VI@® REID'S EASY HISTORY

Coachman Joe and Planter GeoOrge were,
in a manner of speaking, relics of a
couple of encounters. They shared a mutual
sire, one of the old breed of hard=-riding
*\\\~2ignters who could creak saddles in a dozen
T Quarter cabins any smoky Sangaree evening.
The difference lay in, that George,
being a Great House baby, was legal as
hell. Joe was midwifed in the Quarters;
next day his ma returned to the field.
George was white; Joe was mulatto.
George and Joe grew up together. George
stayed a bachelor; and although he laid
about in the Quarters like a parish bull,
the old genes generated no progeny. As some
are star-crossed, the unlucky devil was,
in a manner of speaking, moon-crossed.
After George had dropped dead from
whoring and liquor, it was discovered that

rather than leave the property for the State
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haw%g to peck over, he had willed the whole

N
stagg ering deal to his beloved slave-coachman

and brother, Joe.

Joe had turned out to be a steady, most
moral fellow, %, as it must to all men, the
time came when Joe felt the old Adam stirring
in him. However, unlike his stupid half—brother,
he more than merely rose to the accasion. He
shot the bolt on his libido by freeing a pretty
slave girl named Cobina and marrying her.

Joe, although a man of Property, was a
prudent man. He had to be. Tt was the law. The
goddam law flatly stated that an ex-slave who
misbehaved himself could be ironed-up again.
Not like these mealy-mouthed days where they

shackles
carry the[ﬁ&&&&ﬁl& behind their backs as they
sneak up on you. Those were clean, honest days
of straightforward slavery.

But, lets get back to the mainstreanm,

With all his worldy wealth, Joe walked

softly. For example:
ITEM. He refused for a lonec +t4ime



to use the coach=-&-four
his brother George had willed
to him.
ITEM. He never took to the
public road whthout the
blue cross-patch on his
shoulder (right) to show
that he was once a slave.
ITEM: He would step from
the sidewalk into the dust
for any white scallawag who
happened out.
But sometimes he felt bleak, by God.
wasnt he a wealthy man? Yes? And

almost white? No?

bleaker
One kwmdmicex Palm Sunday he almost

lost his head through a sudden impulse
to ¥¥ take phaeton to the parish church
in Falmouth. Luckily, in Cobina, he had

a wife whose good sense was scandalous.
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Since he was so religiously inclined that
Sunday, she took him through canefield tracks
to the wattle~&-daub where the property
slave-preacher babbled every bit as good as
the Falmouth priest (though he exercised
his calling in secret).

But,again, as it must to all men, there
came a time when poor Joe could hold the line

on his anger no longer. *t came at Yule.

Yule, in those days, had a luxury look
like no fat fellows in bonds & stocks could,
today, emulate.

Whole

XHH%¥Y steers and great ham hinds. Barrels
of sherry and port. Madeira and hock. A .res
of silk and other finery. Floods of merriment
covering the countryside in a slow, stupen-

brutality.
dous sweep to wash away a year's/sxvagetryx

Yule, in those days, was a truly family
affair. In big house and barracks, in boudoir
and yard, folk made ready for the three

days jollity. Above all, a family affair. And
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IXA® was what bugged Joe.

Poor Joe grew more morose as the days

wore on. In today's talk, we would say he

was hung up.
thOSRSBEGME. He wanted a family Christmas,
but how in holy Jesus could he pull in the
family from five parishes, and furnish the
kind of cuisine the Christmas spirit kindled,
without offending buckra? Especially the
poor-white buckra who lurked back of every
bush, ready to pounce you back in iroms if
you spat crooked?

"My father had no familyhn Jamaica, but
there are Mf lots of my mother's people
about," he moaned to Cobina. "I bought them
their freedom when I came into money. Free-
dom! Yet, I cannot have them for Christmag,
Pecause such feastings and doings and all xhax
those people visiting me, may offend the
buckra."

Cobina held his head at her waist and

kneaded
xuigkan- the medulla obloqggta.
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"And even if we got them safely through
the roads without arrest, how could we provide
them with all the fine victuals one should
have at Christmas?" he mumbled. "If the poor-
white buckra find out we're buying up all the
expensive foods, they may say we're getting
uppity and go to the magistrates."

Cobina felt for the big hunk of man. B8
gn.her deep woman's head, she concocted a ploqﬁt
“"If the buckras and the magistrates
get together, they'll play pranks with our

freedom," the big lug groaned, his head
buried at her chest.

Cobina could hardly conceal a sneer at
the stupid slob. What she did was to put on Hem
f#ee the Madonna-look, the mystique thing,
half-goddess, half-gut ache,with which women
mask their feelings when UEEESIESTENES they
are reminded by sudden, swift, intuitive force
that men are a pain in the ass.

"Rest easy, my husband," she said, digging

into
g.gR her black folk lore for the appropriate
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mot. "'When ram-puss walk softly, bulldog

dream him sleep deep.'"

And so I've brought you, engagingly
I hope, to the nub of our storg.
The nub?
A nostalgic look through a keyhole
bill
of history at a true grocery/#s from those

lousy yes¥eryears.

Now, back to Cobina.

Cobina's two-fold effort which she
hoped would lay the ghost in Joe once and
for all, was to:

a) bring home Joe's large
clan, in secret; and

b) spread the kind of gourmet
board whose groasnings would,

for generations, be a legend
from



the Cockpits to Cuna Cuna Pass.

No less would do for a man with a
sore head the size of Joe's.

Calling three of her trustiest
slaves, bold horsemen al%jang holders of
travel permiis, she sent them to drum up
Joe's relations.

"T'ell them to come in their field
clothes, Wgaringkhe blue cross on *heir
shouiers," Cobina said, standing in the
yar?énd looking up at her bold horsemen.

"Tell them to come by foot and to
bring all these things in their headloads,
so if a Jjealoug poor-white buckra should
stop them on the freedbm rovad, it will be
seen they're #WE¥ merely hucksters selling
fine foous for the buckra table."

A smart, prudent woman.

"Tell them they should buy what-

ever they must. I will pay them back



when they get here."

SRS RPORREPEREN Slc hoo it
plottedlf easy as all-fall-down.

all

"So @R us our grocery-lists, ma'am,"
the bold horsemen sgid.

So she/f!lll the 1list; for in those
days, slave-folk were toqbusy building a

‘&M%M«ﬁ‘,
country to bother aboutﬂthe books.

"Say to our people.in St Ann," she
said, "to bring the following for Marse Joe's
table. Iring MR prime fillet from the
Pedro Cockpits at one-and-tenpence a pound

Aol glo
——= and - e mec in the eye. Bring butter
at sevenpence a pound. Homemade butteg,not
that rancid stuff tpe Jews sell, brought in

;éﬂ/’”\
from County Cork of;-/ _the wild North American
Colonies in s:iling ships. Bring lots of
tongue at three-&-nine ezch, and veal at

sevenpence & pound."

She turned to face the second bold
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horseman upon his palomino gelding.

"Say to our relatives in St rliza-
beth they should wring the necks of the

items:

followingp Pammsesmme vild ducks at six
shiilié; a pair; capons at teqkhillings a
pair; hens at five shillings a pair. Ty
Bggs for no more than sevenpence a dozen."

Then to the one who would be gzllop=-
ing east, she cent to _say to the relatives
in &t Thomass

"Tell them liarce Jose will appreciate
much black c¢raks and mullet from the Plan-

Ve
tein Gerden river. B ctop by those of our

people in ot Catherine and tell theéﬂbring
beans and cucumbers, lettuce and artichokes,
potetocs, carrots, onions and any vegetables
they lay hands on."

The horses turned on their hind
hooves, forefeet pawing high. Fine savannsh

beasts, of proud shoulders and narrow flanks,

good for long, steady gazllops.
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"Tell them to comc, all walking-foot,
with the blue-patch on their shoulders so if
a poor-vwhite buckra sees them on the road,
he'll think they're nobodies, just higglers."

So Joe's folk came from five
parishes, walking with their blue
shoulder patches,into WOLF.

end
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(3 % INTRODUCING THOSE TWO DOUGHTY SCOUTS, ANTONIO & MORALE

HOW A THOUSAND IRISH LASSIES OBFUSCATE TODAY*S CENSUS TAKERS

- or

w

by Vic Reid

The two lay in a hollow of a boulder on the brow
of the Red Hills. Below them lay the Liguanea, the great
savammah to the sea. There, glinting in the sun, sat Pas=
sage Fort, Port Royal and the harbour. On their right,
the rocky Soldier's Road took off from Passage Fort
to Saint Jago town.

The men were bare, save for pantaloons. Their
naturally black skins were burnt deep in the pore. The
boulder was hot.

"Such a nice, hot place," Antonio said. "We should
have brought some women."

"Roll over to your back, amigo, it will be
easier," Morales observed.

Antonio grinned.

"pDid I ever tell you about that Ibo girl I met in
the W@k port of Antonio. over on the north coast?"

"Si. And the one in Savannah la Mar. And the one
in Rio Bueno. And the highborn Spanish woman up on Mount
Diabolo whose spread you ramrodded for a year," Morales
said, using the Spanish equivalent for a ranchero boss,

"and all the rest. Roll over on your back, Senor Cojones."

They chuckled and shifted positions on the rock,
muscles glistening and rippling in the sunlight. They both
carried weaponsi Morales, a Spanish musket ornate in
brass; Antonisan English firearm he had takerloff a Red=-
coat whom he ambushed a few. weeks after the English landings.

"Antonio, what do you think of it?" Morales whispered.

They were half a mile up in the sky and far away from
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the nearest English camp and little fear of enemy earg} but they
were outlaws in hostile territory. As far as they knew, their
Spaniéh nasters had all fled to Cuba, except the Commandant,
Arnaldo de Ysasi; and he was somewhere up in the north mountsins
sending messages.

"It is still too early to say. Ve will have to scout
closer to the English camp to overhear what they talk about,”
Antonio said.

Morales rolled on his side. A sly twinkle vas
in his eyes.

nOverhear them, amigo? You ¢hink ghey will speak
in Sponish GGG O Yoruba? What mikedhyyou think you'll be
4able to understand their barbaric Eongue all at once? Have
you been taking lessons in EnglichRg" ;

Antonio shrugged;\"A faan cen sometimes tell what

seelhg
people are talking sbout Ly ymeimemy their faces. Perhaps this
is what the Spaniang de Yeasi thought when he sent us on this
scout. He knowsewe spezk no English."

wih, Wwot only that. The Speniard, the Holy Virgin
bless him, is a lazy fellow, He's also clumsy in the forest.

He depends on us. We've worked foﬁthem, fought for them, and
now we must read the future for them,"

"It seems to me, more each day, that we, the
African-Jamaicans, will have to take over from the Spanish-
Jamaicens."

nihat is if the newcoming knglish-Jamaicans
go away. Leave the island."

"They say that Cuba is bigger than ‘this island,

and that the 0Old Lountry, our Africa, is inf‘“igk. But there

.
-
-
-
e



can be few places, large or small, with people of three
countries fighting for it, as is the case in this Jamaica."

They lay on their backs watching a few balls of ecloud
chasing each other across the blue sky? The air up here was
cool and clean. It stuné?heir nostrils like rough wine.

"] wonder why the Spaniard de Ysasi @M thinks there
is a chance that the knglish might stay? They have always
gone away before, those other times they invaded the
island," Antonio said.

"They've never come on so maeny shipsw®efore and
they've never stayed so long. They seem 0 have a mind to
settle down here."

"Settle? How can they settle when they have no wo-
men?" Antonio scoffed. "ThewSpaniards have sent all their
women to Cuba =nd those of ours who have not gone vith
them are up in the mountaims with our pccple. These English

settle
soldiers arent momks thet they will G without women., They

will go awaycompedrel"

Restless, they turned again, staring out to sea. An-
tonio squinted long ana hard. Fresently, he saids

"Amigo, take a look at the Palisadoes, behind the
bushes to the east."

Morsles took a look. The long, narrow neck of land
which made and protected the harbour, had a high bush. back
of the bush, a ship crept along the land, slowlx,in the
light wind.

"Could it be a Spanish ship? One of ours?"

Morales shrugged. It made no cifierence. A single
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Spanish ship M was useless against the ar-
Mmain- o ~ Wars

mada of English msnewgxrs anchored in t.uec harbour. Even

less so to the thousands of English soldiers ashore. He

pointed to a bluff.

"If we climbed that butte, we could see further
along the Palisadoes, There may be other ships out there."

They thought about it. One had to be careful. The
English had taken to sending patrols into the near
hills. The &nglish were @ equipped with pewerful glasses
that could pick up a man great distane€s away.

"I will go," Antonio said.

"but carefulf)," Morales £zidj "with God."

Antonio broke some bushes &nd festooned his panta-
loons. A larger branch, keWneld over his head for his main
cover. He began a slow cpawl. Working his way to the
crest of the Lluffy, he EMR saw znother ship in the wake
of the first but“these were all. He returned to Morales
without incident.

"¥Here is only one other, both ships of the English."

"So the King of Spain isnt coming," Morales joked.
"fhen 1 fear de Ysasi and I must proceed with our own
plans for liberating the island."

"5i, Capitan, proceed," Antonio said. They spoke
in Jamaican-"penish which was a mixture of Spanish and
African words.

The shedows SR lengthened. Morales made a
pillow of leaves for his head.

"We will rest here until nightfall. Then we will

go nearer to the Englishmen and see what we can learn

e



from their feces."

They moved &t nightfall. A moon hung out. Watch

ceint Jago
fires were being 1lit along the rozd from EENEEG—
to Passage Fort. They moved with care and reached the
plains. Keeping inside the trees, they made for the
docks at Passage Fort. Saint Jago, or as the &nglish were
c-11ing it, Spanish Town, was too closely guarded. SN
7 the
They found cover in a clump near @R waterside.

The ships were being warped to the docks when Morales

and Antonio took up position. They werg=elos€ enough to

hear the soldiers telking but were helpketss at the strange tongue.

"They speak with marbles Jdm), their mouths," Mo-
rales whispered.

A funny peo.le, thege English," Antonio agreed.

"Their foces show as much exprersion as the hind-end

of a bull."
"They do,heh gesture with their hands when they

speak. They'me hot like us, or the Spaniards."

"Cold, amigo. Too cold for this warm land. I ktelieve

they will not remainm we ) 00 NZA] ) sack € {;vq/q«d. o

The ships had tied up. The gangplank was lowered.
emerged,
Figuresw descended the gangplanks.

And a roar erupted from the soldiers ashore.
Antonio

The two scouts stared. Their eyes popped. VMR jumpedo

howled with anger.

"No, it cannot bel" whispered Morales.

"Those mother-hating, heretic Euglish have ﬁulled
off the dirtiest weasel-deal of modern seventeenth cen-

tury times!" cried Antonio'in fine iettle.
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"They do not war fairly, amigo!" Dbawled
Morales.,

"They fight as iﬁkhey wanted to win, the bag-
tardsi"

But regardless of how Morales and his compadre

protested, the English soldiers obviously approved. To a

roar of lust from the soldiers, a thousand Irish lassies st

sweet-assed down the gangplank, bawling obscenities like
harpies in WM Tara's hall. The smutty, (sawcy lassies
whom that SEJ sly, psalm-singing old puritan, Oliver Crom-
well, had sent out to salt his new eolomny. To turn his sol-
diers into settlers.

Bedraggled from, the, leng, ¥ hard voyage but full
of thé proverbisl Irish spirit, they swung gaily ashore, bot-
/édgs articuleting lively thOughts ﬁor the future of Jamaica.

Antonio giéred at Morales.

"Putas, "™ he rasped. "The English have brought in
their putas to,breed up a nation."

"Qur scout is over," agreed liorales. "Truly, we
can say to the Spaégéard de Ysasi that the days of his people
in Jamaica are over. The English have come to stay."

"Very well," Antonio said, a funny gleam in his
eye. "I will not be left out of this nation-building. I will
myself endeavour to do whatever is possible with these

foreign putas. I will assist in buildingfﬁ new Jamsice o "

END
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