a baldhead for a teééacher." i
l Amos sna%c&e& tge paper from hgm’ggg Rinned him with a bad eye.

"You would EZiKé%2%8 learn to fash?¢ 1 am sixty-five years old
—am still learning™to Tish,/ you
and 1 NaAMEXHEKXXMAKNEXXNEXKXKHXYEE small, sweaty crutch." He shook
. ) Q we get our motor-boats
the invoice at him. "You thigk &his is much? When I Haxexaxxsisxxim
thexxeax and troll clear up te Guba, you will see fish, you crab scut.
And something else. WhatWyou plean pork-raiserf2 head? Fh? I raise pigs,

_ hair
and any onekf my pigs Teok better than you with youy damXxkead like a

John-Crow nest. Anyone of my pigs have better manners." He tromped
to the door, pauséd agd'turned. "Another thing, city-dread. You misbe-
have again and_we &g?%hat we do to bad Rgpstas. We take you down to the

beach and scak outyour locks and zhkem shave them clean with our gaffing
knives W' Because you too saucy, boy!"

tgg had the satisfaction of seeing the townie blanch at the gills
and kis ballpoint sheekz falter. He chuckled a little to himself and
walked away xkimkimg puzzling at the strangeness of a new policeman.
Funny Kas Joshua gﬁg never mentioned a new policeman.

. of stone and hardwood, hleached §§ey and white like the
At his cottage, hezkeaksbheshaskebxakxb ¥hiny as glazed earthenware

two rooms and a front hall 1 fl b 1
rest of Logan's Woe,/he took the basket of}ta y’dﬁf?&nggu)rogughéuxightq

catch and went into the backyard where he kept a sty of pigs. Knee high

9

to a tall man, they were, and smam as moneylenders. They spotted Amos
approaching and grunted up tq the crossbars.X

"Why you dont go tgy fish sometimes if you love seafood so?" Amos
grumbled, a glint on him at the affection.
"But if.xouwkgpt'yopg(bqgt‘asmyouwkeep your sty I would drum you out

”6&me»fleef;w

\
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He fed the hogs, talking to them by name and running his mind

over what they would bring.
. have my people
"] will/raise many of you and sell you to the Developers' hotels

and become rich," he said.
He addressed a fine upstanding giant, fat in the quarters as a

maxxg south coast wnouie. -
you,
"Can I get rich from you, Napoleon? And,® she was a dark glossy

%
grey with a snout £ like a pink hibiMcusiH fresh of the morning's dew,

"you, Queen Elizabeth, with the help of Napoleong will you make me a
He knocked mud from the back of a Chester White. "Hey, if
xixk wealthy hogman?» B the Developer is an American, will he be a
some
JeWw who does not eat pork? Joshua says that khexRxsktas a=few of the

Rastas sneak and eat pork bgg;th% ¥ill not call it pork. Those un-
= That.
faithful Rastas call you, TKEYZT;Ygu know, Napoleon? They say to the
e at.
butcher, Give me a pound of PZEZ Pgor dam' fools. They think that their
he said into
Jah put you into the world to be of no use?{Eh4 DHchess?" He=skapped=at
the Duchess' red-rimmed eyes. He slappedeat
/a snout that nudged too hard at the basket: wph, Senator? For what

dam' use are you except to be eaten? BER?" e @pended the basket and
matched thei?ZgPB#BtE crescendo of grumtsias best he could. He chuckled.
"fFishing is cleaner, yet not evemnma fidrmer can drown in a sty."
He returned to the cottage,, chtekling hugely. A hogman. He
chuckled a lot.
01d Amos changed into the\white duck trousers and calico shirt he
favoured ashore. As he @rew the starched shirt over his head, he won-
dered what he would say to the Developer. Would it be a growl=-to-growl
encounter . .
meetingy iooklng hard\ into the ground ,as=they=spekeywith only the
occasional glimpse of an eye as they hid and scouted, watchful as
T
carps for the, hook¥? zm@m would they face offy hard-edged, all angles
cuts, guarding and a few
and gutzaszitheyzsparzed ecach defernding his guarter ;bBg/small rushes
oon betraXed because they wereakxaxdx®x too foolish or afraid .
nto good sense/knkxknn§ﬂnniiskxxaxxxxa;xnntx to mancuevre in
the open? Take it in the open, 0ld Amos said. Going to a meet for
the first time, you drew pictures of your opponent in your head and
then none of them ,ﬁged right.
He took the i?éiof rum from the locker and placed it beside the
3 maybe
bowl of sugar on the table. RETHABE The Developer/is a young man.
I should not pick a fight. I am turning a little old. Nowadays I
have to guard against what the muscles in the forearms say. And what
that sly one at the knees say. Age has a way of arguing the muscles
into peasce seeking peace.
He went outside and macheted a coconut from the(WORD FOR DWARF
COCONUT TREE) . He swung with easy science at the thick, insulated

BAd93BErea TRECKIEREY » 1KRY"Y y REBYY» Shagey, he cracked at the head

e went among the dusty lime
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trees and sought a handful of yellow-skinned ones. He drank coconut milk
from the yabba. If he went to The Chinaman's today and sat with Jge
@Ei#@ and Joshua he would need the flooring of coconut milk. Hookie
and The Chinaman weee very famous. One drinks too much where when there
is no woman in the house to say ah ah.

He returned imxidexkhe into the house and squeezed the limes for
his morning punch. His drinker's head calculated the lime juice. (Qgg
of sour, there. Lime juice is good for quenching the woman—thirst.)
But a Cap's who has worked his trade all night in the bucking small
boats and is about to talk to a smart Ryxmispex developer may be per-
mitted to brace himself.

He gfppfdddera s omégg A?’sugar. (Two _of sweet, said his head, and
the colour comes richly with the sugar.)

Lots of people doggtundgstand Morgan's Woe, MAmos Vogel said. But
that is not §H? ault of the Woe. The Woe is easdlyjyunderstcod if you

: "%Jce ék'éool withz about with.

reckon it nof‘%
He shoo¥7 ﬁﬁvﬁﬁm and

8
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He shook the %ggiéf rum and squinted affectionately at the beads

swarming up the sides. (Pour three of strong and addX a little more

and may it blow your skull to Fiorida, you foolish old fisherman!')

alo COAET
All the lands abSu¢ the Ws® had been owned before time by the
. When they were impoverished ) . and the
sugar families.whez-had=beer=-impeoverisked by the Emancipationzzz@uz

lands eventually went for unpaid taxes, our people could have bought
peapke xaoenkd xbavechoughitrbhemreheapiyxxiIngknad xiaxsguakkadrinsniaa

it all from the government. We simply settled on these lands instead,

{rom . that
until they were sold under us to foreign developers. And now/they have
built their great hotels and are throwing the communities of fishermen

from the beach,ss we must claw among the rocks of the bad coasts for
Village by villag to
places to put our boats.amd 6He—gy—%nq7&%hey push us ef£fz sawnxar the
‘ . Morgan's
rocks. But it shall not be so at thke Woe, vowed Cap'm Vogelx as he

coconut Jjuice coconut
measured uatz% %nto the jug.(Four of weak, and even the nagnz Juice

is stronger than this poor old brokendown fishefman,)/He feokdxnsniis

‘ One
skubblkoasafeweard shool his shewnkders wind-shafgled head angrily. X*Mex
wasted time warding off evil rather than pursulngyggood.

iinesrenanbered shovikdrxnotxspandilr Berxwazbimxsriime He hdd, heretofore,

fekddéwpavhahkivhgrevnithnowiddbbhywehgrowa~-bhervdddibbyanciiprsbhdwile
led the Woe with style and good sense andythese were attributes that were

came=¢te=him naturally his own. Joshta and The Chinaman weme the good

companions. Ah, rass it, give them‘\their due. Together,the three #f

tBEg®@ were unbeatable;but Amos Vogdl led. Egz the whole world understood.
‘AI/Amos nodded to himself. That isall.

fell : the knogt j t
Yet I cannot let the ;cugggieliows know he&=§=gcs§§tﬂx*§&t*twist

I*TGCI*GYCE about mattérs,of the=Wee=and the Developerm for it would
surely
/ shoot them into recklesSmess. dJeshkWuais I!le s hoped that Joshua's visit

to town would fetchibaek some good. They needed to know what the law

said. Knowledge is power, said Cap'm Amos, hefting the jug for the shake.

lie had talked with other fishermen on the coast who had lost their
beaches to the wgvelgpers. Those who had not been putaﬁgn%he rocks
paid dearly for the é%%ggiigt of sharing=a= being neighbour to a hotel
beach. They must mind what seaclothes they wore lest the foreign women

go crazy at the sight of their splendid manhood. NoO more afxihexsikmsims

) . . ornn Sunday nights . X . X
drumming agg singing katexzmtowmxIxsurdayrnizhs since bsaksbunbed the
eim

. had great i
slumber of she, ggggféﬁggﬁrped the old privileges. Even the kadideiidigar
o at the incoming of the#ks g .
swirling conclaves of the laeies, &% Morgan's Woe ttzg # fleet meawrad ag
) on the aa;herage_beach,each,wantimg to
thexshorexans they jostled for places/ shakingrxtheirxsausesxhighrandx

gga§8§£§st the blats with the biggest catchg andxskatingxthoinxaausas

high~anaxseakdings o#ch stating her cause high and scalding. Now all
were Sunday school pupils, by God. Amos, I drink to your thkoubles.

1 He smacked his lips and felt the beautiful fire roving through his
guisz
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aS‘smokily-
guts. He belched and stood on a mountain. He_blinked a littlem/as
g°§2%§§ one after a night at sea. worked in the best of men. He
put up his chest and blew. Now§*hexthouxk¥s It was a foolish way,
the hevelcepert's. If I were the Devloper and tﬁ;ggg&tgﬁgpgttzng a road
through Morgan's Woe to the beach for my hotel guests, I would have
heard of Amos Vogel, captain of the fleet and soon to be a Justice of
the Peace, and gone to him, and said, "Cap'n Vogel, I wish to put a
road down to your fine yellow beach for my tourists to enjoy. 1 will
be no trouble to your fine people of Morgan's Woe. In fact, I will
not even use a tractor to build the road te yvour fine yellow beach,
although that's how we do it in Yankeeland. No sir. I will ask you,
Cgp'n Amos Vogel, J.P., to speak to some of your fine young men to
work on the road and earn some nice Yankee dollars _now that the fishing
is poor." That's what I would do. DBut the Deyelopér is not a wise
man. The Developer is a Bombo} said Cap'n Ambs, tW€ island profanity
exploding over the mug ashghtgggeaﬁgggggéheu swig.
He:fimisheé;iggﬁgﬁgéh Clapping hi$ white shoee cap to his
head, he tqdk,up the mahoe walking-stack. 3, It had a loaded head and
fitted into his hand like a weapon, ITtfwas. He closed the door and
walked jauntily to the road. He fiummed"a small refrain and said
how=de=do to One-Twol.the=£firsf-sen:l One~Two was a Rastafarian.
Fine man at sea; ashore he withdrew into his strange religion and
oy ga?ﬁéggdhﬁng:ﬁgfuaég 3?3#55273 geé%%oozg£o¥gﬁg?gpbnwgggel' salutation.
j A serene man, shirtlessfin ald weathers, his cut-down trousers hugged
his legs close as skidn., He was a Rasta locksman; éﬁf%“;s, he was a
mystic who ate enig-xtal=f eschewed pork and plaited his long hair
in ringlets. He fished his boat alone, a ten-footer, scrubbed clean
as a seashell. Hey fdshed by pots and a hand-net and=ecften=rewed but
went to the Shoal with the seine-fishers. It took him longer to get
there when the wind was down for he sculled alone, his wiry arms
homing of the flee%
untiring. But saiiing=heme in the lee/ his single slat sail grabbed

high= with the faster of the bli boats.
at winds and slammed him gfZat-keeled home/ He was very skillful at sea.

spoke in epigrams and
Ashore, he/collected his s®a&snuggets against the time when volcanic
an enlightened
‘gggbias cobbles would command good prices an/ths market.
<2€&qu '%fcap'n Vogel met the young policemen in front of the police post.
’The new officer was as young as Porter, his son. He had a thorn in
his eye. Amos pursed his lips thoughtfully.
"You are the new policeman," he said. "Is Corporal Hookie not
‘stationed here anymore, then?"

The new policeman looked him up an: down} a man tall as he,



’ no doubt Amps wps¢%aink1ng,w%;A
', R TR g At

"That 18wso," Amos salo‘bmmbly.
. nie must get the visitor'e consent," Hookie said
- stﬁbbornly as he glaréd at Amos., But 2lthough his policeman's
nose was twitching,‘he coﬁld put his fingers on no ciues.

[Fey (fe
1T+ can do the Roseebrl team no_harm to have 8

’ longer rest before the game," Joe Chin said ouickly, qmlllng at
: Pk oy Camd_ W2
Moses Geoembs, "The roqd fxem-Boceebel s hobt and dusty: iﬁ=azﬁaiéi$
I b

WT+ cen 4o no harm," the' Reseebel agreed clowly.,
He nad his men grouped in the open, under the $rees, with

fheir wives and sweethéarts gusrding the outskirts.

Hookie looked ouickly ‘from.Amos to the Chinaman,
He grunted and went from the shop. Hewcouldn't find anything wrong,
but whatever it wes, as the game official he was best out of it.

Amos pursed hie mouth and whistled softly to him-
a2
self. He said suddenly, "Doyyou fish, friend anmbej;qﬁ
w "T heve a shoemaking emporium in Bag;?%@%a sir,"
15004 Hi
Mose’ Coemee soid, "It takes up 2ll my time."

n"T wish T could make those foolish fishermen of

mine see it yo@r way. I meanxgbout resting before the game, A

\*

sens1ble thing," AmO% said,
7
lhe,ﬁgscvbel man looked curiously at him, "You're
-&/ TN 4 l\é A J /
theLCentﬂln of Sé;eah From what I've heard, your fishermen
do what you tell them," he said.
L cp
| "Not all the aht%%’* Joe Chin said., "They're tough
men, Men who go out to é@gﬁﬁ? Shoal, baring their throats to
the teeth of sharks, do not take lightly to orders, brother

Coombs."



-

‘h?sgx_str$pt with your men,"

e
ééZs%el shoemaker said

with the win gllnt burning in his eyes.

"I m 1n ehﬁrge," the B

A Adrink for 2 strong manager," Joe Chin said,

Moty
upending the bottle, NMoses Coombs took it as 2 strong men should

at, the Chinaman i sl Chor DM balt 10 puddite. *

but his smile/was smeary, “TAgwE veh :
Hty, gntd ;}7{\’( Gremlin now AFLIGHT 1ML V2% bead.

S e "So you search for your ocuarter miler today," the
vv7/%ﬂ%
BaseoPHel man said.,
: M mprc

"A great cuarter miler who will brlng gold medali

as did McKinkfly, Rhoden and Wint," cfme £rom the Chinsmen as
island
he sent forth the famous/names like a chant,
(Y7 el
"Maybe Beserobel will produce such 2 man, We'll

Pl
hold trisls too to find suech a man," Moses QGewmbs seid,

"Ah, you see, Amos? He'll not hold his triasls
on the day of the football game," Joe Chin said.

"Its a\stupid thing I d4id," Amos sa2id glumly.

"You've not to0ld him 211," Joe Chin said,

, - tht,

"What's thig?" the BoET *] man said.,

"He has not told you that his footballers, the
dirty seekers after glory, will also run in the obstacle race
today," Joe Chin said. ¥

7 ol
"The - obstacle race?" Woses @&eEFbs csaid.

"A vastly foolish thing that can wear you down,

and they'll run in this obstacle race before the geme with
/s [

i e
_£ZZeo%ei7“ Amos said with a groan.
ey
the Besse¥tl man spread his hands. "Refore the

football geame? But that's impossible. You must simply forbid them."
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1

',qe yhf P throats to the sharks on Thi
Jgﬁ " o

ﬁéﬁé&y Shoal e=nnot be forbiaden to do thlngs, M’ Shoemaker,"

the Chinaman chided gently.

"Nobody cen run an obstacle race =2nd then play
) ey
in 2 football game," Moses Go®mMbs s=2id firmly.

Amos looked up at the bamboo ceiling and said, "Of
ﬂ\ Lv’)ksa, (} iL&L =
course, these sare h men, full of strength. Nobody on the
'{l\(/vD'Kl«-”/ l
coast but Side=h men could do it. The sting of pride should not

be pulled out, for it is this sting in men that causes them to
*
do the impossible,"

The Chinamen nodded., "To beat the men of
after teking part in thet foolish thing called 2n obstocle race
would make them into giants of the coast," he said., "Their nsmes
would be heard all through tHe)Caribbean, from Cuba to Heiti to
Puerto Rico and Panama,"

"That is s0," /Amos Amen said.

3 "On the other hand," Joe Chin contlnued ey if

/1 4
Ww losed the footbell grme to BW, after having

run that senselessly wearing thing c2lled the obstacle race, theret'll

be nothing to be ashamed of. Indeed, I can hear it now being s2id
- N b
2ll along the coast that Side=h only lost because they were weary,"
] nd lied?, e
"You must stop them," the Fomesbel man 2id angrily.

s
"Men who sa2il the deep shelf down to Payéay Shoal

will not be stopped," Joe Chin said gloomily.

"It'11 not be E&® feir for the people on the cosst
(Y71 (75
Boscoe¥s)

to say thet my team won becruse yours wes tiredi" the
wWho (POOMING 4.0 vp, e
N rvatr €

"I'11 say no such thing. I'11 breathe no such

word," Amos said calmly.



"And we'll ask our villagers not to repeat any 8 e

. : ‘ 127 b+

thece untruths,gheyakﬁsr," t@e Chﬁpaman s2id., "The name of Resesotel
must not be made to stink."

"You must ston your team from running in this rescet"
\pey Ml
the shoemaker cried, "BoseoPel must not stinki"

Amos rose, a torn look on his face. "I dont know., I'11
B uhls;
try, friend-€oombs, but I dont know."

Ny
Al "What'll the other villages on the coast sayi" :::ééﬂ
Moses;bégﬁgg as he sent 2 long stricken look at the Chinaman. Joe
Chin turned a faece to him that gave him no comfort.

Amos slapped his hands together, Wearing en eir of
resolution, he said stoutly, "I'll stop them from running in the

obstacle rece, After all, I'm the captain."

MThat's right, Ceptaini They must obey you! He can
@ el
stop them, cant he?" Moses Ge®m®rs s2id anxiously to the Chinaman es

Amos strode from the shop.
"Tf the Captein says he'll do 2 thing, he'll do it,"
Joe Chin said coldly. 7 ol
4o é(tdj (ﬁ;ﬂfii{( 9
"I do not doubt himi" the ﬁg::sﬁél man saizngs;t?at§¥y.

"Then act that way," retorted the Chin=man,
Popees
/ink&g But Moses Coombs, who had he?rd %}1 the legenQF about
\ag/ ScauBEFd HA Thw. HeE
the Sileeh captsin, showed his worry. He/hurried back to where his
\
wpmy team were staying close to their bootépand to each other.

Ouietly, he ordered them into their football Wmgm gear. And later

that morning, his good sense stood up and shouted in him because it

wes turning out as he had suspected, Fbr when Mrs Tamport's boy

blew the conch shell that sent the racers to the line, there were a
n s (ly WE

dozen men wearing Silee K.ootball jerseys among them, The treachery

sent him raging up and down Mission street.
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"Find me Captain Amen! He s2ic he'd stop his team
from running in the obstacle race = find him I sayi"

But although the Captsin's neme was yelled far and
wide by such practised throsts as Jeremy's and Ti Brooks' and
Wild Horse's, he was not toll be found. Amos had vanished., Moses
éggggé saw Joe Chin s*snding in front of his shop snd he ran
to him. Clutching the front of the Chinaman's shirt, he shouted,

"You said he's a men of high honour! You said he'd
keep his wordi"

With a turn of his delicate appearing wrists, Joe
Chin unclutched the shoemaker's hands, "Captein Amen is 2 man
of his word," he snavped at the startled Coombs who was
mascaging his hurt wrists. -

‘ "But what about those men at the starting line? I
have eyes! What about those Siloah players?" he pleaded at
Joe Chin. The Chinamen shrugged, his face closed.

Corporal Hookie, the blue fatigue cap drawn forward
to keep the sun out @f his eyes, the pistol in his hand pointed
in the air, wos reading the rules of the race,

"You'll run inleand for two miles, up the mountain road
to Joseph Broome's farm, go sround the big black rock in front
of Septy Collins' shop, turn left through the pasture to the
entrance of the Diablo Rojo caves, crawl through the funnel
to the outlet near the Great Pedro Bluff, climb to the top of
the Bluff and jump into the sea, Then you'll swim around the
point into INDPNNEENCEEX Cop'n Teach's Cove. LThere are boats
hsuled up in the Cove, andé one man to a boat, you'll push off

and row due south to Nelson's Stake, You must roundthe Stake

and turn east into Siloah. You must haul your boats clear of
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the water, you lose points if the boat is awash, and run up
Vission street to the finishing line in front of JIRSRNENEX the

Chinamen's shop. Any ouestions? No? Get on the mark."
Panl4s
So with a despeiring groan, Moses @Geembe looked at
#Filfka
his clean limbed Beseebtel players who in training he hmd honed

to a sharp point, and sent them in to blunt their edges on
Amos Amen's obstacle race. He had one consolation, and that was
hazlall§ by p ,
the St¥o=h players would be blunting theirs too.
The fifty runners or so, loped off at Hookie's pistol

Manlallly #)ae
shot and there was aéggeat cheering from the S&tosh people for

' /8

the brave men of Boseebel., The village settled down to the long

wait for the finish, and the @ flutes anc¢ the drums came out.
“he runners must have been rounding the big black

rock in front of Septy Collins' M when Captain Amen suddenly
L St lo

apreared on Mission street, With a cry,
bore down on him,
"You said you'd keep your team out of the racel
You're not 2 man of honour!{" he shouted,
Captein Amen, who hed been feeding his vorecious
Satd s .
pigs, gave 2 tug to his shore cap. His eyes narrowed on Cqembe.
"You're a stranger within my gates, so I've not
heard the insult you offered to Captain Amen," he said sternly.
"Tnsult? Insult? Have I not with my own two eyes seen
your players start off in the obstacle race?"
"T gave my orders, My team did not stert in the race,"

Cevtain Amen s=2id stiffly. , ¥ 7,
" Ly, if#7 b4
A erowd had gathered mround them, The womes—=fvom

feeé &l cried, "But we saw them! We saw them tool"



L2 : //éz\géh.

Captain Amen drew himself up. "Ti Brooks? Cz2ll to me

my footballers from the schoolhouse," he sald
cowmid 15 g (B

A growing horror Jescend on all thsSEGEEE%el people
as they watched the grinning Ti Brooks trot off to the school-
house., He shouted names, and one by one, the roused teamsmen
came to the open doorway. They stood about stretching lazily
ag the power that had been strenghtgned on sieep coursed along
their limbs,

Ve

"Those men in the race - whokare they?" Eacked Mosces %)Uﬁai
2o ymBe.

"Those? Sprats.‘small fry. Our seeond team, The first
team hes been resting on the Captain's orders for they have
a game to play with the B§g255Ei gide," Ti Brooks happily
explaeined.

Mises Porkers
Meoses—Coombs jow +ett, A lost look entered def eyes.

"My men! My men! They're killing themselves on that
mountein road for nothingi"

"7i Brooks? Lo what you can," #mos Amen said. He
turned away, pained at the sight' of such suffering,

Ti Brooks, his fists akimbo, said, "See? The Captain is
a good man, He'll help you all he can. Now I'11 teke some fishermen
and go around to the Cove, We'll pick up your men as they come

swimming in and bring them around in our boats so they'll be rested

L]
for the S‘t‘qr‘b of 'the gam:;‘/%‘ ﬂ" /ﬁ? /#&; /ZL&( 7@/ I,»:/f(,éb,iy ?7’6‘”‘1’67
But thedenasazi,mggagezznn;¥=gssang&- foréhe,knew

what the elimb and the crawl through the funnel and the long
swim would do to his men. Amvs-éi&—nvt—wgtch*fﬁé’game. He wes

4 4 /
L, Liflp poin, Vol
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tBut suppnose the Besedr-Atutherity—ite—mode—umofItkese

xtinion 539 he/m.‘sme
« Loenld. L Wi el 4l
they+il—sell#hetr birthright for a mess of pottage?" gq_asked

et Z‘MC Aownilai. duply a2
eloouently 2= he mm%zé M” besdeer—with—whioh he
wownt :
and the Chinaman hae<Daen mmmg the results of their PR

Qf?%ﬁfé deceit,

"bont you want to keep the foreignerﬁ@ I want to keep

foreigner%," Joe Chin sa2id in amiable disagreecment.

"Dont antagonise mel" Cavptein Amen (brayed. "You know

I'm not against keeping the foreigner!" A S
i“'\”“"‘ ww&‘\éﬁﬁﬁ MMQ /neo.ﬂa MIZ /6‘2)7/%;{2 ‘ﬁ:v /‘:2[7’1/ zws/uw/w(.

! T ) s 1 a.

come, Tell them

5i1," Joe Chin

Amos hunched down on the bench,swé—tFHA0red his Iriead,
"His hotel is a2lmost finished. Soon MW there'll be many foreign

women sunning themselves on the beach," he said softly.
"So?" Joe Chin said, eﬁé;;éy softly as he flung his
thoughts wildly around to see wvhere Amos had slipved off to.
"They say thet up the corst, the owners of the foreign
hotels turn red in the face like the bottoms of my pigs when the
finely built fishermen of those parts, s2il by in their boats
with only a few clothes on."
ﬁ{d&%&
e

"There's = B law in one of my bo°k€4_ 1led Exposure,"
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Joe Chin snapped as he caught up with Amos at last,

"T'11 not be telling my men to show that offi"™ Amos
said sternly. "They must keep their secrets."

Hookie said inside the door, "Deceits, dishonesties,
double dealings., If I had my way, I'd have given the game to

rgcvoe, fwd (. Ot wro s Nie L.

Joe Chin hurriedly poured a placating slug into the
Hookie's coming.
empty cup that had been set for/IEEEEsidmsy ‘e honded it to

Hookie. He asked the policeman mildly, "Did our good friends

9 : ¢ (ke n gweat bu9q

tron Pl ToIT eyt s A Y [Tk, & et iy

refulebir Lo, nael i lahfe ke 21 Pracs 7 OMlbvmy e4'>.
"Could they win after being sent to be murdered by the

mountain? Could they win after being dragged from the sea,

fighting off the fishermen beczuce they were being taken out of a §

N

race in Whlch they were ahead, a2nd thought it wes just gnother

maalally bee

trick to keep HiE# them from winning the obstacle race?"
Poa la¥
"7t was friend Leembe' own dishonesty that made him
doubt the word of Amos. Confucius says, The wicked fleeth when
no man pursueth."

"Proverbs twenty-eight, first verse," the deacon in Amos

N
spoke autometically. "Your heathen god said no such thing." e
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"Cheerio," Hookie said., He Eleared his throat, Tﬁﬁe must
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plant more grass for next year's gam%;'The dust out there was

enough to strangle one."
e T bt anl z
Joe Chin uncorked again s&d theffthree drank deeply,
N

looking at each other with wary affection over the rims.
"The boy Wedgie Murphy won the cusrter. He'll go to the

igland trials for us but I'm worried about him and Olga," Hookie
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