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The Arawaks, the firet and perhaps the orginal inhabitants of
Jamaica, buried thelr dead in quiet, secluded, tranquil places not
easily reached, That is how the story goes for no one alive today
knowe the truth beyond the story. The story says that the Arawaks were
gentle people; civilised enough to show the value of leisure by
inventing the hammock; creative enough to make somgs and to play and
to leave behind their artifacts. And civilisation, in the form of the
Spanish opening up of the New World, wiped them off the face of Jamaica
in less that fifty years. When the Spaniards under Columbus landed in
1494 and 1503 there were; the story tells between 60,000 and 80,000
Arawaks in the island. The Spaniardsmenslaved them and worked them to
death, the sicknesses of civilisation, dike the 'flu' killed many, and
by an extrordinary act of will the Arawak women stopped producing
childred to be enslaved; thelir numbers dwindled until there were none,
Now there are a few reminders that a gentle people once lived and
worked and walked and plafﬁénd loved in the sun. The places where they
took their dead and burlied them with food and drink to help them on
that other journey £o that other place they called Coyaba, the place of
tranquility. There 1s an air of gentle quiet about such places. And
we have found one such, high up in the Red Hills, near a cave and close
by a deep,dried ravine that must once have been the basin of a river
trapped in the high hills two thousand feet above the level of the sea.
It is not difficult to imagine this tranqgyll place as the look=-out spot,
or the place of meditation to escape to, away from the activity of the
daily rounds of a busy Arawak village. But for the villare to be this
far in the Red Hills, this far from the sea, the Spaniards would have

to be in occupation of the land and the numbers of Arawaks would have



already dropped to that terminal point of no return; the time would have

to be:at some point in the 1530s to 15408.....

The women climbed the steeply winding narrow track with a slow,
steady, even pace. She breathed easily, body erectly traced against the
slope of the lush green land. The bush immediately beside the track
rose a good eight feet] beyond that it was thick dense forest; the woman
wag & little less than five feet tall. She was copper=brown, round faced,
softefeatured with a hint of sharpness to the nose=bone., Her skin was
finely textured, silky s ooth with a strong hint of ped in the rich dark
brown which made 1t almost glow, Long, thick black hair, tied with a
plece of whiss at the back framed her small face., Her small dark eyes
darted from slde to side, then alead,\thén up to the sky where a lone
John Crow rode the silent windWwith edsy powerful grace, casually, lazily,
flapping its great wings .every few seconds., With each step the woman
balanced the hamper onhher head by a slighl rovement of her neck. At a
point half way up her, climb she paused and looked down to her right,

The land had been bushed here for new planting and below it,in a field
ready for reaping,,sie saw a cluster of women, her sisters of the village,
selectively reaping the first green corn. Beyond them, on more sloping,
more rugged cleared land, a group of men were at work on & yam and

cassava and sweet pctatog field. Further bélbw, on the banks of the river
in-the=gky was the cluster of huts that made up the village. She could
see, without being able to identify them individually, the children of

the village at play, far up at the western end where the flow of the
rivér narrowed to little more than the width of the height of a tall man,

At that point the men of the village had 1n an earliér time ‘diverted a



stream to make a playing pool for the children. The clear air carried
the voices of the children at play to the woman, faintly but clearly.
Not so long ago, there were many more children, so many more that the
playing pool was overcrowded and they had to use it in turns. Not so
long ago, the whole village was overcrowded and there had been talk
among the elders of founding a second and then, perhaps a third, village
still further up in the hills if water could be found, She remembered
how the eyes of the o0ld man had glowed as they sat by the fire and
dreamed of more villages, nearer and nearer thedskles and further and
further away from the intruding whites with_ their brutal and cruel and
graceless ways and their pleasure in theshurting of people.

The woman continued her climb, The sky was a clear bright blue
without any hint of cloud. The sun had passed itspeak and was haliway
between the sky and the sea, The woman could see the sea now, a long
way to the south and thegwest. Fleetingly, she remembered the happier
times when her peoplethad lived near the sez and the sea was their
plaything and the plage of their feeding. There were so many of them
then: a whole world of her people living happily by the sea under the
warm sun. She remembered laughter. Then she put these thoughts firmly
from her, The wige ones say we must not dwell on terrible things for
they will bear us down,

She came to the end of her climb: a broad flat plateau that
commanded a view of all the world. From it you see the land, you see
mountains, you see the sea., And on a flat stone in the shade of a

broad~leafed tree sat the old man to whom she had come with the food

and drink.
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"It 1s good to see yo&” he called. "I thought I was forgotten!"

The banter in his voice licht as air, warmed her,

"Not you. Never," she called back. She hasteﬁ»%oward him,

"Come sit with me,"

"Why do you think I c¢limbed this hill?" she snapped in mock anger

"For love of me," he mocked, but gently now.

She reached him and he rose and helped her 1lift the hamper from
her head. Their hands touched, lingeringly, and she looked into his
eyes,

"What do the gods tell you? Do they offer eomfort?"

The man's lips curled in a small gentle smile{ He was small like
the woman; perhaps an inch or two taller, no more; his reddish brown
body as smooth and sheeny as hers, with only a looseness of skin from
flesh suggesting at age, The face was uUnlined; the gray flecks in the
hair imperceptible; only the eyes and the very dark 1lide confirmed the
gap of time between the manjand the woman.

"Why should they be eoncerned with us," he murmured as he watched
the woman unpaclk the hamper and lay out the food on the broad flat
stone. A tliny dog, pointy headed, pointy nosed, pointy eared, pointy
toed and no more than ten or twelve inches at its higheest point from
the ground came leaping from the bushes to the left with a just killed
rodent in its tiny Jaws. The dog dropped the rat at the man's feet
and danced and whimpered in high pitched excitement. The man reached
down and touched the dog on its head, The dog calmed immediately; it
licked the man's hand and lay down, wditing!

"Good," the man saild absently, "pake it; eat 1t, Go"

The tiny dog grabbed up the rodent and flashed away back into

the bushes from whence it had come with its prize.



"He did not even notice me," the woman said.

"Like the gods," the man said.

"If I had struck you he would have."

"Not the gods.,"

"Oh you."

Her impetience touched him, raised a gurgling laughter deep in
his g%oat. She pushed a bowl of food to him, Her eyes, now, were
laughing too. He wiped his fingers on a broad damp green leaf and picked
a pilece of meat from the bowl; it was brown and crisp and Juicy soft.
He chewed it slowly, savouring the smoky taste, them he cupped four
fingers to make a spoon and scooped creamy ground catsava to his mouth,

"There is no reason for them to notice u€ any more than my little
friend noticed you Jjust now. The_ hunt was good and he had other things
to do. When there is no hunt, nothing to eat and nothing else to do, he
will notice you. So it is with thegods".

"The gods are not dogs,"

she protested.

"How do you know? Whe told you? When did you meet'them?"

"You are mocking agaein; but the gods are not dogs."

"The food is good. The meat melts ., Did you prepare it?"

"Yes."

"[ see. So as not to shake an old man's loose teeth. Thank you.
You are right. The gods are not dogs because we do not want it so and
there is love for you in my mockery."

"I know that." she was a little impatient now, anxious to talk
seriously. "But what are we to do? Wgére are we to go? Who ies to guide
us 1f, as you say, the gods do not notice us? What is the purpose of it
all? What is to happen to our people? To our young? They have driven us

from our o0ld grounds. Our numbers are drying up., We are dying. And

you say the gods do not notice..."



He put down the feeding bowl, wiped his fingers on the broad
leaf and pulled her to him, She resisted briefly then relaxed and
allowed him to comfort her. He held her iIn the folde of his right arm
and with the left he pointed to the southern plain far, far down below
them,

"That 1e& where we came from, That was our home and our hunting
and fishing grounds, the place where we played and worked and loved and
danced, It seemed the gods looked after us then for you were there and
you know how good it was to be alive, Our people were many. The sun
was warm and when the heavens opened and the radn ecame even that was
warm., The ancestors told us it was so because the gods watched over us
with love., Then they came with their death#sticks; they made our land
a place of desolation and the godggdid@wnothing., What manner of gods
are they who do nothing when theiri,followers are killed and broken and
destroyed and driven from thel® hunting and fishing and playing grounds?
From their homes? Even from their places of burial? What manner of gods?"

"Hush," the wom@n, mirmured, and touched the lean »arc chest with
the back of her handy, M The ancestors taught us not to gquestion the
gods "

"They did netgknow 5ur desolation,"™ he retorted,

"They did, she said. "They did, Have you forgotten their long
journey to this land in an earlier time,"

"The enemies they fled then were people like us."

"But fierce and destructive as these are. PRemember?"

"Not with death-sticks; and not with great canoes as big as hills;
not bringing the sickness that kills our people; and not with chains.,"

"You are right, but those others were fierce and destructive and
the ancestors did not Jjust give in and wait to die. They made canoes

and made the long jJjourney from the great land to this place. They did



not sit down and wait to die."

"As we now do?" The heaviness of spirit was in the open now,

She steeled her own gpirit against the impulse to tenderness,

"Yes, As we now do,"

She sensed the stiffening of his body. Her eyes darted up to hile
face then away quickly. She stared down at the distant plain and the
placid sea where they had spent the time of her childhood and youth and
young adulthood before the brutal strangers came on the land,

He rose and walked away from her, toward tlie,edge of the plateau,
The long shadows of the setting sun were startifi@gte creep from the west,
touching the lower hills beyond the childremhgs Blaylmg pool. But far to
the east and reaching even further up into the heavens the great mountains
were still bathed in the light of thefstm,Wymade a hazy purplish blue
by the light and the alir and the great d¥stance. Their serrated peaks
now, some round, some sharp, wemre clear citesr, uncapped by cloud. Puffs
of white smoke rose fromdthe, settlement far down on the plain where those
who had been put in chaine were preparing food for the intruders.

The man turned amd)looked at her, measuring the distance between
them, There wag a hapd edge to his voice now:

"So...And whatfwould you have us to do woman? Go down and fight
them? Embark on another great journey, as the ancestors d4id2?"

"Fight them," she snapped back, simulating anger. "“Or embark on a
great journey. Do the one or do the other..."

"But do something..." he mocked, his volce gentle once more.

"Yee....To do nothing is wrong. To do nothing is to be part of
the thing they do to us; is to be part of the destruction of our people.
And that the ancestors wilﬂnqt,forgive."

o ygThe ancestors, The ancestors., Alwaye the ancestors. They become

a burden on a man's spirit, these ancestors. They did not prepare us



for this time of desolation, They did not forewarn of the coming of
these brutal strangers, These ancestors on whom you are forever calling
woman, they taught gentleness and peaceful ways, They d1d not teach us
to fashion the fighting weapons of those other enemies, the Caribs,
who drove them from the great land and followed them through all the
small lands. How are we to fight the death-sticks of these new enemies
who know nothing of gentleness? And where are we to run to? Up into those
mountains? Already the cold here 1s more than we can bear when the
season changes and the sun cools down., Every time the cold comes some
of our people die, To take them higher up into®the mountains is to find
a quicker death, even if we find water," He,waved his arm to the Blue
Mountains, "I know there is water up theéref /A long time ago, in the
daye of our youth, a party of us wentpap there and found much water and
much meat for the hunting; but thefcoldddrove us back and killed some
of our party."

1 rememberﬁ%iyou told me" the woman whispered

"ind that was in{the day® before the sickness these strangers carry
and let loose when the 8un cools déwn and the earth turns cold."

He walked backto her and took her two small hands into his own

not much larger ones’, He looked tenderly 1lnto her eyes,

"Listen, woman," he whispered intently., "To build new canoes we
have to be down near the sea., We have to f&ll trees and dig them out
and shape them with fire and stone. It is a labour that will need time
and many men and women from many villages, It is not a labour that can
be carried on in secrecy down there, What do you think the intruders will
do? Let us be? They will do what they have done many times before, They
will swoop on us; they will kill those who resist., They will put our

men in chaine and use our women for sport, And our children they will



turn into creatures ministering to their every need," And then knowing
the unfairness of the question, he asked:‘&s that what you want?"

She fought off the overwhelming sense of helplessness,

"We must do something" she insisted, "To do nothing ie wroneg"

"To wait is not always to do nothing," he said.

"To wait?"

"Yes, To wait,"

"What for?"

"Come," he said, "You have shown me I was wrong not to talk
before now, I will go down with you and we widIgntalk with all our
people and make them understand why we mustmwait and what we muet

walt for."

"Make me understand," she ingigtéd,\'and I will tell you if they all

understand. I am nearer to you than anyﬁne and I do not want to wait.
If you cannot make me understand yow will not make the young ones
understand,"

They returﬁito the filat “stone, shed thelr scandals of tree bark
and climbed on tlie stene, both warming feet and buttocks from the heat
the stone had @bsorbed through the long sunny day. The woman reached
into the hamper and@ passed the man a honey brew, He took a long drink
then handed it back to her. She took a few sips, recorked the earthen
vessel and replaced it.
| "Do you rememberthe last of our people who came up here from down
there? The one who had escaved from the intruders and who had learned
of their plans."

"Yes, I did not feel at ease with him. He had too many of their
ways."

"He had been their prisoner for a long time, woman,"

" I 8till 4id not like his ways. I did not trust him,"
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"If I had been their prisoner that long I would have been like
him,"

"Never!" she snapped,

"Hueh, woman. You know that the weak always take on the ways of
the strong; 1f they do not the strong destroy them, But stop diverting
my thoughts, That one, the one you did not trust because he had learn
their ways not to be destroyed, remember he told us the intrudere had
not found the gold they had come to seek, Well, he also told me that Ho-
one of the Jjourneys the one who was his master took him, they heard of
a land where the gold they eseek was 1in abundangés, The plan was for them
to use thie Xamaica as a stoppling point on the“way to6 that land of gold.
From here they will provide the great cagoeg with food and water to
complete the Journey to the land of ey 8ld. Later, when they no
longer needed to do this, they woulld WegawWe this land.

"Leave this land...?" th&woman whispered,"

"Yes, Leave thies landh"

She examined hidNface séarchingly.

"Do you believeythey will leave this land?"

"I do noty knoweh I do not know them; and he who told me Had become
half part of themdggfo I do not know. But their ways and their greed
for gold tell me it 18 possible. And on this I have bullt a slender
strand of hope., And to hope is also to do something."

"But if they do not go...?"

"Then we will surely die; not in the way you or I die., Ac a people

"Then what?" she said softly.

. "Then nothine." he r¢p11§§:°f§
szgggg«ggg;;N;;«;gggay left to remember us as we remember the
enceators there will be nothing., It will be as if we were never here,

Ae long as you live, even if I were to die now, you will remember me
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and so I will be alive in yourmemory. ©£o it 1es with each of us, with
you, everyone of our people, even with my little friend the dogz whom
you do not want to see as a god; as long as he remembers me, I am
alive for him and he for me, and so we do not die. Death is the end
of rememberance,"

The woman touched the man's body, as if with a new consclousness,
feeling the ekin and the muscle and the bone,

"And if we die, all of us, everywhere in this land, will the
intrudere remember us? Will we live througi them?"

"I do not know, I know I would not want themjto,"

"Because of what thev have done to us?M

"Not Jjust that, but that is part of 1t To be remembered as a
thing in chaine, as creatures totbe enslaved and broken, is to be robbed
of the gentleness and feelingyand lowe which made us the people we are,
For them to remember us they will save to impose a different kind of
being on us. Remember the omne you did not trust because they had half
changed him into one of their kind? Well, it would be like that. They
would remember us net a8 we are but as what they have made of us." The
man'e voice suddenly/trembled with anger. "And I will not be remember<d
thue by them! They are not worthy of safeguarding the memory of our
people. Better that memory vanish completely from thise earth and sky
and air we revere., FEetter it be as though we never were!"

"Peace, my mean," the woman murmured, "Peace, wise one, I think
the earth and the sky and the ailr will remember as you would want,
Have you not taught us that all thinges live, not only man? And what
lives will be remembered as it should be remembered,”
{

"Not by them!™

"Then by the earth and the air and the wind and the forests,"
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[?he woman touched the man's face, running her fingers, feather-light,
6ver the sensitive areas which arouse warmth. "Even the sea will
remember us and be gentle." Her mind reached back to the Tirst time
she and thie man Jolined their bodies, long ago and faraway by the
lapping blue-green living waters, They had done it in the water so
that she would not bear child for the elders had said it was not the
time. And, as always, they were right; no child grew in her then, It
would have been better if one had that first time. The one that came
later came on the Jjourney of their first flight frem the intruders &and
in the cold season of the rain whenrshe was strpicken by the sickness
which killed the child in her belly. They had te force the dead thing
out of her; then she could bear no more...

"Wrhere are you, woman?" He hadfsemnsed her distance in thought,

"In the good days of the first) timé® our bodies joined."

"Oh, woman! We have Jjoined countlee time, All good,.."

“"You do not remembef'™

"The first, secondthe last, tomorrow! It 1es a2ll a sharinge,
Like the coming an@ the going of the sun and the moon and the breeze,
There 1s no meaSuring\to 1it; only the goodness and the remembrance of
the goodness for al¥our days."

"You do not remember, old man! All your words cannot decelve me

"Hush, woman! I remember the first time in the water,.."

They warmed to each other now, a lifetime of connection and
remembrance of connection flowing between them,

"I wieh we hed the child.,"

"You g;gztoo young."

"He would have been a man now..."

"An o0ld man; or an old woman like you, reaching back to pain that

brine$no wisdom,"
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"All remembrance brings wisdom, Pain is part of wisdom."

"Not all remembrance,woman. If we die there will be no wisdom
in théfg remembrance of us, There will be less tenderness to it than
you feel for your talking bird and I feel for my voiceless dog."

"Would vou then that we do not remember the little lost one?"

"He lived in your belly a time, woman, 8o we carnot forget;
but to remember what never happened = that we d41d not make a life in
that water that first time - i1s to remember mists and shadows and pain."

"And still you remember," she mocked, feelinge better and vleased
vith hir huving remembered with her,

But he remained deeply seriousﬁ&; "Rememberance ig the thread
of life., Without it there is no meaning§ 4Th linked the ancestors with
their ancestors far back into the great)land, and with us all their
descendants into the small land®, “They live in our remembrance as their
ancestors lived in theilr reMembrande and so theilr ancestors now also live
in our remembrance., If e die“gden all this thread of remembrance dies
with ue, The ancestorsWdiey their ancestors dle; the ancestors of thelr
\g?:?atke past difs everythine die,"

"You grieve youwself, ol%ﬁan."

"It 1es S thifg of grief, woman, See 1t, woman! All that past!
All the striving. The fleeing from the wild ones. Tre building of new
homes in a strange land. There were so many of us once, Vast numbers
in all the small lands. There was go much tenderness, so much laughter,
And, oh, the games and the songs we made! and now,..."

"And now there is need to do something," she spoke firmly.
"Tell of the waiting. How will we wait? Where will we wait,"

Far out to sea a Epanish galleon appeared on the clear horizon,
growing larger as it approached land.

"And still they come." The man gestéred, almost violently.
They both looked out intently to sé&j across the nearer
)
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slightly lower hills, then further down across the foothills, then
across the thickly forested plain that sprawled in all directions until
it was stopped by the sea in one direction and the climbing mountains
in the other,

"You say wait, and still they come," the woman's volice was heavy,

"That 18 why I have not spoken," he said, “It 1e a glender thread
on which to build hope, If it is false.,.."

"If it is all we have," cheé said.

"A man must believe in the hope he offers, or he lies.'

Ui

"If it is all we have? she re_ eated,

"A leader must not lie to his peo That 1a the law,"

b 6uxc lawe we wl made fx Cv%ii
"guﬁ laws are for all times, A leaden must nmt lie."
"It is no lie to tell them thesHopells slender.”
"And if they say to me, 'Caélguesfdo you believe in this thing
you tell us to wait for: do yow believe the intruders will go away?'
Am I to tell them I do netWknow? And if they press and say: 'But what do
you believe, wise oneé@% Am I ¥o answer them again and gay I do not
know? A leader mugt hethconfuse his people., That, too, is the law,"
There wa® a lohg sllence between them after that., The little
pointy dog came sleWwly out of the thick bush, tubby-full of the jJjust
eaten rodent and lazy of movement now, pink tongue showing in little
pants, There was a hollowed-out sandy epot near the great flat etone,
The little dogcurled itself into a ball which fitted neatly intﬁkhe
spot: spot and dog belonged together, The dog looked up lovingly to
its master, then fleetingly at its misgress, then shut ites eyes end
went into an instant and deep sleep,
To the west the setting sun, Jjust below the horizon nowy, threw

pale orange fingers of light into the darkening sky. Tre blue mountalns

to the east were dark but clearly defined silhouhettes by now. The
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slightest of breezes, gentle as a playful child ﬁlowing on your face,
moved about the creatures by the stone. The great John Crow hd left off
his lazy graceful circling; but the small darting birds of the evening
were out in force, whirling and circling, screeching and quarreling

over hunting territéry, catching insects in midflight, playing perilous
games of aerial nearecollisions, then swooping down, like a dropping
stone to grab some insect on bush or ground, Not even the perspective

of distance could reduce, for the two humans on the flat stone, the
enormity of the Spanish galleon gliding into the nafural harbour, and the
portend of its presence.

The woman broke the brooding silence.

"Perhapg they will go," she insisted.

"Do you believe they will?" ti'e fmanymirmured.

How terrible the world has becBme,f'the woman told herself,

"Yes., I believe they will,™

"Do not lie, woman, \YOow are more than just my woman, more than
Just my comforter. You\dhe &en elder of your people, a priestess, If
the young ones ask Jou™'Bo you believe they will 7o, mother? How will
you answer?"

"Then why did you tell me of the hope in waiting?"

"The slender thread, remember....Because I was weak and did not
want to think of the death of all remembrance that you and I, that our
people, lived and loved and were happy in this gentle land of wood and
water., That kind of death, the death of the remembrance of a people,
is the most terrible thing in my understanding"

"But the land will remember., The spirit of the land, the trees,

the wind the stream," The woman was pleading now, passionately,

insistently, determined to break through the heavy despair of the man.
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"These will remember us as we were when our world was beautiful and
there were many of us and there was laughter in all the small lands,"

It was the man, now, who would not be comforted: "Will you tell
this to our young people? Will this maké the waiting, the slow dying,
easier?"

"To tell them only the land will remember us is to tell them of
our death. To tell them of the one is to tell them of the other, I
will not do that, Just as you will not lie, I will not pass our burden
of hopelessness to them, It is wrong for the young to bear such burdens,"

"So you will tell them nothing,"

"Unless you believe the intruders will deavey, Enough, now old
man, You are tired, It 1is time to rest our/ spirits. Come, we will not
go down to the village this night, If they 'See us the young people will

&
message and their spirite will turn to heavy mattere,

f

If they do not they will eat y the warmth of the fire and tell tales

hope for a sign of

and dream dreams of hope and make dove and have laughter, And that is
good for the young."
wed

#he woman left the mankthe sleeping dog and walked to the northern
edge of the cleared,cirele of the roundish hilltop, a distance of some
thirty yards; then the wild foreet confronted her, dense, heavy, dark,
a small path made a low entrance into the dark mass of vegetation. She
stopped, entered and moved glowly down a slight incline and kept moving,
bent almost double to avoid the heavy overgrowth, The small path turned
right and right again; then, with startling suddeness, she emerged on a
cave, tucked into the side of the hill and facing south. She gaw, at a
lower level now, the same scene on which she and tlhe man had looked from
the flat stone on the top of the hill, The Spanish galleon had passed

the finger of land pointing out to sea, Two curles of white smoke rose

stralght from the edge of the sea where the Spaniards had one of their
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encampmentse, But she could not look north now; and the village, and
the children at play by the pool, and the men and women at work in the
fields, were all out of sight and sound.

The cave, a high-domed halfechamber of hollowed-out marl was light
and warm and aliry. At the Pfar end was a fireplauce, some earthern pots
and a pile of prepared kindling; at the other, the end nearest the point
of entry, a pile of softened animal skins provided the sleeping section.
Bits of foseilised coral, embedded in the marl stone told that this land,
two thousand feet above the sea, was once under the great ocean, Though
the air was clean and fresh, there was n#hint of the gentle breeze here,
Only an overwhelming air of tranquillty, of afplace of total ﬁzce.

The woman went and examined the potd, Znewing they would be clean
and there would be water and that the blg one with the stone on 1t and
partly immersed in water to keep “1itfle brother ant at bay would contsin
food for the night. Some time during, the day two young women of the
village had climbed the h#ill to Being the food and drink and clean the
cave so that 1f the Cacigue Stayed to commune with the gods there would
be food and drink; @ndin these days of trouble the wise one spent much
time up on the hilltop, ‘@way from the tribe., Square glabe of shaped
soft marble stones made resting seats in the deepest part of the cave.

The woman rearranged the bedding to her liking, then knelt near the
fireplace and began the long slow ppﬁpess of striking fire from flintstone,
agaumsT hard black dewe
She worked steadlly, methodically, interminably, rubbed rard black stoneq
over a plle of dry leaves: endless, monotonous work that went on and on
untll the sudden darkness of tropical nightfall engulfed the land, invaded
the cave., One moment the soft light of the sunken sun was over the world;
the next there was no light, instantly, Just as the little dog went to
sleep. The woman's mind grew numb with th#monotonous motion...Gods dogs

dogs gods, He was mocking of cource but it could be so gods doge doge gods
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but hig dog is not dndifferent to us, to what befalle us gods dogs dogs
gods where are you why do you not guard us from these terrible intruders
are you their gods too how can that be when their ways are so allen to
your ways gods dogs dogs gods or are you their gods not ours have you
decieved us all this time preparing for them making us soft for your
pgople to conquer god dog dog god protect us from these intruders as you
;?the aﬁbestors from those others who drove them from the great land if
you are our gods drive them from the land with curses so we may multiply
again and not die the burden of the death of remembrance is too heavy
for the 0ld one the others too young for it my gtrength is not enough
gode dogs dogs gods...Suddenly, the stones, @kmost unbearably hot now,
struck spark, dropped on the dry leaves,, A tiny spiral of smoke rose,
She leaned over 1it, blowing lightlyjjknowing from long experience the
precise level of breath to fan the sparked smoking leaves into flame.
And then, suddenly, the fire lept toslife! The miracle the gode had
given the ancestors to give thelir descendants: the living flame and how
to bring it forth and puthalt away. The intruders had this too, and more,
and they used it tokill,. Who gave them that? The same gods? Greater
gods than our gdd@s? Oh\no!
"Oh no!" she saild out loud. But the thought was there full-grown,
terrible, terrifying.

Th%ye gods have killed our gods, That is why our gods cannot

protect us from these intruders

"On no!" &he cried again,

"What terrible thing do you see, woman?"

She had not noticed the quiet coming of the man and the dog.
Again the man's voice reached her:

"What 1s it woman? Why such new grief?"
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Do I put this burden on him too? Without looking up or turning
her head she said:

"Nothing., The nightmares and memories of a foolish o0ld woman,"

"Who treate me as an old fool now. I know you, woman!"

"Please,.."

"Tell me; share it,"

She piled the kindling on the burning leaves; first small pileces,
carefully, to let through air, then bigger and thicker pieces., Then, her
work on the fire done, she rose and turned to him._. He was too distant
for her to read his face in the gathering dark,

"Then come nearer,"

He came to her and leaned forward t@1lfshe could see his face in
the leaping, rising flames. .

shiver

She flung her arms about him,9 A convulsivefshot through her. He
wrapped his arms comfortingly about her. -

"What 1is it, woman.! "He was all cal@ming tenderness now,

"Do gode die? Cafh'gode dle?"

"Tell me more, Woman," he whispered gently.

"Their godse...Their gods..."

"Calmly, my bedfoved. Calmly."

"If their gnds are as terrible as they are.,.."

His thoughts reached out and met hers,

"Oh, my love., Now I see your pain.* Have their gods killed our
gods? That is 1t?"

"Yes."

"When did it come to you?"

"Now, Here at the fire. Do gods die? Can thelr gods kill ours?"

"And is this why our gods have not protected us?"

"Yese, Yes."
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The man held the woman even more tightly. It was a long, silent
embrace that lasted till even the patient little dog grew weary of it
and began scratching at the man's feet, Then, at last, he pushed her
away and held her at arms length and looked into her face.

’ "I do not know, my love." A guiet heaviness in his voice.

"fﬁave searched the heavens and the earth for answers, I have gone over
a?l the laws and remembrances of the past for answers. I have Tound no
answers, There was never a time like this in the remembrance of our
people., And when the wise ones do not know what to, tell the young or
where to lead them’ When there is no more belief, in gods and no vision
of hope to take us forward, when we ask if our sods are dead, then we are
into the time of desolation. This is thate time., my love,"

"Oour gods are dead," she murmuredsnall the desolation of the world

in her voice, Then she began to modm Im & soft low voice, her head against

his chest, A long, slow, steady,moan.of grief without end.....

After the disappe@rance of the Arawaks the high land to which they
had escaped from the Spaniards and the hill with the great flat rock
overlooking the @lains)remained uninhabited by man for almost two hundred
years, Bush, then ‘@ee€p dense forest)over time, reclaimed the land the
Arawaks had tamed and cultivated. Huge trees, some hard as rock and
capable of living a hundred years and more, became masters of the land
and rose above the deep dark undergrowth to reach for the sky where the
big carrion birds continued to sail the soft wind with casual, almost
indifferent, grace, And still the night-birde left their caves when

darkness came, flying in the direction of the plain and the sea, and the

gradually growing habitation far down there, and returning, in formation,
with the first signs of daybreak, As the forest grew denser and réclaimed

all the land that had once been a human settlement beside a deep ravine
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of flowing water, the water drifted up, and its level rose till it formed
a deep clear pool between two hills, The land in the valley between the
two hills feeding the ravine grew moist and damp t1ll there was the
constant drip of water, whether 1t rained or not; the earth was always
molst, the sound of drops of water dripping from moist leaves to métst
earth and flowing, in tiny streams down to the pool was constant, The
land, here, was again as the early Arawak had first found itf%soft,
fertile and kindly land of wood and water.

So it stayed until the coming of a new group of humans. The time
would be somewhere between the 18308 and the 184@s.. The British had,
centuries earlier, replaced the Spaniards as,the rulers of Jamaica,
Blacks had been carried forcibly from the African continent, first by
the Spaniarde, to replaced the vanish€@yArawaks as slaves, then by the
British and the other European powersijand the American colonists, to
work the sugar uvlantations of the Carlibbean islands and the North
American mainland, Other brown and yellow people from Asia were also
brought, but mainly it ‘had been the Africans who had been imported

even before the Arawaks had completely vanished,
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For days the small group of half naked people had struggled
frantically, chopping through the dense bush. The first day their
desperation was overpowering; they worked through the day and through
the night, and far into the next day, not stopping, not resting, only
pausing for a quick drink of water from a guerd one of the children always
had ready. Then, the men in front, the women and children close behind,
they carried on with their frantic, endless chopping, They cut a narrow
path through the bush under the big trees and as they passed through, the
women and children with bundles of clothes, food, cookpots on their heads
or across their shoulders, those who made up/the rear replaced the bush
again, covering thelr tracks,

On the second night they stopped and rested. A woman gave each
person a lump of thick porridgde wrapped in a huge leaf; the biggest lump
for the men, the smallest fior theZgrildren. Then each lay down where he
or she was and slept.

There were a dezen in the group: three men, five women, four
children - two boys “and two girls,

The leadery a big, towering black man with a bullett head and a
emallish face, was terribly scarred. A huge, livid, recently healed scar
ran along the right side of his face from chin to forehead, passing between
eye and ear, Older healed scars crisscrossed his back, arme and chest.
The middle finger of his left hand was missing; and though he was in his
late twenties his front teeth were missing. This one they named Samuel
Brown, and on the plantation he had been known as Samson beéause of his
great strength. It was that strength, and the impression it had made on
the little brown slave girl which had led to the troub’e between Samson

and the driver, The driver wanted the girl; the girl wanted Samson; the
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driver had the authority and the whip; he used both. Buckra Massa
approved, for that wae how he got what he wanted. The older slaves had
seen this situation before: a driver could kill a man with his whip,
One night Samson erushed the driver's head with a huge stone, gathered
his few belongines into a bundle, crept out of the slaves quarterse, and

made for the hills. The otheks watched him go and said nothing. And he

knew that 1f he was caught and brought back they would watch with similar
indifference as hls body was broken for example to other would-be runaway
slaves, The brown slave girl did not follow himato “the hills. Instead,
when enough time had passed for her to estimgteWthat Samson should have
reached the foothills with their envelopipg fornetts, she it wae who told
Bucky Massa that the driver had been k#lied and word from the slave quarter
was that the killer had escaped. TRISNWEY, she, as well as the other
slaves would not be punished fow keeping silent. And when militiamen were
sent for and hunting teamg Were sent out, many of the young male slaves
volunteered to Jjoin in€tke hun®™ for the killer of the driver. Many of
the slave volunteeps ‘earpied the scars of the dead black slave-driver's
whip on their bedies.

Samson woke Suddenly and sat up., Had he heard the distant bark of
a dog? Were the hunters nearing? The moon was high, A good night for
hunt ing runaway slaves,

"Some'n wrong?" It was the man nearest him, the short square one,.

"Don' Know," Samson whispered back.,

They listened intently for a while longer, The utter silence fed
their anxiety, set imaginations at work on latent fears,

"Better we move," Samson whispered,

All twelve of them rose instantly, wide-awake as though they had not

slept at all. The moon was up and full and clear; light filtered through
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the thickening buskh, Samson motioned to the third man, the tall thin
one with the sickly look on him ,
"Take a boy an' go back to near the place we came in and see if you
see or hear anyt'ing....You did cover it good?"
"Yeah... Stay there 'n watch?"
"No see 'n come back,"
The man and the boy slipped away, back along the path they had cut,
Samson raised his machete. It glinted in the filtered moonlight then
sank with a swieh into the soft wood, almost severing the young tree in
one stroke. The short square one, Jonas, swung _his machete at the next
clump of bush, Then there was the softer choPping of the women. The
rhythm of the work picked up and became steadyss They worked steadily
through what remained of the night,,and into “the morning and on. The
thin man, Joe, and the boy David, retupned about the middle of the day,
They had seen no sign of searchers)but they had found and caupgézwil; hog
and David was carrying it on his shoulder, trussed up, alive and gagged
to setifle its squelling,
The oldest woman, ‘Maria, angrily grabbed the trussed-up young hog
from the boy's shoulder and undid the gag.
"You kill the dumb t'ing!" she protested. “Get me a piece a' wiss,"
The younger of the two boye, who did not know his name, took Maria's
machete and went off, The woman lay the hog on the ground, the while
making soft grunting sounds that calmed the animal, while she slowly undid
the tight vegetable rope binding its four legs. The boy returned with
the whiss, an enormous roll nearly half an inch thick. The woman fashioned
a neckband for the hog, with a long lead which she gave the boy without a
name,
"You look after her no name, ®he will drop soon., Is a good thing

for us"
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Big Samson paused from his work, looked at the woman, a curious,
admiring expression on his face.

"Sure? How you know?"

"Me know.,"

"Woman know woman business," Jonas chipped in without pausing from
his work,

«

"Yeah," Joe, the sickly one, said s‘arcastically,

"I raise them," Maria gestured in the direction of the plain.

"Me learn to know them and them sweet t'ings., Swéet fe eat and sweet'
fe friend when them know yon.h

"Maria sensed Samson's sudden new intérestin her and looked
directly at him, She saw the question fermingsin his mind, then he shook
nis hesd slishtisnd said inetead:

"If We find a safe place you wallllook after the animals."

"Yee," she said., "Me love animéls,"

"Time running," Jonas ®aid §h§?1h§y all set to again,

On the fifth day \eInce they entered the dense, steeply c=loping,
bush they came, suddenly,, unexpectedly, on a broad plece of flat, level,
cleared land. The others held back among the trees while big Semson
moved into the clearing; cautious, alert, machete held tight and ready
for instant battle., People had been here, A fire had been made. There
was no one now, He raised his left arm and beckoned. The others hurriled
forward.

"Look!" the boy they called Noname shouted, caution forgotten.

He pointed back to where they had come from; and far down, they could

see, beyond the tops of the towering trees, stretches of the plain and
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and beyond that, the placid Caribbean sea.\Now, for the first time, they
had some measure of how far and how high they had come.

"And there!" the boy David shouted. He had moved to the wegstern
edge of the clearing; he pointed westward. And there apain, below them,
a broad flat green sweep of land, bright in the sunlight, swept away
until it met the sea, then distant rising hills, then past those hills
till it met the sea again, and on again till it grew hazy beyond the
reach of human vision,

"Aaaiy! It big!"™ One of the younger women exclaimed. Thie one
was called Sarah; big heavy bosomed and with a4€trong body smell made
stronger by the days of exertion and heavy gweating without washing.

Jonas joined David at the western ed@ge of the clearing. He
examined the greund, moving first @hle way then that; then he disappeared
into the bush.

"Sameon!" Jonas bawled, stillgout of sight., "Path here!"

Samson hurried to where Jonas was; tngether they examined the
footpath and followed 1t) some distance into the bush, It was as the
footpath they themselwves™had cut through the forest in their long Jjourney
to this point, And, a8 they had done, those who had cut this footpath
had concedledrithe point where it came out on the piece of flat cleared
land. The further from the clearing, the more tﬁ?oughly the path had
been cleared,

"It like a regular path," Jonas said.

"Coming from there," Samson pointed west, to where in the misty
distance, the English Governor of the island had his seat of power,

"But going where, Jonas?"
"And 1s who?" Jonas wondered, "White people? Militia?"
"They don't make track so,"

"True; but slave make it for them."
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"Yes," Samson agreed. Then he repeated, "But going where?"

"Come we look," Jonas said.

They returned to the clearing, The others had piled their bundles
together and were resting. Maria, No-name and the tethered wild female
hog were at the northern edge of the clearing where the hog had nosed a
thick Juicy tuber from soft ground and was crunching it noleily; “aria
and the boy were digging for more of what the hog had found,

"Come!" Samson raised his voice. "Look for a path, So." He m:de
an arc from east to north with the sweep of hie arm.

They spread out in the direction Samson had indicated. Agcin it
was Jonas who found the new path; but it fbok longer, this time, The
path was much more carefully concealed than e wne from the west,

Jonas and some of the others had crissserogsed it several timese before a
gmall telltale sign had made Jonas €xamine it more closely and go deeper
into the bush, past apparently “dmpenetrable overgrowth around a huge tree,
When Jonas hackqﬁis way past the Iige trees he found the path, stralight
and clear, pointing north-eastiand with all the eigns of regular ucsage.

"Samson," Jondsgybawled again; all of them except Maria, and No-rame,
came rushing to, inspéeet the new path, Jonas was proud of himeelf, Very
few people would hauefTound this hidden path in days of searching; this
one wag not supposed to be found and those who had hidden it were trackers
and hunters, How to make Samson understand this?

Samson dropped his huge hand on Jonas' shoulder and let it stay
there fore while,

“"A big work, bredda Jonas, I could never find it..."

For the first time that he could remember, Jonas felt good deep
ingide; it made him wdnt to straighten up and look at the sky; so, almost
furtively, he straightened up and looked quickly at the sky. No one

laughed; no one looked at him with mockery in thelir eyes.
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"Mek we go that way," Sickly Joe said. "Time to eat and rest."

"No, Je&," the thin, long woman called Flo gaid, "Not yet."

"If people there, must be our people," Joe protested. "Runaway
like we."

"Meybe not," Samson said softly." I hear of black people catch
others and return them to the slavers and drivers,"

"Me chance it," Joe protested. "Me tired. Me one chance 1it."

"No!" Samson's voice was cold now, a threatening edge to it,

"Tell him, bredda Jonas," the woman, Flo, appealed, anxlous to
dampen the wrath she sensed in Samson. "Tell Joeygbredda Jonas,"

"f one of we catch, all of we catch; #O)ifywe ¥#0 all must go or
no one go. Sameon lead us, Samson will Say/ Me all runaway glsaves,
Joe; they catch one they catch all ¥

"Me tired," Joe repeated wearWyWreavily, showing it in all of
his body.

An overwhelming compassion spread through the woman Flo.
Something she wanted to @ ‘to comfort this sick man, this weak and
weary man, She h&@ néwer thought she would feel like this again; would
want to use herWlife @nd her body to comfort another., All that had
died when they had taken the child of her body from her and carried it
away., When they took the man who had bred the child in her it wae
nothing. That is how it had always been, When a man and a woman sleep
together both know it could end any time. Bucky Massa and his driver
could sell you any time, move you any time give you to breed with another
one anytime., £o you take it and you move and you change and you take
and the feeling is not deep. Only with the child it was deep and they
took the child and there was no feeling in her till this moment for this
gsick man, The woman walked away abruptly.

‘\
¥ what now? Jonas asked.
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"I don' like it," Samson said.

"Me too," Jonag said, "Begér we move, But which way?"

Samson seemed suddenly to make up his mind,

"Same way as before; away from where we came, far away." He glanced
quickly at Joe then turned and walked back to the clearing. "It far
enough for us to go slow now; not far enough for us to stop. And not
the right place"

"How will we know the right place?" the boy, David, asked.

"We will know," Samson said.

"Yes," Jonas echoed and carefully went about™we-covering the Hiddewn
pathway he had found and opened,

Samson and Jonas opened a third pathwaysleading northward out of
the clearing. They covered theirgtrelil @s "carefully as the others had.
They were too far away, too far up new,” for hunters to come lookingcggiﬁ
runaway slave, There was no wayWfo# the hunters to know that on his
Journey to the hills the @neWwunaway slave had been Jjoined by others as
desperate as he to be free,  There was talk and a little knowledge of
groups of runaway Slavesohigh up in the foothille and far up in the
mountains; and there were of course, the Maroons, large enough in numbers
and suffliciently armed, for the British army to go into the mountains to
put them down from time to time., But great military sweeps for tiny
bands of generally peaceful and settled runaway slaves would be too costly,
So thege were left alone, and the remote and isolated little villages
of runaway slaves grew in many spote high up in the dense forested hills
wherever water could be found; and water was found in many places in the
high thickly wooded hillse,

Unexpectedly, the pathway to the north, dipped and fell away.

They travelled dowrr~hill for two days. Samson shared his alarm only with

Jonas and Maria, Perhaps they were going back down to the plains and to
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the slavers. Yet they were still going north., On the third day after
they had left the clearing the land ceased to fall away and they came
upon a slow=-flowing river in a wide, deep, broad-bottomed heavily wooded
valley. That night, after a feast of hot roasted tubers of the kind the
wild hog had unearthed, after the sweat and dirt of. thé long journey had
been washed off their bodies, they slept all through the night, lulled
into deep tranquility by the low lapping of the water, They steyed by
the river for two days. Then Samson and the boy David left the party,
with Jonas in charge, and continued north by themeselves along the bottom
of the wide %3&%;. When the sun began to tilt to the west, and when the
land ceased to be level and began to climb upward again, the man and the
boy stopped to rest. They dropped where théy were, by the narrow track
they had hacked through the underbush, The trees, here, were as big and
tall as elsewhere; but the underbueh Was less dense, so their going had
been faster., They had covereddas muchydistance in this longer half of
one day than they had done ¢dn threeddays of cutting their way up the
sloping land before they come %o the clearing. The earth, here, when
Samson dug his machete Intowdt, was a thick heavy clay, slippery in damp
places, hard as rockWand “eracking in dry places,

The boy David eaged the crude knapsack off his shoulders, reached
inside and brought out a gourd of water; he handed the water to Samson
and watched the movement of the big scar as the man took two measured
mouthfule of water and swallowed. Then it was the boy's turn. e tried
to drink as the man had done: two precise mouthfuls and without his lips
touchling the mouth of the gourd., But a little water did spill over &and
run down his cheek and on to his chest. He looked quickly at the man
and was reassured, The man smilled with his eyes. Then the boy brought
out the dumpling Maria had made from pounded tubers and small soft green

leaves and then boiled wrapped in blgger, coarser green leaves. Sameon
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ate his, coarse outside green leaves and all; the boy unwrapped the
dumpling and ate only the soft savoury pancake.

The boy's colouring was several shades lighter than Samson's; a
hint of freckly redness to it; his hair more curly than kinky; the rest
of him, body, shoulders, arms, legs, had that raw big-boned heaviness of
those born to heavy brute labour,., Samson had seen children younger than
this one working in the fields all day under the eye and the whip of the
driver, He wondered where this one had come from, why he had run away,
But then he wondered about all the others as well, ¢ Who they were, where
they came from, why they ran. Especlally that brown one Sarah, who looked
at nobody and talked to nobody and worked with, the strength of a man and
then stayed by herself, Perhaps, if theylreach’ where they were going,
perhaps then they will all talk and “know ‘edeh other. Now it is bettggfﬁo
know; they cannot make you tell whatiyyowdo not know,

Lying on hie back, eyes clogedy feeling the sun filtered through
tall trees, the boy remembered, in a vague, dreamlike sort of way, another
presence a long, long time ago with which he had felt as at ease as he
felt with this badly searred man, It was from the memory of that distant
presence that hé knew that he was called David., That, and a sense of ease;
nothing more, Not @“face, not a touch, not a voice, He opened his eyes
and willed his mind to come away from that distant presence. He decided,
firmly, that if he wants to, thls man Samson, who had led them safely away
from the slavers can take the place of that distant presence.,..if the
slavers don't get them...and if he wants,

Sameon opened his eyes and sat up,

"Time to move, boy."

"Yes, sir," the boy murmured, liking the softness in the man's

voice; liking the fact that it was Just the two of them on this journey
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of exploration.

Then trhe man and the boy set off on their Jjourney egain. They
moved much faster in the coolness of the afternoon. The boy pushed
himself to keep up with the man., The man =ased his pace, Jjust a little
not to overtax the etrength of the boy. If a man had a son he would
want him as willing and as strong as this one... If 2 man was sure they
would not take away his son....Or whip him....0r break him.

They Journeyed through th e afternoon and far into the night. The
land climbed steeply now., The moon came up, big an@ round and full,
bathing the land in a soft clear light ligkt, /And m\the soonlight they
crested a hill rieing out of the valley. Thé€yeowld Yook back now and
see all of the broad valley through whichqthey ad travelled. They could
even look down and determine the locagionof”the little river where they
had left the others. Ahead of them, WIre hille flowed into more valleys,
and rose again and fell arain; buthnoffe as deep as tle valley out of which
they came, Some of the hilleWou looked down on, others you looked up
to. All green and with ®&agly rounded tops, and with the highest hills
farthest away, reachidng up, to tie moonlit skies, |

"This 1s the, landl" Samson exclaimed, more to himeelf than the boy.,™
"If there is water, this is the land! They will not come here., Rest
now, boy. When day come we will seek for water,"

"Samson," the boy said and was silent.

The man waited for a long time. Then he said:

"Yes, boy; what is it?"

"Nothing... I just thought..."

"Then tell me the thought, boy."

"It ie good to be here, with you...Now,.."

"It is good to know., Tired, boy?"

"Yes," How nice to be free to confess it.
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"Hungry 2"

"Yes..." There wae a hint of ralety to it.

"And still good?"

"Yes...Is that what it is to be free?"

"Yes, boy; it is a good feeling even when you are tired and hungry.
Now rest. We willl need our strength for tomoprow's search:

That night the boy sleﬁgcloser to another human being by choice
and of his free will, and without the fear and the terror of being
brutelly violated. Once, during the night with the moon on his face, a
terrible nightmare out of the past made him cry ogutWloud.

The man shook him awake gently.

"Hush, boy. Peace. They cannot hurtiyéuwmow. Sleep. Samson
will look after you."

The boy turned over and went inte a deep sleep,

The man, now, wag posses8S8ed of am enormous and overpowering anger
that would not let him sleép, It “h&d no focus, no point &t which it
could be directed, nobody, Wmothing on which to vent it; nothing on which
to dissipate it excebt life ‘#teself, perhaps, But then life, the business
of belng alive, of being born in & certain time and a certain place, ie
something over whieh man has no control, To be angry at that is to be
angry at the moon for being in the sky, @t the rain for falling, at the
wind for blowing. The man relaxed as best he could and allowed full rein
to the anger and the violence of it, ©Not till the sun rose agaln were
the terrible forces of that anger spent. And still the man couvld not
gleep, When the boy woke, refreshed, and saw the men's face a wave of
panic shot through him. The man looked sick unto death, He had sgeen
people like this after they had beenpushed beyond the estrength of their

£CenN s4Vhe

body by the driver's whip. And he had;just lle down and die.

F 4
"Samson, Sir. Stay here and rest, I will go back for Jonas.,"
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"No, boy."

"You are sick Bir., I know., I have seen it,"

"I will not die, boy. It 18 a sickness of the spirit. It will
pass., Do not fret. We musi seek for water,"

The boy worried but held his peace, They spent the day crossing
the hills and walking through the valleys. The next morning before the
gsun had cleared the Blue Mountaln they came on a narrow valley between
two hills; and even though the bottom of the valley was still enveloped
in a cloud of thick white mist, they could hear thd sound of water

running down from the wooded hills,

"This ies the place,” Samson sald qule K

They were on comparatively flat, g t%pina land, To their
right, rising steeply, was a high b 6
was a huge flat stone which time anQN“' and rain and wind had cracked

iteelf. And on its crest

into four pileceg., It was all o grgwn, as though no human feet had
ever walked this way. Antaimof gentlerness hung over the land, over the
rolling hille and shall tile valleys, ard over the deep clear pool

in the misty valle

"This is vlege," the man repeated, even more softly.

Then the man d the boy walked down to the water, opening the same
path that another group of now-vanished people had trod when they tried

to escape from slavery and the slavers' whips,

The long days of hard work were over at last., The time to rest
was at hand., The skies grew black and heavy till all the land was in
darkness. The alir grew heavy so people sweated while doing nothing,.
Then the skies opened and the rain fell out of the heavens. But they
were comfortable now, and dry, and secure, They had prepared well for

this, ©Sameon had driven them, and they had been willingly driven, to be
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ready before the rain came, First they had cleared a stretch of land
where it sloped least. Then the women had planted the precious seed
corn they h&ad carried with them, The earth, once they had cleared and
burned the bush to kill the wild thorns, was surprisingly soft e&nd rich
and dark, like a well tended, well turned, field allowed to lie fallow
for many seasons.

Maria it wae who once told Samson musingly: "It feel like others
grew food here,.."

Samson had grunted noncommittally and carried on, alwaye measuring

the time available to them against the changing

Wrhen the land was clean and the geed p d they made thelir

shelter. The north wind and the sgouth wi the strongregst up here;

and where there was change the wind_c¢ m the north~-east or the
gsouth-east, So the shelters had €: est or south-west.

Jonas, supported by slck@as all for tre shelters facing
south., South was where a ntruders would come from, The women and the

boys had no experience

Still, Maria and ey agreed with the leader and were scoffed
at by Joe who took pu sure in showing up their ignorance with a few
shrewd questions the weather, In the end Samson exercised his right
of leadership and insisted, Jonas rave 1n very quickly, Joe contained
hie anger, wandered off down to.the pool and was qulickly followed by Flo.
So 1t was agreed the shelters would face west, away from the prevailling
winds.

The rain started when only three of the planned five shelters had

been completed, and of course, the cooking place, which had been built

first. They gathered in the middle shelter, the blggeet of the three.

Crude beénches and flat stones provided seating. A low fire warmed the
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place, and gave some light. The smoky smell of scented wood burning wase
everywhere, The heavy sheete of rain made a steady dull noise on the
sloping thatch roof, There was not enough space; they all huddled
together, uncomfortably,

"The rain catch us," There was gelf-reproach in Samson's volice,

"We could'nt do better," Marila protested,

"Vee," Jonas sald. "We work hard and you work harder. Could'nt
do better."

A .chorus of other voices murmured agreement

"Should have started

"St1ill, the rain catch us," Samson insi : Fe had miscalculated
and he wanted them to know it and to lear te

¢
the houses tyo, three daye earlier and ﬁ e done now. *He turned
5 4

m

head till his eye rested on e in the flickering light,

"We must be more careful in our pﬁiﬁi eck the sun and the wind and the
rain so that nothing catch usV
David nodded imperee bly and only the silent brown woman, the

one whose presence al hem often forget, only s&he seemed to notice

the sllent commundga between the man and the boy who waes as big and
as broad as a n. Neither the man nor the boy were aware of her
noticing.

"We will build the other houses when the rain stops," Jonae,
misunderstanding, tried to comfort Samson. "Do not fret, bradda Samson'

"Tonight the women will sleep here, all together,"™ Samson said
thoughtfully. "Maria will be in control. You, Jonas, will be in control
in the other place with Joe and Noname. David will be with me..."

"We have another matter, bredda Samson," Maria said quietly,
"So hear me, The journey 1is over. You have led us to this plsce., And

e
it is a good place., We can make our lives in fgfdom here, But there

are few of us; not enough to make a village..."
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"Others will come," tle woman called Belle esaid,

1

"Perhaps," Maria brushed it away impatiently. ”But I ear me.
We are few and this 1is our pluce of freedom. Any who come after us will
not have made the journey with us and we must say who can stay and who
cannot."

"Good," Jonas cut in.

"Yeg," Samson echoed.

"But it is of now we talk," Maria continued, '"What do we do

tomorrow and the next day? Do we go on as we have\been gsince the start

of our journey?" Sre paused till Samson promg‘ii
¥

"Talk, woman., What is it you are sa

"That's it, Samson. I am a woman dWfu are a man, We are, all

of us, men and women and boys andeg: there 1s not enough of us to

make & village, unleegs we breegd. here trev made us breed for slaves,

Up here, we must breed in freed swell our numbers, It isg tlat you

must think of Samson, E2) our leader. If we go on ag we have on the

journey we will di one and there will be no reason to the Journczy.
How are ve to Dbreed s to breed for whom, and when it 1s done, how
will we raise tn dren? 1 rave watched you, bredda Saméon, and T know
these matters are not in your mind. Nowrﬁhey muet be. Think about themsg,
Tell us what we are to do."

There was a hushed silence in the thatched hut with the flickering
gemoky scented fire, 1In the sllence the heavy downpour suddenly sounded
very loud, though still very dull., All about theh 'was the sound of water:
the world was wet; only they, in their sﬁelter, were dry and warm, Twice,
camson opened his mouth to speek; and twice he shut again, without a

sound.
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Maria tried to comfort him with her mind and her volice.

"Take time and think, bredda Samson. We have time now., But we
must know what to do."

They were all thinking now, made aware by Marla, of the sexual
neede and urges which had been suppressed by fear and the urgency of
escape and the long driving journey to thie place. But it was hard to
think clearly about something over which, until now, tiey had no control,
Where they came from sex was a translent, carual release of animal urge;
or it was careful, selective breeding determined Wy others to produce
and improve slave stock, There was no element@ofachoice; no tenderness;
no endearing passion; no warm companionshipfnoWpond” mede laeting by the
ghared jov and pain of procreation and ghe 8low unfolding and flowering
of another life and another personjyxo sense of continulty. ©So it was
hard to think; and yet they thought§fa® into the night, Not clear
thoughts; not thoughte that could he dressed in words and sent forth to
make others understand: ButWYthought as feeling, instinctive, which was
the beginning of thoughty, Before the birth even of language,

When the rafn ffnally eased up and a silvery crescent moon appeared,
the men and theljbecys Adeft the women and the girls in the warm hut, And
all their minde full of thoughts about breeding, made all the more

difficult because of their shapelessness, being without words,

They began the day's work early, in the first light of the morning,
before daylight was properly on the land., There were the young trees to
choose and fell for the uprights of the buildings; the younger, more
supple ones for the woven walls to be selected; the vast lengths of whiss
with which to bind; the mounds of leaf and bark of the trumpet trees to
cover the walls; the huge anclent trees to tap and bleed for the flowlng

white matter which thickened and held things together and kept out the
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wet, Because of the night's heavy rain, it was wet work, slippery under
foot; dangerously s=liPPery when machete had to deal with wet bush. They
worked fast, steadlily, carefully, without resting., Without eating.

Only Maria, Noname and the two girles, Big Mary and Little Mary,
were not part of tlie building gang. Maria inetructed the two girle in
the digging of tubers and the selecting of edible green leaves., The boy,
alseo under her instruction, was putting up a shelter in the highest cormner
of the pig pen, watched curiously by the now tame hog whose size had
almost doubled, Maria made a fire, lighting it from the last glowing
embers which had kept theiﬁhut warm through the ndght., She packed four
clay pots around the fire, half-filled each withyclean) water from the pdol,
stoked the fire some more, and contlinued peunding the tubers as the girle
brought them in woven baskets carried omgtheir heads. Every now and then
she rejected a tuber as too old and @oagse, or as not safely edible. The
coarge ones she heaved over her ®8houlder without looking; they all dropped
on the same spot in the hog‘s pen. ¥The others she stacked carefully on
the ground to use ag sadiples indher later instructions to the girle, and
everyone else wanting %o dearn, of what not to use for eating. The water
came to the boils Marda made evenesized dumplings from her mougd of
pounded tubers, She, dropped one into the boiling water, waited until the
water came back to boil, then dropped in another., She repeated the process
untll the pot wae full of dumplings, Then she did the same with the
second; then the third pot; then the fourth pot. When all the dumplings
were cooked she fished them out of the water with a large wooded spoon
and packed them into a leaf~lined straw basket, She repeated the process
three times, squatting beside the fire, pounding stone to the right of
her, mound of crushed tubers on a woven mat to the left of her and beside

that, within easy reach, a bowl of water for damping the tubers for eacier
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moulding. The boy, meanwhile, had completed the shelter and had made
two trigs down to the pool for water. He was the water man; his Jjob was
to see that all the water containers were always full. On his third
trip down to the water Marie called him.

"Here, boy." and tossed a dumpling in his direction without looking.
He caught it deftly and in the same motion put it to his mouth and sank
his teeth into it. The taste of 1t made his stomach rumble out loud,

"I hear you..." Maria said drily. The boy shuffled off shyly.

When the girls came with their next basketg £:11 Maris tossed them
each a2 dumpling and they ran munching back to thi@gri\labours.

From the distance of the hill to the gsigh® thedraucous voice of
fat boundcy Belle suddendly rose in song§ and game nearer. Marla smiled,
That one alwaye sang when she was Hunfryy they were all hungry now.

They had worked through the morningfwi%k" no food or drink. They all
wanted to make sure that the rafn widl not catch them, that Sameson will
not reproach himself thig time.

The sun was high§“he& clouds were beginning to bulld up far out at
gsea and over the highWmountaine, ©She measured the dlstance of the clouds
then looked to @here %he men were building. The fourth hut was nearly
done and there wasWeriough material to complete the fifth. Joe was on the

W
frame of the fifth one. Samson and Jonas were nearly done with,roof of

the fourth one. That quiet Sarah wae Jacking and sealing in thi walle
with the bark and leaves and sticky white glue. And as Maria watched,
Flo wandered over, seemingly casually, to work with Joe on the last
structure. On an lmpulse, Maria yelled:

"Flo! Come here!l"

Flo changed direction and walked more purposefully to where the
older woman cooked. Without looking up Maria picked two dumplings from

the now full basket, wrapped them in a leaf and held them up.
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"Here for you and him..."

Flo started to protest: they lived by Samson's rules,

"Is all right," Maria cut in before the words were formed.

"Ig all right. The Jjourney done. Is different times now, Take it..."

"T'anks," Flo murmured, took the dumplings, looRed furtively to
where Samson and Jonas worked, then hurried to where Joe was,

Not long for him, Maria told herself, thinking of Joe,

Samson, who had seen what transpired, paused briefly to look at
Maria, then carried on.

Yes, bredda Samson, Maria told herself; Téme different now,

They finished the last bullding Jjust after the sun had reached
its highest point, Samson was pleased apnd they sensed it, and felt
good.,

"Come," Maria called gaily. §"Thme to eat or rain catch usll\

They ranged themselves aBout the fire in the green and sunny place,
each beside the one or omes)ywith whom he or she felt most at ease, The
two Marys, Blg Mary an@ Little» Mary, and Noname almost instinctively
stayed near Mariagz “d@naés sat on the righthand side of Samson, David on
his left. Flogsat near Joe, Belle near Flo., Only Sarah received her
food and then withdpew from the circle, to a distant spot just within
earshot, Then they ate the dumplings and the savoury greens and washed
it all down with cool water, When theyahad eaten Maria got up, motioned
to Noname and the two wandered off to a clump of dense buch. When they
came out of the bush each carried a clay pot with a narrow neck. Maria
placed her pot in front of Samson and the boy did the same.

"It is a day to feast." Maria remained standing, looked steadily
at Samson. "It is for you to say. Tasterit and say."

Samson did not have to taste it. He knew what it wae.

"Not the children," Samson said. "And not much."

Maria reached down then, took one of the two pots.
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She pulled the cork with her teeth and the thing hissed as the vegetable
cork came out. She offered it to the leader. He held up his drinking
bowl. She poured some of the stuff; then she did the same for Jonas,
then Joe, then the women. Only Sarah turned down her drinking bowl,
gheking her head. At last all tie adults had it. Samson raised the
drink to his 1lips,

"wWait," Maria said. "The children were part of the journey,
et me mix it with water for them, make it weak, They suffred with us;
make them feast with us. Please, Davlid 1s almost a man. It 1s better
so; or they will feast alone and in secret,"

Samson remained quiet for a long time, Tooking at Maria, then at
the children, especially David. He had notftheught it would be so hard
to know the right thing, to do the rightithing.

"Jonag?" he asked for help.,

"Follow the woman, bred@a..." dPonas said softly., "She know,.."

Szmson nodded. ¥ A118right, Woman."

"Come, children,t Mariasaid happily. "Come David, feast with us."

She mixed fofyeaeh child a watered down version of the strong
brew, making Davidgthe Strongest. The others walted, watching closely,
ti1i1l each child had #feceived his or her drink, Marla did it in the
correct order: first David, the eldest; then Big Mary; then Little Mary;
then Noname who had, by general concensus, been Jjudged the youngest.
When it was all done Maria said: "Now,"

Samson raicsed his bowl till it was on a level with his lips but a
good eight inches away; then he tilted the bowl so that some of the drink
trickled onto the ground at his feet and sank into the earth.

"This is our land," Samson said quietly.

"Our land," Jonas echoed, repeating the libation ~f the earth.

"Our land," the others murmured in chorus, each wetting the earth

with a few drops of liquor. Then they drank, each draining his or her
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bowl in one long draught.

They were silent after that, for what seemed a long time,
The clouds were darkening over the high mountains; the rain was on its
way. Directly overhead, wave after wave, of small swift hirds éassed,
going north., The strong drink warmed and relaxed the people.

"What will you call the land?" Maria asked.

Now everybody looked at Samson. But it wae Sarah, the one outside
the circle, who answered,

"Call it Mount Zion, brother Samson. Like she place to which
Moses led the children of Isreel out of slaveny M

All eyes turned tec Sarah now,

"It is in the Bible," Sarah sald dgfengiyely, sensine the need to
explain. "The book from which the§pgfeaehérs teach us; remember?..."

A few nodded, remembering they,preé@chers and the black book out of
which on Sundays they talked aBeut & God of love to people enslaved.

"Mount Zion..." Marda tried it out aloud; feeling it with her
mind, testing 1it.

"But that ina the 8ky," Belle said. "Preacher always tslk about a
place in the sky whewre everybody free,"

"First you We¥e to dead," Joe cut in bitterly. "Then heaven."

"Mount Zion is not heaven," Sarah said.

"Then where?" Joe asked.

"It is a place like this one."

"With% people like us?' Flo wanted to know.

"Yes," Sarah was a little hesitant,

"And this leader...." Maria said.
“Moses," Sarah said.

"This Moses, He lead those slaves to freedom?"
"Black people like we?" Jonas asked.

"Only black people are slaves." Samson sounded as though Jonas
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was daft; only black people are slaves; not whites; whites are slavers
blacks are slaves.
"I don't know," Sarah said. "The Bible calls them the childfen
of Israel,"
"Must be black," Samson insisted. "Where this place?"
"Faraway, acrosse the sea." Sarah still sounded uncertain.
"Where they took us from?"
"I born ya," Flo cut in.
"Not your papa; not your mama," Maria dismissed the interruption.
"I think so; the Bible don't say."
"This Bible," Samson was intensely curiousfnow. ) "It speaks to you
like the preachers?"
"I can read 1t," Sarah sald ouietdy,\like one revealing a guilty
secret,
"I seen slaves can read,"WJoe nodded. "House slaves; inside slaves,
Is one like that help me run away."
"This place wheréwlMoses lead the slaves," Samson clung to his
point. "Could be where we come from?"
" don't kamow," ®arah said,
"That Bible thifiz don't tell you?"
"I will search it," Sarah said then clamped her mouth shut
"You have the thing?"
"Yes, bredda Samson."
"Here?"
"Yes, bredda Samson,"
"Bring mek we see 1t!" Jonas was keyed up with excitement.
"Sarah appealed to Samson with her eyes.
"No, Is her thing. We free people now. She will show us if She
want to...All right, sister...And this place, this name...

"Mount Zion," Sarah said, then, impulsively she explained.
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"I was the playmate to the master's daughter and they sold my mother,
the woman who mothered me. I stayed in the big house and learned and
did everything the 1little girl did. I learned to reud with her and
preacher taught me with her., When I became bigz I was sent back to the
slave quarter and when the mistress and the daughter went to where they

came from the master wanted to breed me..."

"So you ran away," Maria finished for her.

"Yes," Sarah hestitated long, then added. "From the master and
from the slave quartiers. Driver tried to breed megand whipped me when
I fight arainst 1it."

"Enough, woman," Samson said brusque &el 8 the name,"
st

"Mount Zion," Sarah said. And no a , ghe felt at ease home
at last, as after a long and hard‘ %‘;iy Journey. £he looked about
the darkening hills and valleys, th the small group around the fire
who had suddenly become her fa « #Then she looked at David, half-boy,
halfeman, and made her o Vsion. Suddenly, her eyes made four with
" Ssmeon's and it cseeme he

knew what had passed through her mind.

"Mount Zion, said, pointing up to the hill to their right.

On the crest o 111 wae an ancient old tree, so huge it took the

outstretched arms hree men to circle it, and so hard that a sharp
machete would bounced off it, makiﬁézﬁ geratch, and ringlng as when
mettle strikes stone. And near the tree were four fragmented pa%es of an
enormoug flat granite rock, bleached and:gggbth by time and the elements.
"That is Mount Zion." Maria waved her arm arain, taking in the land on

which they sat, the valley below it to thelr left, and the valley in front

of them where the deep clear pool was. "And this is the valley of Mount
Zion." CEthe looked to Samson for confirmation.

"we will call this pluce Mount Zion," Samson caid.

In the exclited babble that followed the announcement they missed
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the approaching sound of the rain and when 1t came they had to scamper

to get food and drink and dry tinder and a glowing ember under dry
shelter., Then they retired to wait out the rain, the women and girls

in, the same hut they occupied the night before; the men and boys shelter-

ing :as they had done before,

Samson, stretched full-length on his back, tried to grabble with
the problem Marie had posed: how to increase their numbers so that the
little group would, in time, become a community and a village, Three
men; five women; how do you divide them? How do youw arrange them? Two

boys, two girle, easy: David and Bilg Mary, Nona Little Mary. But
r nag; one for Joe,

how arrange the men and women? Two for me;

That Flo would do for Joe, But why one K%nd two for us? Not fair.
Two for Jonasg; two for Joe, one fqg that's not fair too, and I
am the leader. The two girls, ThaQN‘;' . 1f the big girl 1s put with
the women there would be two fo acld. But what of the boys? Little
Mary for David. Who for namwe? And free people declide for themselves,
choose for themselves, | fe do? How fe do it?...He drifted off to the
lulling effect of e dy endless beat of the raln on the hut., On the
other sglde of t hut Young David snored rhythmically, deeply asleep,
utterly spent from thHe day's efforts,

The rain stopped near morning. The only sounds now were the dripp-
ing of water from branches and leaves and gug&ing down to the deep pool
and above that, rising to a strident pitch at timee then fading to a soft
purr, the sound of the crickets, coming and going in wave after wave,

The night birds, the owls, returned in waves from the south, eager to
outstrip approaching daylight, and made for the deep dark cave in the hill
to the north of the little settlement,

Before sunriese Maria and the children had rekindled the fire and

prepared the bush-tea; tie people had come in twos and thre& to drink
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their tea and munch a dumpling or two and:. then marched off into the bush
to carry on with their alloted tasks. Jonas and Joe and David went off &
clear a plece of densely forested sloping land for future planting; Flo,
Belle and silent Vie went to the already cleared and partly planted
cornplece; Sarah and Big Mary went down into the valley then westerward,
faldowinw retracing the course of the little river whose waters fed the
deep pool, The land sloped gently upwards, Two miles beyond the pool,
in a sharp leftward bend they came to the clay bank. Thelr crude tools
were there from other times; hits of broken clay poigs, shaped stones,
strong sharpened pleces of sticks. They gat on toneg, faclng each
other, and began the day's work of digging ¢ , @ip g 1t in the slow~
flowing water, rolling and pounding it, tlien ping it into into the
pots and pans and bowls and jars tg' isgﬁy used, These two had come
here and worked in silence on most nce Samson had found this clay
bank and entrusted them with theQrespensibility for making the group's
pots. But this morning B ry did not want to work in e silence.
Since yesterday Sarah K om& a figure of intriguing mystery and Mary

wanted to find out ut how? Sarah had brought up that wall of

gilence about h ‘Wary knew of no way to penetrate that. She kept

looking up, kept wa g, senses alert.

When all the others had gone and Little Mary snd Noname had gone o
gather wood and then carry water, Samson emerged from his hut. Maria
sensed that he had walted to be alone with her,

"They have gone.," She gave him his tea and a couple of dumplinge.

"We must talk," he said., "Come..." He waved to the high hill behind
them,

"Mount Zion," She reminded him,

He finished his food quickly and they set off on the steep ¢limb

up the hill, He used his machete to cut a path; she used a stout staff
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as support and to beat down thin dripping wet branches, They climbed
steadily, following the curve of the land; every now and then it seemed
they came on patches where the bush was a little easier to clear, the
earth a littlie firmer to tread, as when other creatures had been there.
At one point they came on such a clear and easy patch that Maria stopped
and looked about.

"Animale here, place clear!"

Samson paused, turned, and looked down to where thelr settlement
nestled in the morning sun. Everything stood out sharply; there was a
clear line of sight. He shook his head.

"We would hear 1t. We would see it; espeejally)Bredda Jonas."l B

Maria moved to his side and looked downd |¥es; it wasg all theré;
even the women working in the field andatlie men chopping down the hillside;
and far up in the valley, like two kit®le /bright dots in the yellowish
reflection of the sun on the cl@y banky) the palr masking pots. Yes! you
would hear or see, especialiy Jonagfwith his sharp hunter's smell and
hearing and .sense.

"Then what?" MégiaN\asked,

"I don't know."§He d1d not mind admitting ignorance with her.

"But somebodW, sbmething, cleared here..."

"It look go0; but long time gone."

They continued their climb, and then, suddenly, unexpectedly, they
were on the crest, Maria let out a loud oooh of wonder as all the world
guddenly lay spread out before her. There it was, the place from which
they had run such a long time ago; far down there, beyond the climbing
hills, the houses, the trees, the smoke of fire, the ships at sea, and
the sea ltself; it was all there, laid out in the morning sun, And to

the left were the mountalns reaching right up into the clouds; and to the

right another flat plain running to the sea; and behind, to the north,
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the near hills, higher than this one, this Mount Zion, blotting out
everything else except the sky.

The mgn and the wom@n gazed and turned and gazed and turned agaln,
awed beyond words by the glorious splendour of it all, Then Samson sat
on one of the four huge pleces of granite rock and felt the peace and
tranquility of this place. The deep burning anger that was inside him,
that matched the marks which had been burned on his body, and which was
all that he could remember of life, subsided; the peace and tranquility
of the place crept into him, pervaded his body and mind; he felt a great
calm, a great gentleness,

Maria came and sat beside him on the ro

"What must we do?" he asked, "I don/}

"About the breeding?"

"Yes

"I say 'Give each of the men\p ace; and in the first year you,
ildren that are born will carry your

H-~h&n and woman will decide and the children

the“name of the father.,.."

the leader, will go to ea

name, In the second y
that are born will

"But me alone the first year. Why?"

Maria smile edly: "You don't want i1t? Make Jonas leader,
Listen, Samson. The leader must have more children; and if all the
woman have children for the leader the women and the children look to the
leader and give him strength., And when others run away and come here and
Join us, we, all the women you breed, and their children, will be one
family; and the men, Jonas and Joe and young David and even little Noname
will breed from the women you bred or from their children, and we will be
the strong family at the centre. We will be the people who found this
place and build it, Do it so, Samson"

"Will they agree?"

"Do you agree?"
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"I don't Serde.

A thought flashed across Maria's mind and made her smile.
"Tell me, you ever breed a woman?

“"No."

"Never?"

"No."

"So you don't know how,"

"I have seen,"

The woman threw back her head and laughed out gdoud,

"Look is one; do is different. I must tea Mo

"BRut the others."
She turned serious and sober 1nstax1@

"Let me talk with them. Call leave it to me., You agree?"

"What will you tell them?" )

"What I told you,"

"You think they will¢aspee?"

"It is the only w we @are to grow in numbers, and if our
children are to keegt lace...Now, you agree to let me tell them?"

"Yeg," HeqgtillWsounded uncertain.,

She nodded, 1ig ing the uncertainty. This was how, she recalled
vaguely, the mother whose mother had been brought here had caid they
held people together where they had brought her from: this 1s how the
future 1s ensured and the leadere and founderws protected.,

"I must see to the food," she said. "Is the talk over?"

He nodded, deep in thought; staring at the distant ﬁbwn on the
plain.

"Come," She rose and went down. He shook his head and stayed.

Samson went carefully over Marila's plan, examining it for flaws,

for some weakness that would render it unworkable. The idea of having to



51

sleep with all the women did not excite him; he had seen others do it in
the slave dormitories and it was like a man wearing himself out that he
might sleep deeply. He, Samson, wore himself out on hard work so there
4e wag no need for the other thing to sleep deeply: only the humiliation
and outrage of the driver's whip on his body and the hard anger the me ory
of it brought attimes kept him from sleeping; but even this, hard work
eased, £o0 you felled the biggest trees and cleared the roughest land and
gshifted the bilggest stones...He could find no flaw in what the woman said,

And he had come to trust her, to depend on her ae he searched for answers

to the many questions he faced as the leader of the3e free people who

had submitted their lives to hils guldance. Th *Wno Jjustness, no

truthfulness, with those who enslaved them d them like animals,

Up here, as free peonle, there must be J‘;E?D , and truthfulneses between
them. This he must tell them, so # @ emember the words with which
AN

to tell them. And this land, ey

too, they must talk,
He explored the i he knew all of 1its turne and grades; then

he cut his way down

share it with justness., ©f this,

sloping ledge till he came on a emall cave
set in the marl rock ntrance was overgrown by hard stubborn bush
which grew etraig of the rock. It was hard to chop the bush away,
but at last it was done, and again Samson looked down, from a slightly
lower angle this time, on the tonwn far down on the plazin and the endless
sea beyond it. Again the sense of others having been here was strongly
with him; but not recently, not in a long, long time, or the entrance
would not have been so thickly overgrown and the things in the cave all
powdery dust, except two flat stones on which those others of another
time may have sat, He sat on one of the stones and again that earlier
sense of peace and tranquility overwhelmed him, but even more powerful |

this time., For a time Samson sat as one in a trance, utterly still,

utterly at peace. Then he shook himself slightly, rose briskly and left
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the enchanting place, making his way back to the crest of the hill, then
more briskly, down the hillslde,
The rain came earlier that day than it had done the day before;
the day before 1t had been a little earlieritthan the day before that,
It would do this every day until the peak of the rainy season, when it
would rain all day., Then it would taper off, coming a little later each
day until it finally stopped and the hard dry season would be on the land.
Maria spoke to the women in their hut that night, The two girls
were included, for they were women too and soon they, too, would have to
undertake the task of multiplyling and perpetuating e numbers of a free
people, The women listened in silence and, wh Mar had done, silently
accepted what had been decided. Choice had been thelirs, matters

had been decided for them; and this decisfen was for the common interest,

any of them was Sarah chewing

The only outward sign of concern sﬁ

her lower lip.
Then Marila braved th ri rain and scampered the short distance

ou
8,9oe and Noname. The boy was asleep.

r 1ts glow as light by which to fashion

to the hut which house
Jonas sat near the

sandals from tough lable tree bark. Joe lay on his back, head
cushioned on his 4 wide-awake, his eyes made bigger by the gauntess
of hies face, staring at nothing. Joe sat up and moved nearer the fire
on Maria's signal.

Again she explalned the plan she had proposed to Samson but this
time she made 1t sound as though it was all famson's idea. Then, looking
steadily at Jonas, she ended up: "The mother of my mother was the one
they carry from Africa. And she told my mother, and my mother told me,

that is how they do it. What shall I tell leader?"
A

"Let it be so," Jonas gald; then he smiled crookedly. "And next

year, you and me?"

"You want me fe keeps?"
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"Yee,."

"And you, bredda Joe?" Maria asked,

"Is not me him goin' breed," Joe snapped and returned to his bed.

"Don't pay him no mind," Jonas sald,

Maria touched the back of Jonas' hand lightly, briefly then left.
Noname had slept through it all. Thie time Maria scampered through the
rain to the hut where Sameon and David slept. They were both asleep.
The glow of their little fire was almost out. She shook David lightly
and held her finger to hils lips as he woke,

"I made a bed in the new hut," she whispe ointing. "Go sleep

there, I stay here tonight."

The big boned boy rose, naked, and into the rain, not
questioning the woman's instructiong. &Maria took off her wet ragged
L 4
dress, dried herself as best she ¢ 1d lay down beside the sleeping

Sampson, trying to get a littf!\g;;:} from hie body and running her
hand lightly over the hug Va at stood like ridges on that body...
They had bred her thr imes

s a slave; and three times, after the pain

Coprr—

of 1t all, they ha away the child of her body Just as ghe hadLFo

know it and to
Le
would hers and fr

This time, if she could still breed, the ckild

d no one would take it from her. No one, But first
she m&st teach this one who had no knowledge of it. She must teach him
the Jjoy of as that last one who had bred her in slavery had taught her,
She went on carecssing him, expertly, carefully, thoughtfully, respectfully
her own long suppressed sexual desire coming alive ag the man, still
half-asleep, stirred in response. She reached down and caressed the man
rhythmically., The man woke fully, fully aroused: The woman continued

to carese him, making her body dance ageinst his;;;ovocative little
ghivers, 2ll the while telling him quietly about the three timese she had

glven birth, and the three times that the fruit ~f her body had been
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taken from her., And she told him what to do with the other women, sand
how to do it because a woman breeds most easily when she 1g fully aroused
and the man and the woman reached thelr peak at the same time. Those

who had tried to breed her roughly or too quickly had never succeeded,
only the three who took time and were soft and caressed her body into
making willing responses., The man listened, relaxed, gre#ZﬁT%h the woman
t11] he, too, Jjoined in the caressing; feeling her body, the roundness of
her buttoeks, the fullness of her breast, the hard g&%;::; of her belly.
And tenderness for thic woman flowered in the man. This was the first
one, the first time, and for him, a new beginnibg.,, So he held her close
in deep@motion as the warmth and the tendernd€g spread through him. And
it was something special for him when he WentWinto her.

But for all the woman's physical W&;mfﬁ and sexual desire, she
received him with a calm. guiet, clé@&r-headed detachment. It was not lLer
firet time; the only differerfege was $hat this time she had done the
choosging and the purpose @f the @Woosing was theirs and wae clear. Her
body had for too longgbedl uSgd by others for it hold any special value
or meaning. It wamya %oolN)a reproductive tool to be sure, but a tool
like any other, thefe for the uesing in the fulfilling of a purpose; and
for her, the purpose/was clear; shed had worked it out in her mind with
great care on theilr long Journey to this place. She, Maria, would be
the mother of this free community; trey would make it multiply and grow
strong in these hills; and she would supervise it and make sure it was
done in the right way. Only when the man's passion exploded in her,
compelling a responding explosgion, did she cry out and lose control,
surrendéring all thought to the blinding flash of passion that consumed
her utterly...Wwhen thought and consciousness returned she was utterly
spent. She sensed that this was how 1t was with the man, too, His arm
was a deadwelght on her shoulder, At some point somewhere their bodies

had changed position and they lay side by side, but still locked in the
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embrace that had been part of their paseion., ©She tried to ease theblg,
heavy, arm off her whoulder, moving slowly, easily, not to wake him,
But he was awake and moved the arm for her, resting it high up on her
hip.

"I will breed no others," he whispered. "Only youl

"It sweet you?"

"You know, woman,"

"And 1 am the firet one?"

"Yes; and the only one."

"Then hear me good, Samson. You will not me again until you

have had the others., I told you why; it mus
"I want only you."
"But you will breed the othersg" &
"Yes" His voice was heavy wiz@.

She held her peace, feell hi rif into deep eleep, knowing that

he will, for all his prot g, do as she wanted; for the power she had

over this man, which h rawn ring the long Jjourney to this place had

been made complete ght. The beauty of the unscarred body of Jonas

the hunter had irredher often on the long Jjourney to this place. This

body, made hard an *ly by the driver's whip had held no attraction for
her. £She had known that if they ever reached a resting place it would be
thus; the leader would have to breed all the women for the sake of numters
and to assert his power and to bind them tocether, But after that, she
had thought, it would be different and Jonas was the one she had singled
out for herself; none of the women would be able to pull him away from her
even though they were all younger., Now it was different. She would be
this one's woman and he would be her man, and she would show him the way
to be & good leader, and she would let him alone uce her body to breed and

for eacsement.

The decision was made. The woman turned her head slighégso that
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her forehead touched the man's cheet. His body smelled like burnt

leaves, ©She closed her eyee and joined him in the deep sleep.

In the women's hut Sarah was the only one still awake, She knew
that Maria would spend this night with Samson and that tomorrow the women
would drawAto choose the next one, It was the dread of this which had
kept her awake, making her heart beat so hard she felt it in her head.
All night long she had been working herself up, willing herself into a

state of mind that would do the thing which might save her. Now the rain

had eased, Now they were all asleep., Now wasgthd) time to do the thing,

n

She rose quietly, her leafy skirt rus she d4id not mind;

el turn over and go back to sleep;

if anyone woke they would think nothing goling out; they would
think she has gone to relieve her &

so there was nothing outwardly fu about her movements. She went out

of the hut and went round toV as though going to the bush to do
her business. Then she the left and moved quickly and lightly
past the back of the Samson and Maria slept. She had helped
Maria prepare the David. The pounding of her heart, now, was
like a drum beatingQin Her ears, She hesitated briefly outsilde the
entrance, then nto the hut; then she froze.

David had woken inestantly.

"Who you?"

"Its me, David, Sarah." Her voice felt tight, choking,

"What you want?"

"Nothing...I tbought..." She could not go on,

"Oh..." Then David's volce changed. "I see,..Come,.,."

They made love awkwardly, clumsily, messily, without skill and
without satisfaction. Sarah bled profusely which frightened and worried
David until she explained it to him, Then, when the rain had stopped
completely and the moon had risen, they walked down to the pool in the
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bright moonlight. He sat on a stone watching while Sarah wash the
blood away. The night air was cool and the water was cold so Sarah
came out shivering, her skin chilled and bumpy.

"come® Sarah saild and took David's hend and led him up the sloping
land, partway up the now dark hill they had named Mount Zion., There,
in a gheltered dry spot under a rocky overhang surrounded by a dence
cluster of trees, Sarah showed David her own private place, the place
to which she retreated when the day's work was done and she wae free to
be on her own. The others knew of this place; they knew 1t was where
Sarah could be found after the day's work, butth all left it alone,

stayed away from it would only go there by h invitation which, till
A
expression ofkfreedom which did not n the slave village or the
slave barracks where anybody cothnytime, enter anywhere, Slavery
meant no privacy: slave mast dj§,§
e co 8 which are recspected by other free
v~‘!‘gasures in the private place: the book she

e ecial pots she had made; the beautiful flowers

now, was never made, This, for them, wg utward and visab]e
‘gi~}

r, could enter anywhere anytifime.

Free people can make pr

people., So Sarah ke
read from when al
and leaves she col ted dally. Some she had transplanted to make a
flowering garde plece of level ground by the side of the overhane.
There, in her private place, they tried arain. It was less messy than
the time before, and no blood; less frenzied and, for David, more
pleasurable, more sgatiefyineg, But, for Sarah, it was the absence of pain
this time, and the gense of a flowering tenderness in David, that made

1t rewarding the second time around. She must bind him to her and passion

would come; she nust bind him to her and escape the other thing and bear
only for him: forsake all others and go only with him,.
David, for his part, was discovering the Joys and glory of having

&

a woman of his own, untouched by anyone else, plerce’ by him. The fear

when he first saw the blood had now been turned into a bursting pride
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in his own manhood; pride that this beautiful woman - both Jonas and Joe
had £lad she wae the most beautiful woman in the eroup - should want him,
and want to bear his children.

The blg-boned boy became a man and all tﬁgugh what remained of the
night the woman used her body and the words fr;; her book to feed and
nurture his newly aroused passion and pride of manhood,

In the very early hours of the morning, as the firet light apreared
in the eastern sky, after hours of deep sleep, on their third try, they

made a perfect connection and were enveloped in a completely elhared

passion., Whenr it was over, drifting into a sleep®f utter exhaustion,

Sarah knew with guiet certainty that she woul e David's child, They

were bound together now; and now she may to“do the thinge that
were in her book. They slept deeply. &

the group to the main communal of the day. The sun sat high in a

L 4
They woke to the sound of tHENE? n, usually blown by Noname, calling
V

cloudless sky, tilting sXlig y to the Weest, The greater part of the

day's work would heve one by now; any further work, after eatine,
if such were unde would be casual, light, not much. And they,
had 8lept right through the worlk day at 1ts peak.

Sarah woke first, touched David, and he woke, They lay in silente
for 4while, listenine to the echoes of the honrn bouncinz back, more
distantly and atgreater intervals each time, as the sound travelled over
the hills and into the valley, till at last there was only the memory of
it echoing in thelr heads,

"We must go down," She said, turning her head quickly to read
David's face. What she saw reassured her, made her feel at ease. He
wag calm, not frightened or worried as she feared he might be. She eat

up and touched hie cheet. He sat up and touched her breast. A small

emile of satisfactlion tugged at the left corner of her mouth,
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"We must go down," she repeated. 'They will be vexed."

"Because of the work?"

"No. Because of us. This is not Maria's plan."

"No matter. It is our plan; it is your plen for us."

"They may punish us," She looked steadily into hie eyes, willing
him to look into hers., "They may beat us and make us promise.,"

He théught about it and she felt the resolve build up in him,
slowly and steadily, over many minutes., Then he said:

"No," very firmly, and again: Nol"

We are ready now, she told herself; no longerWafraid or worrled.

She jumped up in one quick graceful moveﬁl ered her nakednescs
with the dress made of a mixture of tattere oth and soft pounded
pliable bark sewn together with find str g wiss. David put on his
short, tattered slave pants, then,éha hand, they went down to the
communal eating place where Mawmia pre d over the food,

The others saw them T Ny distance. They looked at each

om
other, then at Maria, then ‘EN‘epson, then again at Maria. Samson looked

up, stared for a while two coming dowm, then returned to his food

and ate without loo The others followed his example. They all

g
knew what had hap@enedy, had known since early morning when Noname had
gone to wake David and found the empty hut with the bloodstained bedding.
He had called Maria and everything had become clear, Now they waited for
the two, all pretending an indifference which none felt.
At last the two stopped just outside the cirecle of the eating group.
They stood side by side, close enough for shoulders to touch, for arms
and hands to brush against each other with every movement,
Maria finished eating, look up at the two, then looked at Samson.
"Shall I speak?"

Sameon nodded: "Speak, woman,"

Maria stared steadily at Sarah, using the strength of her mind to
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force Sarah to look away. It would be easier then. Sarah returned
Maria's steady stare., Maria felt the defiance, and when David took
Sarah's hand she knew there was no easy wsy; these two would not bend.
It flashed through her mind, tinged with bitter ironic amusement,that
that Sarzh had fooled her: she had thought of her as someone who had
to be instructed in the pleasing and using of men; not so, David,
after one night, was ready to die for her.

"You have broken the rules we all agreed to, Whﬁ?“

"I did not wish to be part of the breeding," Sarah said.

"You gaid nothing when we agreed,"

"I was afraid."

"So you turned his head.," K

"I turned my own head," David cut@

"Who lead who?" Samson ask%

"I d4id," Sarah said. David's& ightened on her to the point of

pain, Then, as suddenly, it r xed,

"I did," David sail

"They mock us!" cried angrily. She closed her eyes, bent

her head, waited flash of anger to pass. When it had, she
opened her eye looked at Samson, then at each of the others in turn,
exciuding only th wo, to make 1t clear that she spoke to all but them.
"Hear me, Samson; hear me, all you. They break the thing we agree then
they mock us and our leader, 'I did, she say; I did, he say'. Let it
be so. They both lead each other to break what we agreed. And if they
can do it, why not you?" She looked at Jonas. "Or you?" She looked at

Joe. "Or you?" She looked at each of the women in turn. "Or me? Why

not all of us? And if we break what we agreed then everything will die
and we will be divided. ©So 1 say they cannot stay here again. They must

leave us to live with what we agreed; they must go..."

"It hard," Jonas said softly.
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"Yes, it hard," Maria said. "It will be harder for all of us 1if
they do not go. Each one will look on them say, why not me."

"Punish them and make them stay," Joe suggested. "Take her away
from him,"

"No! David shouted, "No punishment! No one touch her; no one take
her from me."

"She just a woman like any woman," Belle laughed mockingly at
David, "Same hole; same everything; try and see; bet me do it better
than she!"

"Stop that!" Maria tried to sound sterner than she felt,

Flo looked speculatively at Sarah,

"Think he breed you?"

Sarah nodded,

"Then give over the child to®breddaliSamson when it come." She
looked to Maria to see how gheqwould take the idea, "Could still be
part of the family."

"And tomorrow you will Want to do the same,"*Maria said,

Flo looked quigkly) atW&doe then down at the ground.

Samson, whose m%nd‘hed withdrawn to some distant privaete place of
his own, came outofzgéverie and looked at David and Sarah in turn,

"You will not live by what we agreed?"

Sarah straightened herself:" I will not breed with anyone but
David,"

"Will you give me the c¢hild to make a strong family? Maria will
care and love it.,"

"If they stay others will want to do what they did," Maria insisted.

"They must go, Samson.,"

Jonas nodded gadly: "The woman is right, bredda Samson."
"Better they go," Flo said suddenly. "Me go do same thing if they

stay."
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"Will you give me the child?" Samson repeated.

"No," Sarah replied,

Samson looked at David.

"She saidNo'" Dpavid sald.

"Then let them go," Samson said with mingled grief and anger.
"There 1s land up there," He pointed to the Western 2nd of the valley
of Mount Zion. "And there is water. Let them go there., They will not
live by what we agreed so we must cast them out. Let them go, now!l"

Samson rose abruptly and walked briskly away, in the direction of
the hill they called Mount Zion. They watched him go, then, in ones and
twos and threes, they all dispersed, none lookine atthe two who had just
been cast out of their community.

&t last there were only Maria, Sarah and David,

"David is hungry," Sarah said,

"Then eat before you go.® Marisg hestitated over her pots then made
up her mind. Quickly, def#ly, shégnade up a parcel of food, wrapped in
green leaves, tied with wigs. )"You will need food for your journey, and
for tomorrow,"

Sarah accepted the'food without a word. Maria watched them in
silence after that,; she watched them eat, then gather their few belongings.
Then she watched them climbto what had been Sarah'e private place and
come down a little more laden. Then she watched the two walk westward,
along the bank of the watercourse in the déep valley between the two hills.
Then, as the rain came she climbed the hill to find Samson and give him

comfort.

There wags no sleep for Sarah and David th=st night; no corner of the
bush where they could escape the rain. After hours of searching for

shelter they gave up and huddled together on the soaked earth at the base
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of a huge tree, wide awake, cold and uncomfortable, stolcly waiting out

the rain. The capacity to endure is a condition for survival in captivity;
those who survived developed that capacity early, learned to dull their
minds and sensibilitiecs at moments of great pain or punishment or discom-
fort\, So Sarah and David each withdrew inward to a point where they-eer
could endure the pouring rain and the chill of the night, and the strain
of being alone, Jjust the two of them, ir alien surrounds,

When the rain stopped near morning, they rose agaln and continued
their journey in search of a place to live. The sun rose and warmed the
wet land. They took off their wet clothes, tied them to a long slender
post which David carried on his shoulder and kept walking, naked, through
the land, There was no person to see theiPr glakedness, no need to hide
their nakedness., They were out of theslohg narrow valley now, the
gsettlement of Mount Zion out of sightybehind the last hill they hed topped.
The land, here, sloped downwar@ veering to the southwest. The water
dripping from the trees hewme 4dld mot flow eastward as did the water feed-
ing the streams which gdlowed Imto the valley of Mount Zion; the water
here, flowed southwestward, with the fall of the land. As their bodies
warmed thelr spiritgsireturned from the deep protective distances into
which they had withds#awn; they became consciously aware of each other
again, alive, caring. They looked at each other with seeing eyes now,
aware once more of their nakedness and of the physical thing between,

"Water must be there," David pointed to where the sloping land seem-
ed to endy; hemmed in by another western hill. To himself, he thought, if
its not there then we're in worries,

Sarah saw a huge dry washed stone and made for 1it,

"Let ue rest." |

They sat on the stone &nd ate some of the food Maria had given
them and washed it down with water from Devid's gourd. When they had

eaten David insisted that they move on., Sarah wanted to stay a while



64

longer; her body ached from the wet and the cold and all the walking

and all the passion of the night before last. But David insieted; they
had to find a place and build a shelter before the rain came; there would
be time for rest after that. S0 thevy went on down into the bed of the
valley and came upon the water. Thie was a round valley, not long and
narrow as the valley of Mount Zion, The land sloped less steeply. The
water was trapped in & rocky place in the northern corner of the round
valley., Above the water, to the west of it and with the gentlest of
grades, was a wide stretch of land,

David hurried ahead of Sarah; he climbed the .rocks and went across
to the flat land and disappeared into the buch, Sarah sat in the sun, on
the edge of the water, restine and waliting, 4 They had found their place
and her mind was at ease. The only noise wde the sound of the birde,
loud in the nearby bushes and thé sound of water, Then she heard the
fiee and clang of David's machete.

"I found the spot,"¢he called. "Come gee!"

She made sure their belengines were secure; chopped some bush to
cover them, then cnessed the roclk wall above the water to join David and
sec the spot where they ‘would make their home. When she saw it she reae
lised he had remembered her private place at Mount Zion,

The hill, of a very hard, very dark elately rock, rose sheer behind
the wall along which she had walked to get to him. And where David was
the rock caved inward, making a natural shelter. as had been hers when
they were at Mount Zion. But the land here was different running easily
and gently down to the water, some fifty yards away; shallow at the land's
end, deepest where it met the rock wall,

"Here," David said, turning in a circle in the small area he had
cleared.

"Yes! David, yes!" She wanted to hur and make love to him, any

way to please him. "Yes, David!" Then she raised her machete and swung
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at the bush. She would please him! She would help him clear the land!
They would work together; she would help him as another man, to hasten

the work and lighten the task. Tomorrow she would go back to woman's work;
today she would work like a man, ©She swung her machete agaln, all her
aches and pains and weariness forgotten for the moment. Then she caught
the rhythm of the singing sound of David's machete and tried to pace her-
self by it. At first she tried to match him two strokes for one, but it
was too much and she would not be able to keep up for long; so she adjusted
it. Three strokes from David and she Jjoined him on the fourth. One, two,
three, then four! They worked steadily for nearly two hours, They by-
passed the huge trees, clearing only the undergrewth;)and because it was
virgin land, the undergrowth, except at the“ve€ryrfertile spots at the
water's edge, was comparatively light.mSoWthey cleared a good stretch of
land, making it possible to live and meve/and work and grow food between
the huge trees. Later, David would fell some of the bigger trees to use
for building a proper home amd to @lear more of the land., For the present
what they had done was @nough, ‘@ good beginning. They built thelr first
hut between three tald, trees, the sheer rock wall sheltering it on the
west from which qno prevailing wind threatened; the slope of the land
protecting it fromitheé north and the south; and the opening facing east;
and the water was nearby.

When they had done David and Sarah went deeper into the bush and
returned with huge piles of leaf and bush bark. Some of the heallng leaves
David wetted and wrapped around Sarah's torn and blistered and broken hand.
Then they ate what remained of the food Maria had given them, tos worn out
for anything else, they lay down in their shelter and slept, They did not
hear it when the rain came; they did not know it when the rain stopped.
They slept through it all, warm, dry, worn-out; they had found their place,

made their home,
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Samson sat on the highest point of Mount Zion, on one of the huge
fragments of the enormous rock time and the elements had ripped to pieces,
He knew that part of that ripping-up process must have been lightning.
This high hill was a place of lightning; he had seen the lightning at
work up here; he had seen it strlkeX dead a huge and anclent tree like a
flashing sword of fire. Time had been kind to Samson. His face had lost
its gauntness, his near~black skin glowed with the good health which comes
of abundant nourishment; even the scare on his body seemed softened and
reduced by time. Many years had passed since thelr coming to the valley
of Mount Zion; good years they had been. Onlylthe @asting out of David
and Sarah was the painful blemish on these fyeg®s.” But Noname, grown to
young manhood now, had found David and Sarah™n one of his wanderings and
had reported that they were well, ¢inWa gobd place with water and had bréd
three children with one on thgyway. @né day, Samson told himself again,
he would go to them and giye thempagichance to make their peace; what was
done had to be done., Marle Wwas right about that....Yes, he had been
right. It was the faint, ‘small, distant movement of people he had seen
in the first light of morning., What had impelled him to e¢limb to this
point so early imthe/morning? What had made last night so restless? A
foreboding of this? Soon, now, soon as he can see them more clearly, can
make out who or what they are, he would have to hurry down to join the
others at the spot where the advantage would be with them if they had to
fight...If we have to fight...If we have to fight... He knew the others
were in their appointed places. Only the girl was back at the settlement
guarding the seventeen little children, ages ranging between seven years
and nine months, that they had force-bred mostly in the first and second
and third years, Samson had fathered all three of Maria's children; Flo
had bred twins, a boy and a girl for him shortly after Maria's first

child. Then Vie, who could not speak, had become part of Maria's house-
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hold and Maria had encouraged him to breed her and a child had been born
for each of the first three years. Belle had bred him a girl as loud as
herself, And Big Mary had bred him a boy. Big Mary had been young and
difficult and unekilled and Maria had to help and force them both. So
ten of the seventeen children were Samson's.

Jonas had then taken over Belle and Big Mary as his women and they
had each born him two children and were now each carrying. And as che
had done for Samson, Flo had bred twins for Joe the first time, and a
single one the gc¢cond time and was nbw go big 1t looked 1like she was golng
to have two more for Joe the third time., Instead of dying, As Maria had
expected, Joe grew stronger and less facety with his™ghat., Only Little
Mary had not yet reached the time for breedfing.

There had been a small fuss between amgon and Jonas over Marila,
After the first breeding Jonas had®wanted |Maria to move in with him, had
even tried to force her, and Samscn, Beelng 1t, struck him to the ground.
But that was a long time age. Marga had explained to Samson how it had
come about, that she had made “Jonas think she would go to him after the
first breeding becauge che @ld not know of her feelings for him then,
The knowledge that she had once thought of being another man's woman'had
welghed heavily on)Samg8on for a long time. And the loss of her to another

. Sewadd

man had weighed heavily«for a long time. During that time there was a
bad spirit between Samson, the leader, and Jonas, his righthand man., So
they ceased eatine together as a @roup; and since the time of eating
together was also the time of thinking together and talking together and
planning together and feeling together, all that was lost when they ceased
to eat together., It lasted a time and then Maria put an end to it. One
day when the women came to the cooking place at the end of the day's work
to collect the food to take to their huts they found Maria had no food;

when the women returned to tell their men, the men, the women and the
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children all came to the cooking place to find out what had gone wrong.,
Maria waited ti1ll all the angry, hungry voices were stilled, then che
spoke to them of her ony anger., Why should she cook for all of them,

mind the children for all of them, if they are no longer 9ne family, if

they no longer share words and feelings with each other? §She reminded
them of how this had come about. She reminded them they had cast out
David and Sarah to ensure the unity and the growth of the family tree.
If branch keeps breaking away from branch soon the stem and the root
would die., If that is whaﬁ they want they had all better separate, She
would cook only for Sameon and the children that,are Samson's, Samson
alone would have to work the fields to provide for her and all his
children; and each man would have to wonk ‘alone to provide for the women
and children who are his, and eachqwoman for the man and children who
are hers, "There will be no morning ®pert to clear the land and make
the work easier; no one to help,a man bring down the tough o0ld trees,
Each alone., 1Is thi"t whag yeu want?"

It was then thatNSamgon“and Jonas looked at each other and the
anger left them..eButywhat would it have been like 1f they had separated
and each familyg had ‘gone its own way?...If he and Maria and the little
children were alonesend those he was now watching were coming, as they
now are, what would they have done?....

Those who gﬁgicoming were now near enough for him to make‘out
individual figures. It looked like three people and a string of animals.
One animal, the bigger, leading and with someone on its back, then two
smaller animals, also carrying people, then three of the smaller animals,
carrying packs,

Samson left his look-out point and hurried down the hillside to
Join the others, They were into the dry season and patches of the hill-

gide land that they had cleared by fire looked bare and dry. Underfoot

the path had become firm, easy and with no growth after long and regular
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use, So Samson could move with speed and ease, The hills about Mount
Zion now, and the valleys into which they flowed, were clearly marked
with many such footpathe used regularly by the little community. The
section of hillside near the settlement from which they chopped and
collected the wood for cooking and for warmth during the cold season was
a bare paﬂérof rock face which grew bigger and bigger with passage of
time. Each time the heavy rain came the topsoll on the bared patch was
washed down with the water that flowed into the pool down in the valley§.,
Breathing slightly harder because of his greater weight, Samson
came to where the others waited. It was a point a% which one valley led
into another; narrow, with the hills separati the two valleys becoming
gently sloping ledges overlooking the pa . dJdoe, s8till very skinny
but much less sallow and more wiry-logki now, flanked by Maria and his

woman Flo, was in command of one 1 A huge mound of rocks, packed so
they could easily be released€as a§~!kalanche, was his main weapon. And
each of them had a worn-d ::!‘\‘QZr sharp machete., Jonag, hle women
X spreading to fat Big Mary and the mute

SOvere similarly armed and posltioned. Samson

Belle and a fully dev
Vie from Maria's h

stopped in the pass immediately below the two ledges. The people

on the ledges we n visible. ?iflzoicg_pgﬁshsoff}z)/gizzgeiigye149§;>
§ound carries in these valleysg(&ﬁiet, soft-spoken conversatio§;> "They

coming soon now. Is three and animals, I will meet them here. You krow
what fe do if is trouble..."

Maria, anxious for him, whispered:

"Take care, you hear."

It warmed him all over; a gentle smile passed over his face.

He half-leaned, half-sat on a rock outcropping, sharp machete in
hand, bedy and mind at full alert, waiting.

The best part of an hour passed. They waited in silent patience,
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part of the silent landscape, as oblivious of time as were these hills
and valleys themselves., The sun burned hot on the dry land. There was

a sharp drynese to the air. No breeze blew. Then the strangers topped
the ridge leading out of the lover wvalley and came fully into sight: the
one on the bilg animal leading the way. A mule, Samson thought, & big
mule; the others, small donkeys. The three people all wore broad-brimmed
straw hats which shaded their faces from the hot sun...Why hadn't we
thought of that, Samson wondered., Instead of uslng leaves and wiss to
cover our heads, weaving dry grass and straw,..But inside he knew why
they, why he, had not thought of it. All the thin which reminded him
of the days of his bondage had been wiped oth mind. He, and they,
had never talked of what had happened down% n the plains where they
had been slaves., They had wlped thosecﬂ‘%; years from their consclouse

@‘ ¢ in the sand. They had lived,

negs as the rain wipes out a person

they had behaved, as new peoplke, fre eople, firmly suppressing any
recollection of a time of nightm . eNOW, the coming of these strangers
forced him to remember th d ?een slaves who had run awvay...And slaves
can be returned to the ters and to their masterg' drivers and slaves
can be punished... 8 on Samson's body came alive and the peace and
tranquility he kn in these qulet hills and valleys left him and the

memories, and the threats, and the fears of the past again possessed him.
With a huge act of will he brought them all under control...This time,
he knew, he would die rather than be taken into slavery again...

Now the strangers had reached the bottom of the shallow valley and
were climbing the slightly sloping land up to the passageway to the next
valley where Samson and the others walted. And Samson, and the others
from their waiting places, could see the people clearly‘a man and two
women; & mule and five donkeys. This they could handle; whatever else
had to come later, this they could deal with: a man, and two women and

their animals - and black as we...
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Samson moved into the middle of the narrow pathway, showing himself,
and waited., When they came within calling distance the man on the mule
raised hie right arm, his animales came to a stop.

"Morning bredda," he called in a husky voice,

The sun had passed the high point of morning.

"Morning," Samson called, & question mark in his voice.

"We come in peace," the man said. "The animal say there is water
in these hills.,"

"It smell our water," Samson called back. "Thie is our land.”

"Then give us to drink and we will move on; We will pay you in
return," K

"Then come," Samson called, relaxe %‘cle now, but still on
guards, watching the approach of the nd two women and their animals,
It would be good to have animals %se...?erhaps they could exchange
some of their corn for one o hose,

The man on the mule ui&a few yarde from Samson and dismounted,
&, #ith a lined old face and a strong young

r over him. Now, the others came down from

He was small, wiry,
man's body. <Samso
their ledges to su und” ard examine the strangers. The two women were
much younger th 1 man; one in her late twentiesg, the other in her
middle teens.

"They call me Robert," the man said. "When I was a slave the one
who owned me, and them," he gestured with his head to the women, 'was
named Mr. Bagley; so I am Robert Bagley, and this one," indicating the
elder woman, "is Lena Bagley, and that one is Fliza Bagley."

Samson went through the ritual of introducins his people, in order
of statue in the cormunity. He ended: "So is water you want. Then what?
Where you going?"

Something the man had said bothered Jonas, so he cut in:quw you

get away?" He looked pointedly at the laden donkeys.
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"Then you don't krow," the man said.

"What?" It wae a chorus of volce,

"Slavery done," the man called Robert said quietly. "Done many
monthe now; nearly a year," He looked up into Samson's eyes. "No runaway
has to fear again. It's all done. Many people are moving into the hills,
After the English King free us they ask us to stay on the estates and on
the plains and work for money as free people and learn a trade: some
agree to stay; but more leave and go into the hille,”

"Fe true?" Maria whispered in wonder,

Flo remembered that first child they had taken from her; her eyes
filled with tears.

"So nobody can take us back," Jonas Eaidk

"Nobody," the man said. Then he smile® at Jonas. "I took these
things from the place of the Bagl®y Wo Rad been our mastery, They kept
us working as slaves for manytmonths after the king made us free, When
we found out about it the @an an@ydis driver ran away and left us; and
the slaves took what theyWwaRlged from the place to pay for what had been
done. We three wenre the lagt houseglaves to leave; we took these animals
and things and decided P® find a place in the hills., There are many
moving into the Wlllg and some will reach here soon. Now you know,"

"It over!" Joe exclaimed. "It over! I ecan visit Kineston now!"

They looked at each other in wonderment; they embraced each other;
they laughed and they cried all at the same time. They had been free
for more than seven years now; but it had been a taken freedom, a stolen
freedom with recapture and punishment alwaye poscible. While they were
runawvay sglaves those, both black and white, who traded in the capture and
return of runaway slaves, were a constant threat. Every time there were
signs of the appearance or the approach of strangers, they were conscious
of thls danger, and they were filled with fear and foreboding. This was

why they had tried to blot out of their minds, out of their memories, all
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that had happened to them before they escaped to this place. Now the
threat of the return to that past was over; now, at last, they were free
to remember the pain, the humillation, the degradation.

"I will never go down there," Samson said harshly. '"Never!"

It will come out now, Maria told herself; it will come out and he
will be at peace and we will have a good 1life in the valley of Mount
Zlion., Aloud, she said: "Come, let us go home. Let us welcome the
strangers and give them water to wash and drink. And tonight we will
have a feast to our freedom! Come."

They led the strangers over the hills and thkough the valleys to
their home,

Samson, Jonas and Joe got gloriousl that night. Maria's
brew had been fermenting in the warm ea ' a long time, Now 1t went
to all thelr heads in celebratio® mancipation that was already

&oud, tipsy, happy. After a few

more than a year old, Everybl@dy was
drinks even the subdued S“i;zi for whom emancipation was no news,

Joined in the heady c aten. They talked at the top of their voices;
they embraced eacheth ey feasted prodigiously on Maria's dumpling

and vegetables, wh ie night, was accompanied by pleces of fat

s
salted pork - cOfuedgbork - contributed by the strangers.

At first the talk had been subdued as the stranger, Robert BRagley,
told them of all that had happened and of which they were ignorant...The
great slave rieing in the west; the hunting and the kllling of the slaves,
The drying up of the riches of the slave masters. The growing numbers of
those they called the Free Coloureds and the free slaves even before the
king freed all the slaves. But it was hard to be serious for long. This
was the night of freedom. No more fearing; no more waiting for the
militia or the hunters...

So they drank and shouted and sang far into the night. Then,

because 1t was a warm clear night, bright as a day when there is no sun,
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and because they were free, they fell asleep one by one, where they were,
stretched out and lying in a wide circle around the eating place under
the big moon and under the stars. Only the c¢hildren, and a few of the
women slept in the hute on that first night of thelr knowledge that

gelavery was over,

Early the next morning they came together, 8till caught up in the
wonder of thelr delivered freedom, and planned for the days ahead, As

usual, Maria guided the planning, always meking it sound like Samson's

planning and looking to Jonas for support wheneverysome matter was in

doubt. And ro, while they drank thelr bush tq‘;h agreed that they

would continue to work the land in common,% e the rewards of their
labour ae they had done in the past. S o] ould continue to be the

leader, Maria would continue to be
there was no need to always b tog:!\e for their esafety and protection;
no need to always be on t ::’.N‘frcase they had to abandon this place

quickly to seek ancther, 2 place now, would be that permanent home

ther of the community. But now

Maria had talked a f for them and for their children and their

children's childre the generatlions yet to be born., £o now, instead
of hute, they w d 114 homes thzt are strong and laseting; they would
fell trees and cut stones...And they would bulld a place of worehip,

Maria suggested .tenatlvely., But the hardnees in Samson against anything
connected with those who has enslaved then was =0 strong, Maria's suggese
tion was left to die, Each man and the people of his household would
choose a piece of land on which to build a house and with enough yardspace
to grow family food. The rest of the land they would work in common

as before. Samson would be the firet to choose his land and his house

would be the first built; then Jonas; then Joe; and Noname now, was big

enough for his manhood, too, to be recognised and for him to have his own

house. So it was agreed and they dispersed to do the day's work,
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Robert Bagley had brought many wondrous thinf: a dozen new machetes,
half a dozen axes, four dieging bars, several hammers, two roéls of wire,
several pliers and two emall caskete of naile. There were, too, several
bales of the heavy canvas-type material out of which slave clothes had
been made. The women had brought all the clothing they had found in the

abandoned slave master's house,

On the tiird morning of thelr arrival Robert Bagley Joined Samson,
Jonas and Joe, as they climbed the sloping land leading to the big tall
trees above the deepest end of the pool. Bagley wag not used to this

type of terrain, not used to walking distances 1y and quickly as
Kﬁ to catech up.

these men. He kept falling back and then ha z

When they reached the place he was out o r@anﬂ sweating profusely,
so he sat on the ground, his new, %' ﬂig\sharpenad machete beeide him,
and watched the  fell one, two, thrc\ ge tall trees before they paused
for breath. By then he had recover

"Sorry I'm not help E\\eigley gaid. "Not used to this kind of

work,"

"S' allright, n smiled at him.

"Wou*ll 1 oe was friendly, reassuring.

"Take time for™body to get used to this work," Jonas put in.

Then they returned to their chopping, and in the space of something
a little over an hour of steady, rhythmic chopping, they brought down
three more enormous trees, Bagley wae fully rerted by now and he tried
his hand at a smaller tree,

"It need to sharpen,"” Joe advised. "Find a hard rockstone and rub
go," He demonstrated.

"Can we stay with you? Bagley blurted out suddenly. staring =t
Sameon., "Give us a pie:e of land and we will give you half of what we

have,"
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Samson straightened up. "Half the animals?"
"Yes," Bagley said.
"The big one in ite"
"The mule? Yes, Mases Samson; but it doesn't sult you. The mule
can't breed. We have two jacke and three jennies; they will breed."
"We share things here," Jonae said guletly, "You heard. FEverything."
"Everything?" Bagley sounded worried and uncertain,
Jonas looked quickly from Samson to Joe, his suddenly twinkling
eyeg telegraphing a message which both picked up.

"Everything." Jonas sounded very solemn now.

Bagley hesitated for a long time: "The{ Y

"The women, too, Jonas said.
Bagley searched the ground, his h ng from side to side ac
t.

though looking for some small speg
"The women," Bagley said softly. e looked up at the clear cloude
less morning sky, not seeing theysolgtary John Crow, far up, floating

\"Tben we must leave," Bagley's voice was

ad "so much wanted to stay lere, There had

on air with effortless g

heavy with depression.

been a strong sen 0 odness and security among thece people: something
they had not f d inBany of the other groups they had encountered on
their journey. No ey would have to leave again., And such a tranguil
place this wae,

"Because of the women? Samson asked quickly, Jonas' humour forgot=-
ten, his mind on David and Sarsh,

"Yes," Bagley said, getting up and turning to walk down to the
huts. "I promised them I would not let any man force them again, For
them that is freedom.“

"And you will fight for them?" Jonas wase seriously curious.

"If I must," Bagley replied and began to walk away.

"Wait!" Samson saild. You can stay if the others agree.,"
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Bagley paused and looked back at the bir men. "And the women?"
"That your business," Samson said. "Jonas Jjuct running a joke."
"Yes," Jonas said.
"Not a good joke," Bagley said, hurrying away.
"Bredda Bagley!" Jonas called.
"Mek him go," Samson said, watching the little man's quick movement
down the hillside, trying to read a message from the flow of the movement.
"Him vex," Joe sald casually.
"But him stay," Sameon said., Then added: "If we agreei
"Yes, him stay," Joe said.
Jonas felt he had misread the little mam; fONE wrong somewhere.
"Why him so vex?"Just because me rufl joke?"
"Because him frighten," Joe said., )" Avdlan domn like to be frighte
end."
"But he's no coward," Jenas mukmured.
One of Samson's very, rare Smiles flitted adéross his face.
"That's why he's frightien, bredda Jonas."
They returnu%@ the ®agk of felling trees, working steadily, silently,
methodically, pauslhg ohly occa?siona%y for a brief silent period of rest,

then returnine te@, the/'task in hand.

Bagley approached Maria among her cooking pots as she prepared the
day's main communal meal., Hls own female companions seeﬁaio have glipped
into the community routine. Lena hmé\gone off to the fields with the
other women., Eliza had Joined Little Mary in taking care of the large
brood of little children; the volices of the children at play carried clear
through the valley from a'point far down to the left in the bottom of the
valley where the little river flowed shallowly toward the deep pool. From
the right, from the steeply sloping land above the pool, came the equally

clear sound of the methodical thud of metal against hard wood as the men
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felled the trees,

The community had, over the years, turned both the cooking place
and the eating place into a comfortable sheltered area with a huge
thatched roof on@osts. The eating place, now, had one long communal
table « long enough to accommodate all the adulte comfortably and the
children crammed together - and rows of long benches along both sides of
the table. Maria/ now had a speclal seat with back supports on which she
presided over her pots, The once=wild hog's pen had been enlarred and
enlarged again as the first litter had grown and, by inbreeding, produced
litter after litter after littler till the communi was abundantly rich
in hog'e meat. And just beyond the hogs' peni,and nured by the waste
from it, was Maria's lueh kitchen garden en vegetables; wild
spinach , acid little berry-like toma &c o-cho on a wooden frame
prepared by Noname, pumpkine and ® Q ible rreeng and pulses carried
by the birds or the wind and refj}!y pelected and transplanted and
nurtured by Maria, assist b:‘Ehiﬂg; and Little Mary, both of whom seemed
t%(ggéorbed some of M iaa§!!~p uncanny feel for finding edible things
and mazking them gr

Bagley drew neare slowed down and paused hesitantly near the
obviously busy an

"Sister Maria..." He had quickly realised that this one was key.
"Can I talk with you?"

She looked up, a darting, birdlike flash of her eyes over his face,
reading his eyes, reading his mind, then she looked down at her work,
blank, walting, her face an expressionless mask. Bagley remembered how
it had been when he had served those mastere in the other days when you
had to be a blank in their presence so that they would not notice your
black presence even while you served their needs,

"Did you talk with Samson?"

"Yes. And the other two; Jonas and the one called Joe."
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"It is as they say," Maria said; "As Sameon says, He leads us."

"And you are his woman, the mother of his children."

"What is it, Mases Bagley?"

"I asked him to let us stay.

He paused but she showed no reaction. He felt forced to goon:
"He sald we can stay 1if the others agreed,"

"If Samson said so then it is so."

"Pleage,"

Maria stopped working, folded her hands in her lap , turned her eyes
fully on his face and walted,.

Still the blank mask, he thought. He sai&’Jo e ran a joke about
how you share everything, even the women.,"
Ma.r'lz‘;aS eyes came to life; a crook &.e flitted across her face.
then she was blank again, ¢
", ..Sameon said that part was & *oke\l want to ask you...."

e," M a cut in, "We 4id not know how long

kwould ever come or 1f slavery ever done,

eople. It wag a beginning from nothing.

"When we first come

we would be alone or if
So we agree to make
And all the women ha 0 ar a child for the leader so his family would
be big and strong d 1l the other families would be part of his family.
That is done now. We do not need your women. We are the family, all of
us you find here, If Samson say you can egtay, you can stay. But you are
not part of the family; not part of those of us who came together to find
thie place and who are now part of the leader's family. Is that what you
wanted from me,"

"Yee.And one more thing. You yourself, will you let us stay?"

"If Samson say."

"But you yourself," the man insisted.

"l do not know," Maria said coldly. "I do not know you or your

women., I do not know what kind of people you are., If the others say you
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can stay I will accept it."

"Please. sister., I will not stay if you do not say you want us to
stay. I want us to stay here but it would be better for us not to stay
if you do not want us here, 1 know the power is with the men but you are
the mother of this place and the women and the children, while they are
growlng and after, and even the men, will all be gulded by you without
knowing. If you do not want us, they will feel it without knowing why."

"You will respect Samson always?"

"I will, We will,"

"And his children?"

"And hie children.”" The man hesitated, Sise , I am tired and not
very young and I need a place where we ca% peace. You know not
all those who are freed are good or pea&‘hi I can see you are good

people here, and veaceful." 2 S

"Ycu cannot be part of eur fa
"I know that," V

"And you will live \ rules even if you do not 1like them?"

"
.

Z

"I promise that. 1l be loyal to Samson and I will be loyal
to you who are loy t mson.”

Maria ret ed Bo her work among the cooking pote., Bagley remained
seated on the huge log near the fire, not knowing what more to say but
certain that without this woman's blessing it would not be worthwhile
their putting down roote in this beautiful and peaceful place. Maria
reviewed the talk between herself and this stranger; she went over it
again and again, testing it, examining it for any flaw that would show up
gsome hidden motive or tell her about the man. Did he really want to
stay here for the simple reason he gave ? A clever one, this, a man who

thought clearly and sought to mzke friends where he thought power and

influence were to be found. But is that so wrong? 1Is not that precisely

what she herself had done? And if he wants to protect his women, is that,
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too, not precisely what Samson would do or what she herself would do for
her man and her children and her household.

"What did you do down there?" she asked abruptly.

These people don't want to remember being slaves, he told himself,

"I wae in charge of the big house. 1 looked after things.,"

"Then you can read and figure?"

"A little. Lena is better at reading."

"Can she teach the children?"

"Yes., And I can build things and start a store later, when more
people move to this part of the hills. You will need somebody who can
manage them,"

He's rushing me now, Maria thought; He'#Wtrying to push things,

"I will talk with Samson about it," she Sgid™€oldly. "Please leave now,
I want to g® get on with the food?®"

Bagley rose to go; "One @more thing, if I may?"

"Alright; what?" Thés is thefmain thing, Maria thought; the
thing that was at the backhof§yhis mind all the time,

€ When the otheps come%ere and ask for land, how will you deal with
them? Will you Justygive them land in return for half of what they have?
And what if theyWmave/mothing?"

Maria suppresced her excltement, her face more maskllike than ever,
"What should we do? What is in your mind?"

Bagley sat down on the log again. He would not look at her now;
would not do anything to provoke her susplicion or hostility. He picked
up a long straig@t etick, lowered his eyes to the ground and doodled
symetrically on the dry ground, making the outlines of a fenced-in place
with marker-poste and a house on a rising.

He sagd: "I wag thinking it would be good for the family to let
the strangers use the land in return for what they call a rent; they will

give a portion of what they grow every crop time; or a portion of what



82

they made, This way they will know the land ie not theirs and they must
pay and go on paying to be on it. Wait. Do not ask yet. Wailt till I
have done. Whatever a man grows a certaln amount will come to the
family. Some of 1t can be stored; some can be carried down to Kingston
to sell or to trade for the things you need up here, This way Srmson's
power, the family's power, will remain and grow stronger and ycu will
decide who and how many people can come here., Now ask.,"

"And you?" Maria asked softly.

"If you let me, I will plan and keep the records for you; I will
keep the stores,"

"Like the driver?"

"No; not like that. Like the book-keé@ar of slavery days, but not
robbing you for you yourself will be here to csee,”

"And why will you do this? WhyWforfus? Why not for yourself?"

Now, at last he looked @p, looked straight at the woman, allowing
her to see the irritationden nics f@ce and hear the inmpatience in hie
voice. "I[%Tgoing it forymyself, woman! Can't you see that! Look at
me! Can I find a place 1like this Dby myself, me ang two women? Can I
build it up to thisWand™then force others who come later to accept my
rules and pay meywent. You and your men, you and your family, you are
strong; you can make others do as you want." He waved his arm in a wide
arc as though to embrace all the quiet landscape., "We made our Journey
to find a place like thls for ourselves, but we, one small man and two
weak women, we cannot do what you have done."

But they have done 1it, Maria told herself; Jjust the two of them,
Her mind was suddenly so full of David and Ssrah she did not hear all of
Bagley's words, But no matter, she understood him now, £he would let
him stay and she would use him to strengthen Samson and the family. che
would use his smart brains to serve their interests., David and Sarah...

She had the measure of this one now: a smart one with a big brain, who
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can plan things but not bold enough, with not enough heart, for great
ventures...Such make good servants and managere. They are not to be
feared for they havg?étomach for the challenges to power, He would
never take or try to take what was Samson's. A little stealing, perhaps,
but no more,

Bagley realised the woman's attention had strayed. Instinctively,
intuitively, he also realised that there was now no longer need to go on
talking, persuading, pleading his case. He was, suddenly, abcolutely
certain that she would let them stay and that the plan he had laid before
her was how it would be, A great sense of relief d peace settled on
Bagley's spirits. He tried to choke. back theltears\of joy that came
unbldden to his eyes, You must not show t the presence of this
stern woman; she would not understand. &N’ ping man,..He rose abruptly
and walked away toward the hut whicg % peen assigned to them, The
mule and the donkeys were tet ed&

grazing a little distance from

that hut., All their precieus go and possessions were stacked in a

high neat pile by the n to the hut. In the long Jjourney to this

place protecting a ding their possessions had meant survival,
had been Bagley's m occupation, Some of their things had been
stolen on the wayywhenever they encountered other people, At one point
Bagley and the women had to fight off a wculd~be donkey thief. It was
then that they were startled to see the donkey itself, a big Jenny, Jjoin
the fight and drop the would~be thief with a neat kick which missed his
face but caught him on the right shoulder. The stunned thief scrambled
to his feet and scuttled away, leaving his knife, machete and a canvas
bag of food and other things, all probably stolen. But since they came
tb this place he had not been concerned about the security of their
possessions. These people would not touch their things. Bagley bustled

among their things, unpacking some, rearranging others, searching, until

he found the long rifle tied in its canvas cover, and the wooden box
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Jam-packed with rifle bullets. He would not ﬁ%%% this now; it would be
his present to Samson, and he would show Samson how to use it. If only
IL.ena were here with him now; someone to talk to and to tell of the
lifting of the burden from his spirits.

A cool wind sprang up and blew through the valley, finding its way
through the openings in the hills which connected one valley with the
next, The vegetation, along these wind passages, was 1n constant motion
- trees swayed, leaves shimmered and dance to the soft whispering hiss
of the voice of the wind. And where the wind passed the heat of the dry
season became more tolerable, less harsh, less g@yagely drying.

When the sun began to tilt to the westgMawia's food was ready and
she judged that it was time for the day'sgwogk /to be done. They will all
have worked themselves out by own, esp@@ially those doing the hard physi-
cal work: the felling of the trees,\thewelearing of the bush, the turning
of hard dry sod. The lighter work which took less of the body's etrength
could be sustained for mugh“WQonger,. With the hard work it is wise, it is
efficient, to put a different measurement on time. Good working time,
then, 18 not the n@ﬁ%ﬁr of hours a man works but the amount of work he
gets done whileqthe s®rengthand the will are still in him. After that,
effort at hard worked® a things of dipinishing returns, a waste of both
a man'e time and his body.

Maria took the small horn that hung from the post nearest her =eat.
She put it to her lips and let out a cracked, bleating sound. Then she
waited., Soon, strong and clear, the response came from Noname's horn,

He was working on one of the farthest hillsides the family was opening
up. Everyone will have heard that call and will be coming in.

"Mass Bagley!" Maria czhouted, "Come gi me a hand! "

The children were the first to ‘come trooping up from their playfield

down by the riverbed which did not now, in the dry season, carry any
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water to feed the pool. The others followed the children in in twoe and
threes till all were present, first to wash by the large communal water
trough, then to seat themselves around the lons table for the main meal
of the day.

During the meal Maria quietly told Samson of her talk with Bagley.
Bagley, for his part, ate with his head close to Lena's, whispering to her
all that had transpired that day. The woman nodded from time to time and
seemed relieved. At one point, on the pretext of getting more food to
the table Maria singled out Lena to help her and Noname, The two women
talked hurriedly while dishing up and lingered to g® on whispering for a
while afterwards.

When the meal was done Samson rose and made¥a cound deep in his
throat. Everyone became silent.

"The strangers who came among U8 are asking to stay with us, Jonas
and Joe and I have talked abouf, it. And I say they can stay if they pay
us #® rent and follow our Jlawg,.q!

"I say so too," Jonas Said, though the rent part was new to him,

"Yes," Joe addgd.

"They cannot be, pdrt) of the family," Maria said.

"We understand that," Bagley said. "We will serve the interests
of your family."

"It is to their suit," Maria said., "We will give them a home and
peace, And it is to our sult. Mass Bagley will help to look after our
business, like a storekeeper and a manager; and Miss lLena teach our
children." Maria looked enquiringly at Samson till he nodded, then she
continued: "And there is the renting of the land,. Mass Bagley will tell
you of that.\" She sat down.

Bagley rose and explalined carefully what he had already told Maria
and what she, in turn, had already told Samson during the meal.

When Bugley had done Joe asked: "And what happens to the rent?
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How will we share 1it?2"

Nobody hasd trnought about thet. Samson looked at Maria; Maria
looked at Jonas; they all looked from one to the other; then they all
turned to Bagley, the man who had first come up with this plan.

"Let the heud of your family keep it," Bagley said, "For all of
you., There will be a record of what there is and when anybody has need
of anything it will come out of his share.”

"How much will a share be?" Joe wanted to know.

"Yes, Mass Joe," Bagley explalned patiently. "That is what we are
coming to. First you must decide if you are going o follow this plan,
When you have done that then you must declde youwill cut up the
land to lease, and how much each person ma , and what rulee you are
going to make for those who lease, and fﬂg~$ long they are going to

lease. You want to decide what y&u o if a person leace the land
and does not pay after the firgt cro r 1f a person brings another
person who 1s not of his family o the land. Only after all these

_Xon and are working well and the rent from

y then do you need to worry about the sharing

matters are decided an
the leasing is comi
of 4"

"First you watch the bird..." Jonas murmured.

"Nothing wrong with knowing!" Joe snapped.

Jonas ignored Joe and addressed Bapley:"So how we work this?"

"1 propose," Samson said, and they all fell silent, knowing that
whenever Samson said 'I propose' he and Maria had decided on a course of
action: "I propose we leave it to Mase Bagley to work out the plan for
the leasing, and when he 1s ready he will put 1t to us to decide. Now,
we agree Mass Bagley and his women can etay? And the work they do for
the family will pay for the land we give them?"

There were murmurs and nods of assent. Then Robert Bagley hurried

to the hut where their pocssessions were and returned with the rifle. He
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unpecked it carefully and presented it ceremoniously to Samson. "And
two of the donkeys, too, for you to use for the good of the family.
And the women of the family will give enough cloth to make a dress for
each of the women of your family., That will be for free to show our
thanks. After that 1t will be business and trade,'

"You are good strangers, Mass Bagley!LMarié sald with a Joy which
did not reach her cold, watchful eyes.

"Not all strangerst" Barley warned., "We met some who are bad,

Let your family beware and be strong and be on guard always."

Their sudden stony silence told Bagley that had over=-reached
himself; these people were not in need of war g frem him to be on puard;
he had been presumptuous, forward, pushing ust guard his tongue,

He lowered his head, looked at the  ta , Withdrew into himself,.

After a while, gradually, the sil% & diseipated and the people talked
among themselves of the day's rk‘:,i thie day's plans, and the new ideas
let loose by the coming o he s ngers, Gradually, the strangers were
: Xnd evening's activity till they ceased to

rley had learnt his lesgon and there was a

drawn into the late a
feel like outsider
conscious restraint everything he said.

In the ear evening, when the heat of the sun had gone from the
land and the cool breeze hud turned the warm air balmy and invigorating,
samson led Bagley up to the hill of Mount Zion. It had been Maria's
ldea, Samson was at peace up there; his mind seemed clearer there than
anywhere else; she hud shared deep thoughts with him up there; they had
looked at the world below and made their plans for the family. Now, she
wanted him to think clearly about Bagley's plan; and she wanted to be
there to hear it again and test it again, but more calmly now than earlier,
The woman, Lena, Bagley's companion - Bagley's woman? - would be there,too,
to help in that testing. For how she‘reacts could be a guide to thelr

true intention., ©So Maria and Lena followed the two men up the hill.
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{érom below, the voices of the family, the voices of the children, mingled
with the subsiding breeze. For all the bleak harshneses of the dry season
there was a gentlenese over the land., A woman's voice rose above the
others, in song, slightly rusty, very appealing,

"Flo feeling good," Maris murmured,

Not knowing how to respond, Lena made a ni%ommittal csound. She had
quickly discovered that this Maria whom 211 the children called Mama and réen
to in their troubles, and whom even the animals - the dumb thinss - turned
to for comfort, was the most powerful person in this little community
whoese members called themselves a family. Lena didTnot understand all
that had gone into the making of the bond between them; what she understood
clearly was that Mabla was central to that Vonf§ you move with care in
dealing with such a person. Even Bagley mpved with more than his usual
care in dealing with Maria. PerhaPs she Iiena, could learn to deal with
pecple as this one does.

They reached the cresg of thedill and Bagley let out a sigh of
wonder at the sight of all Whelworld laid out below him,

"Lordy, Lordy,% Baglejwmurmured, then called out loud: "Lena. Lena!
Come look"

The woman hukried to his side, tall, strapping, big-bosomed, broad-
ghouldered, narrow-hipped, with thin tapering spindly leges and big narrow
feet. ©She was a good head taller than Bagley; with a smooth austere
soft-featured mat near black high cheek-boned face; the face was a young
girl's; only the lines about the lipe, and the lips themselves. told of
harsh experience which had force-bred strength znd resilience. The normal-
ly expressionless dark eyes glowed with excitement. She, too, heaved a
gigh at the sight of all the world at her feet. Without being aware of
it she slipped her hand into Bagley's and held tirht. 1In the midst of the
wonder of it all she became aware of the returnine pressure of his hand,

of the man himeelf, and of messages of feeling. She released his hand
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gquickly and moved away a little., Thelr eyes met briefly, as though for
the first time,

"It brings out the truth in people," Marie murmured, half-mocking,
half-gently.

"Come!"™ Samson called from his favourite perch on the largest piece
of the huge scattered boulders which had once been one. The old trumpet
tree which had been his shade tree had been struck by lightning, leaving
only the dead stem reaching up like a scarred flagpost, Samson was pleased
at the response to the majesty of his view, with a personal, proprietary
sense suggesting that he himself had created that vilew; and there was the
alr of playins it down, of a pretense at casudlness ©f the owner totally
aware of the value of hic possesgion and therefore free to make light of
it.

Maria sat on one of the bouldersg near him, watching the two who
were now self-consciously a foet apart® but still caught up in the excite-
ment of their new perspect@we on e world, stiil disturbed by the flow
of feeling between them this Place had released,

"Let them be,MMagia ®poke for his esrs only. "I thought they were
man and women; I waswrong. I don't think they ever slept together."

"Hush, womam,"4Bamson ordered, but with a gentle indulgence in his
voice: "I did not come here for your mstchmaking." He raised his voice:
"Come, Mass Bagley! The sight won't go away!"

Bagley and Lena joined them and found stone perches of their own,

"Now," Samson said. "Tell me again of your plan for the renting
and the cutting up and the storing and the thinges you told Maria."

Bagley went over 1t all again, quietly, carefully, corifidently, ke-
assured, thie time, by the knowledge that he had the support of Maria,
He had, also, between this moment and the time he spoke to Maria, thought
the whole plan through more carefully so it was now a clear concept he

could visualise and explain almost as a man makes a picture, but with
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words. Maria's eyes darted from Bagley's face to Lena's then back to
Bagley's then again to Lena's; back and forth, back and forth, register-
ing mood, reactlon, emotion; listening intently and comparing the words
he used now with the words he had used earlier; testing. weighing, judg-
ing the man and his motives against his words, and against the reacction
of this woman who had been with him a long time and who had just discove-
red a stronger bond between them...Not clever like the man; not able to
manage him and gulde him, unless she knows of the weakness of his spirit
and Nﬁ3>to make use of that; but a woman soon knows these things. Even
Flo had learned to manage Joe with his mean and jeéglous spirit and his
big mouth; and Flo 1s not as smart at this one, andf\there is no weakness
of spirit in Joe, Jjust not enough smartne®sftOpmatch his ambition...And
listening, Maria found nothing to castﬁ doubt on her original judgement;
nothing in the man and nothing in¢the woman's reaction. Thie man was as
she had first Judged him to be,smart, ambitious, but sufficently aware
of his weakness and his n@®ed for“Wecurity in the shadow of a stronger
one, and therefore heghad\theéjcapacity for loyalty to such a stronger
oney Samson would“he Such™a stronger one for this one,.

For his part,\€amson listened in silence while Bagley spoke; all
his attention on"Bagley's words till he saw clearly the picture Bagley
wove with his words. His mind, clear as usual up here, saw the plan and

all its implications as he had not seen it at the eating place. Maria,

as usual, had been right to make them come up here, Now he understood
the plan, understood Bagley's mind; now he could improve on the plan and
gulde Bagley to make it better. He was not consciously aware of when

Bagley stopped speaking for his mind simply took over where Bagley left
off, refining, improving Bagley's ideas.

Maria made a small sign and the three of them waited in silence
while Samson, lost to the world, completed hie thinking. When it wase

done his eyes came allive, searched for Maria's, and they embraced each
other with their eyes.
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"Yes," Samson £aild quietly, speaking really t¢r Mariz only though
he included the other two. "“Yes, we will do it that way. Allright,
woman?"

Maria nodded, It was Samson's plan now. He would know what to do;
and he would tell her in his own good time.

"Night is coming," Maria said. "Better we go down."

"You go, Samson said: Take the sister with you. We will stay
and talk a while; we will soon come,"

The women left and made their way downthe hidlside., The two men
remained seated, There was a long silence betweeml hé&m while the light
over the land changed rapidly, turning the pigh“mountaine to the east
first to a dark purple then to a deep hady blue, seen through a clear
mist. To the west the reflection of ghepdfsappeared sun 1lit up the cloud-
less sky in a bright orange glow that &@rChed across the heavens and
touched the earth from watery h@gizog in the south to watery horizon in
the west., The plain below was a deep blue haze, and the sea, further
back, was very darkly métallic. In a matter of moments the light over
the land changed =@ 1M WThe light from the sun disappeared suddenly, as
though turned off; the full moon, now, came into its own, casting a
gentler, fairly-like glow over the land. The Blue Mountains became dark
shadowe agalinst the sky: the transition from daylight to nightlight wae
instant; but yet there was no darkness over the land, only a different
kind of 1light,

At last Samson broke the silence: "Tell me, Mass Bagley," his voice
heavy. "Why they do this to us?  Why the slavery thing?"

Bagley felt cornered: "I don't know, Mass Samson.,"

"Because we black?" Samson persisted.

"I never see white slaves," Bagley eaid.

"Just because we black." Samson made it a confirmation.

"To work for them," Bagley suggested.
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"So they have slaves in their own country to work for them?"

"No.I don't think so."

"So people cdn work for them without being made elaves?"

"They work for money in their own country; like the bookkeepers."

"So why they do this to us?" Eamson pressed: "Why they don't make
us work for money?"

"They do now.,"

"Why not before? You know how many slaves died? Where 1 was many
were whipped to death."

"We were lucky," Bagley sald heavily.

Samson pulled the tatteredcovering off K k. "See! They 414

this to me. Why? Feel it!"
Bagley ran trembling fingers acroQ hick welte on the broad

back. PY
"And the one who did 1t blacN you and me, I Killed him.,"

"They made him do it."

\Would you do it2?"

1d do the same to him,"

"I know; but he di

"If he didn't t

"I know; bu oW\ you do ite"

"I reall on't know, brother Samson. I am not strons like you.
I could not take tt kind of pain; I think I will do anything they tell
me to avoid that kind of pain."

"He was big and strong," Camson said. "Like me: but he found joy
in hurting. He hurt women, he hurt children, he whipped sick old men till
they died. I know. I saw it. I still dream about it."

"They made him do it," Bagley said heavily.

Samson was angry now: "Wae he not a man? Could he not refuse:"

"And be whipped?"

"Yea! And be whipped!"

Bagley felt cornered and on the defensive, asg though he had whipped
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wc..n and children, and whipped old men till they died. He had heard of
such things but never seen them, Would he have done it if the alternative
was that he himeelf would be whipped as this one has been? Would he do
it?

"It'e hard, "Bagley said. "When they own you like animal and can
do anything to you, its hard not to obey their orders."

"And when you obey them, hurting your own people becomes a pleasure,
Why did they not use thelr own people to do the whipping? I ask you,
why black people to whip black people? VWhy slave to whip slave? Why not
white drivers to wiip black slaves., It is that I 11 never forget! They
use a black man to put these marks on my body;ﬁi they made me, a
black man, kill a black man to remove the% egg of the chame., 1If
these marks had been put on me by a whit a t would be clear. And if
I had killed him that would be cleamr @ his way there is the speclal

shame that it was one like me,qa bla glave, who put these marke on me;

and there is the special shame t t was a black slave like me that I

killed for putting these r on me, Do you understand, Bagley? Do you
understand? They dg th%s ng and they take away our manhood; and
because they use us our own to do so whatever we do to those of us
whom they use de oyg our manhood further. It is like an animal caught
in a trap and the more he tries to break free the tighter the trap holds
him and the more he hurts himself. The bad thing here, brother Bagley,
the hard thlng here, is that it is our minds and our spirite that they
have caught in that trap. They have set a trap for our minds in order to
destroy our manhood. I could not see this until I came up here where the

air 1s clear and a man can think. It took me a long time to see it,

But now that I see it I cannot see a way out, I cannot gee .an answer,

Will we ever be free of that, brother Bagley, will we ever be free?"
Samson turned hles head and looked searching at Bagley's face in the clear

nightlight. The rage and anger and the passion had left him for now; but
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it would be buillding again, he knew, as it had done in the past, taking
weeks or months before there is another compelling need for release, or
until he found an answer that would allow him and hie to break out of
the trap in which their minds and spirits were locked by those who had
put chains on their bodies and turned them into conditioned animals.
"Do you understand what I'm saying, brother Bagley?"

"I think so, brother Samson."

"Then try to help find the answer so that we can be really free,
free in our minds,"

"I will try," Bagley said, not knowing what It was that he would

Rictotiy
try to do. Buﬁzcertainly now that this was the leader, however strong
Maria was,

They stayed on the hill a while longer, not talking, each wrapped
in his own thoughts., Then Samson ledjtheé way down along the moonlit
path. Behind him, Bagley wondered what he would have done if they had
ordered him to be a driverQand hejhad to whip people. He was terribly
depressed by the answer hlg mimnd kept giving, no matter how he truned
the question around4gy, Perhaps Samson was right. Perhaps thelr former
slave masters had made a “prison for their minds; a prison you could not
see or touch, or ‘even feel, unless you were a man like Samson and had
suffered the pain he had and had a hill 1like his on which to git and see
all the world and think.

Later that night, lying on the floor of his section of the hut
Bagley tried to explaln to Lena and Eliza, lying at the opposite wall,
what Samson had talked about. Somehow it was not as clear as it had been
up there on the hill; the words were difficult, the picture blurred; the
more he tried to make them understand, the lese he succeeded,

Eliza began to snore softly. His talk had lulled her to sleep. He
stopped speaking, feeling depressed though everything had transpired to

make him feel good. They had a home now, a place of safety among good
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people., Then he sensed, rather than saw, Lena leave her place and
crawl over to his. It had begun up on Samson's hill and he knew it had
to come to this. But here? With that other one sleepine and likely to
awake? The woman lay beside him.

"What of hert?" He whispered. "She may wake up..."

"It does not matter," the woman said. "She has seen it before,
And I told her tonight 1t would be so with us.,"

"You are sure? I am not young. You will not want another later:™
It will be painful for me if you do."

"I am sure," the woman said. "It i1s I whoggch@ose you, Come,"

The dry season dragged on with se@xessness. Hot dry days

gave way to hot dry nights; even t ght wind ceacsed to blow
through the land. And in the hot" son and the other two worked
at felling the big trees and I@d Noname used the mule and the
donkeys to pull the tree %NNQE: 1lding eites the women had helped to
prepare, The land whi h n cleared of trees and bush grew dry,
parched, dusty. r level of the pool dropped lower than they had
ever known it. They®lamed it on the long drought and dug cteprs inte the
claylike earth, d 0 the new water level, to ensure that the women and
children could still reach the water., They used rocke and trees and wiss
to make the way down to the water safe, But still one of the cnildren
drowned in the pool during that hard dry season. It was one of Flo's
twines by Joe; a three year-old little girl, It was the first death esince
they had reached this place and the despair it brought hung over them
throughout the long dry season. But the work continued and they buillt
three s0lid timber houses during the harshness of the three dry months.

Joe, in particular, worked as though he were driven, as though work would

ease the pain of their loss. Flo, near the point of delivering, periodi-
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cully broke into hysterical screaming.

The great inflow of strangers Bagley had anticipated did not come
about? a few came, but slowly, in small numbers, at long intervals, Near
the end of the dry season two groups did come, one hard on the other.
One)a group of four -~ two men and two women, and the other just two young
men. Thesge told of a number of big and growing settlements scattered 1n
places with water all the way up the hills. The nearest one, they saild,
was in a place called Red Hills which had a large number of people.
Another, and going westward, was a place called Cyprus controlled by a man

called David and his wife Miss Sarah. Many peop had gone there for there

was a church and David was a stricl man of just¥ee and) of God and Miss

Saran was the teacher., On hearing this, they were alone, Maria

and Samson talked about going to see nd Sarah, but they were

uncertain whether David and Sarah 3' 1 come them., After careful
AN

gquestioning they turned away tlw ng men, The two couples became
their first tenants under leasaVarrangement. Each was apportioned a
plece of land to work a ﬂh\giwen seed for planting when the rain came,
They were helped to i, helped to builld their shelters, but they

were not allowed,to beégome part of the collective communal life, Bagley

and his two women the only outsiders nllowed to become part of that
communal life, Later, during the ralny ceason, other strangers came.

Some they welcomed and leased land to; others they sent away., Always,

they decided together whom to allow and whom to turn away. The choices

were determined, mainly, by whether those who came were families or
individual adventurers., The families about whose willlingness to work they
were satisfled, were welcomed and helped to settle in., The rest were

turned away. 1In the end a small community of a dozen famlllies were scattenqﬂ

in the long valley of Mount Zion, all tenants of the original family of

Samson and Marla and those who had been with them when they cut their way



through the bush to this place in the days when men and women were still
held as slaves.

In the remote hills and valleys all over the land, groups, some
like Samson's who had escaped during slavery, others who had repudliated
the apprenticeship they were offered after slavery, yet others who wanted
to have nothing to do with the sgystem which first enslaved them and then
released them, built self-contained and self-sustaining communities of

their own, close to the earth, a part of it. And except when the dry

season was particularly harsh and particularly longj) the earth was kind

d some of its secrets

to them; and these, each community, each v% each family shared 1life
co~-operatively, in an old remembered w %oh

to them, gave them life, sustained them, even&ea

unkown roots were loct

in the distant past that went bactt\ 8 beyond the days of slavery.

\%

N
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Samson was struck down in the good season of the calm and easy
not-too-hot-and~not-too-cold, not-too-wet-and-not-too-dry days before
the coming of the Christmas Breeze. He was partway up the hill to
his favourite look-out point when a terrible flash of lightning
exploded in his brain with a force that struck him to the ground, and
pinned him there, unable to move any part of his body. It was late
afternoon; the day's work was done and they had eaten, s0 no one was
concerned when Samson did not return when night fell., He often
stayed up on his hill till far into the night; ®ometimes, on rare
occasions, he did not come down till the early hours of the next
morning. Maria,these days, was too busy/mamaging her brood of growing,
scrapping youngsters, all now between“eleven and fourteen, to devote
as much time and thought to Samgon, as she had done in the early days.
Only at night, when they wege in the blg bed he had built with such
pride and care and weré&),alone, was there time to share thoughts and
be sensitive to eagh otherts moods and feeling. And often they were
both too tired for even this; so the bond between them was less strong,

less close,_ thanin the early days.

The family had flourished over the years, but modestly; not as
grandly as Bagley's vislon of leasing land had led them to expect.
Joe had left the community and Flo and his children in the seventh
year, He had simply gone down to Kingston with Bagley on one of his
trading trips and not returned. 8o Flo and the eight children worked
the land and benefitted from being part of the family. As time passed
one of the tenants on the land became a regular visitor to Flo's
house, He was remarkabl? like Joe; physically sickly-looking and with
a sarcastic tongue, He had four children by the woman he had brought

with him, and after initially protesting the thiefing of her man by
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Flo, the woman made the best of the matter when the man told her she
could leave if she did not like what was happening. In the end the
man became the accepted head of both households, Flo's children and
the other woman's children all accepted him as a kind father and he
treated both sets of children with an even-handed, if casual, paterna-
lism. The two women became friends and shared the man and the child-
ren., The man led the women and both gets of children in working both
Flo's and his own rented land. For the rest, the family had remained
intact; the same closely knit group which had begun with that long
journey from the plains by a bunch of runawd¥,.slaves., Noname, now,
was a grown man who had fathered five ché&ldhren in cuick succession by
Little Mary who was no longer little gbutf a,dumpy happy laughing young
woman., Some of the bigger childrenWelf\the family had becomekifficult
over their isolation. They trdwelled to some of the other nearby
villages at weekends and breushtgback unfavourable compaviSons of how
more exciting life wag In some of these other places., There were
regular Saturday nightdantes in places like Red Hills and in Rock
Hall further up in, the hille, Young men could meet exciting new yoﬁng
women and sport., \And so a couple of young girls, Flo's eldest and
Belle's and Jona#' first-born, had run away from home to find the
excitement.,

Bagley, for his part, had stayed with the family for eight years
during which he kept faithfully to his promise to manage things for
them. Then he and Lena and Eliza moved their store to Red Hills where
they could do a better trade. Bagley still collected the family's
produce and carried it for sale to Kinpeton in his huge mule-dfawn
cart, and shopped for them, and brought them back the proceeds of the
sale of their produce. His reward was continued possession of the

land they had been givenvﬁt first he had made the long Journey to and



100

from Kingston once every four or six months. As his busliness grew
there was need for more frequent trips to Kingston. He had hired
assistants who had all robbed him so he ended up depending only on
Lena and Eliza to help him with the business. He had at first tried
to get Noname to Jjoin in, hoping that after a time the young man would
take over the Journeys to Kingston. Noname was of the famlly and
could be trusted with goods and money. He had even tried using Eliza
as bait to persuade the young man to become his partner., But that

one was totally wedded to his land and to Little Mary. So now Lena
and Eliza managed the store whenever he travelled to Kingston, and he
hired one certaln cartman and two strapping amd kpown young men from
the Red Hills community to act as bodyguapds whenever he journeyed to
Kingeston, which was now once evenymonthyor six weeks, with two huge
carts drawn by two sets of six strongsmules apiece. This way, the
journey to and from Kingstonmsualdy lasted about a week, And Bagley's
one endless and ever-increasing fear on these trips was that he may
return one day and find Lena and all the money gone. It haunted him
whenever he wasqaway to the point where his journeys became nightmeres..
If only he had been able to make her have children; no matter how

hard and how oftenm he tried, he had failed. FEven when he had fully
satisfied her. Or had he ever, really? So the nightmare haunted him

whenever he was away from her...

They found Samson in the early hours.of the morning, before
daylight. Maria had gone to sleep, expecting to find him at her side
when she woke in the morning. Thus when she woke in the pre-dawn
hours and Samson was not beside her, she was alarmed. She sent one
of the elder children to tell Jonas and Noname Samson had not come
down from his hill, then she, herself, set out along the familiar

path up the hillside,
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A small search party, headed by Jonas and Noname and including
a few of the male tenants who lived nearest the family settlement
which was the heart of the villuge, found them a little over an hour
later. Maria sat on the ground, motionless, Sameon's head in her
lap. They were two=thirds of the way to the top of the hill,

"He can't move," Maria said to Jonas. "And he can't speak."

Jonas went down on one knee, In the half-light of the oil
lamp he saw that Samson's eyes were wide open, seemed aware of him
and Maria and the others. "What happened, brother?" Jonas urged,
trying to coax some sound out of his o0ld friendy "What happen, man!"

"I tell you he can't speak," Maria sald.

"A stroke," someone said. "Sometdmeé Wt go away and he can
speak again."

"Make we take him down,"®Nomame, said. He had grown into a
strong-bodied young man of¢emall 8ize, all muscle and smoothe-ckinned
grace. "Come. Make wepbuildlasthing fe carry him."

They chopped dewn“bush and young trees and wove these into a
stretcher, Noname tested it for strength, then they lifted Samson's
big heavy body oato ™, and made their way down the hill, slowly,
carefully, no%, to Mrop thelr stricken leader or shake hir too much,
And all the while Maria held on to that strong right hand of Samson's;
but now that hand was limp, no feel to it, no response when she
pressed it, no sign of the great strength which hsad gone into the
building of this place,

When they got down, carrying Samson's body, the first siegns of

daybreak were showing and the word had spread and- the entire

g | -

population of the valley was waitinﬁ-EJ_antly at Maria's yard

They carried Samson into the house and laid him on the huge

wooden bed which filled almost all of the room, Maria fussed about,
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making him comfortable, ensuring that they moved him slowly, without
bumping into things and jJjarring hie body. The cluster of people
remained walting outside.

"Go, tell them," Maria said to Jonas.

He went cut to the broad veranda facing south. 'Mass Samson
awright...Only one thing: he can't move and he can't talk, 1Is a
stroke they say..." There was a collective sigh and everybody began
to talk, Jonas held up a hand. "Make him rest; you go on, you will
hear what happen later."

They dispersed slowly, in small ¢roupe, talking among them-
gelves, One or two of the elder women lingered, waiting to be of
service, for they knew that at times ofl twrouble one hand must wash
the other. After a while the men who had made up the search party
and who had carried Samson down, left, leaving only Jonas and Noname
with Marlia and her huge family. The family itself gradually returned
to its everyday routine, Vie'and two elder girls and the women who
lingered prepared the early morning food; the boys went to the fields
to do the work Papa ‘had“assligned to them long ago: routine distracted
their minds fromithe terrible thing which had befallen them. Only
in the room where/Samson lay was there no end to the preoccupation
with the disaster, Did he liear what they were saying? Did he
understand? What to do? How to find out? Wae he hurting? Was he
thinking? What was he thinking? How to know? Maria sat on one side
of the big bed, Jonas on the other, Noname leaned against the wall
near the door,

"What must we do?" Maria had said it again and again, at
intervals, each time the realisation of what had happened overwhelmed

her anew. This time Jonas answered,

"I will go into Red Hills. I hear say someone there knows
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about herbs. Perhape they can help."

Noname pushed against the wall and straightened up, making it
an act of decision. "I will find David. Maybe David and Sarah
know what to do." He left the room quickly, giving Maria no time
to react or gainsay hlim.

"That onpe never forgot David,"‘Maria whispered broodingly;
Like this one here," she looked searchingly at the open-eyed,
motionless figure on the bed. "I bet he would agree.,"

"They shared much,” Jonas reminded her, then softened the
harshness of it, "we all chared much."

"Its a long time since them gone," Maria murmured., "“Long time.
Perhaps he won't want to come. He wag (& poy when we sent him away!

"Who had done a man's work." Alemall smile flitted across
Jonas' face and was gone. "And he bred that Sarah like a man! When
I look pon them that morning she was drunk with it, like a2 bee drunk
up to its eyes in honeyi"

Maria recalled 1% vIyidly, despite her despalr and derression,
a smile of remembrance 1}t up her eyes. "Eee...I remember; she
almost smelled of) it.” It come so sometimes and it bind them...It
come 80 with this/one for me; I was his first and it bind him to me,.."
She moved abruptly, "He2r me, Sam!" raising her volice to near
shouting,

"Easy, eister,” Jonas said intently watchine the man on the bed.

If the man heard, there was nothing to show: no change in the
eyes, no hint of feeling, Jjust a blank stare,

"I will 2o now," Jonue rose and went to door. I will try to
come back quickly with good news."

Maria composed her face into a blank mask and nodded.

Noname reached the villare of Cyprus in the late afternoon, with



104

the setting sun in his eyes, and wae startled by the change which

had taken place since that first time, many years ago, when he had
come upon it, and found David and Sarah. Then it was a long quiet
wooded valley with one little shack, very little cultivation, and
only David and Sarah and their three children; a lonely place, he
remembered thinking at the time. Thie time, reaching the crest of
the last hill, he looked down on more houses than in their own valley
at Mount Zlon; more houseg than he could count, some tucked away in
well cultivated fields of corn and cane and shaded by huge breagyﬁaitA
in the bottom of the valley, near the water , fthers dotted on the
sloping hilleide land. There were regular pathwaye, packed stone
fences, wooden fences, marking off some of thHe land. And dominating
all thie, on the hirhest south-western erest, wgs the church that
David and Sarah had bullt and the renown of which had reached, years
ago, far and wide, and even %0 him and the people at Mount Zion. 1In
moments of quiet, moments of rest when no others were about, he and
Samson had talked often‘of making the journey to see David and Sarah
and look upon thisWwidely known church of theirs., Always, something
had happenedgto make them put off the journey and talk about another
time and anothewptime. And now Samson was paralysed and would never
make the journey. But what a huge building that church was! And
what a sharply sloping narrow roof! He must find out how David did
it. And this prosperous and flourishing land, with all these houses,
and all that cultivation, and all the people movinge around, was
founded by David and Sarah, who had been sent away from thelr settle=-
ment so long ago. The big house down there, near the water, with

all that green rollinﬁ land rich in food trees, that was where David
and Sarah had their shack when he first saw them here those many

years ago. Noname walked briskly down to what he knew was David and
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Sarah's home.

The young man who opened the door to Noname was the spitting
image of David -« as David had been in the distant days of their long
journey up into the hills; tall, big-boned, broad-shouldered as the
young David had been, as Noname remembered the young David when he,
himeelf was an even younger boy, lookling up to David as the big brother
to turn?&n difficulty; the same rich dark-brown skin drawn tightly
over th; high cheek-boned face, the same light grey eyes which seemed
nol to belong with the darkness of face, the same reddish tinge to
the hair which was a cross between kink and tigh®, curl, the same feel
of contained strength Noname remembereds /Thevlikeness startled him
into a long bewildered eilence which“the “yéung man finally broke: "If
it's my father, he's not home ¢eti., He'll be back soon." The young
man turned his head slightly, indicating a long bench on the veranda.

Not the same voice, Noname told himself; softer, quieter,
weaker; then it came te him, like Sarah's though deeper, beine 2 man's,
"I'm from Mount Zion}j they call me Noname..."

"Oh yes," ‘the young man was warm, alive, interested now; "Please

| ~ 3% . T i
l call her.,

[

come in, My mother is home; I wi
He flung open the door and turned and went away, disappearing
through a small door at the far end of the big room. The room was
darker than the outside; only the light from the open door and the
two big windows to the west prevented it being completely dark, made
it possible for Noname to see., It was a bigger room than Noname had

ever seen and with the same high sloping roof he had seen on the
church, but he was looking at it from the inside this time. There
was a long table in the middle of the room; not as long as the o0ld

communal table at Mount Zion but long enough for a dozen people to sit

comfortably on each of the two matching long benches on either sgide of



106

the table. At the two ends were two chairs, one sglightly bigger
and higher than the other, And over the table a large o0il lamp of
brass body and glasgs cover, hung from 2 celling beam; smaller lamps
stood on the table at spaced intervals. Benches and chalrs were
ranged along the walls, This room was, evidently, more than just
a private living room; it was also a meeting place. Noname sat on a
bench near the door and walted...What would she be like after all
these years? How would she receive him? How would she react to what
he had to tell her and David...That boy of Davdd's, seeing him so
suddenly there took him back to a time on ghat, lons jJourney when he,
Noname, had a running belly and was toosweak, to &eep up and still
carry his load; David had taken his_load and made him lean on him
without "letting the others knowy J/.Funny the things you remember,
things you thought you had complete¥y forgotton, that had not been
in your head for years, andWsomgthing happens - a look, a face, a
word, & sight - and it all comes back like yesterday...Boy like
David, repeat of David; only Sarah's voice but as a man's voice; and
strong~-looking)tooy ‘again like David.

He was, so engrossed in hls thoughts he did not gee her till
she wos near tH&® long table and raised the 1it lamp che carried a
little; then something about her made him Jump to his feet more ouick-
ly and awkwardly than was normal for him. She put the lamp on the
table and came toward him as though floating, the long dark dress
Just not touching the floor, but hiding her feet completely. Her face
was part of the gathering shadows; her presence filled the entire
room, This was not the Sarah Noname remembered.

"Noname? Is it really you? Welcome my dear..."

This overwhelming presence and this rich! compelling, purring

organ~like voice, were not as Noname remembered Sarah, ©She rested
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voth ‘hands lightly on his shoulders, bent down and kissed him on the
cheek, then stepped back to examine him more closely, all the while
telling him how pleased she was to see him and how pleased David
would be. David had gone on a journey and would be back later,

Did he want to wait for David or would he in the meantime tell her
what had brought him here,

"It is Samson," Noname said. "He's eick; he can't talk and he
can't move., People sgay its a stroke..."

Sarah let out her breath in a long loud sigh. The light on the
table was not strong enough for Noname to see,Sarah's face clearly,
to look into her eyes and try and put a meaning on that long sigh.

"When?" Her volce was without feeling

"Sometime in the night. We Sfound him this morning."

"On the hille"

"On the way up."

"Or down," she added.

"Yes," Nonamehwsaid; and felt tired suddenly.

"Oh pleage ‘@it\down, my dear...Il'm sorry; I forgot what
a long way you've walked," She clapped her hands twice. A shadowy
female figure appéared in the far door. Ralsing her voice only
slightly Sarah called;”Somethinw the drink, please.," She turned back
to iHoname,

"And Maria: how did Maria take it?"

"Bad."

"Oh Noname! What do you mean 'bad'?"

"It look like she can't believe it. 1Its a kind of shock. She

doesn't know what to do,"
"Yes, I understand what you mean. He was her life, the life
through which she lived; if that 1life 1e paralysed, what will she do?"

The shadowy female returned with a pitcher and two muge on a
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bamboo tray, placed 1t near Sarah and withdrew, Sarah poured two
drinks, a long one for Noname, a small token drink for Aerself.

"You will 1like it." She seemed certain of his taste,

What if I don't, he wondered, putting it to hie lips. She
wae right, but it was more than Jjust liking it: all the different
fruit of the earth seemed to have gone in to it, been blended with
the refreshing mild sweetness of honey, to make a drink of heavenly
delight., He tocok a long swig, then another, then another $111 the
mug was empty. She refilled it for him and he g&new she wa: pleused
at his enjoyment of it.

"David and the children love 1it; they d@rink’'it all the time.
The mixture must be Jjust right; too mé@ch(or too little of anything
and it will be spoiled. It toolyme & lons time to get the mixture
Just right. I learned 1t from Marlay” only I'M better at it than she
is now; I worked harder at 1%, tobk more time, and I had more time
because I had only DavidWand the children of my own body to look after.
She wanted too muchj“sheé used too many people, Perhaps that's why..."
she stopped speaking ‘@bruptly.

"It 1dygoo0d," Noname said, eensing where Sarah's thoughts were
leading and wan®¥ng to change the direction.

"Not to worry, my dear," Sarah said as though calming a
frightened children. "You must never be afraid of your thoughte,
Keep them clean and free of malice and do not be afraid of them; do
not hide them because you cannot hide them from God. So let us say
it aloud: perhaps that is why she hag suffered this punishment.,"

The second time, Noname thought; how can she do it? Then he
realised she had picked up this one too., She was laughing at him in
a soft gurling volce, like water running quickly over round pebbles

on a sunny windy day.
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"Its really very easy, my dear; if you learn to listen hard
enough, like the birds do and the bees and the other little creatures
do, and if you learn to look and see clearly and closely enough,"

Startled, Noname asked: "You can know what everybody thinks
and feels?"

"Not everybody. Only some people, people close to me, people
1 care about or people at the other end of it, sometimes. I think
I will always know what Maria feels or thinks if I look at her face;
but not for the same reason that I know what you or David thinks.,"

"Always?"

"Mogt of the time; when my own feelings are not too strong;
with David and the children my own fegllngs blind me most of the time
because they are so strong. Asg I geddyyou, it all began at Mount
Zion with Maria who tried to teachiyjus/ how to find out about which
plants to eat by watching the little creatures around us; and when we
came here and were aloneé, the loneliness forced me to learn Maria's
lessons better thamhghe\hergelf did, and I improved on them. So you
see, there's no obeah, no magic, no miracle, except really listening
and really seeingqy!' She rose, "Come, Noname, meet the children, meet
the family. IWknow they will want to ask you about the journey we

NN

made when we were runaway slaves, It is a ldtils story to them,
excliting and hard to believe as anythingNelse; harder still to believe
that it happened to their own parents., Come we will eat and sit out
and talk about these things till David comes,"

"Please,.." Noname wanted to return to his own family,
But there was the need to do something about Samson; perhaps David
knew what to do. Better to stay and wait for David. His Mary will
guess the reason for his absence..." Is nothing," he said and followed
Sarah out of the large cool dark empty room into another, equally

large, brightly 1lit and seemingly crowded with people. He nodded,



110

not really registering names or faces, not connecting a name with a
face, as Sarah called out the names of her children and of the other
members of her household,

They were halfway through the meal when David walked into the
roomn, Noname looked up at the giant stranger, even less like the
David he remembered than th€ young man who had opened the door for
him and who now sat beside him. This one was big and quiet in a way
the land can be quliet; the same sen§e of peace and quiet that Noname
felt when alone on his land came from the presence of this man who
had been hie friend and big brother David. Only the eyes were the
eyes of a stranger, looking calmly, coldlyy, through you,

The talk at the table stopped. _Sapéhl)rose, and everybody stood
up with her, so Noname did the same, WDavid walked to his place at
the head of the table, counted and examined his children with his eyes,
embraced Sarah with his ey®s, only) then spoke to Noname,

"Welcome little brotheq@& It is good to see you." He took
his seat; Sarah folliowed, Wthen all the others. The talk resumed at
the table till feod\wastplaced in front of David. The egilence return-
ed while David bewed“his head in sllent prayerg. When he raised his
head and started to eat the talk returned once more; neither he nor
Sarah took any part in it, Noname waited for the meal to finish ,
overwhelmed by a senge of belng a stranger in a strange place,
unfamiliar with the ways of this place. lle used to know David and
Sarah; this wag gtill David and Sarch, still the same two people he
once knew; he was not sure that he knew them now. 1In times of trouble

you do not turn to strangers for help: are these strangers now?
After the meal the army of children and others dispersed. David
went into the large room, now well 1lit, for a meeting on church

affairs. Sarah showed Noname a sm&ll room where he would spend the

night then left him for a meeting of her own to do with the affairs of
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the school she ran for all the children of Cyprus. She had said:

"We have much work, Noname; David with the land and the church and
and the community's business, I with the family and the echool and
the community's business too. They are talking about a person coming
up from Kingston next week - a white man - who wants to talk about
our church EeCOming part of thelr church; some of the elders are for
it, some against. I "think David has made up his mind so the meeting
will not take long. Mine will be over quickly, too. Then we will
talk about Samson. Rest now,"

Noname could not rest so he left the @it%le room and found hise
way out on to the long verandah by the way,of)thé& room where they had
eaten, without going into the big room where the meeting of the elders
was. Sitting there alone, logklng up),at the bright stars in the clear
night, listening to the noices of) the little night creatures, the
sense of disturbing strangnesgleft him and he felt at ease agailn.

This place founded by Dawvid and Sarah was so much bigger, had so many
more people than theyWhad in Mount Zion. He could understand why.
The valley, here, wag\wider, the land to the water less steeply slop-
ing, it could sustain more people more easily. But it was not as
intimate, not as enclosed and protected and cut off and isolated and
difficult to approach; and there was no high hill like Samson's hill:
a rich, broad-tottomed fertile valley this, but no safe hiding place
as was the almost sealed-off valley of Mount Zion for a group of
runaway slaves. Militia or slaveg-hunters from Spanish Town or the
Catherine Plain would have reached here with speed and ease. Now,
with no militia to fear, with no slave-hunters to avoid, the openness
of this valley, its easy accessibility has made it more prosperous,
more peopled, Time changes the fortunes of land as much as of people,

All this Noname sensed and understood intuitively. The land changes
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too, with people and circumstance: it responds to need, adjusts to
change, 1s valued and revalued again in accordance with the strains
and demands of the changing times. The level of the deep pool at
Mount Zion was dropping lower year by year. And he knew that one
day it would be too low to sustaln all the people there., Perhaps,
before that day, all the people will have left, But he, Noname would
not leave. That was his land, the only land he had, the only land he
wanted. That was the plece of e rth on which he first felt free as
man and boy; he would not leave 1t, even if thegpool dried up...Here
where heL?giid hearrgargle of the water as it ™tglckled slowly from
the gently sloping wooded hills down to iive eégually slow flowing
river which was part of the river network(which fed the great Ferry
river in the plain immediately b@lew.\ Ayrich and beautiful place
this Cyprus of David and Sarah; bBut“wmeét for him. He will talk to
Mary about sending their childrengto Sarah's school; it's good for
children to learn and he Was impressed with the learning of David's
children at the meal %table...Time passed and Noname dozed off,
leaning againstqthengtout logs of David and Sarah's home...
When h€&,woke they were on the bench beside him, a huge pitcher
of Sar:h's brew @t hand.
"Time to talk, little brother," David said in his deep quiet
voice. "Sarah told me. You tell me again, all of it.,"
When Ncname finished David asked: "What do you want us to do?"
"That's why he came here, David.," Sarah sounded tecsty,
"We don't know what to do," Noname said.
"Yes," David sald. "What's to be done beside prayer That IS.
Well, Sarah? What's to be done?"
"I've sent word to some of the older women." She said, "We

will know what they say by morning. There are herbs and bushes which
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will help and may cure. We'll have them early in the morning."

"Then we'll decide what else to do. 1Ig he in pein?" David
asked.

"Don't know," Noname said.

"Not usually," Sarah said, "The old women's herbs will take
care of any pain."

"In the morning, then," David rose abruptly end walked away.

"He's very tired," Sarah saild reagsurincly; "And he's upset.
Samson means much to him, even after what happéned. And when he's

upset he likes to be alone, away from peop( n awvay from me;

go don't take it any way."
"S'allright..." Noname had ho some guidance, for some

comfort, PN

"We will do something for\ s
us. Trust David." V

But how do you \people you do not understand. who are

to you?

" Sarah ascured him. "Trust

suddenly like stra

"I'm tir " she sald, arain sensing his mood., "He still
calls you l1l¥ttle other from the time of our long journey; so he
remembers Jjust "@E you remember and Just as I remember, We remember
how Samson took care of us and guided us; we have forgotten nothing,.
Allright?"

Noname felt ashamed of all his doubts,

Noname woke early, long before daybreak; it had made for a
restless night this sleeping in a strange bed in a strange place away
from his own home and his own bed and without the familar pre ence
of Little Mary beslide him;;he had spent most of the night in the

strange dreamlike state between sleep and wakefulness: thoughts,

dreams, worries, intermingled, became as one, created anxleties
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which were part consclousness, part dreamine., He lay still for awhile
in the half-dark little room till mind and body came together, He
thought of Samson and moved his body consciousgly: arms, legs, flingers
and toes, muscles = they all responded. He got up, opened the little
woodess window and dreesed quickly by the coo#}redawn light; from the
little window he saw that David and Sarah's hougehold was already up
and about. He went out, expecting to encounter only the helpers and
the children; he was wrong. David and Sarah were in the big back room
where they had eaten the night before, two veryfold women with them,
and several little bundles of herbs tied ingdifferent coloured cloths
stacked on the table in front of them, /he rich 8mell of freshly
brewed coffee filled the room.

"Morning, Noname," Saral ‘seld.) “ESee, we kept our promice.
These are the Nanas I told you ofjand they have brought the medicine."

David filled an earthenjmugiwith cnffee and pushed it to the
space near the empty deathbeside him. "Sit here, 1ittle brother. Now
explain it all to himpymethers,

"This oney)"! the most wringled and leathery of the two leathery
0ld women, s&id in\a whispering vnice, putting a gnarled hand on a
bundle tied in the red cloth, "Is the first to give him. Pour boiling
water over it. Two yabasg full so," she indicated the size of the
Yabas by shaping them with her hands in the air. "Then you strain
it into one big Yaba and cork it., Give him a cup in the morning and
in the middle of the day and before he goes to sleep. Know how to
hold his tongue and put it in him? Know how to get food into him?"

"Oh Lord..." Sarah sighed. "I didn't think of that."

"Does Maria know what to do?" David asked and they all looked
at Noname,

Noname shook his head uncertainly. "I don't know. I don't
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think,l x -

"Then he will die," the second 0ld woman said in a slightly
more robust volice than the first.

"Then one of you must go with Noname to make sure he lives.,"

The two 0ld women looked at each other, then the younger of
the two nodded. "As you will, Fastor."

"But we will go together," the elder sald,

"To help and support each other," the younger explalned,
"There wi1ll be much to do if he's not to die."

"If he's not already dead," the elderf{adied.

"Allright," David nodded and turngd jto ®ardh, "Two donkeys
and provision. Do we send anyone with them? Or will Noname bring
them back?"

"I'11l bring them back," Nonam® said,

"One of us must go andgeefSamson later," Sarah eaid., "We can
bring béCkgEEfm then, \ HOW lons will you need to stay there?"

"Three-four daysy™, the elder said. "If he's egt1ll alive."

"He's aliwe!™woname exploded suddenly.

"Easy, Wittle brother," David murmured.

"1'1l1 see to the preparations," Sarah said and left room.

Again,‘?§ abruptly as he had done the night before, David got
up and walked away, only pausing briefly thie time to lay his hands
lightly on the shoulders of the two old women.

Thie time Sarah wae not there to soothe away Nonane's distrese,
David did not even look at him asé%eft.

A 1little before sun up alll;as ready. The two old wom&n had
been 1lifted onto two amlable and equally anclent donkeys. Behind
them hampers of provision balznced evenly on the hips of the donkeye,

Nonime himeelf carried the parcels of precious herbs in his shoulder
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bag. ©Sarah saw them off. There was no sign of David and Noname was
not eﬁ% sure he was etill at the house.

"They will take care of Samson," Sarah said; "One or the other
of us will come and look for Samson and take them back when the time
is up. Tell them that; and tell Meria to do everything the Nanag
say; they are the only ones who can help us now. Tell her 1if she
doesn't he will surely die.,"

"Even with that he may die." the elder cut in.

"But I know you will do everything to prevent it," Sarah said
very firmly, making it an order.

Then, moving aeuicklky, purposefully, Nename)led the two donkeys
out of the valley of Cyprucs and in the¥ifréetion of Mount Zion., At
the crest of the land, before Jlppigegut of sight of the wide valley
and all it contained, he looked,bagks ©Sarah was still standing where
he had left her, tall and Sitraight, her long dress down to the ground,
radiating a feel of power. She raised her hand and waved, and he
knew that that wasfwhat she had waited for; she had known he would
look back, and, che had waited to wave when he did, to make up for
David. He gurnedjagain and led the animals into the next valley and
out of sight ofMdavid and Sarah's prospering Cyprus.

They lay side by side; utterly relaxed, all physical passion
spent on each other; and as always at such times they were very close,
very gentle, very caring. Sarah half-turned her head and looked at
his face by the filtered light of the moon reaching into the room
through the leaves of the tall Avocado near the high open window,

His face was tranquil, open, unguarded...My David; only I can make
him be like this...A few years back there had been a young woman, a
pretty thing whose man had died, and Sarah knew when the pastor's

comfort of the young widow had turned to something more. She had
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waited; it had not lasted lone and he had come and told her and
asked her for help. She had talked to the pretty young thine who had
then moved away down to the plains where there were many other men.
After all the years together he had to try another to find out the
true value of what he had. He had no interest in any other since;
there were not even the looks he had given other, younger women before
that had happened.

"You should have talked to Noname. He was upeset."

"What about?"

"Anythine. Samson; the past.”

"You know I can't do that."

"You should try. People misunderstand."

"I have g0 much to do, sogmweh, te learn. No time for idle talk."

"I know; but you must tryy espeécially with Elder Jones,"

"He's going against me; hegwants ueg to join with them,"

"I think he's jealous of you; that is why you must make a
friend of him."

"You know I%am Wmo good at idle chat, Sarah!"

"If he sides with them, three or four elders will follow him;
we want to stopmthat."

"We will have to fight him then."

"Not till we have to, David. Try everything else first."

"Allright." He sounded doubtful,

"On Sunday, after church, I will ask all the Elders to stay
and break bread with you; only the Elders, no women. I'll put Elder
Jones at your right hand."

"Oh, Sarah! He's such a hypoecrite..."

"We must try this way first. If we have to fight we will. But

try thie first. I will talk to the Elders who are with us so they
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understand, Will you do it, please?"

"Small lying idle chat is so difficult."

"Thie is for a purpose, my love, We must use everything we
have to stop them taking over our church, Even if Elder Jones goesg
over to them we must try ensure nobody else goes with him. If they
gsee you treating him like a brother and if he then etill betrays . ~u,
they will wonder if he will not do the same tc them. It is not juci
for him, It will make the others see."

"Yes, I see; you are right as usual., Why didn't I work it out
like that?"

"You can't do everything; that's why I¥m heBe to help."

He burst out laughing, "Oh, my £aré&hi¥If I didn't know you so
well I'd call you a hypocrite."

She got out of bed, tall amdNgtatuesque and voluptuous in her
nakedness; tight-bellied, figm-breasted; only the flared broad hips
and the strong thighs hfating at the fact thatAbody had borne eleven
children. In the h@Lf-Bight the sight of her nakedness stirred David
afresh, as thouglie Were seeing her naked for the first time. She
sensed the nenewed)stirrings of passion in him and her mind and body
responded. Qulekdy, she poured them each a drink of her special
nectar. How long would this burning passion continue between them?
When would it end? When her body could no longer bear children?
She had been using some of the 0ld women's medicine and it had preven-
ted her becoming pregnant these past three yeare; but there had been
no let-up in the passion; no easing of the pleasure they found in
each other's bodies - as deep and as warm as that very first time,
after the pain of the plercing. ©Sarah uttered a silent prayer; Let
it always be so, Lord.

"Come woman.,"

She knew the meaning of that gruffness in David's voice,
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"You will play the hypocrite then with Elder Jonas.,.."
"Yes, woman; come!"

"We still have much to talk about."

Samson was stlill alive when Noname and the two o0ld women reached
Mount Zion. Desperate, not knowing what to do, Maria allowed the two
0old crones to take over and order and command as though her house
were theirs, They brewed a nourishing broth compounded of meat -
fresh, not salted they insisted ~ and vast_Quantities of green vege~
tables and yellow roots. When this wasgpreduced £o a thick soup,
they ordered help and propped up Samgon's great frame, forced open
his mouth and wedged it, and one #iekd “down his tounge while the other
spooned the broth down his throat.,«It was a long slow process.
When the feeding was done they stripped him naked and bathed his body
in hot water made strong smelling by the herbs they had soaked in the
water, Then they ‘toeck turns mdssaging his stomach and lower abdomen
in firm downward movements, on and on and on till the elder sighed,
dress soaked in 8weat, "It move..." The younger went to the door
and again summom@ help, but only men., Jonas and Noname came in and
were told to raise the lower part of Samson's body and hold it while
the old women spread a pilé of broad leaves under his buttocks., Then,
with the two men holding Samson in a crouching position, the elder
pushed her hand, oiled and shaped into a pointed spatuley up his
rectum. ©She pushed and heaved till it seemed her whole hand was gone;
she worked her hand, groaning and grunting, eyes closed, sweat drippins
down her face; then she withdrew the hand, slowly, and with it came
a foul noxious smell which filled the room and all but choked those

in it for all the open door and open window, When the hand was finall:
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out the elder held up for the younger to see, a hard, stinking,
rocklike 1little black ball., "The cork!"™ a hint of tired triumph ir
her volce. Then Samson's vody voided itself,

"He will live," the elder sald, wiping her hand on a clean
edge of the mound of leaves.

The younger held heév tongue and poured a dark brew down his
throat while the elder removed the pile of fouled leaves from the
bed.

"Allright to put him down now," the younger told the men. "The
drink will make him sleep for a long time,

"They lick him bad," the elder sdidy ¥I saw one take licks
like that in slavery time; he died.q Thissfone is strong; they lick
him so and he lives., That why they eall him Samson, like in the
Bible?"

Neilther Jonas nor Noname &new but Jonas sald: "Yee,"

"You can go," the ‘elder dismissed them. "Tell tire women to
come clean up."

Maria didyallnthe cleaning herself, refusing to allow anyone
to help herygrefuging to allow even Vie or any of the children into
the room till all the muck, all the smell was removed from it. The
two old women cleaned themselvesg and went to the room provided for
them and immediately fell asleep, side by side, utterly worn-out, lilke
two children who had played too hard. When Maria came looking for
them to find out what would happen next, they were in deep eleep,

holding hands, the younger sucking her thumb.

The strangers came up to Cyprus from the Catherine Plain end,
as though coming from Spanish Towm, though they really came from

Kingston. The journey was easier on the animals by way of the road
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to Spanish Town, turning off at Ferry for the steep climb to Cyprus.
This way the climb was much shorter than the climb by way of Liruanea,
There were two of then, both on horseback; a thin white man of small
stature with the dull yellowlsh colouring of one long in the tropical
sun, dresged in black, black trousers, shirt and coat with broad
brimmed black hat; the other was tall with a burnt-copper black skin,
dressed in canvae trousers and shirt bleached white by wear and
weather, with a broad-brimmed straw hat that kept his face permgnently
gshaded., The black rider was the armed one, rifle cradled easily in the
cerook of his arm, machete dangling at his knee on the right side of
the saddle. He stayed a horse's hezd behind the white rider, only
going ahead when they encountered people 6r approached some point of
limited vielbility: a sharp bl&nd{turh in the track, the crest of a
hill, a cluster of trees r@strictipg sight. When these were cleared
he fell back again. They had\gftrted the journey early but the hot
sun had caught up with\them and there waskgfbreeze on this part of
he bilis at this time “of the day, so the white rider sweated profuse-
ly and kept mopping HWde face with a large snow=white handkerchief.

When they refiched the outskirts of Cyprus there was no need to
stop and ask the way: the magnificent church on the slope of the
distant hill, and the large sprawling house near it was their destinae
tion,

"™hat a beautiful place, Joseph!" It was a surprisingly big
volce for that sized body, deep and rich as the notes of an organ,

"Yes, sir," Joseph saild noncommitally.

"Now let us go and take the measure of Pastor David, if Pastor
he is." The white man spurred his tired horse to a gentle ceanter;

the black followed suit., The people of Cyprus stopped what they

were doing to turn and stare, This was the first white man to come
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to Cyprus. VWhite people stayed on the plaine and the big estates;
black people stayed in the hills. As they neared their destination
the white man slipped on his pastor's collar without slowing his
horse, with the ease of something done again and again till it became
instinctive.

Samehow, by word of mouth passed across the landscape by men
in their fieldg, by little boys running with the word from one houce-
hold to the next, the presence and the coming of the strangers was
made know to David and Sarah long before thelr @rrival. So they
were walting when the strangers arrived.

The white man sprang quickly fromils horse and hurried forward,
right hand extended, a warm smile ondis ‘face. He doffed his hat
when he saw Sarah., What a striking womah, he thought as he tilted
his head to look into David's eyes.  So this is Pastor David,

"Pastor David! So gladjtosmeet you at last. We've heard about
your great work. I am\Pastor Rae, John Rae, travelling secretary
for our churcﬁ%s Councdl\of Elders,"

David took),theyextended hand and noted the firmness of the
little man's “grip.

"David Brown," he said formally. Samson had given him, all of
them, that surname; he wondered momentarily how Samson was, "This
is my wife Sarah."

The man bowed slightly and took Sarah's hand: "Mrs Brown...

I hope you do not mind too much my coming like this.,. Our President,
the chairman of our Council of Elders did write twice," He paused.

"Yes, I got the letters," David said. "I do not go Kingston
much.,"

"We thought so, which is why they sent me,"

Something about the man's companion, the man's bodyguard Sarah
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Judged him nageed at the back of Sarah's mind; something familiar,
something that went back to that painful past of the days of bondage.
She had seen him somewhere, or someone very like him, much younger
but still him or someone so like him as to be a twin., And the man,
too, it was apparent, was trying to place Sarah.

"Your companion, Mr, Rae," Sarah said. She would make the
man introduce hies bodyguard.

"Oh I'm sorry, Mrs, Brown. That's Joseph, He looks after me
when I travel. He's a good and falthful servant of the church, We're
very proud of him."

Sarah was not listening to the mang her mind went back in time.
Joseph; Joseph., That was the name of the jJoung boy she had tried to
protect. "That you, Joseph?"

"Yes, Miss Sarah," the man Sadd, as he had said it as a fright-
ened boy Q%ong time ago., His faee remained impassive; only his eyes
glowed.

"Come into tHeWhouse,"™ David said to Rae. "You've brought my
wife a piece of her past. Let them be for while."

Rae fellowed David into the cool dark room, suddenly less
certain of himeelf than he remembered being in a long time,

"You really my little Joseph of long ago? The one I used to
give food out of the window?"

"Yes, Miss Sarah." Still only the gyes shone with feeling.

"Oh Joseph! I never thought I would see you or anyone from
that place again."

She took both the man's hands, squeezed them and led him round

to the back of the housge where the horses would be stabled., And in
her mind she rejoiced; Joseph would know more of Rae's plans than

Rae thought. The past had sent them an ally.
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All day lorgthe two men had fenced with each other, feeling
each other out, testing reactions and resvonses, mentally exploring
each other's possible strengths and weaknesses. They talked about
the land and what grew best on this part of it; about how David and
Sarah began the bullding of their church long before the first
settlers came into the valley.

At one point, as they crested a slight hill that led to Elder
Jones' home, they paused to look back at the chureh., Unexpectedly,
David said: "You know, we were runaway slaveg and our leader, Samson
had killed a man, the driver who had hurt him cruelly. Do you think
God will forgive him?"

Rée Legan to glive one of those egulvocal church answers, then
stopped himeself,

"I don't know; I am met one ‘of those parsons who knows the
thinking of the Lord oAjevery watter. Tell me, what do you think?"

David counteped withjanother question. "Can you put yourself
in Samson's place? ‘Can‘you think of yourself as a slave 2"

"No; and Igannot know the true feelings of a man who was,"

"Can theyLord?"

"What do you think?"

"Like you, I don't know; all I do know ig that hie son was
cruelly whip ed, like Samson, and hung on a cross where he died; the
feelings of such a man, the pain of such a man Samson knows and I
know, Such a one must know how 1t feels to be a slave."

"White mﬁﬁ have been sold into slavery too," Rae said. "And
to thils day, in Africa and the Arab countries brown men and black
men are holding other brown men and black men in bondage,"

"Slavery," David said softly; "Slavery."

"Slavery," Rae conceded. "Cruelty and injustice are not confine’



125

to one people or one race or one nationality."

"I agree; but 1s there no difference between the cruelty and
injustice within one people or one race or one nationality and the
cruelty and injustice of one people or race or nationality against
another?"

"I have not thought about that," Rae saild honestly.

"Perhaps I should have, but I haven't. I will now. My first instinc-
tive reaction is to say all cruelty and injustice are the same, no
matter the circumstances,"

"Think about it and we will talk about It acain.”

Perhaps this 1s the time, Rae thomght.) Al6ud he asked:

"Has this to do with our invitation for (Fou to join with us?"

"Think about it and we willl talk again.a pavid turned the
surefooted mule abruptly and led,the way down the sloping land to
Elder Jones' house. A smally s;iﬁhtly ironic smile flitted acrcss
Rae's face and was gome.) This encounter was proving very different
from any of hi;jggcounters; nothirg simple or straightforward about
it; this man wag inmyeontrol, whatever Jones had told the Elders,
Would be interesting to see how Jones behaves in his presence.

It was Saturday and as was customary people had stopped working
and left thelr fielde in the early afternoon. This valley reminded
Rae of the land of the Shonas in Africa where he had served briefly
before being sent to Jamaica; 1t was a miniature version of that long
Shona valley in which he had first discovered his gift for learning
African languages and hiqﬁbility to get on well with black people,
not because they were childlike, as most of his miscionary colleagues
seemed to think but because they were, for the most part, devastating-

ly and literally straightforward in their dealings with each other

and with everyone else., Those who were not straightforward, the



126

NV k-
cleverly devious ones, stood out in sharp contrast, like the roﬁge
animal or the soclal deviant in a world of accepted conformity. The
ancestors of the people here in Jamaica were brought from another
part of Africa and their ways, overlaid no doubt by the bitter
experiences of slavery, were very different., There's thie weird
assumption that all black people are alike, and if you can deal
succesefully with one group of them you can do go with all of them:
his experience belied this. David's voice cut throush his reverie.

"Do you want to talk about your business?"

"You mean with Elder Jones?"

"Yes"

"I'd prefer to talk with you first." As he said it, Rae knew
he had walked into a trap. He extericated himeelf ss best he could,
knowing the futility of it ‘after hie long awkward pause. "I met
Elder Jones in Kingstond"

David turned his headiand looked into Rae's eyes: "I know.,"

"Wanted to4find out if I'm a liar as well," Rae murmured.

"As well as what, Mr. Rae?"

"Ae welllas gour enemy."

"Are you my enemy, then?"

"You've treated me as such; all this feeling and fencing."

"But are you?"

"That's a hard one, my friend."

"To think about and talk about later?" David supgested. "Like
the purpose for your visit?"

"It is my duty," Rae sald thoughtfully. "If I don't do it,
someone else will. If I refused to come they would send someone else,"

They travelled in silence after that, the surefooted mules

moving easily over the uneven land and the rocke-strewn track to Jones'
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house where the land dipped sharply.

Jones walted for them on his verandah, a big, hearty man, not
quite as tall as David but as broad &nd as strapping. He was still
in his field clothes and these clung tightly to his body. A small
thin woman poked her head out of the door then disappeared again.

“reetings brother Jones," David called. "I think you know Mr,
Rae. I'm showing him around."

A wide ingratiating smile that did not reach his eyes cracked
Jones broad face into a series of mini crescents. "Welcome Pastor
pavid, Pastor Rael!" His voice had a hearty boeming ring. "Just back
from the fields! ©No time to change! BUt eome in, please!l”

Rae spoke quickly, cutting off whatever response David was abtout
to make. "We're just passing, Elder Jones; just wanted to pay my
respects; not stopping. I understand we'll have a proper meeting
tomorrow after church, PasterdDavid and I have much to discuss,”

"Yes! Yes!" Elder Jones boomed., "I understand!"™ He pounded off
the verandah and wrapped both his huge hands around Rae's small pale
extended hand; face,.beaming, eyes coldly calculating. "I hope your
discussionsiare fruitfull"

"I'm sure you do," David said drily.

"Gréet your good lady for me," Rae sald, seeing the small
figure among the dark shadows just incide the door. "I look forward
to meeting her tomorrow." He looked at David and they turned their
mules together, as though by prearrangement.

As soon ag their backs were turned Elder Jones' beaming smile
was replaced by a thoughtful frown. "They're close," he said to

nobody in particular. "Too close..."

The two men rode in silence " for the best part

of half an hour. At last Rae said; "You're a patient man, Pastor
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David.,"

"You will tell me if you want to," David said

"And if I don't you won't ask?,,.I deal with people like that
most of the time; 1ts part of my work., They are the ones who bring
more communities into our fold; but I deal with them &ll the time
and you get to know them and, sometimes, you grow a little tired of
them. Sometimes the tiredness becomes very heavy,"

"Se you turn away from your work?y"

"No; the work goes on; he's not necessary now; he may be,
later, though I hope not. I'd prefer to deal only with you and Mrs,
Brown., You see I don't call her your goodilady.) That is part of
our everyday dishonesties required by, thé work."

"And if you get nowhere with,Samah and me?"

"Oh we'll get somewhere., o, We always do. Rase eounded depressed
"I think it is time for usito sitdown and talk. My friends - the
very few I have - call®me Jocksy I'd like you to."

"Are you oursfriend 2"

"I'd like4to be.™

"By takingwhat is ours?"

"Not taking$ putting it in a larger context,"

"Against our will?"

"No; preferably not."

"But if you have to?"

"I think your wife should be in on this now."

"I'm glad you see that."

"I see more than you think, my friend."

"Then you should see we do not want this union,

"I see that, and more; and I would like you to see what I see

before you close your minds, for your sakes as well as for our sakes,"
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David held his peace and they rode all the way home in silence,

Sarah met them at the door,

"It 1s time to talk," David told her

"The three of us, please," Rae =aid,

David caressed her cheek with the back of his hand, a rare
show of affection in the presence of a stranger. "Let us eat together;
just the three of us. Tell the children."

While Sarah went to arrange matters David led Rae to hls worke
room, & long narrow room attached to the back of the house, jutting
out like a landlocked peninsula, The two longwwalls, east and west,
had open shutters running almost their entire length, and reaching
almost from floor to ceiling, so letilnglim both morning and evening
light; by day the room was permamnéntly bright. A large oil lamp
hung from a celling beam directly above the large desklike table
which contained Sarah's bible, some writing material, three books and
a number of magazines, A,smaller table agalnst the east wall contal ned
a straw tray with a huge yaba of Sarah's nectar and several mugs;
four chairs mmde uputhe reest of the furnishing.

"What & placeé to work and think!" Rae exclaimed. "I envy you,"
He picked up carah's bible, black clothbound, finely printed, much
used, some of the middle part coming away from the back binding, but
clearly handled with much care and love, To the Most High and Mighty
Prince James, By the Grace of God, King of Great Britain, France and
Ireland, Defender of the Falith, &c.

"Sarah brought it with her," David said softly." "She used it
to teach me to read and write. And she used it to teach our older
children when we were alone, before the others came into the valley."

"How long were you two here alone?"

"About ten years," David said,.
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"4 long time."

"Didn't seem so then; there was 8o much to do)to learn., We
needed the time to get to know each other."

"Never lonely?"

"No,"

"che must be a wonderful woman.,"

"Che is."

Sarsh came in at that point. Rae sensed a quick momentary
confusion in David.

"What is she?" Sarah asked. "And which\ghe?"

"He said you must be a wonderful woman."

"And you?" Sarah laughed at him wdth» eyes,

"Not fair," Rae said quickly, ®uddenly sounding very Scot,

"Time to talk," David sald\brusquely.

"Yeeg," Sarah said, ‘eontinu¥ng to laugh at him with her eyes.

Sarah filled three mugs with her nectar; the men made themselves
comfortable in chairs, The mood and atmosphere in the room changed.
Sarah stood by“whe\wide west window, watching the changing light in
the orange sky;oa hill obstructed her view of the sun setting over
the rim of the @aribbean sea,

"Where to begin," Rae sald thoughtfully.

"Wwhy you want to take us over," Sarah said. "That's as good
a point."

"You know our Elders would deny that they want to take you over,'

"I thought we were going to be honest," David said.

"I think it is important that you understand them, their
reasoning, their motives. 1In your own interest."

"And you care about our interest!" Sarah was scoffing.

Rae held up his hand and nodded acknowledgement of the Jab,
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"Allright," David brushed it aside. "What is their motive?"

"Growth and survival; survival and growth; they interact.

Just as contraction or weakening and death interact. You are not
singular in your church here. There are others like yours all over
this land; indeed, all over the world where the Chrietian message has
been carried. There's a bitter struggle going on about it in Africa.
Some of them are true Christian churches, like I believe yours is;
others are distortions, admixtures of christian faith and paganism

or christian faith and superstition or chrigtian faith and animiem.
Among some Africans we found attemptS to graft Christian teaching on
to ancestor worship and spirit worship so0 that rivers ard trees and
rocks assumed odd christian shapesg,..."

"There are no such problems, in/ our case," Sarah said.

"No," Rae agreed. "“But until you are within the fold there is
no assurance that it may not “¢obme to that one day. The purity of
God's message must,never depend for ite survival and perpetuation on
any one or two Persens. A day will come when you two will not be
here and others who may not be like you may inherit your church and
your responelbilities. All your work may then be distorted and your
church may be used to serve someone's wish for personal power over
others,"

"And thies 1s not possible within your fold?" David cut in.

"You know it is. The history of the Church of Rome is replete
with instanceg of men using the power of the church for personal
power over others. That was one lmportant reason for the Reformation
and the Protestant breakaway. But even there, the fact of the wide
all-embracing nature of the Roman Church ensured that those who used

the church for personal power would, sooner or later, be brought under
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the control of the true meaning and teachings of the church. The
very nature of the church ensured the victory of its self-cleansing
power and the ultimate defeat of those who would distort its purpose.
So nelther Popes nor Princes prevailed for long in thelr attempts

to use the church to serve other than christian ends. It is that
structure which we talk about as the fold which ie the strength of
the church. The church must maintain and strengthen that structure.
So we must bring all the independently established 1little churches
into the fold."

"And if you don't?" Sarah asked.

"Then the structure will be weakened. Lo the extent that the
so=-called independent churches are allowed to grow and flourish to
that extent will the corporate ehlristian community be damaged, As
the one grows and gains authority the other must shrink and loce
authority. That is the nature of things."

"wait," David saidy "Let's make sure we understand you. Are
you saying that the survival of your church demands the destruction
of oirs?"

"Not $he degtruction. The taking into the fold."

"And that is not destruction? You say you must take what is
ours and turn it into what is yours and that is not destruction of
what is ou%?“

"Peace, my friend. To destroy ies to wipe out. We do not want
to wipe out your church. We want to bring it into the wider fold of
all other like-minded churches practising the same form of worship.
We offer you the greater strength of a wider community. We czn send
you preachers and teachers to help with your work. We can see that
your school has more books and other supplies for your children;

that your mothers get regular help and instruction.”
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"And for those benefits we must give up our independence?"

"We all of us surrender our independence, or a measure of it,
to the greater whole and derive the greater benefit., Surely that 1s
reasonable,"

"If it ie your choice," Sarah said.

"If it is your free choice," David said.

"But it is," Rae said, "We cannot force you to join us."

"And what if we don't?" Sarah slipped into a chair and braced
herself. Better to get it over with,

"I would be very sorry," Rae said sofff¥ym, ‘his big voice Jucst
above whisper. "I came here not caringg®dolme my duty because it
is my duty. Now, because I've met you and/seen this place and know
something of how it came about,WIf caped

"But not enough to tell them W6 leave us alone..." Sarah
said. .

"If I did they Wwould not listen; and I can't let my caring
interfere with what$ ‘must héppen. And they would not let me. Flease
understand. They ean't just leave you alone and pretend this place
does not exfet. ITf they did a score of independent churches would
refuse to join %¥He fold and a score more would pop up here and there...'

"And soon the fold of which you speak would be too weak to
impose its will. And that cannot be allowed to happen, rieght?"
David's voice was bitter now, and tingélwith suppressed anger,

"What will they do," Sarah asked, remote and deliberate and
cold: "What will they do if we refuse?"

"He's part of 1t," David said harshly, "Their agent."

"Please, David." She looked searchingly at Rae in the fast

gathering gloom, trying to read his mind but his eyes were in shadow,
"What will they do?"
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"You will not notice it immediately but things will begin to
to happen. Another place of worship to begin with, a place like Elder
Jones'; then a visiting pastor and more help and things than you can
give., You may know we've already got a plece of land where we can
build a church and school, thanks to yourown generous allotment
policy..."

Sarah nodded, Joseph had told her of the parcel of land they
had brought from Elder Jones,

Rae's voice droned on quietly..."ILwill De slow and steady.
And in the end we will win., We've done 1t.,all before; we have great
experience at it. Whatever you decide,fbejsure of one thing: we
will win in the end because we must win and because we 'are stronger
than you.,"

"And the Christian justice of "it." Sarah asked,

"Is there really .,such an €sue involved? Think of it. You
have founded a good community here, a Christian community and you
have brought that commanity the message of the Lord as best you can,
and I think you'haveéndone a wonderful work, But the church will tell
you you are net qualified to minister the gospel; it needs more than
Just the will and an intimate knowledge of the Bible. And the church
says to you,'well done, thou good and faithful servant' we are now
ready to take over the work from here; come into the fold., And if
you say 'no' the church begins its own work which it must do, Where
does the matter of Christian justice come into that?" No Mrs. Brown,
I hate to say it but I see no question of any kind of Jjustice or
injustice involved,"

"Only of power," David said bitterly.

"Yes; the power and the survival of the church.,"
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"And those who were slaves are not good enough to manage their
own churches; only thoce who were once the slaver=-owners!”

"Your anger 1is just," Rae said heavily. "But it will change
nothing.

"And you care nothing."

"I do care, my friend, but..."

"You are not my friend." David's rage was towering now,

"David, my dear," Sarah's volce caressed him, and Rae was
startled by the effect; the man's rage dissolved instantly. Then
she moved her head slightly and spoke to Ra€: "You say you care.
if you care, tell us what to do. Or wodldj)that be a betrayal of
those who sent you, of yonur side? WhHat apé we to do to be left alone?"

Wou will be left alone,"gRae sadd.

"With your rival church in‘our valley..."

"Yes; nelther you nor Igcafi stop that."

"So we can do nothing?" Sarah pressed him,

"You can do nothing..."

"che does ‘mot “méan surrender," David said.

"I knowjthatlj neither do I; certainly not in the long run."

"pavid," Sarah appealed. "Yes, Mr. Rae..."

"Please bear with me," Rae said. "It's not easy to explain,
but you two have learned patience here, and this requires patience
to understand and patience to carry through successfully."

A member of Sarah's extended household came in and 11t the
lamp; she was followed by two others carrying trays of food which
Sarah arranged on the table. The helpers withdrew; Sarah motioned
the two men to settle down to the food. David said grace, and then
they ate the meal of succulent smoked hog, roasted breadfruit, a

spinach=llke green called callaloo and avocado pear. Near the end
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of the meal Sarah said: "Please go on, Mr. Rae,"

"Call it what you will," Reae said slowly. "Call it the
official church or the establishment or the white chureh - and it
did, hnwever willingly or unwillingly, collaborate with the slave
gystem, as you say = it is, at bedrock, part of a system of order,

a way of doing thinges in a managed and organised way which ensures
stability. Anything outside that system which threatens the strength
of that system. also threatens the stability. Do you see what I am
trying to say?"

"I understand," Sarah said noncommitally,

"If you do then you will undergtanfl that within the system
all thinfe are possible; 1t is evem DQscible to change the system
itself from within., That is what\the Reformation was all about. Our
protest was against the dogmatic domination of Rome. It took time,
If you want to protegtWarains® the domination of the church in the
colonies by white@eople from Europe then, as we have done with our
reformation, younmuet first be within the fold. And as we did from
Rome, you will meet great resistance, and you will suffer setbacks,
but because YQu will not be agalinst the system even the cetbacks
will have elements of victory because they will compel changeg within
the system."

David,coldly thoughtful now, said: "You are telling us to give
up the independence of our church we now have, to submit to you,
become part of your fold, and then try to change you. Why should we?"

"Because," Sarah cut in, "He says that is the only way we can

survive,"
"More than survive," Rae sald. "Take over, in time, something

bilgger than you could ever builld by yourselves. You, and people like
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you could, in time, become the Council of Elders. You ynurself
could become the President."

"But you are not part of the Church of Rome," Sarah sald.
"You broke away to be independent.,”

'We were of the fold, in the fold, till we were driven out.
You must be in the fold, you must be part of the system, if you are
to challenge it, to change it successfully, even to break it up.
You cannot stay outeide and do so; it will destroy you."

"So we are back at the thing of power," David said.

"All of l1life has to do with power," Q‘;~U impatiently.%
r

1 you yourgelf are reacting to a challeng ower,"

"We did not build it at anyone@xpense; we took nothing

from anybody else.," *
"And" Sarah said. "W alwe\ ed it morally, as the Bible

teaches.,"

"You were fortunatgd Things were clear and simple for you

for a longer time t r most others. That simplicity cannot

continue., The e ower 1eg complex and difficult and the church,
irn all its 8, has a greater experience in the use of power than
any of the other systems on earth. That is why we know your 1indepen-
dence threatens our power even while we admire you for it. That is
why we say come into the fold and shape us to your deeires, That vay
we will not have to destroy you."

"Having taken away our independence," David jeered.

"And offered a greater," Rae said.

"On your terme, through your system, through your eyes."

"That is the difficulty," Rae sald. "And I do not know the
answer to that one, We broke with Rome but go on trying to live by

the purest and highest moral laws first laid down by Rome,"
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"Not Rome," Sarah said. "The Lord Jesus himself, Mr. Rae."

"True. But without the system, without the structures of
power developed by Rome, and later by us, without our massive
orgainsation and power the teachings of the Lord Jesus would not
have girdled the earth and so dominated men that even great temporal
powers bow before it. It would have remained small and obescure."

"And still," Sarah said softly,“with all your power you cannot
leave one little independent church in one little valley in the
hills alone,"

"Because the church and the nature of chureh power can be
fragmented and destroyed that way. Itim&y wmot appear to happen
because of you or your church, butgpeagh thing lives and grows or
withere and dles at the expense Of something else; if your kind of
church grows it must be atjthe expense of our system. But you can
make that system your ‘@wn andWtake it over in time. I believe that
is what will happem one day. And I believe people like you two can
be the pioneers@Wfor\that day."

David murmared: "And Saten said bow down before me and I will
give you all ®hegdearth.,"

"Let us not assault each other with the scriptures," Rae
protested, "They can be used to make my case ac well as yours; they
will not help us in this instance.,"

"And if we join," Sarah ssid. "What will we have to do?"

"Submit yourselves to guidance; some instructions, perhaps.

We manage these matters carefully so there will te no loses of dlgnity,
no loss of respect. Your case would be special, this I can promise
you. It would suit us for you to sit on the Council of Flders but

there would first have to be the special instruction and ordination."
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"I was a member of your church as a slave," Sarah cut in.

"I was baptised after instruction. I gave David that same instruction
and I baptised him as I was baptised, The laying:E} hand is unbroken,
Christ's apostles who first preached the gospel did not have licences
or black suite or white collars.

Rae nodded and smiled. "That was before the church became a
power system, Mrs. Brown., Today 1t is a power system, the greatest
in the world, and it must have rules. We will apply them with due
care."

"As you rob use of our independence withWdue carel"

"Please, David," Sarah calmed hip" agatm. “"And where will it
lead then, Mr. Rae?*¥ What would happen(ito our church? Qur school?

Who will be in charge?"

"There are different waysWofhandling these things..." Rae
stopped abruptly, peered atWthefwoman's shadowy face in the lamplight.
"Why are you asking these things when the answersdo not really interest
you, Mrs. Brown?"

"To try and understand you, Mr Rae; to understand what manner
of man can ‘¢eome and do these thinge and say they are done in the name
of God."

"In the name of the church, Mrs. Brown; in the name of the
church."

"The church of God or the church of man?"

"They are one and the same, But about me, ma'am, it is simple;
I'm a cog in a great machine, conscious of the power of that machine
and the rules for the using of that power. Within the rules I can

use that power, even to make things easler and more bearable for
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Presidenfof the Counclil of Elders would be nothing without that
machine: 1t 1s what gives us power individually and collectively.

If you can see that then what I feel or what you feel is only import-
ant within the framework of that machine."

"But you are a man," Sarah protested. "You have soul and
conscience, You have choice, free will..."

"I'm beginning to think he's right, Sarah, "David cut in.
“Think about it. Remember our long talke about the church and slavery?
They tried to make Christlians of us, they madeta Christian of you,
without preaching against slavery. They wanted us to be good Christ-
ians and good slaves at the same time./ Remember Samson'e anger
about that."

"And yet," Rae saild. "It was the work of the church, more
than anything else, that led to abolition,"

"Not here; not among usy' David objected.

"But still the chureh," Rae retorted. "To be tolerated here,
to be allowed to do . its work here, the church had to appear to
acquiesce.,"

"The parpson/visited the great house," Sarah gaid coldly. "I
know, I was there, 1 saw it., He was the friend of the owners, not
the slaves; they entertained him and he saw the slaves through their
eyes, The one who came to our plantation had no feeling for us, no
Christian love. I was young but I see it,"

"He was part of the system," Rae said.

"And the system was slavery," David said.

"And yet we ended slavery," Rae said. "Without wholesale
slaughter or murder. We ended it by using the system. But there is

point to your criticism. It would have been easier now if we had

made 1t plain then, if the church had made it plain to the slaves
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then, especially the Christian slaves, that accepting the fact of
glavery did not mean that the church was approving of it. We made
the mistake, we still make the mistake, of confusing illiteracy

with ignorance, as though people who cannot read and write cannot
think and reason. And so, knowing that what we were doing was really
in their interest, we did not bother to make the slaves understand
our motives and our purpose, We dealt with you as wise parents with
foolish children. I think that was wrong."

"You still do it," Sarah said.

"Really? Is that what I am doing now? Telling you the harsh
truth about power and the use of power that the ¢hurch might survive
and flourish? I don't think you are(beimg/fair this time, Mre, Brown!“

It was Sarah, this time, Whoé exploded: "Fair! You talk to me
about fairness! You come here and t€ll us you are elther going to
take over or destroy our church énd then you talk to me about not being
fair! No, Mr. Rae! That)ls treating us like children!"

"You are beingwnfair, Mrs, Brown," Rae insisted quietly.

"I think I understamnd why but it is still unfair., You are turning an
argument of ‘reason into one of feeling; and I can no more argue with
your feelings than you can with mine. We can try to understand each
other's thoughts, we can even try to understand each other's feelings.
What we cannot in consclence do is argue the superlority of one set
of feelings over another, I have told you the intentions and methods
of our church and I have laid it out before you openly and in good
faith, holding back nothing. Would you have preferred me to make it
less frank, less open, less forthright? I could have done it, you
know, I've done it before now, God help me. Would you really have
preferred not to know all that is involved in the choice you make?"

"Peace," David eald. "It has become too personal. We are not
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will talk again tomorrow,"

David rose and 1lit a small oil lamp, went to the door‘opened
1t,and walted for Rae. Rae and Sarah rose and faced each other, £the
towered over the little man. They seemed awkward with each other.,
Impulsively, Sarah offered him her hand.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Rae. This means much to us; it is all our
life."

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Brown; sorry to be the one to bring these
tidings; sorry there is no way I know for $®his npt to happen."

Sarah straightened her back, raiegefl her chin, seeming even
taller, more statuesque. Rae turned and followed David out of the
room. Sarah remained, puttingeqthie used dishes together., DNDavid led

ae to the room where Nondme had €lept but Rae waes in no mood for

sleep. This, he knew, would be one of those restless nights which
afflicted him fromatime to)time, whenever his faith was disturbed
or undermined and his spirits troubled.

"I am not Bilkely to sleep," he said to David at the door,

There was Q%Vbond of understanding between them now; both men
seemed unwilling to part with each other,

"Then why do you do this?" David asked.

"Someone has to."

"Not necessarily you."

"Someone with less feeling, perhaps?"

"You know what I mean.,"

"We do not want to destroy what you have here,"

"Does 1t matter?"

"I think it does; and so do others. They know more about you

and your work than you think."
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"It won't be the same; it can't be the same. It's already
started changing."

"I know, That's why I didn't want to stop at Elder Jones' >
I look at him and become afraid of what might come. Change can be
terrible at times, and the worst part is that you cannot stop it
even if you see that it is not for the best."

"Not even through the power of your system?"

"I'm not arguing our case now,"

“"Sorry. There's rum in the house; want m& to bring you some,"

"No., Can I walk out to your church?%

"Yes; it's always open."

"Expected it to be."

"Want me to come?"

"'I'd 1ike to be alone,"
“Allright then; goednigh®h 4 Stay out as long as you like. The
house will be open. There&lll be someone about if you want anything!

"Devid...Pastor Dawid."

David stopped amd turned back.

"If youleould manage the change, if they agreed to leave you
to manage the change, only helping ¢here is needed, would you Jjoin
us then? Don't answer now; think about it."

"Allright. I'll think about it; but you know it will not be
our change: it will not come out of our conditions and our needs;
it will be your change, whoever manages it.,"

"It 1s the damage I fear," Rae said,

"Then leave us alone," David said softly.

"You know we can't., I've explained that,"

"Then the responsibility for the damage must be yours too,"

"That ie easy. Systemeof power find no difficulty taking
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responsibllity for damage and destruction; that is why wars are made
so easily, why people can be put in chains, why even the church can
be so brutal at times. And still we cannot function without systems,
Systems are faceless, conscienceless, heartless; but they impose
order and keep the peace and make the furfture posesible."

"Then why worry about the damage," David said coldly.

"Why will you not understand..."

"You mean why will I not surrender. To understand, as you
want, is to surrender, That 1s what you want, §YIt is not enough to
take what 18 mine. You want me to tell yowlit I®right for you to
do it, not in so many words, perhaps, bt /by Understanding. Well,

I will not, 1If you have any more con€ciefice than the system in
whose name you excuse this wickedness)then let that consclence eat
into your soul! I will not understand! I will not see with you!
I will not give you my @mind."\Pavid walked away, his bilg body a
moving monument of contained rage.

For a longgmomentadohn Rae stood hy the door, the hot little
01l lamp growing hot®er in his hand, a quiet depression over him.

How often he had done this sort of work; and each time it was different
from any other time before, This time it was more personally painful
because these two had revived old spiritual doubts. The strength of
their faith wae its simplicity: do whaet is right and thou wilt find
favour in the eyes of the Lord and his blessing wlll fall on thee

and protect thee all the days of they life, Or is there more to it?
We, the body of the church, are the consclience of the system; we do
what we do for the greater glory of the church. Then why do the good
one’, the best among them, resist us so hard? Why is it onlgfﬁg win
over the self-seeking and the crooked; why do we often have to break

the good and the upright and destroy their works? Oh, Lord, give me
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the strength to persuade these two to come into the fold, to walk
with us and continue the work they have started here. For thy name's
gsake, Amen., John Rae placed the little lamp on the bedside table,
ensuring it was near nothing which could catch fire, then he left

the little room and found his way to the back door leading out of the
house and up the sloping hill to the church. The moon had not yet
risen so the land was darker than usual. A dog barkaéearby, half-
announcing, half-challenging his presence, A voice, person unseen,
growled: "Is allright; is parson, hush." The dog was silent. He
felt and smelled a fine mist coming down om' the Walley. And suddenly
he remembered his lonely childhood in afcrofter's cottage among the
Scottish hills, Not the same, really$ ve®¥y much colder and very much
bleaker. So why this strong rémembrance? At other times of deep
depression his mind had slipped bagk to those hard yet tranquil childe
hood days. But never ag sharply’ and strongly as this night, Beyond
the strength of our systemy beyond the indisputable reality of the
harsh logic of the needs \for the survival of that system what right
have we to destroy the work of good people like these? 1Is survival
justificationyenough? He talked of 'our' change and 'your' change.
They need;to guidance from us and our system to get to this point.
Would they get beyond it, perhaps beyond our system, by themselves if
we left them to themselves? But how can we leave them alone... Guide

us, O, Lord that we may do thy will...

David stood at the open window of their bedroom, Sarah was in

bed, her long halr, out of 1lts tight knot, now made a kinky dark halo

\
round her face.
"He's entering the church," David said. "His spirit is really

troubled,"
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"If he is a good man," Sarzh said thoughtfully. "Then he
should let others do this dirty work."
"Not dirty, my dear; not from their standpoint. Painful,

perhaps, unpleasant perhaps but, again their standpoint, very

necessary." L

"Then why hie distress? He's not going back to them to say;
Don't do this, or, I think it is wrong to do this,"

"You are being unfalr to him, Sarah. You know that doing what
you are sure is right can still cause you digtress. Want me to
remind you of some of the times you yourself were so distressed?"

Sarah's mood changed, and her vgiee with it. "You're suddenly
very clear-headed., Why, my David?smWhat are you seeing?"

"Think of him," David's velce was almost impersonal., "Think
hard about him and all we said to each other.,"

"Allright; now what?"

"For all the @gower of)his system, for all his knowledee that
we cannot resist 4t and win, he gtill wante our agreement. Think,
They didn't ask fer our agreement to turn us into slaves.,"

"But thew,ddd use some of the slaves to become drivers," Sarah
said.

"Now you are thinking," David approved. "And the drivers had
to agree because they were the only slaves with some sort of cholce,
They could choose to drive the others and get the benefits of being
drivers or they could refuse and remaln like the others and often
suffer more punishment for having refused. Did you kiow Samson
refused to be a driver?"

"You never told me. That why they hurt him so?"

Partly. But you see now why he is so anxious to win us over?

They want drivers to drive the souls and spirites of our people into
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obedience to them. It is a kind of slavery of the mind instead of
the body."

"A glavery of the mind; a slavery of the spirit." Sarah mused,
VDavid, it's a terrible thought. Does he understand this?"

"I don't know, We must finqout; make him understand."

"Then what?"

"Then nothing. He must understand, that is all; and we must
understand."

"Is it fair to him, David? He does not have the choice the
slave driver had. He cannot say no without betraying his own kind,
When the slave refused to be a driver he was Yoyal to his own and
still a slave., If this man refused to do"his church's bidding he
would be disloyal to hie own ahd ‘€eastjout of his world,"

"But Sarah, this mangwants Wg to beo‘h‘l to our own., He is
like the agent of the slavemaster who says to us you come and be
our driver of black souls‘and we will take care of you."

"He has others whe will do it, if we refuse,"

"We know that,“@and he knows that. So why does he trouble with
us?”

"He told us himself," Sarah said., "They don't want to destroy
what 1s here already if it can be avoided; take over and build on it.
That is what they want. And that part of it ig reasonable, even to
me.™ VUhat ie not reasonsble ‘¢ to take it against our will,"

"You do not need reason when you have power,"

"Then why the attempt to reason with us."

"Because the conquest of the mind is the most complete victory."

"Then it is not Just our church."

"No. He told us so himself. He was honest with us."

"To make us over, not in God's image but in their image."
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"So that we see the world and ourselves through their eyes,
as they see us. We must make him understand that, Sarah,"

"What makes you think he does not already?"

"Because he's out there, my dear. Becausge his spirit is
troubled, Becausge I think he is a good man,"

"Oh, my David," she protested in sxasperation. "What makes
him a good man? His good language? The good manners with which he
tells us they are prepared to bulld another church here and turn
the people against us? No, my David. A good man would see that
what we are doing 1s good and glve us his Heélp or\leave us alone,

You know that."

"And what of their system? Are you saying a good man will
not become part of thelr system? “All jtheir power, all their strength
1s founded on their systemd He 1s9a man of their system, We cannot
say th&at because a man 4s a sepvant of his own system of power he
cannot be a good man."

"Jesue stoed up apgainst the system of his day," Sarah said,
"And the system degtroyed him, Were those who destroyed him good
men?”

"For there to be good order there had to be a system to control
and manage the power, Those who opposed the system were bound to be
destroyed by it."

ngg oM

"So this 1s something you and I have not really thought about
until now, It is not simply good men and bad men, Sarah. Thie is
the thing we have not seen and could not see as long as we were here
alone. First Samson, and then your Bible, tBught us to work together

and to build together, and so it has been with all the other communi-

ties of these hills who escaped from slavery or turned their backs on
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the slave ways of the plains and plantations when slavery wae ended,
What we did not see is that thelr system will not leave us alone,
Perhaps it cannot leave us alone, Perhaps thelr system has to

take over and take over and take over until it has control of all
the world,"

"And turn everybody into drivere for their system or else
destroy them?"

"Perhaps that too, my Sarah,"

"But why, David? Why?"

"Becausge anything not under their powernthreatens it, He
said so."

"I know that; what I want to kinow(is why do they have to have
this power, Why 1& it such a terribledfire in them, driving them
to such terrible things?"

"I don't know," Davidysgaid heavily, "Let us see if he does."

' There was a long eilence in the room after that. gSarah
snuggled deeper under the light bedeclothing. The high pitched whine
of a seclitary mesquito was cut off suddenly as 1t pascsed too close
over the lamp and Wae instantly scorched to death, Sarah allowed
body and mind to"relax.

"Come to bed," she murmured sleepily, as she had done count=-
less times over the years, and then, 3gfting off, half-heard him
adjust the shutters of the window, half-heard him move acrosgs the
room to his bedside chalir, half~heard the heavy thud of the big
booteg, the rustle of the shedding of clothes, felt the bed sag with
his weight, then felt him and leaned her head against hies chest and,
feeling safe and secure, slipped into a deep untroubled sleep.

David lay thinking and brooding for nearly an hour more, then he, Tio

deliberately put all thought out of his mind and fell into a deep
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sleep.

Only John Rae, alone in the quiet and dark and austere high-
ceiliné%%hurch, was too disturbed and restless for sleep.

The morning sun cast a wag£>spe11 of tranquility over the
church on the edge of the wide valley. People, in their Sunday
best, came strolling to the church from miles around, the gay bright
coymlours the women wore challenging the gentle warmth of the sun.
They came in twos and threes and in larger family groups, men and
women, boys and girls, and a large number of, 0ld grannies their
heads tied with the coloured bandanasg of slavery times. The younger
women wore pretty woven straw hats decor@ted with coloured ribbons
of white and red and blue and pinks, The men looked awkward in Jacket
and tlies and unfamiliar Sunday<¢hats,/the boys uncomfortable at having
their usually bare fect ernglaved ¥n heavy shoes and boots,

Sarah and David and John Rae received the congregation under
a huge breadfruit @greeyneap the church door, surrounded by the Elders
of the church. Eseh member was introduced to the visiting white
Pastor who had a‘handshake and a word of welcome for each. Then
they gravitated to friendes and acquaintances and the talk become
spirited and lively and the atmosphere that of a Sunday morning out-
door party.

Elder Jones and the three Elders who were his supporters in
the move to have theilr church join the greater church based in
Kingston on whose behalf the viesiting Pastor was here, stayed self=-
importantly close to the vistor, ensuring that all the congregation
saw where they were, Without any sign of rudeness Rae kept his
distance, speaking to David or Sarah when not greeting a new member

of the congregation,

At one point Sarah leaned toward Rae and whicspered: "You must
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not ignore your supporters, Mr Rae,"

"Wish I could," Rae whispered back, a wicked twinkle in his
eyes.,

"Mr. Rae!" Sarah protested, only half in Jest.

"Mre, Brown!" Rae mocked back in perfect mimicry of her, and
roared at his own humour,

"Youlre very cheerful thie morning." David said,

"There's a time to weep and & time to laugh," Rae szid. "I
want to laugh on this beautiful morning. I wep% enough last night."

Briefly, David's eyes met Rae's, K

"For us?" David murmured. @

h r

"For myself," Rae said, noiing m caress of a woman's

voice in laughter somewhere jusgt ‘ 1im,
"sarah wondered whether at&‘v man should do your work,"

"Am I a good man?_ Does d Christian have to be a good man?

And what is being goodWinWthis instance?"

"David thinks u it is serving your system," Sarah said.

"What do

"Can a ‘®ood man serve a bad system?"

"You have Judged it then?"

"Explain the lust to power that would control everything. 1Is
that not your system?"

"Let him laugh for now, Sarah," David cut in. "Come; it is
time to begin."
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