
INDUSTRIAL NUMBER CARIBBEAN POST 11 

2cc BROWNIE 
GOES on the 

BOOGIE BEAT 
~econd-class constable Archi­
-"\. medes Brownie never cared 
~ much for the night beat on the 
Spanish Town Road. In fact, he 
cared ~or the Road not at all. He 
considered the Road to be much 
over-rated. 

True, within a few hundred yards 
of its roistering length, • any good 
copper could put a finger on a few 
unconvicted murderers, a dozen 
hole-in-the-roof men, and scores of 
pickpockets and plain, garden 
thieves. But all that meant not ng. 
These gentry only resided on the 
Road. They seldom operated there. 
Better pickings were elsewhere. 

Why, thought Brownie as he lean­
ed against a wall and twisted his 
nondescript features into a thought­
ful whistle, mic,ht just as welt argue 
that because the big shots lived in 
St. Andrew, more mortgages were 
signed and more tweeds sold among 
those green reaches than in the dus­
ty city! 

What happened was that both 
halves operated vice versa. St. 
Andrew motored south by day, and 
Spanish Town Road slunk north by 
night. 

That was it, thought Brownie, and 
stretched his pursed lips in a grin. 
' A wandering wisp of east wind 

• •••• brushed one side of his cheek. It 
brought a light dust from West 

• Queen ,Street and a smell of curried 
mutton from El Alamein. 

-El Alamein was a greasy cold 
supper shop. It was named after a 
m 0re '1 li_,~tr ir.us n rrd <'f'C"'"n ~ fl •1t 

things were happening normally. 
Over by Young Street, a pocomania 
Shepherd led his band around the 
Falling Walls of Jericho. He wav­
ed a white wand. In rich harmony, 
the band told the tale of Joshua's 
historic stroll. Their red-turbanned 
heads nodded in unison. 

A country bus thundered in from 
the west; a halo of gasolene odours 
settled over the Falling Walls. 
Three. girls swung out from the 
Coronation Market, baskets of fruit 
on their heads. A blundering hand­
cartman was swiftly cursed as his 
grimy cart brushed too near an im­
maculately zoot-suited thief. The 
girls laughed. They walked with a 
peculiar grace, short skirts whip­
ping around moulded hips. 

Gawd luv a duck! whispered a 
country boy leaning against a truck. 
He stared at the girls with hot eyes. 
He sucked greedily at the ice-cream 
cone in his hand. 

Brownie grinned. The Road was 
normal. Noise and heat and dust 
and song and raw, boisterous life. 
Apropos of nothing, he whistled a 
bar of Laughing on the Outside. 

He came off the wall and walked 
to the door of the Alamein. He 
waved a neat hand at Calligan. 
Calligan beamed and leaned- across 
the counter and twirled the dials of 
the radiophone. Brownie slid out­
side the aura of light from the door 
and leaned against the wall. He 
twitched his cap over his eyes, eased 
open the coll ar of his tunic an d 
l ,1·•-.· • ,, • • •. , , .• 1 
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hole-in-the-roof men in the busi­
ness; and Amos "Country" Fagan, 
the knife artist. 

Over at Sutton Street police head­
quarters, the matter of the loss to 
a big King Street store of a Thou­
sand Pounds of stuff was still on 
the "open" file. Momentarily, a 
squeal was expected. The Road had 
it that Country was dissatisfied at 
the share of the proceeds, and was 
seriously considering a "carrying­
down" of Boysie. The Road fur­
ther had it that a good percentage 
of the loot had not yet been fenced; 
and that this was what was holding 
back Country. 

The Road would not have been 
surprised had Country taken. his 
steel to Boysie. He had been known 
to carve up more than one pal in a 
flare of temper. • • 

But Boysie was a cool devil with 
a great opinion of himself. Many 
obliging females had helped to­
wards forming that opinion. So 
Boysie Ramchuman smiled ),J,'ith 
white teeth and a trim mustache 
and seemed not to notice how 
Country stuck clvsely to him. 

'f he radiophone crackled and a 
• fine mellow voice said it was 

G~y Lombardo and his .Royal 
Canadians. A piano trilled four 
liquid bars. The saxophone team 
took away the melody. The 
melody flowed over smooth rocks 
of woodwinds and bass. Brownie 
shifted and peered under the bat­
wing doors of the Alamein. 

Calligan still leaned on the marble 
counter. He wore a beam on his 
face. His huge fingers tapped out 
the beat on a broomstick which he 
held like a bull fiddle. Calligan was 
an artist. Brownie thought Calligan 
was also pretty dumb. 

Boysie Ramchuman played cards 
with one of his hands under the 
table. From where he stood 
Brownie could see what that h and 
was doing. Calligan could not. The 
table was about ten feet away from 

The Hern of "For Cats ,HE! 

the counter. Katie Calligan laugh­
ed often, her slanting eyes half 
closed. When she laughed, her 
tongue curled red over her short 
lower lip. Big Mas'r Calligan wore 
a beam on his face and tapped out 
the beat on his bull fiddle. 

K atie Calligan laughed often, her 
half-closed eyes on Boysie. Slim 
Garvey played his cards phlegmati­
cally. He placed the cards on the 
table with a jabbing motion as if 
they were so l)lany chisels. He used 
a chisel often in his business. 

Country grinned everytime Katie 
laughed. You could see he knew 
why The Body laughed. He grinned 
without mirth. He looked often at 
Boysie. 

The tune was ch,mged. This time 
the trumpets carried the tune. The 
muted instruments had scooped up 
fistfulls of little white stars and 
now were pouring them out through 
their burnished mouths in clear 
keen notes. Carmen Lombard~ 
started her chorus. The trumpets 
!raced a scintillating pattern, edg­
mg the gold of Carmen's voice with 
a delicate scrollwork of silver. 

Calligan knew his music. 
Brownie relaxed against the wall. 
For the first time in tne history ot 
the Alamein, a boogie woogie • jel­
lied into its muttony interior. Its 
gluttinous deviltry crept into every 
corner of the shop and put a sinuous 
weave in Katie's splendid torso. 
Country's big shoulders wriggled 
frantically as he hissed breath 
through clenched teeth. Slim Gar­
vey came out of his phlegm enough 
!.O s~y in a heavy v~ice to The Body: 

G1 e m e some skm, Babe." Boysie 
Ramchuman just sat and grinned at 
her. 

All this Brownie saw when angry 
surprise pushed his head through the 
batwinged door of the Alamein. He 
saw Calligan leaning over the coun­
ter, his broomstick in one hand 
while the other fumbled at the 
radiophone. There was an annoyed 

(Continued on Page 19) 
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..., '-'u~1 µ1u,1H g:, wet l: be>' Hen· . mac u dLCly zoot-suited thi~f . The 
Why, thought Brownie as he lean- girls laughed. They walked with a 

ed against a wall and twisted his peculiar grace, short skirts whip­
nondescript features into a thought- ping around moulded hips. 
ful whistle, miqht just as weli argue Gawd luv a duck! whispered a 
that because the big shots lived in country boy leaning against a truck. 
St. Andrew, more mortgages were He stared at the girls with hot eyes. 
signed and more tweeds sold among He sucked greedily at the ice-cream 
those green reaches than in the dus- cone in his hand. 
ty city! Brownie grinned. The Road was 

What happened was that both normal. Noise and heat and dust 
halves operated vice versa. St. and song and raw, boisterous life. 
Andrew motored south by day, and Apropos of nothing, he whistled a 
Spanish Town Road slunk north by bar of Laughing on the Outside. 
night. He came off the wall and walked 

That was it, thought Brownie, and to the door of the Alamein. He 
stretched his pursed lips in a grin. waved a neat hand at Calligan. 

A wandering wisp of east wind Calligan beamed and leaned across 
brushed one side of his cheek. It the counter and twirled the dials of 
brought a light dust from West the radiophone. Brownie slid out­
Queen Street and a smell of curried side the aura of light from the door 
mutton from El Alamein. and leaned against the wall. He 

El Alamein was a greasy cold twitched his cap over his eyes, eased 
supper shop. It was named after a open the collar of his tunic and 
more illustrious -predecessor. But hung two thumbs around the but­
not inappropriately; .for a visit to tons of his upper pockets. A cop's 
this latter-day Alamein invariably life had its compensations. 
produced a battle-a battle between But while the taut five-foot-eight 
its curried mutton and your diges- frame of 2cc Brownie leaned with 
tive juices. Your juices seldom apparent nonchalance against the 
won. wall of the Alamein, his mind was 

What Brownie liked about the Al- busy. Many persons who noticed 
amein was its radiophone. As ra- Brownie for the first time, often 
diophones went, the Alamein's in- promptly forgot him. The reason 
strument went a far way; and Big for this was that there was nothing 
Mas'r Calligan had the soul of an noticeable about Brownie. 
artist. Yes. The big ex-pugilist But long ago, Brownie had realis­
was the proprietor of the Alamein ed his un-noticeableness and had 
and artistry lurked behind his bat- decided to do something about it. 
tered countenance. As a result, he had contrived to 

During the week since Brownie build up a good supply of brawn 
had been on the beat, the ex-heavy and brain within his small frame. 
had discovered the constable's soul. Only recently, an Inspector had 
And since soul calleth to soul, night- been mildly surprised at the brain 
ly as he leaned his back against the incidence behind the stubby fea­
Alamein, Calligan would exchange tures of this second-class constable*. 
a grin with him,. the~ reach down Four persons playing cards inside 
and search the dial with two PO':"- _ the Alamein had set Brownie think­
erful ~ngers. The Boston Pnir-- ing. Every night for a week, they 
har11_1omc or some other long-ha~red had played cards inside the Ala­
mus1cmen. would soon move mto m ein. First, there was Katie Calli­
the Alamem. gan. From West Parade to Darling 

If their long hairs w ere not wav- Street the Road once knew her as 
ing in . the ether at that moment, K atie,' the Body. That was before 
th~n Big Mas'r . would find so_~e Big Mas'r Calligan had contri'-.led 
quiet dance music. The A:lamem s with the help of a priest to make an 
rad10phone never pla:yed J_azz. It honest woman of her. According 
was ~!ways dance mus1c-~hspensed to the rules governing that bit of 
by discreet gentlemen like Guy ceremony, her comely fac e and 
Lombardo or Sammy K aJ'.e ; g~ntle- superb samba body was now in the 
men who performed as if shgl?,tly keeping of Big Mas'r Calligan. 
asham ed at_ what they were domg, Then ther e were Boysie Ramchu­
but det_erm~ned to hang a ta1lco~t man, the handsome half-caste gang 
~nd white tie on any of Broadways leader; Slim Garvey, one of the best 
Jungly-swampy vapourmgs. 
• Brownie ·took a look around bis . * For Cats Are So Modest. Post, 

sectiori of ; trie • Road and saw that October, 1946. • 

llquid bars. The saxophone team 
took away the melody. The 
melody flowed over smooth rocks 
of woodwinds and bass. Brownie 
shifted and peered under the bat­
wing doors of the Alamein. 

Calligan still leaned on the marble 
counter. He wore a beam on his 
face. His huge fingers tapped out 
the beat on a broomstick which he 
held like a bull fiddle. Calligan was 
an artist. Brownie thought Calligan 
was also pretty dumb. 

Boysie Ramchuman played cards 
with one of his hands under the 
table. From where he stood 
Brownie could see what that hand 
was doing. Calligan could not. The 
table was about ten feet away from 

The Hero of "For Cats are 
So Modest" returns m 
another thrilliog episodP. 

g tt:nou~ Jev1JL,y crept into eve~y 
corner of the shop and put a sinuous 
weave in Katie's splendid torso. 
Country's big shoulders wriggled 
frantically as he hissed breath 
through clenched teeth. Slim Gar­
vey came out of his phlegm enough 
~.° s~y in a heavy voice to The Body: 

G1 e me some skm, Babe." Boysie 
Ramchuman just sat ·and grinned at 
her. 

AU this Browni_e saw when angry 
surprise pushed his head through the 
batwinged door of the Alamein. He 
saw Calligan leaning over the coun­
ter, his broomstick in one hand 
while the other fumbled at the 
radiophone. There was an annoyed 
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2cc BRO·WNIE GO-ES O·N BOOGIE BEAT 
(C'ontinued from Page 11) 

look on his face; his eyes were 
closed in disgust. His beloved in­
strument had let him down with 
an unexpected change of pro­
gramme. 

And at that moment, another of 
those unexpected things happened. 
Every light in the Alamein went 
out. • 

It was the shriek that galvanised 
Brownie into action. It started out 
like any other frightened shriek, 
but midway bubbled and guggled 
away .... crash. . . . something fell 
heavily inside the Alamein. 
Brownie's fingers were searching 
around the door jamb before the 
shriek ended. His fingers found the 
switch which he had previously 
noticed. He snapped it up. 

Light slapped against his eyes 
with almost painful impact. Every­
one inside the Alamein must have 
had a similar experience. That is, 
everyone except Boysie Ramchu­
man. The dead feel no pain. 

'~ 

squad of constables kept the 
eager Road people from r swarming into the Alamein. 

Inside, the camera team snapped 
flashlight pictures. A CID sergeant 
wandered r1roun<l th.e !':hep with a 
steel tape in his hands. Boysie 
Ramchuman stared sightlessly up 
from the floor. The front of his 
shirt was a bloody smear. 

Second-class constable Brownie 
spoke to his Inspector. 

"What I can't · understand, sir, is 
how did the lights go out." He spoke 
unhappily. 

Inspector Gabidan looked unhap­
py. Katie the Body, Country and 
Slim Garvey were standing by the 
far wall. Behind the counter, Calli­
gan helped some constables to shift 
packing cases. They were searching 
for the weapon. A police surgeon 
straightened up from beside the 
body on the floor. He peeled off his 
rubber gloves and nodded at the In­
spector. 

"Look for a-" 
"-Sharp, cutting tool", 

the Inspector wearily. 
know." 

finished 
"Yes, I 

It was a fine but stout twine, with 
a small loop at one end. 

"Any ideas?" queried the Inspec­
tor. Brownie said no. 

Outside in the Road, the pocoma­
nia meeting had been whittled down 
by this bigger sensation to a score 
of devotees. Their souls were being 
wrung with the poignant mercy­
seat tune: Are your windows open­
ed towards Jerusalem? They sang 
no words. They hummed with a 
deep intensity. In a high pitched 
tone, the white clad Shepherd 
placed old, exotic words from Solo­
mon's Songs upon the deep velvet 
of the humming voices: 

Yea, if thou criest after knowledge 
and liftest up thy voice for under-
standing . ..... if thou seekest after 
her as silver and searchest for her 
as hid treasure. . . . . ... 

Brownie said: "Please, sir." 
There was urgency in his voice. 

Gabidan scanned his face. The af­
fair of the lovemaking cats* had 
given him respect for the youngster. 
He said: "Come on," and led the 
way to a corner of the shop. 

"I", said 2cc Brownie, "believe I 
know who killed him." 

The Inspector swallowed. He 
placed his hands on his hips. Twin 
wrinkles crept up from the corners 
of his tightened mouth and built in­
to furrows across his forehead. 

"Splendid," he said. 
"It was Calligan," 

Brownie eagerly. 
said 2cc 

"Good," said Gabidan. "How?" 
"It must have been, sir," raced on 

Brownie. "Doctor says he was 
struck from directly in front and 
only Katie and Calligan was direct­
ly in front." 

"Quite," agreed Gabidan; adding 
sweetly, "and Calligan was only ten 
feet away. He switched off the 
lights by the wall switch while he 
was behind the counter, he leapt the 
counter, knifed the Indian and got 
back before you could turn on the 
lights . again. Superman Calligan, 
Browme, you are a-" Again his 
word end ed in a sib ilan t h iss \ rith 
\ ,,. ; .. "~ - -

"Country wouldn't be after him 
before all the stuff was fenced, sir," 
objected Brownie. "This is a re­
venge killin' and Country was after 
money. Boysie was foolin' 'round 
Katie and the whole Road knew it." 

"Why are you so stuck on Calli­
gan and this revenge theme?" 

"It's that radiophone business I 
told you about, sir. Calligan knew 
his programmes too well to have 
been fooled. He did it deliberately 
knowing I would look inside. When 
I did that, I became his alibi. • He 
was too far away to kill Ramchu­
man." 

"Hmm. What about that bruise 
on Garvey's face? How does it fit 
in? You ruled him out entirely?" 

"No reason, sir," said Browne. 
"Yes. But the bruise, man, how 

did he get it? He says he-hey! sup­
pose in knifing the Indian the man 

• struck at him and the blow caught 
.him on the cheek? It looks a bit 
like a fingernail mark, doesn't it?'\ 

"But, sir-" 
The Inspector whirled. "Come 

on, Brownie. L et's have a look at 
the Indian's hand." 

They both squatted beside the 
body. Gabidan lifted the right 
hand and let it down again when 
he saw the nails were clean. He 
raised the • left, peered closer and 
gave a grunt. Brownie said some­
thing that sounded like the Inspec­
tor's word. Under the nail of the 
dead Indian's left forefinger was a 
streak of blood. Inspector Gabidan 
said: "See what I mean?" 

They rose from the floor. 
Brownie's eyes were thoughtful. 
He did not see the little triumphant 
smile playing around the Inspector's 
mouth. He said: "But why should 
he wa~t to kill Ramchuman, sir?" 

Gab1dan shr·ugged. "You can't 
follow a criminal's reasoning con­
stable. It's usually warped; 'that's 
why they make so many mistakes " 
he said sententiously. • · ' 

"Perhaps Calligan knows some­
thing, sir," suggested Brownie. 

"Right; let's ask him." • 
Inspector Gabidan asked Calligan 

about his card playing guests. 
The ex-heavy rested his forearms 

on the counter. The constables had 
ceased searching for the weapon. It 
just could not be found. 

"Ah 'ad no use foh them, Inspec­
toh", said Calligan. "They usta 
l~u~h w 'en ah play mv k in ' 0 · "' " -

19 

--Regional 
Str·ength 

a 

H A VE you ever paused to 
r.eflect that when Federa­

tion becomes a reality, one 
of the vital problems on 
whose solution self-determina­
tion finally depends will be 
the financing of regional 
commitments? And by com­
mitments is meant not . m.erely 
the undertakings of the Federal 
Government, but regional in­
dustry, commerce, housing and 
all economic activity. ,. 

* Y OU can start preparing 
from now to help your 

country over this hump. 
Payments in life insurance 
premiums which go out of the 
region each year not only 
amount to hundreds of 
thousands of pounds. They 
go in addition to finance over­
seas industry, expand overseas 
agriculture and • commerce, 
cl.ear overseas cities of slums 
and hovels, while here in the 
West Indies our own needs 
along the line languish for 
want of investment capital. 

* 
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wandered around the shop with a 
steel tape in his hands. Boysie 
Ramchuman stared sightlessly up 
from the floor. The front of his 
shirt was a bloody smear. 

Second-class constable Brownie 
spoke to his Inspector. 

"What I can't understand, sir, is 
how did the lights go out." He spoke 
unhappily. 

Inspector Gabidan looked unhap­
py. Katie the Body, Country and 
Slim Garvey were standing by the 
far wall. Behind the counter, Calli­
gan helped some constables to shift 
packing cases. They were searching 
for the weapon. A police surgeon 
straightened up from beside the 
body on the floor. He peeled off his 
rubber gloves and nodded at the In­
spector. 

"Look for a-" 
"-Sharp, cutting tool", finished 

the Inspector wearily. "Yes, I 
know." 

"Struck from directly in front," 
added the surgeon. 

The CID sergeant wandered by. 
His rubber heeled boots made no 
sound, but everytime he passed 
Brownie, he made a sound like a 
throttling steam engine. The big 
sergeant had no love for 2cc 
Brownie. 

Gabidan asked: "Found anything, 
sergeant?" 

"Norr," said the sergeant. 
Brownie asked the surgeon: 

"Could it be a chisel, sir?" 
The Surgeon said tolerantly: 

"Could be." He glanced at Gabidan. 
"One of your brighter young men?" 

Gabirl.an said a word. It was of 
one syllable and ended in a sibilant 
hiss. A magistrate who was also a 
radio-fan, once dubbed it the Forty 
Shilling Word. 

Brownie walked over to where 
Slim Garvey stood and looked keen­
ly at the man. There was a bruise 
on his cheek which he said he had 
got when the lights went out. He 
could not account for it. A con­
stable was speaking to the Inspector. 
Gabidan called sharply: "Brownie! " 

Brownie went up quickly. The 
Inspector showed him the length of 
twine resting on his palm. "This 

• constable found it under the card 
table, " he said. 

kno v who killed 1m." 

The Inspector swallowed. He 
placed his hands on his hips. Twin 
wrinkles crept up from the corners 
of his tightened mouth and built in­
to furrows across his forehead. 

"Splendid," he said. 
"It was Calligan," 

Brownie eagerly. 
said 2cc 

"Good," said Gabidan. "How?" 
"It must have been, sir," raced on 

Brownie. "Doctor says he was 
struck from directly in front and 
only Katie and Calligan was direct­
ly in front." 

"Quite," agreed Gabidan; adding 
sweetly, "and Calligan was only ten 
feet away. He switched off the 
lights by the wall switch while he 
was behind the counter, he leapt the 
counter, knifed the Indian and got 
back before you could turn on the 
lights again. Superman Calligan, 
Brownie, you are a-" Again his 
word ended in a sibilant hiss with 
his face only half an inch away from 
2cc Brownie. • 

"But the cord; sir!" said Brownie 
swiftly. 

"Eh!" Inspector Gabidan started. 
He stared at Brownie for awhile, 
passed his palm over his chin. He 
said softly: "The cord-yes. But 
how could he have acted so swiftly 
and surely in the sudden dark?" 

Brownie grinned. "Just before 
the lights went out he had his eyes 
closed in what I thought was dis­
gust at the radio, sir." 

Gabidan said slowly: "He-had­
his-eyes-oh! I see what you 
mean! So when the darkness came, 
he was prepared for it?" 

"Yes sir," murmured 2cc 
Brownie. His brain was clicking 
ahead. They had now arrived at 
the point which he could not ex­
plain. He awaited the question. 

"But how could he have reached 
the Indian, knifed him and got back 
to the counter in a few seconds?" 

"He is an ex-boxer and fast on 
his feet, you know, sir," tendered 
Brownie. 

Gabidan pursed his lips. He 
shook his head. "Hmm. No go 
Brownie. You've been good up t~ 
now, but no go old boy. Sorry. 
What about ·Country?" he asked 
suddenly, "wasn't the twine found 
under the table?" 

tor ·s word. Under t e n ail of the 
dead Indian's left forefinger was a 
streak of blood. Inspector Gabidan 
said: "See what I mean?" 

They rose from the floor. 
Brownie's eyes were thoughtful. 
He did not see the little triumphant 
smile playing around the Inspector's 
mouth. He said : "But why should 
he want to kill Ramchuman, sir?" 

Gabidan shrugged. "You can't 
follow a criminal's reasoning, con­
stable. It's usually warped; that's 
why they make so many mistakes," 
he said sententiously. · 

"Perhaps Calligan knows some­
thing, sir," suggested Brownie. 

"Right; let's ask him." • 
Inspector Gabidan asked Calligan 

about his card playing guests. 
The ex-heavy rested his forearms 

on the counter. The constables had 
ceased searching for the weapon. It 
just could not be found. 

"Ah 'ad no use foh them, Inspec­
toh", said Calligan. "They usta 
laugh w'en ah play my kin' o' mu­
sic." 

Gabidan nodded. "Well, you are 
rid of them now. Calligan. We are 
taking them away." 

"You mean-arrestin' them suh?" 
"That's right, Calligan. We've 

found the murderer. You never 
had cause for worry though, unless 
your reach has gained six feet since 
I saw you in the ring." 

Brownie laughed with Calligan. 
But when the ex-heavy had finished 
laughing, a grin was still on 
Brownie's face. It seemed frozen 
there. • 

Slowly, his eyes wide, Brownie 
stooped and picked up the broom­
stick with which Calligan had been 
tapping out the beat to Lombardo's 
music. 
. "If his arm was as long as this, 

sir, plus another half, he could " 
said Brownie through his grin. ' 

"Doan joke me, corpy," said Cal­
ligan smilingly as he took the stick 
from Brownie. Second class con­
stable Brownie smiled back but his 
heart was doing flipbacks. 

Calligan was a giant of a man and 
could make a • lot of trouble. So 
Brownie eased his revolver from 
the holster, shifted position to take 
the Inspector out of line of fire and 
said: "I am not jokin', Calliga~." 

Two months ago Inspector Gabi­
dan would not have done what he 
now did. But, he knew now that 
2cc Brownie was not exactly a mo­
ron. His own gun came qut and 

(Continued on Page 22) 

a u~L ·y, cu.nmerc-:, housing and 
all economic activity. 

* Y OU can start preparing 
from now to help your 

country over this h u mp. 
Payments in life insurance 
premiums which go out of the 
region each year not only 
amount to hundreds of 
thousands of pounds. They 
go in addition to finance over­
seas industry, expand overseas 
agriculture a n d commerce, 
clear overseas cities of slums 
and hovels, while· here in the 
West Indies our own needs 
along the line languish for 
want of investment capital. 

* B Y insuring with the 
Federated West Indies 

Company you take a big 
step towards building West 
Indian financial institutions 

a thing without which 
you can never call your coun­
try your own. What is more, 
you give yourself and your 
family that protection or ex­
tra protection that has been 
so long owing to them. 

Kill two birds with a single 
stone. 

The 
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ed one hand on to the top 
corner post and held on to the 1op 
strand of the ring with the other. He 
chewed steadily on the end of a 
black panatella and squinted his 
eyes at the two fighters dancing 
abou t the middle of the canvas. The 
squint was caused by the afternoon 
sun which rested briefly on top of 
the ragged b.ljck wall surrounding 
the yard, circled the whitened trunk 
of a dead ackee, glanced off the 
sweaty torsos of the two fast-stepp­
ing men in the ring and shone full 
on the m ahogany of Wharton's face. 

Beside him, he heard Pop Jones 
grunt, and he glanced quickly down 
at the bald dome of the manager. 
Pop, who stood exactly six fee t 
in or out of his socks, turned the 
seamed black parchment of his face 
up to Wharton. He spoke from the 
side of his mouth, the black of hi s 
eyes leaning far out at the corner of 
their sockets to keep the ring in view, 
meanwhile. 

"Watch it now, Mist' Wharton," 
he said, "\vatch the ole Battler1" 

·with ov·er a score of years cf 
knowing where to look, Wharton 
waited. He saw Battling Tom Bur­
nett's flickering left jab dart at the 
fighter, apd the deceptive drop of 
Battler's arm when the jab m issed, 
leaving him wide opeA, He registered 
the swift leap of the other going in 
for the counter punch, and the easy 
roll of the old fighter taking him out 
of the way. There was a quick flurry 
of gloves, and then a comical su i·­
prise on the face of the sparring 
partner as he sat down heavily on 
the canvas from the sho'rt right that 
was neither a hook nor a cross but 
just what Bill Wharton had chri;ten­
ed it a .eeneration ago-the Bur­
nett Exnress. 

Pop J ones' eyes swung back into 
place ~nd climbed up to B i11 Wlur­
ton's face. A wide smile creased the 
parrhmPmt some more. 

"Eh. Mist' Wharton?" he said; "has 
th" _nl p Rattler still ,eot it?" 

Wh,,,rtnn showed his teeth in a 
Prin whirh thP sauln t pulfr•d ~ little. 
rn,ikir,d it lonsiderl. He spoke through 
0 rnn1,-,, ;:,nrf the _grin. 

"I'll S"Y he has. Foo! If he h ad n't 
"~c

0
" "'· hit. on that ovnrh . vo1n:· 

rhor-oin'{ block would . h avp been 
bo11nr0 rl into the middle of next 
\VPPk!" 

Pnn rnllPrl his P.ves wi'sPly, "Y'.'IU 
t 0 llin' ,.,..,,,_ Mist' Wh;wton!' He s+:i.bb­
€'". " n1 1 rle-y forefinger at Rill Whar-

eyes. a weary expre~sion un his tct c:c. 
"Lis ten, Mist' Wharton," he said 

slowly, "first of all, Battler is not 
forty, he's thirty-nine. Braddock 
was nearly that when he took ~he 
title from the beautiful butcher·s 
boy; and you and me know that 
Battler's life has been as different 
from the ornery fighter's as Tunney's 
from Ba ttlin' Siki's. What the Cin­
dera lla Ma n did, Battler can do: set 
m P.?" 

W~arton nodded solemnly, his eyes 
dancrng. 

"I get you, Pop--er, by the way, 
did you read my column this m orn­
ing?~ ' 

enormous thumb:; in their fifteen 
ounce practise gloves. A tiny birth­
mark under his left arm was startl­
i'ngly clear against the dark tan of 
h is skin. 

"Hi, Mist' Wharton?" he said. 
Bill Wharton grinned and sent hi s 

fis ts over the ropes to nudge the cor­
rugated stomach of Tom Bur:i.ett. 
affectionately. 
• " 'Lo, Hermit," he said , " how's the 
Newcas tle eyri"e? Haven't seen you 
with the gloves on for about 11ve 
ye8rs. have I ?" 

When the Battler dropped h is 
h,md s from the helmet the coi:ded 
muscles on hi s gleam ing.biceps m ade 

"No , '/'0 111 No, (J 1a 'J'on1, You Couldn't". 

~t-- ~,.__ • ~ .... . - ,1 

odours of m as uge a11d gouJ swea t, 
seemed to Bill Wharton to reel back 

. the years in prodigious turns of a 
decade .. . nineteen- thirty five . . . 
nineteen-twenty-five .. . and he saw 
himself, a cub-reporter with the ink 
still wet on his fingers, discovering 
the mqd-mannered youngster whesc 
m odesty, too great even for his two 
hundred muscled pounds, hid him 
under the showm~nship '.lf br ighter 
young fello ws in Topsy Kinfc; old 
Cha ncery Lane camp. 

And, as he burned his way to the 
top of his professfon, he saw him ~;::!li 
again helping Battling Burnett climb 
the ladder until the night b 2. ck in 
'thi rty, he sat in the Press Row at 
Ward watching his fighter take the 
heavy- wei'ght crown from Camerra, 
the Cuban. 

That had been one of the hapnier 
e_vents in their friendship . Sadder 
times there had been--like the 
marriage, followed a year later by 
the crash. And again it was he who 
ha~. hel~ u~ the young fighter, in­
shLrng m him the will to live and 
fi?h t on, in and out of the ring ... 

. Tom Burnett twirled the rope over 
his head a.nd looped it around the 
neck of a h a ndler. He leaped the 
ropes and walked over to the •:meed 
ba_g suspended from the dead ackee . 
His bandaged hands flailed the b ag 
in. a blurred speed that had it r-,; .~ 
chrne-gunning agani"st the bark­
board _ 

P op Jones tortured eyeballs :·oiled 
over their backs once more. 

"Eh, Mist' Wharton? Has the ole 
Battler still got it?" 

B_ill Wharton come out of his re­
verie, rocked a little on hi s heels 
and th e n looked down on Pop's fi6-
sured face. 

"I'll say he h as P op I'll s:i.y he 
h ,,, h ' ' as . e conceded half dreami1y. 

The afternoon of the P anamanian 
champ's arrival. Bill Wharton joined 
the small crowd looking at him work 
out. 

H e was a youngster of not more 
than twenty. but as compact and 
tou gh a fi_ghting- machine as Wharton 
h;ict ever seen in the cruiser-weight 
cl'1SS. Somethin_g :i.bout. him haunt­
""' :i. memory deeo back in the sports 
Pcl;tor's mind. Whr1t Wharton did 
nnt. Jil<e w:i.s his cockiness:--He 
was a wise- cracking-, two-handed 
pun~her with a sneerin_g irrfn anri ,1 
packPt. 0f sn;;ippy insult~ for the 
~narrin" P"rtners whom he J:,elted 
a hout thP rine: .. 
A couple of sports writers from 
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RETURN OF BURNETT 
(Continued from Page 10) 

aud with her, all traces of grand-

course, that Honest Tom Burnett 
just could not be a party to a thrown 
match. 

"IT'S GOOD"- mother and child . . . 
"And then the scene changes. "But why did he not once, 

throughout the short bout, even 
attempt to throw that B urnett Ex­
press '! Why did he just stand there 
goggling, waiting for the Kid to 

Say women Who've Used Hcrolin. 
Three years after, this ughtin6 i:'oy 
becomes the fighting heavy- we_;grit 
champ of Jamaica; and incidentally, 
there never .was a better one. He 
f~ught all comers, winning, as he 
did everything else, clean,y. Then 
came the war years and the dearth 
in boxing. 

By fust strengthening the hair roots and nourishing the -1.p, 
HEROLIN lays a solid foundation for hair o! superlative 
length and beauty. See how quickly HEROLIN makes; short 
stubby hair 1-o- n-g! If you're one of those who are faced 
with a short-hair problem, begin using HEROLIN soon. "With the money he had saved, 

the boy, who was now a milu, 
bought a small farm in the New­
castle hills and retired to the 'quiet 
life he loved. From this life, he 
was called by us, you, .and me, and 
all his admirers to defend his title 
against a youth but half his years. 

• come in a nd hit him at will? 
''Well , let me answer for him, for 

Tom is too proud to answer for him­
self. . 

"'.i ou see, Boxng Fans, when T um 
Burnett found himself facini:; a 
youth who, like himself, carried 
that peculiar birth-mark of a clench­
ed fist under his left arm, a youth 
who bore a marked resemMance to 
himself, Tom Burnett knew - and 
Tom B urnett could not hit his ow n 
son! No, not our Tom!" 

HEROLIN 
HAIR GROWER 

"If I am wrong, bear with me. 
But I venture to say, that you who 
know Tom Burnett, the fighter, the 
possessor . of that sight-defying 
punch which your writer in his 
flowery youth once dubbed: the 
Burnett Express-I say that you who 
really know T om Burnett, could 
have had no doubt in your minds 
that Tom could have stopped the 
Panama Kid, good as he undoubted­
ly is . At any rate, if his age weigh­
ed too heavily in your mind against 
him, certainiy you will agree he 
could have at least had gone the 
distance over ten rounds! But the 
worst happened. 

"Why did Tom Burnett allow 
himself to be batted around the ring 
like a third-rate amateur? W as it 
a swindle? 

Bill Wharton lifted his eyes trom 
the paper and looked again at the 
bruised face of the old fighter. The 
lines that had gathered about nis 
mouth when he rose from his seii t 
in the stadium, were erased. He 
lifted his hand and ran the palm 
gently up and down the sleeve of 
Battler's pull-over. 

"No, Tom," he said, a faraway 
look in his eyes; "no, old Tom, you 
couldn't." 

He struck a match for the stump 
of cigar in his mouth then touched 
it to the sheet he had' just read, and 
watched it flame and curl and be­
come a dead thing. Then he reach­
ed for the 'phone and called the 
weary Mitch. 

1
1 A • 
1 Bents: . THE HERCULES A t;ENCIES L T D . 

"That theory would be too foolish 
even for consideration. For had it 
been a swindle, then Tom would 
have put up some semblance of a 
fight and so have us completely fool 
ed. Letting alone th e fact, of 

';Hullo, Mitch? Go ahead and put 
in your cycling ha ndicaps. Mfne's 
out- shut up, you old gr ouse!" ·I 117 WATER LANE 

UNTIL TOMORROVV 
Continued from 'Page 21. 

Vivian began to notice soon after that the 
male section of the gathering were casting 
eager glances towards the doors. There was an air 
of expectancy . seen only when Castilian men await 

each other for the fa vour of her smile. She sat op­
posite Vivian and every now and then she would 
raise her eyes· and laugh at him. Her spirits were 
high and it showed .in her eyes. 

"She is beautiful, no? La bonita senorita? But 
you like the senora better? No es verdad?" 

Vivian's fork clattered on h,is plate as he tu rned 
and looked into eyes that had enraptured Cuba. 
Th ey were bl;ick bu t in them was a hint of water­

• • · ....... -~ '- h i ,"' 'ln rl: }1' '\·a-..· 

He replaced the re._ceive r on the 
hook and grinned at Tom . 

THE END 

"Un caballero!" she exclaimed. She looked at 
him for a moment and added: "We shall be friends, 
senor. We are so much alike . We think of others 
before we think of ourselves. No es verdad?" 

Without waiting for an answer she turned her 
attention back to Frederico. . 
C OFFEE AND LIQUEURS were· ser ved in the big 

hall. 
As the ladies left the table, "L a Cielita" had 

bent towards him and whispered : "Yo1r may call me 
T 1: r• v n1 1 \Ve 1re fri ends. no?" 
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ID) ILL WHARTON, Sport editor of 
~ the K ingston Daily Mail, rest­

ed one hand un to the tup 
corner post and h eld on to the 1 op 
strand of the ring with the other. He 
chewed steadily on the end of a 
black p anatella and squinted his 
eyes at the two fighters dancing 
abou t the middle of the canv as. The 
squint was caused by the afternoon 
sun which rested briefly on top of 
the ragged bJjck wall su rrounding 
the yard, circled the whitened trunk 
of a dead ackee, glanced off the 
sweaty torsos of the two fast-stepp­
ing men in the ring and shone full 
on the m ah ogany of Wharton's face. 

Beside him, he h eard Pop Jones 
grunt, and h e glanced quickly down 
at the bald d ome of the m a nager . 
Pop, who stood exactly six fee t 
in or out of his socks, turned the 
sea med black parchment of his face 
up to' Wharton . He spoke from the 
side of his mouth, the black of hi s 
eyes leaning far out at the corner of 
their sockets to keep the rin g in view, 
m ec1 nwh ile. 

CARIBBEAN POST 

RETUR 
ton. "The trouble is that 
a lot of youngsters in 
your racket thinks a lay­
off of five y·..:ars is , 00 • 
much for a fighter, an '· 
they've been howlin' at 
Sousa ever since he de­
cided ~o put on this m atch 
w,tn the P anam aniGn 
champ! You mark my 
word, there 's go in' to be 
on ~ hell of a head-ache 
among the smart boys of 

the Press when this fight's over! " 
Wharton tapped away the '.lsh 

from his cigar. He glanced across lO 
where T om was joking with the 
sparring partner now back on his 
fe et, a wry grin on his face. . 

"You think he can take the P ana ­
m anian, do you, Pop?" he said , 
thoughtfully. "You know, old timer, 
fo : ty years is a-plenty for a game 
like this." 

Pop placed his hand at the back of 
his neck and rode the palm right 
across the top of h_is head down his 
face to his chin. He half-closed his 
eyes. a weary expression on his far;e. 

"Listen, Mist' Wharton." he saici 
slowly, "first of all, Battler is not 
forty, he's thirty-nine. Braddock 
was near ly that when he took ':he 
title from the beautiful butcher's 
boy; and you a nd me know that 
Battler's life has bee n as different 
from the ornery fighter's as Tunney's 
from Battlin' S iki's. What the Cin­
deralla Man did, Battler can do: ~et 
m P.?" 

Wharton nodded solemnly, his eyes 
dancing. 

"I get you, Pop--er, b y the way, 
rlid yo u read m y column this morn­
ing 9

" 

Pop J ones jerked his thumb to his 
chest. 

"Who? me?" he shrilled. "Me read 
what th ' papers say before a fight ? 
Blah 1 Blah- blah! No, Mist' Wharton.' ' 
He grabbed at the lolJe of his right 
ear with forefinger and thumb, his 
ear bent forward, his eyes wide. "I 
listen to what the know-alls say be­
fore a fight, then afterwards, I read 
... : ... ,an' laugh , Mist ' Wharton, an' 
laugh an' !aug1i !" 

Wharton reached out and held him 
by both shoulders and shook him 
gently. 

"Look here, Pop Laughing Water 
Jones, a ll that stuff a bout BraddocK 
was in my column this morning, and 
I have a feeling you read every word 
Of it 1" 

The queer gurgling sound was Pop 
chuckling. • 

"Just habit, but sure I know you're 
with us--where els·e could you 
be? " 

Battler walked over to them. He 
res ted a foot on the lower rope and 
pushed back his helmet with two 
enormous thumbs in their fifteen 
ounce practise gloves. A tiny birth­
m ark under his left arm was s tartl­
ingly clear against the dark tan of 
his skin. 

"Hi, Mist' Wharton?;, he said. 
Bill Wharton grinned and sent his 

fi sts over the ropes to nudge the cor­
ru gated stom ach of Tom Bur;-iett, 
affectionately. 
• " 'Lo, Hermit," h e said, "how's the 
Newcastle eyrie? Haven't seen you 
with the gloves on for about 11ve 
ye;i rs. have I? " 

When the. Battler dropped his 
h:incl s from the helmet the c,)rded 
m uscles on his gleaming. biceps m ade 

MARCH, 1946. 

the rays of the sun mo ve about in a 
quick play of light and sh adow. The 
broad face framing the steady i..>lc!ck 
eyes were as free of lines as a teak 
m ask. A handler stood beside him 
unlacing the big gloves. 

"Five years, Mist' Wharton," he 
smiled. "but the ol' horse is back 'n 
the track." 

Wharton asked: "You feeling okay, 
Tom?" 

Battler nodded. "As good as ever, 
Mist' Wharton." 

"Fine," Wharton returned. "You 
look it. I hear tell this P anama Kid 
is a buzz-saw." • 

Burnet t grinned. "Hope so. I like 
'em that way." 

Wharton shook his head slowly . 
"The years tell you nothing, do they, 
Tom?" he smiled. 

~1,- HE SWISH OF the skipping 
rope on the canvas, the lithe 
rise and fall of the fighter's 

splendidly-proportioned body, the 
odours of massage and good sweat, 
seemed to Bill Wharton to reel back 
the years in prodigious turns of a 
decade ... nineteen-thirty five . .. 
nineteen-twenty- five . . . and he saw 
himself, a cub-reporter with the ink 
still wet on his fingers, discovering 
the mild-mannered youngster whose 
modesty, too great even for his two 
hundred muscled pounds, hid him 
under the showmc;nship '.lf b1·ighter 
young fellows in Topsy K ing's old 
Chancery Lane camp. 

And, as he burned his way to the 
top of his profession, he saw himsel1 
again helping Battling Burnett climb 
the ladder until the night b ;,ck in 
'thirty, he sat in the Press Row at 
Ward watching his fighter take the 
heavy- wei'ght crown from Canterra, 
the Cuban. 

That had been one of the hapoier 
events in their friendship. Sadder 
times there had been--like the 
marriage. followed a year later by 
the crash. And again it was h e who 
h.1rl 

1
"pl,..l' "n I h ,, ,·"1 ,,.," - ,,.:- 4 ....... ,._ _ 
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rival papers sprawkd on a bench, 
their wise eyes taking in everything. 
They nodded respectfully at Whar­
ton as he sat beside them. Rory 
Scott, who was acting as manager 
to the Kid sauntered over to t.i'1eir 
bench. 

"Hullo, Mr. Wharton? Hullo boys?" 
he greeted. 

Wharton pointed with his cigar at 
the fighter. 

"You've got a package this time, 
Rory," he cornmentec .. 

Rory Scott twitC'hed his lips, 
dragging down the corners of his 
mouth. 

"You can't get everything, Cc'n 
you?" he demanded. " Ever lieard of a 
rose without thorns? ' ' 

One of the sportwriters laughed. 

by 

with a bundle of notes. 
Scott smiled broc\,dly. 

this?" he reproac~q. "I tho,1ght 
Gentemen of the Press don't bet on 
fights!" 

\\/>..\// HARTON got the traffic-light \Y/\Y/ between the South Camp 
Road intersection. He slip­

ped the gears into second, twirled 
the steeri'ng-wheel right, and enter­
ed the stream of cars flowing west. 
Outside the East Queen Street en­
trance to Rose Gardens, a great 
and noisy crowd milled around the 
pay-booths. He threaded c1 way 
through to the parking lot, got out 
and locked the car and walked to a 
side entrance. His press pass took 
him through to ringside. In the 
semi'-gloom outside the ring, he found 
h is way to the press-box. Two light-

VJ C_s_T A_F_Fo_,R_D_RE_10_, 
"True, Rory," he said , "but if ~hat 
phonograph wasn't such ,a sweet 
fighter, and if the game didn't need 
a boost, we'd take him apart in t0-
m orrow's issue! Tell him we came 
to see, will you? Not hear!" 

There was no doubt in vVharton's 
mind that the Panamanian was good. 
His crouching stance was remi:1iscent 
of Lefty Flynn's, except that with 
a heavier poundage, he was nut as 
speedy. He watched the Kid bob 
and weave and get in under a feeble 
jah from his heavy-weight sparrmg 
partner, pumping in a vicious right 
hook to the midriff as he did so. But 
with the whole patte1 n of Tom J>,ur­
nett's style etched in his mind, 
Wharton noted somef:1 ing which the 
others missed. 

Whenever the Pan;;ma Kid threw 
his favourite punch, a whizzing 
overarm right, his left did not posi­
tion fa st enough to block the inevf­
table counter. He was thus left tor 
a brief instant, entirely unprotected. 

Fa~d by mediocrity in the spa rr­
ing pa rtner, the lapse did not show 
up; but it would be a different matter 
with Battler. In that split second, 
the Burnett Express could come 
zmashing through, stretching its vic­
tim for the long count. 

• "What do you think of Gran'pa 
now, Mr. Wharton?" asked Rory; 
"think he can last ten stanzas with 
the Kid ?" 

Wharton smiled his · confidence. He 
llaid: "Confidentially, Rory, I really 
am sorry for that Kid. Somebody • 
~h ould tell him what he's eoming up 
c1ga inst." 

"Massacre," cut in Briller, the ~e­
cond of the sportwriters, laconic11.lly; 
"massacre, Mr. Wha!·t.on, and · you 
know it. Gran'pa won't stay two 
rounds with this baby". 

Wha rton r ammed the cigar be­
tween his teeth, stuck his thumbs 
into his J:.elt and grinned savagely. 
He said: "Oh, yeah?" an<\ dug hi's 
hand into his hip pocket, dragging 
out a wallet. From out of this he 
presently extracted a five pound 
note, and slammed it on the bench 
between them. 

"Here's a Bradbury that s11ys 
you're a liar" he drawled. 

Briller hesitated; then when he saw 
that Wharton was in earnest, he 
stiffened. 

"Covered!" he snapped, coming up 

weights were having a fist-feast of 
a semi-final. He g-run~ed a greet­
ing to his brother scribes. L in 
Briller, grinned cheekily at him as 
he sat do·.vn J:.eside Sandercc,n. s:)orts 
editor of the Observer. • 

Sanderson, . a veteran sport scribe 
who knew the friendship between 
Wharton and the old fighter, struck 
a match for the fresh panatella which 
Wharton took from his case. 

"Playing a lone hand tonight, Bill? '' 
he opined. . 

Wharton waited · until the tip was 
glowing ~venly before he replied . 

"You know, Jack," he said slow­
ly, "they say rats always deset·t a 
~inking ship. Well, if they believe 
thfs is 01:1e of those times, I've never 
seen a time when so many rats will 
prove so wron g!" 

"Phew! Kinda nasty tonight aren't 
we, Bill?" said Sanderson {vithout 
heat. ' 'Haven't let young Briller got 
under ,your . skin, have you?" 

Wharton snorted. "What you and 
I have forgotten about fights should 
be about twice what that little runt 
knows--and that's no double talk!" 

Sanderson nodded. He said: "Bill? 
I know how yo u feel about things, 
and if it's any comfort to you, get 
thi s : I've seen the Kid, and I know 
what you're counting on, and J:.rother, 
I th ink Tom's Sunday punch can 
Teach Panama!" He chuckled. "The 
bright. laddie who does the splash on 
my sheet nowadays doesn't seem to 
agree with us!" 

"Good for you, Sandy," said Whar­
ton, mollified. "we oldsters know a 
good thing when we see it." 

They were interrupted by the roar 
of applause from the outer edges of 
the tier e<;l gallery, signalling the ap­
proach of the first main bouter. 

"Here comes the Chorus Girl," 
grl'- '.::!d Wharton. 

-rne Panama Kid came through 
the aisle in a swaggering walk. ~Iis 
flamboyant robe with his name done 
in gold letters on the back, billowed 
behind him. He mounted to the 
ring, leaped agilely over the ropes 
and danced around the canvas, his 
hands above his head. The 1:-it of 
showmanship went over well with 
the crowd. 

Wharton said grimly: "See what 
I m ean, Jack?" 
her mother. A year later, she died: 

Continued! on Page 10. 

'The Churchi.l 
n.. W 1N.::;TON CHURCJ , lVl occas10ned the utmost d i 
pomtment to the B 1 

Canbbean when he came so 
rnese 10yal lands and visited, 
"ontain beyond the seas", but ( 
which to quote one of his ow n 
vounte mots, "is ever on my J 

} 'lity .yea rs had added girth 
fame to the ruddy cheeked Yl 

English correspondent riding th n 
Cuban jungles, searching C'1 
hearts, assessing Cuban ideal, 

and in fifty years the J 
low island pridefully styled Pea, 
the Antilles had cut a bloody s1· 
in Freedom's field. 

Bitter feuds, ill-chosen gov 
m ents, political experiments 
economic disasters had made Ct 
destiny in most of those y , 
Th ay are not time lost but h i, 
made. The huzzah ing, gala er, , 
thronging Havana's streets to I 
our England's greatest twen1 
century name are Cubans we 
to a nation which replaces the J'i 
factions which Churchill, the n, 

_ paperman, witnessed fifty y 
ago_ 

British Caribbeaners pertin L 
ask why Mr. Churchill delig l 
Havana, not a British West I n, 
capital 

The superficial answer is tha1 
a rest tour it would have been 
possible for him to have visited 
numerous B.W.I. capitals: to l 
omitted any single one would I 
been to foster jealousy amon g 
isl a nders and to have injured r · 

pride. 
Geopoliticians advance • thL11 

·statesman on holiday is never 
getful of his country's commitn ,, 
and a ll iances; is ever watchful 0 1 

a lliances of his country's allies. 
they are right, or merely . over-, 
mating the significance of Chu , 
hill's 3-days in Havana, the I 
fact remains that in the Caribb 
British and American spheres 
influence are peculiarly entw in 
from the -standpoint of mili t. 
naval and a ir warfare, Cuba bL 
a strategic relationship to N < 
America. North American fo re 
policy is everywhere a consider:. ' 
to Britain's cornmitment.s. 

Even in the atomic age just 
tered , Cuba's contiguity · to 
United States remains unalter :i 

I N THE PRESENT vague Bri t i 
American economics and se, 
mental goodwill, Cuba who n , 

mally is an outsider, is in fact c, 
• ·siderably concerned, because sh€' 

a major partner of the Sugar }, 
pire: the control of which ne , 

. ceases to exercise minds on b, 
• sides of the Atlantic. 

Each year, the island of Cuba p1 
duces over three million tons of ~ 
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RETURN OF BURNETT 
Cn11tinuecl .from Page 9. 

A thunderous noise filled the Gar­
den as the ga lle1·y saw the Battler 
enter th e gangway a nd follow • it .· 

• ciown, behind Pup Jones. 
'' 'Tany rate, Tom 's got th e edge on 

the appla use," grinned Sanc;lerson. 

sobbi 11g P op J ones gently lifted 
Battle t 's head and t ilt the flask of 
brandy clown his throat. He did not 
hear the snarled oa th from Sander­
son which stopped short Briller's 
tri ump han t rush towards his chair; 
nor see the quiet which set tled over 
that young m an 's face as he looked 
clo wn on the bent head of the news 
editor. 

Tom Burnett ducked under the 
ropes and walked across the ring to 
s hake hands with the Kid w hom he 
,vas seeing fo1· tne fi r st time. Then 
he wen t to his corner and sat down 
on hi s stool, body easi ly relaxed 
aga inst th e ropes. Bill ·wharton 
wa tched the two through eyes in 
which puzzle and wonder a lten1ated. 

Wh ile the lighters were having 
1heir hands taped, Gene Martin;- t he 
a nnouncer, was introd ucing the 
u sual crop of hopefuls. • 

'Nharton got to h is feet. "Back in 
a minute, J ock," he said. 

San derson grinned. "I know-­
_yo u two a lways say the grace before , 
m ea t. eh ?" 

B ill Wharton slipped between the 
cha irs to the ringside and r ested 1.~is 
e lbows on the canvas. Ba ttling Tom 
B urn ett leaned sideways ove1· the 
ring wh il e P op laced the gloves. 

"How d oes it fee l, Tom?" Wharton 
asked. 

•·Grea t to be back, Mist' Wharton," 
smil ed th e Battlei·. 

Wha 1·ton indicated the press box 
with a nod. "The prophets think 
;you 're doomed." 

A thud, thud, thud, uncannily _like 
the hammeri11g lists of the Kid, 
brought back his senses alld m ade 
h im rai se his head . The Garden 
was empty, except for the a ttendants 
knock ing down the ring posts. , 

He rose in sudden energy, resolu­
. tion on his face, 

"Hullo, Mitch ?" he spoke ove1· the 
'phone to the Mail a few mmutes 
later. "Are you Jilled up? " , . 

"We- e ll," the desk _m a n s voice 
was d ubious, "we are g tvmg a column 
to the cycling ha11dicaps, but it ~an 
be killed if you' ve got somet,h~_ng 
hot" . • " . . 

"Okay," snapped Wh~rton, kill .1~; 
I'll have a story for you m ha lf hour. 

"But-is it big, ML Wh arton!'' ,, 
"The biggest for me yet, _M1tcI:, 

he sa id; and there was.~ huskmess 11) 

his throat. " You wait. 
H e hung up the receiver and sat 

clown a t Sousa's desk. 

B::ittler looked a t the newsmen, 
s hifted . his gaze to th e chattel'ing 
P a nama Kiel 's corner, came back to 
Wharton , a nd grinned. 

IC)R FORTY MINUTES, Wharton 
. r wrote steadily, then he signed 

hi s name at the bottom of the 
last sheet a11d bowed his head to the 

" Wh a t do you think, Mist' Whar­
ton '? " · 

Wh arton's g rin m atched hi s. Satis­
_fi ed , he nodded a nd turned away. 

The not ice bell cl a nged as he pass­
·ed Lin BrilJer's chair on the way 
back. 

d esk. l . ~-

'·The curfew," sa id Mr. Briller 
conve rsa tiona lly to a nei ghbou ri ng 
reporter, "tolls the knell of par ting 
day." 

The opening of the door made ui:n 
look up. Battling Tom Burnett, his 
face shiny w ith the unguen rubbed 
into it, walke d over a nd sat dow_n 
heavily on t he edge of the desk. His 
craze m et and locked with Wharton's. 
o< "I-I ~ouldn't do it, Mist' Whar­
ton," he said. 

Wharton did not reply. His eyes, 
s till 0 11 the B a ttler, seemed to !1ave 
receded into his h ead. Unconsc10us­
ly , his fi s ts closed, snapping the pen­
ci I he held. The ha rsh blare of .:in 
a u tom obil e h orn in East Queen Stree t 
forced into the room, sla pped agai1?st 
the four wa lls, a nd went out agam, 
unheard by e ither m an. Tom Bur ­
n ett said urgently: 

~ 
Wharton paused. He took his face 

.nearer to Briller's. 
"The lowing herd ," sa id he be­

iween his teeth, "smells, a nd is a l­
ways hea rd! " 

The in ti-ocl uction an d weights were 
g ive n. t he ackn owledgment of t he 
c1 udience rlrowned ou t the r eferf' ~·s 
inst,ucti ons to th e m en. Bol'1 ·, ,._ 
iurned to the ir corne rs; ~h8 h:use 
J ights d imm ed, im p;icti ng t he bril­
lian tly li t sq u c1re on w:1c1rto11 's vi ­
s ion. The Panam a Ki d ~:ipperl out 

' -of hi s robe c1 nd w hirled completely 
.:i1 nur,d on hi s toes, hi ,; upthrust 
gloves clc1spec1 above h is h ec1cl . He 
drew a dut iful rou nd of appla use 
fro m the hou!"e w hi ch was tensely 
waitina for the opening bell. 

"He'll be beggin g tlwm to kiss him 
11ext. the blasted Prim a donna!" 
growled vV!rnrton. 

T om B11 rn t»ft ws;i q ui e tly rubbin _g 
·h is feet in the res in in h is corn er. 
Sancl t»r 0 on. \\'ho h c1 rl J:,een looki ng at 
i he Kiel, suddenly lea ned ovei· to 
i.\Tharton. 

"Hev. B ill. " he sa id low "clo you 
SeP w h.1t I see?" ' ' • 

1Vhart.on m m·ecJ u11eas ily. "Yeah . 
And I was wondering." 

The JZong sotmclecl, a flood of c1 p­
-pla use burst loose. a nd B attling Tom 
Burnett stood up to m eet his chal-
Jenger. · , 

~ HAM. A HAM, that's what he /A\ was," chortled B1·iller, "a ham 
s tanding waiting to be carved!" 

When the knock-out came in the 

" I coul dn 't do i t, Mis t' Wharton-­
vou know · I cou ldn ' t do it!" 
' Whar ton nodded s lowly. • Did h e 
hit you hard, Tom ?" 

Battler smiled w in trily. " H e's too 
young to do th a t to m e, Mist' Whar­
ton but· I can't m a ke th' fol ks know 
-tha t 's the least, I can clo for him !" 

Wharton 's eyes dropped , to th e 
. paper he h ad just written a n rl 

s igned. Soundlessly , he read it 
ove r .. . . 

"You see. Boxing Fans, twenty 
years ago, w hen t-oth Battling Tom 
Burnett a nd you·r writer w ere young, 
a boy fe ll in love ,with a girl. Thi s, 
you will ag ree, is a n everyd ay oc­
cu n ence. It h as h a ppe ned before, 
it will h appen again . Very well. 
Thi s boy and the g irl were marrfecl , 
and shortly •after wa rds, t hey had a 
child. And shortly afterwards, 
things bega n to go wrong. 

"P erhaps we can say they fell out 
of love ; perhaps we can say--any­
thing . . However, like two sensible 
people, they agreed to move :ipart 
before the bonds of tragedy should 
link them together, forever. When 
the time required by our laws 
should h ave elapsed, they would be 
divorced . • • • 

= 

= 

second round, Wh arton had ri sen 
-with the rest to look at the · limp 

"Your writer; w ho was and still 
is' proud to ,ca ll himself a friend of 

"1hat boy, w as ·ask!'!cl ·to t ake 0ver the 

.. . 

-form of the Battler on the. ·canvas. 
, He · heard; in a daze,- but · did n ot 
,iden tify 1he . mit:\gled-. ·groans · and 
.~ heers , which w.ent -up -at --the -final 
c ount. He . did n·ot ~ee· w hen ·the 

• an'angements. He it wa s ·wh'.l took 
her to th e pier and saw her emuark­

.. ed .. With . h ~r . child . on th~ic· , way to 
. , ,,. • Ccpitinued -on Paqe. 24. · 

_= 
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Panorama show­
ing the front sec­
tions of the giant 
Soap & Edible 
Products p J an t 
in Kingston, Ja­
maica. Jamaica 
Gove1·nmen.i 
Railway J>rcm­
i'ses occupy the 
baokground. The 
enterprise of co­
operators, S&EP 
produces three­
quarters of tl1e 
isfa.nd's require­
ments in soaps, 
c o o k i 11 g fats, 
margarine. 

By 

LINCOLN 

WALLACE 

PHOTOGRAPHY 

BY 

·ROY 

ALLEN 

COCONUT < 
the electi r, 

December, cl i, 
r ectors wh o,, · 
th em did not 
voting probah1 
industrial q u( , 

tory, and one 
effect or anot h, 
bean area. 

From a ,t , 
a position wb l', 
ble oils and I : 
margarine an cl 
industry had . 
more impressi, , 
plying all req u 
In latter years 
the toilet soap 
days of the U-i 
had undertakc11 
1cr West Incl i:i 
part of their J :i 

The hurric;, 
part of the cro, 
t he West In dia n 
this trade Jastc,, 
disclosed . At J 
whi ch manufact ,· 
and satisfy ing , 
tempt could bC' 
Caribbean mark, 

Should r ch:il 
rica ne effect be , 
opportunity be J • 
possible mom cn l 
completing the ,. 
These were th e , 
voters went to 11 
characters and c ;i , 

the answers , ·cry 
Events imnw , 

showed the leach- , 
much disposed to 
pect . The giant ~ 
tion issued a call 
V-J Wlas very old 
posed to spend n , 
but only a very ,, 
tion was earm ark, 
equipm ent a t the , , 

It was unh esit:i 
is through, prod1 H·1 
The plant's presenl 
t ion by the Cari b 
satisfy Jamaica wh , 
partly during th l' 
higher living stand. 
to take up the slal' I 
was not excluded 1 / 
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, H OLIDAY Nu::-.rnER 

, .z. t A1f•;'ARE ~ SO'~~ivrimEST _ _ : . 
• !! , ••• , (CO~tinu~d frcim '.' page 11 )

1

• -~' · ~ - ~: 

,-c;rder 'h~s- been'. ~ : poli~e . surg~o~ .... : 
most of his long life . And if he says • 

:t h e bullet is · from . a .thirty-two, why, : 
then I think we can agree with him, • 

•'eh ~;::~ttebt~~: n~~• h is m~u~/ t~ i: :·: ' . 

--speak, thought better of it and • 
. s tepped back- In the Force, the man : 
wr.o _ sought promotion had to be • 

, ·•wary 'as ci ' cat ·,vith h is superiors . ·, ~-- . ' : 
·,: yes, .. .as. : wary as a cat ... :·. a . cat • 
-: · .. , .' . . a cat .... he had not even • 
·,.~aen .. a cat ,• .. . a cat .. . . GAWD .. : 
~'.<\'MIGHTY ! . • · ... • 
::-,: '.He · 'twisted his head from 'side to • 
<!Side·, ·a: thought .- pushing and pound- ·: 
;: ;ing _ ir, ·his brai,n . .. _-, .. as wary a~ , <;1- • 

,. -cat . ... , not ~ven seen a - cat• ;• -•. : 
• b et, t h at' was wrong! He had ·seen • 
. a cat .... heard them . two • 

>.< cats .. . . 110w what do you k now : 
.. ,about that! • 
__ ,.. · He rubbed his palms together, saw .: 
_ 'that they were wet; looked tip, s_aw 
• someth ing else. He slashed and tore 
(:•at t h e ·.vein of an idea, -saw the rough 

-1:)re emerging, g!impse.d sh i-nin g truth 
, .in spots. , , . •,, ,8 - . ·;· • : • 

.., 

~EW 
'E 

• .- l ~ 
' . 

T 
E 
R 
J) 

R 
I 
·s 
E 

. I 

• Possible! he whisperea; , and again: 
• ·possible ! . .. ,_.. • ·l 

B ut why h ad someone not heard? C HARACTERIS-
• 01· he not sf'P.n? ~ TIC of the spir-

And he remembered w hy. · • it that is caus- 1 

.Constable _Brownie heard the I n- • ·ing . Caribbean pion-

\_ 

:CARIBBE:AN .-POST ,,. .• , • ---, 29 

··spector arranging bail for the Chin- eers to ,reach out 
'. . ese. Tai! Sneering Lo Tai could tell fo1· in:lustria l m ar- : 
.. 1hiin something! Lo Tai mt:stn't go! kets once held by • 
_ ,·, Brownie stepped forwa1-d again. overseas concerns : 

"Lo Ta i?" .he said quickly, " do you exclusively, is the • 
keep a cat?" Jamaica Mattress , • 
, .. The young Chinese eyes shone like Supplies establish- : : 

, t wo black buttons. ment, whose impos - ' ~~!!II•._ • 
"Answer me!" snapped Brownie. : ing new headquart- • 
Lo Tai veiled h is eyes and nodded. • ers at Eas t Street, !+-e~f.:2,,,y : 

The C.I-D, man sn iggered and the • Kingston, Jamaica, • 
In~pector -uttered a short: "Blast!" : has just_ been com- : 

_,,, -BrO\v'nie ·spun · and faced the offic- • • oleted. , , _ _ . . • 
-a-: , : - Jamaica Mattress Supplies began i n 1920 as the enterprise of the late C. A. · Gulley, w hose aim wasi to cap-• 

"'Scuse me, sir," he said hoa.rse.'.. .. etm·e ·the Jamaican market in plain coir and cotton m ath-esses. At his death in 1938, it passed over to his : 
ly, h is eyes gog'g!ing, "p lea~e give me • widow Mrs. Edith A. Gulley ··--a nd brother-in-law, Ernest A. McMillan (inset) , who extended it to the manu- • 
five minutes before releasin ' the pri - : fa cture of full y upholstered furniture suites a nd pieces, spring mattresses, cushions, etc., and w ho after estab-: 
.s on ers?" • l ishment in the Jamaican market a.re now seeking a place in the Caribbean bazaars. • 

" What is it now, Constable?" ask- :J l\<I. S. does not want only to SELL to the neig.hbouring West Indian territories: i ts motto :is reciprocity. : 
• ;ed the weary officer: • • • :Mahogany from . British Honduras, cotton from the Leewar.d_ _Islands (possibly glass in futur,e from Brit-• 
.. , -. "Back in five •m in utes, · s ir!;' he • • h G • ·1· t • t h d ·t ff t t d • • IS mana. s1 1ca e ) go 1n o t e goo s 1 now o ers he ra e. • 

.flung over h is shoulder: • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • •., • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
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HOLll}~Y 
-> ·r~:-~--~f, 

· •;:. 

For • ·.~ ·_j't';. . -} ~- ,. 

CATS v A:RE 
.. :.~,/~ .' - \ · • , ~ \.. .,..·, •;;; 

W HEN young? second-clas~ con- · of -raw gasofene . ~hich stung his 
stable Archimedez Brownie nostril . . • ,. ;· ':- • • ., ';" , 
swung down ~vrincess Street '.'The . foq+ f1' _growled 'Brownie. He 

-towards . Bapry Street; . be.- }Vas k_\!eP- leaned over and . shook him. "Hi! 
ing a date. -;'J )nly, · h.e was· not aware why th ' hell do you park. so near 
,of it , otherwise he _would have ' gone the corner!".. ·, _. ' 
'•f,l•Uietly. i• , a, · .·'<' - ,.,:. ' I The drive~ shrugged away his 
, ~• Softly! Softly! ·Hush fo tl:i.e pres-; - hand and muttered in his sleep. 
~hce of death~., . •. . . . Somewhere · close, · two•· cats· 'made 
" 'As it was, "the click of his b0ot- SLa rling love-play' atop a :wall. 2rc 
:heels on the ···pnvement gave him a Brownie clutched the sleeping man's 
se'.'hse of alertn~ss, and what was shoulder and tugged. ' • 
rr;ore, importance; for, to a man who 

n ad barely scraped past the : 0gda­
t1on bar of five feet eight inches, a 
sense of importance was necessary 
to make up the iu~:; in stature. 

Not that this failure . of the pitui­
iaries to complete a joq should stand 
in th e way of a man ·_.and hi s pro­
motio n. No sir! 2cc Archimedes 
Brownie was determined that this 
would not happen in his case. 

Which only- goes to show w hat 
read ing does to a m a n. For m any 
ot th e hair-ra ising genuises liv ing in 

"the yellow backs which he surrep­
ti tiously stored in his locker at head­
-quarters were m en of short stature, 
compact and lithe like himself, with 
a n uncanny ability for plunging 
h ead long in to the mystery and 
emnge hugging the two and h -.'o 
l'h at aiways added to the missing 
four. 

Yes sir! .One good chance at thb 
mathematical acrobatic, a nd they 
-would see what they wouid see!­
'ihought 2cc Brownie. 

".Hi! Wake up, you-! Wake up! " 
And just about then, it happened. 
A heavy detonation <f6re the night 

open and push.ed sound hard against 
Brownie's eardrums''. Out of • the 
corner of one eye, he . glimpsed the 
E as h. It appeared to h ave emanated 
from above a low wall about tw'en­
ty yards Wf;!stward. •• The dri\·er 
jumped in his. seat, banging his head 
against the hood. 

"Wha- w ha-wha-!" came from 
him in a howling gasp. 

Brnwnie yelled: "Sounds like a 
gun!" and hit th e pavement run­
ning. 

He fumbled at his holster as he 
r aced for' the spot where he had 
seen the fla sh. Opposite the place, 
he stopped dead . For a moment, his 
eyes laced th e scene. The lights 
frc m the cab . lit up the length of 
Barry a ll the way to Pechon Street. 
It lit a length of inanimate build­
ings, and emptiness. He whirled and 
leaped for the wall. His finger s 
caught a nd gripped the top . the nai ls 
•·r iJ H 1 ill" l .. ·, 1, - P l 1h r rn•1 nh ;--:. 1 11 ·t;1 Ct"' . 

i 
~ 

BY .. i 

VIC STAFFORIJ REID 

SO MODEST 

2nd C. C. BPownie was f!abberl3asted ~n til he 
recalled that cats makins love are just as 

paPticula11 about be frzs seen as 
f 

are 

human beinss 

new wind \\'alked in mighty strides 
from one frin ged head to another. 
Driftin; in with the wind, .i bell 
tolled dismally on a shunting engine 
in the nea rby ra il way yard. 

Re q u i em, thought Constable 
E,-ownie. The bell built a phrase in 
his mind without conscious architec·• 
tLire: Temple-gong requiem for a 
wa.ndering son of Buddha. 

The head lay in a welter of blood 
near a large, multicoloured oil patch. 
Incongruous ly, Brnwnie thought of a 
h,:lo. }fr fe lt under the shirt for his 

He looked a t the sea of Asiatic 
[aces. The . biack face of the scared 
t.;xicab driver was yet a steadying 
aBchor. 

"You,' ' 
n c1 me? 

he said, "what's your 

"Rutt-Ruttleclge David Rutt-
lE:dge," stammered the m an . 

Brownie thrust his h and in 
pocket and withdrew a key. 

his 

"Here, there's a call-box at the 
corner. Tell them \Vest Ten calling 
-tell them it's murder!" 
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'taries to complete a joq should s tand 
in the way of a man, ·- and his pro­
motion. No sir! 2cc Archimedes 
:Brownie was defermined that this 
would not happen in his case. 

Which only goes to show what 
reading does to a man. For many 
ot the hair-raising genuises living in 

·the yellow backs which he surrep­
titiously stored in his locker at head­
-quarters were men of short stature, 
compact a nd lithe like himself, with 

·2n uncanny ability for plunging 
headlong into the mystery and 
<'m erge hugging the two and t\•.'O 
l'h a t aiways added to the missi~g 
four. 

Yes sir! One good chance at -this 
mathematical acrobatic, and they 
-would see what they wouid see! ­
··th011ght 2cc Brownie. 

-.TI EJEWELLING the roof of Prin­
..LJ C':'ss' Street deserted canyon, a 

cluster of white stars gleamed 
and glinted against the dark back­
drop. From the clock in the grey 
_parish church tower at South Pa­
rade, a brace of chimes came out, 
hung for al"'. instant on t he thick 
midsummer air and glided away. 
• '·It is two of the clock, Cit:zens, 
and all is well ," murmured Brownie 
tte incorrigible romanticist and tried 
the lock on a closed shop front. 

• without breaking his stride. He took 
-off his cap and whistled a wind into 

. the steaming interior and grinnect 
• happily that tomorrow was to be his 
day off. He placed the cap lightly 
on the back of his head , rounded the 
·corner at Barry and entered Chinc1-
town_. 

Brownie- gave a cluck of annoy­
ance and stepped towards t!1e car 

·which was parked much too near ihe 
sh'eet intersection. Running lights 
:full -on, pointed west· one of the 
front doors hung open. A quick 
glance at foe rear number plate 
-confirmed his ang~ thought: somP. 
dam' careless taxi-driver. 

The driver was hunched over the 
-steering wheel, evidently asleep. 
The constable climbed to the run­
ning board. He sniffed at the odour 

L_;r p\\ · 11 1e 's L:~ ·drL1 J1:,. Ulll UL tnc 

corner o[ one eye, he glimpsed the 
.flash. It appeared to have emanated 
fi-om above a low wall about twen­
ty yards westward. • The driver 
jumped in his .'·seat, banging his h'ead 
against the h9od. 

"Wha- wha-wha-!" came from 
him in a howling gasp. 

Brownie yelled: "Sounds like a 
gun!" and hit the pavement run-

He fumbled at his holster as he 
raced for the spot where he had 
seen the fla sh. Opposite the place, 
he stopped dead. For a moment, his 
eyes laced the scene. The lights 
from the cab lit up the length of 
Barry a ll the way to Pechon Street. 
It lit a length of inanimate build­
ings, and emptiness. He whirled and 
leaped for the wall. His fingers 
caught and gripped the top, the n ails 
grinding rawly on the rough surface. 
He drew J1imself up, saw that the 
narrow yard between the wall and 
the house was a cul de sac in which 

-nothing moved. He dropped back to 
. the pavement and dusted his palms, 
a puzzled look in his eyes. 

With a quick r.ush of feet. the 
nciw thoroughly awakened dnver 
was beside him. 

"What happen?" he cried, "what 
h 2ppen, Constable?" 

I::rownie did not reply. His eyes 
were searching the house behind the 
wall. An instant afterwards, he 
hear,:! the sound for which he wait­
ed. A window screeched open on 
rusty h!nges. He ,vas about to shout 
at the head wh ich poked tlln,ugh 
the apE-rture when he heard a stra,1-
g[ecl gasp of horror. 

2ct: Erownie turned about and sent 
his gl2r:ce in the direction of the ri­
gidly peinting finger of the taxicab 
driver. In the ·shadow cast by the 
trur.k of one of the acacias which 
here !ined the edge of pavement, 
what :-cemed to be a bundle of old 
cloihine lay on the asphalt. The 
constable took four quick steps for­
ward o1nd saw it was the body of a 
man. He · drew his torch, knelt and 
played a ray on the wizened face of 
an Gld Chinese. Outside the core of 
ligh,, stray beams found and danced 
in a dull-red reflection. The old 
man stared unwinkingly at the light. 
.: "Jesus!" whispered the 
driver, "Jesus Chris'!" 

Through the_ top of_ the _ ac_acias, a 
/ 

- i1L c.. 

: recalled that cat~ makinB love are _just as 
particidar : about bein.B 

human beinl3s 
seen as 

/ 

new wind \\"alked in mighty strides 
from one fringed head to another. 
Driftin.:; in with the wind, :i bell 
tolled dismally on a shunting engine 
in the nearby railway yard. 

Re q u i em, thought Constable 
E;:ownie. The bell buil t a i:;hrase in 
J1is mind ,vithout conscious architec­
hire: Temple-gong requiem for a 
wa.ndering son of Buddha. 

The head lay in a welter of blood 
T'.ear a large, multicoloured oil patch. 
Incongruously, Brownie thought of a 
halo. He felt under the shirt for his 
heart. He felt in va in_ found him­
self squatting back on hls haunches 
and. considering, with some appre­
hension, his first murder. 

0) ORE windows banged and 
screeched and the night came 
alive with the magpie chat­

tering of frightened Chinese. Feet, 
dozens of shuffling feet ringed the 
kneeling constable. He looked up in 
to the slanting eyes of dozens of 
yellow faces peering down at the 

. t::ibleau on the ground. One leaned 
closer, gurgled 1n his throat and 
cried in a high-pitched vdice: 

','Aie! Aie! Wong Wong!" 
Instantly . the words were taken 

u p and flung around in a curious 
sing-song. It bordered on the mani­
acal; played irritably on the consta­
ble's nerves, tied his brain in knots, 
tangled his thinking. Quiet ... qui­
et ... a man needs quiet a t a time 
like this ... quiet, you fools . . • . 

"Shut up--th' whole · dam' lot o! 
you!" shouted Brownie. 
• Anficlimatic, the sudden silence 
was deafening, set his ears tingling, 
Brownie rose and wiped his steam-
ing face. • 

"That's better,"· he snapped. 

He looked at the se:i of Asiatic 
faces. The . biack face of the scared 
t2xicab dri\·er was yet a s teadying 
auchor. 

"You," he sa id, " what's your 
na me'? 

"Rutt-Ruttleclge D~,v id Rutt-
lE:dge, " stammered the man. 

Brownie thrust his h and in his 
pocket and withdrew a key. 

"Here there 's a call-box at the 
corner. ' Tell them \-Vest Ten calling 
:-tell them it 's murder!" 

At three-thirty a.m. the Inspector 
sat back and threw up his hands 
wearily and said: 

"Can't make head nor tail of these 
Chinks, Sergeant, but I'm reasonable 
sure one of them living in that house 
shot and killed old Wong. That is, 
i[ we accept Constable Brownie's 
stdement that the gun flash came 
from above the wall; though in the 
lif;ht of what happened later-ah 
me!" 

He reached over and chose his 
second cigar from the box on thP­
table. The Sergeant nodded gloomi­
iy while his superior flared a match 
for the tol:-acco. 

"The question of time is the bu;,;­
bear, Sergeant," said the Inspector 
from behind the sm oke, ·' time-,md 
Constable Brownie's eyes' " ' 

Brownie rested on one foot and 
returned · the Sergeant's unkind 
glower and for the fiftieth time tried 
to think backwards. T here • was 
something wrong. There was som'e­
thing gnawing at his mind, some­
thing of which he should have t aken 
greater cognisance. His mind felt 
bruised and beaten. 

"Everything · was in our Consta ­
ble's favour, Sergeant; the street 
b:-illiantly lit , he on the spot im me­
diately or almost immediately after 
the shot is fired. Yet, our Constable 
sees nothing, nothing, not even a 
cat! Where was our Constable's 
eyes?" asked the Inspector of the> 
ceiling. 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



, y NUMBER 

l D tREID 
.. . 

ST 

until he 
1st as 
l'e 

1 of Asia-t ic 
f the scared 
a steadying 

_., hat's your 

D:.i vid Rutt­
qan-
' 1 :111d in his 
l;ey. 
-box at the 
( Ten , calling 

he Inspector 
, his hands 

t:iil of these 
n reasonable 
n that . house 
,g. That is, 
l ' Brownie's 

flash. came 
,ough in the 
·d later-ah 

I chos~ his 
box on th~ 

lclcd gloomi­
red a match 

is the bu_;,:-
1e Inspector 

·'time-and 
-.; ' '' ' 
Jl' foot ·and 
, t 's un)cind 
• h time tried 
There was 
• was som'e-
11i nd, - some-

havJ taken 
mind felt 

,ur Consta-
t.he street 

spot imme­
:iately after 
1r Constable 
1ot even a 
Constab !e's 

,·tor of thE> 

l 
t 

HOLIDAY NUMBER 

Brownie shifted his feet uncom­
fortably and looked at the six Chin­
ese, five old and one little more than 
a lad, whom the squad had roped in. 
They were all members of the house­
hold in which old Wong had played 
his last game of fantan; All o them, 
even Lo Tai, the younger Chinese 
was openly sneering at him . 

They had none of them denied 
that Wong had won a substantial 
sum ; but they were just as definite 
that he had left with it, around 
oue-thirty a.m., and that afterwards 
they had gone straight to bed. The 
fact that thirty minutes had elapsed 
between old Wong's departure and 
the fatal shot had emerged from the 
Inspector's examination • to kick 
Brownie hard in the stomach. Of 
what had happened to the money • 1 

during that mysterious half. hour, 
they all declared ignorance. 

Ruttledge, the taxicab driver, had 
also been brought in. He had volun­
teered the information that he had 
driven old Wong from his Portland 
Road residence, to Chinatown, and 
had been awaiting him as he always 
did. He had known the old man for 
five years; had often driven him to 
this house. This was confirmed by 
all six Chinese. Ruttledge, tired 
from a day's cabbing, had promptly 
fallen asleep, only to be- awakened . 
hy the report. "· • 

• 

• The Gateway to 
the hintefland 

of 
British 
Guicina . 

• . • 
• 
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This spot of Guiana, the name of which means . 
Meeting of the Waters", is one which Government 

should push forward. 
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., .• ; I•· · A BOUT sixty miles from George-
- town, on the Essequibo Riv€'r, BERT 

by 
HUMPHREY 

SECOND-CLASS constable Brown­
ie looked helplessly down at his 

. palms. Some pinkish substanc0 
had worked under the nails. He 
made up his mind to clean them as 
soon as he left the ,Inspector's offke. • 
Untidiness, plus inefficiency, was .a 
sure gateway out of the Force. And. 
according to the Inspector, tonight 
he ·had not been especially smar t. 

"Any news from the mortuary, 
Sergeant?" 

The husky C.I.D. rnan shea thed t:1e • 
ortic daggers with which he had 
been impaling the unfortunate 
Brownie and faced his chief. 

"They promised t' r ing soon as 
they found th' bullet, sir." 

"Taking a devilishly long time -
about it," said the Inspector gruffly. 

Brownie raised his eyes from con­
templating his nails and met Tai's 
contemptuous gaze. He had an in­
ordinate desire to walk across the 
rcom and smash his fist into the 
sneering face. Sphinxes, he thought, 
yellow Sphinxes. Any of those im- • 
pnssive foreheads could be conceal­
ilng a fiendish killer's brain. He 
suppressed the desire to hit someone 
by shifting his eyes to the exhibits 
on the table. 

Just the kind of stuff an old or ­
thodox Chinese would carry around; 
a dice inscribed with Chinese cnar­
acters, a broken packet of crackers, . 
a couple of keys and a torn laundry 
bill also bearing Chinese characters. 
These were spread on a ):,adly sco.rch­
e<i piecP of yellow cloth which had 
been found near the scene hv a de­
tective. With all these clues,' any of 
hi~ slick heroes of fiction would 
have had the murderer behind bars 
in no time. But he? He was just 
a-• 

The telephone buzzed harshly. The 
big • sergeant reached for the instru­
ment and said into it: 
• "Crimnalvestgashunparmen . . , . • . 

. yes .... yes .... thir'-two ... : . 
right." 

He hung up the receiver and spoke 
to fhe Inspector. • • • • 

and just a few miles from 
where the three great British Guiana 
rivers meet-The Mazaruni, Cuyuni 
and Essequibo, lies the little village 
of Bartica, generally known as •~e 
Gateway to the Guiana Hinterland'. 

This delightful spot ,which can be 
traced back to a settlement _since _ 
about . 1807; has seen many ups• and ' 
downs, but in 1920 when the dia­
mond boom started, Bartica started 
too to improve, and has been de­
veloping ever since. A road runs 
from Baritca to Garraway Stream, 
approximately 90 miles, which takes . 
tra ffic to the Potaro District; while 
a branch road at about 73 miles from 
Barticci, takes miners to _the Maza­
runi district in the vicinity of Is­
sano. Bartica is definitely the place 
in Guiana for a timber port, and 
for the jumping off place to the rich 
hinterland districts of the Mazarun i, 
Potaro , Essequibo, and Cuyuni, as. 
well as the Rupunnuni Savannahs . 

This peaceful village has also been 
often written of as a Tourist Centre 
and the waterways in the neigh­
):,ourhood of the Village called Bar-

tica Lake ; make this a most be~ll 
ful and healthy spot for an all 
year round holiday. 

A S a village, or at least a pl 
where two or three people 
gathered together, _Bartica 

one of the oldest villages of Bri I 
Guiana, tracing its origin back su 
hundred and forty years. When 
1807, Lieutenant Stainton St. C l 
passed up the Essequibo with 
acting Governor of the day, he :-: 
"a small settlement consisting 
three small huts placed .on top o 
gentle declivity which commam 
a fine view down the Essequibo 
the right hand and up the Mazar, 
on the left." 

About 1830 the Mission of Bar\ 
Grove was founded. In the R, 
Bernou's book we see wh_at it loo!, 
like fifteen years later. The Miss , 
stood on the point to the north 
the present village boundary, ;1 

consisted of a large church, th , 
large two-storeyed houses and soi 
half-dozen smaller ones, each , 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
"Th' spital, sub. F ound th' bul­

let. Thir'-two cali.bre r evolvuh." 
"A thirty-two, eh?" mused the In­

s1~ector slowly and looked up. star­
tled. For, from the hitherto self­
effacing Brownie had come one 
trenchant word. "Foolishness!'.' he 
said distinctly. 

The Inspector frownEd and stared 
at the flustered constable. 

"Did you say something, . Consta­
ble?" 

"Nossir1 Yessir! Er, nc,-" his voice 
trniled lamely away. 

"Well?" barked the officer, "which 
ic- it?" 

Second-class constable Brownie 
swallowed hard. The damage had 
already been done. He stepped for- • 
ward and stood at attention. 

"'Scuse me, sir," he said urgently, 
"what thP. doctor s;i.ys and :what I ,. 
know is different!" 

·The officer's eyes narrowed; ·. Be '· 

inhaled cigar smoke, exhaled ci1 
smoke, rested the cigar in the a r 
tray, intertwined his fingers ;i 

leaned forward on the table, his e) 
lit up in surprised interest. 

"What you know, Constable?" 
asked in dangerously pleasant ton 
"why, then you haven't told 
everything?" • 

Brownie shuddered. He said quil­
ly· "Yessir. Nossir . I mean-" 

Bang! went the tabJ.e 1mder 1 
Inspector's hammer fists and ;, 
rose then settled on the surface. 

"Out with it!" he bellowed. "I)(l1 
speak in riddles!" 

A tinv muscle twitched at the b :, 
of Brownie's jaw. He took a ci t­
breath and made the plunge. 

"That sound did not come from 
thirty-two, Inspector," he -said fin 
ly. . . . 

"Why man, why?" shoutE!d the o 
firer,· "speak up!" 
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APRIL-MAY NUMBER 

... INGERS CHARLIE was a little 

r brown man who originated in 
the Cinchona Valley. The Cin­

chona Valley is four thousand five 
hundred ~d twenty-three feet above 
the level of Port Royal Street. The 
Valley produces famous Blue Moun­
tain coffee and rain on the face . The 
Street produces longshoremen and 
the smell of bilge. Charlie liked 
rain on the face. 

But coffee is addicted to blights 
Once, a blight 
descended on the 

Any­
bodys 

N 

C 
K 

Valley and living 
became tough. 
So, Charlie came 
down four thous­
and five hundred 
and twenty-three 
feet to the fabu­
lous Port. He 
was not exactly 
s e e k i n g easy 
money, but -

Charlie found 
that the Port was 
not so fabulous 
af .er all. Liv ing 
was still tough, 
men were still 
hungry. You 
couldn' t slip a 
seed t h r o u g h 
a sp ha 1 t and 
watch the sp iny 
leaves • shoot out 
And C h a r J .i e 
knew noth ing oi 
the finer intrica­
cies of Getting A 
Port Workers' 
Ca rd , or Seeing 
T:1e Man At The 
Corporat:on . 

T ru e. he joined 
a Un ion , but you 
don' t get to hea­
ven by buying a 
B ible. 

One n ight Charlie hungered. Now, 
he rungered in East Queen Street 
in general, opposite Beale's in 
particular , where . a hundred 
watts of electric energy . slid 
from the flaky armoury of two dozen 
beef patties. Charl ie snaked a h and 
into the pa tty-tray. Mr. Beale saw 
the hand, blinked, and flank-attack­
ed Charlie. Hunger brings on anger, 
and Charlie struck hard at one of ­
Mr. Beale's three chins. Mr. Beale 
r,,1 1 , ., f o ll i n !1 . h i~ h f''!" ..: tr11 r k the 
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coir shed where they gave of their 
all to Time, a genial old philosopher 
who was in for a life course taught 
Charlie the Three Card Art. 

CBy VIC STAFFORD REID 

The philosopher said your work 
was what you made it. There was 
nothing dishonourable about the 
Three Card Art. In fact, there was 
much to be said about it when com­
pared to even the great Sam-ft. He 
could look around and see. 

Charile moved his eyes in their 
sockets without twisting his head 
and took a rapid . inventory of the 
number of glib-tongued Sam-ft men 
serving at the altar of Time. 
He fiercely whipped at the mound 
of brown, stringy coir on the con­
crete floor at his feet. The plaited 
wire-whip came up from the floor 
with a blob of brown straw clinging 
to it. The muscles in his arm rip­
pled The end of the whip quivered 
like a mento dancer doing a special. 
Sifted coir drifted to the floor. The 
duty warder on his high seat yawned 
with a maw of mouth. 

Charlie agreed that the great Sam­
fi was no somi!thing good. He did not 
say someth;ng. 

"But always be a gentleman," the 
philosopher told Cha rlie. He told 
Charlie how gentlemen dressed. 

So, when Charlie had served his 
five years less three months off each 
ye~r for Good Behaviour, and T:iey 
showed him through the Tower 
Street gate, he was better equip:r,~d 
for his battle with a tough world. 
Nor Getting A Card, nor Seeing The 
Man was now necessary in this soft, 
sweet, suckers' world. 

He bought a zinc-fence collar and 
a black lodge-cap and a brand new 
deck of cards. When the philosopher 
had entered the Place in the early 
twenties, gentlemen were then hiding 
their identities behind high collars 
and black lodge caps. 

And, it is here we join Charlie. 

ONE CLOUDY NIGHT Charlie 
ruffled the deck under a street light 
in Port Royal Str eet. T:ie little 
brown man in the peaked cap leaned 
over the oil-skins cover ing the· port­
able table. He slid his left hand 
diagonally across his right wrist. 
flipped another card face down on 
the table and edged the third to set­
tle quietly between its companic:1s. 
All his movements were smooth and 
-~rnch ron ised. T he rastebo<1 rd s 

old fashioned collar. He bent his 
head and looked up from under his 
scant eyebrows. A cigarette epear­
ed from his lips . Smoke climb­
ed invisible ladders to his eyes, 
poked at them so they squinted. He 
packed words along the cigarette 
and pushed them fast to the glowing 
tip so they tumbled off in a rush. 

"Sh•w me da lucky girl." 
His voice slugged a passage 

through layers of coir hoarseness. It 
sounded like a train in a tuanel. 

"For a pound, show me da lucky 
girl." 

The four stevedores stared fas­
cinatedly at the table and shuffled a 
little on the dirty asphalt. The over­
turned bowl of the overhead lamp 
poured light from its tight circle of 
shade onto their hunched shoulders. 
A big stevedore said Gawdjudge, 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
2 c. c. CBrownie proves 
that a belief in Myal 
practices can benefit 
others than ;beah.~en ......................... ., 

. and licked his l ips, and fingered the 
bone in his gua rd-ne~klace whic~ 
the Saint Thomas parish obeahman 
had said was real human bone. 

"Da lucky girl for a pound," 
slugged Char lie monotonously. 

The man who h ad said Gawdjudge, 
said it again. H is fingers trembled 
slightly as he pushed the note to the 
table. Light gleam ed dully on the 
black stone of h is myal gua rdring. 
He twirled the r ing for luck. He 
gri nned w hen h e spotted the "girl". 

Charl ie 's hand fa nned a ir . • 
"Show me d a lucky girl," he re-

peated. , 
T wo stevedores wer e unlucky. 
At 11.10, Cha rli~ folded his port­

a1:>le t able and told the men · good­
mght. The men looked at him !n 
unison. Their eyes were cold. 

"God kill you ," sa id one w ith teeth 
in his voice. The words were like 
cutting blades. 

Charlie said goodnight softly. He , 

,, 

felt his high collar. Gentlemen don't 
swear. 

LATER, GOD SQUEEZED THE 
CLOUDS IN HIS PALM, and they 
became r ain. 

Up in the Cinchona, Charlie had 
always liked the feel of rain on his 
face. Tonight, he laid on his back 
and looked up at God. Rain fell on 
his face, in his open eyes. Tonight, 
it made no difference since his neck 
was broken. 

And it is here we leave Charlie. 
INSPECTOR GABJDAN SAID IN­

TO THE MOUTHPIECE : "'1'11 be 
right duwil. Get the squad read:;." 

He used a favourite mono-syllabic 
word and lengthened the final double 
consonants into a sa tisfying hiss. He 
clicked off his desklight, ploughed 
down the stair, stalked across the 
courtyard, climbed into the squad car 
and worked his shoulder hard against 
Second Class Constable Archimedes 
Brownie. 

"Move over, you little runt," he 
said without affection. 

THE WATER POLICEMAN WHO 
HAD FOUND Charlie said to the In- . 
spector: "Yes sir, I saw him at th' : 
corner earlier tonight." Apprehen­
sion put a delicate flutter in his 
heavy voice. If an elephant could 
make like a humming-bird, that 
would be the kind of flutter 

"Yah -- read ing his bible I sup­
pose," said Gabidan. He spoke with 
his mouth opened wide. Somehow. 
he contrived to make the words 
sound obscene. " Since he w asn't 
laying bombs aga inst a s hip's hull, 
the waterpolice couldn't be expected 
to interfere." 

The w .p . squirmed. 
" Who was he gambling with, you 

lug!" snarled Gabidan. 
The w .p . rocked gently under the 

hammer. Anyone could see he was : 
agitated. But he w as a veteran w ho 
knew every inch of caulk on the , 
waterfront, and now he reeled off 
the names with something of the 
speed of a stepped-up rivet -hammer. : • 

" Got that, Brownie?" snapped . 
Gabidan unexpectedly. Gabidan was : 
on the prowl, in his meanest mood. • 

(Continued on page 24) 
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a Union , but you 
don' t get to hea­
ven by buying a 
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Man was now necessary in this soft, 
sweet, suckers' world. 

He bought a zinc-fence collar and 
a black lodge-cap and a brand new 
deck of cards. When the philosopher 
had entered the Place in the early 
twenties, gentlemen were then hiding 
their identities behind high collars 
and black lodge caps. 

And, it is here we join Cha rlie. 

.. ._. ._, .: ..... , v. 1 ,U.,' l\...i..tl 11 L.. ll1uL UUlil!. 

''Da lucky girl for a pound," 
slugged Charlie monotonously. 

The man who had said Gawdjudge, 
said it again. His fingers trembled 
slightly as he pushed the note to the 
table. Light gleamed dully on the 
black stone of his myal guardring. 
He twirled the ring for luck. He 
gri nned when he spotted the "girl". 

Charl ie's hand fanned air • 
"Show me d a lucky girl,;' he re-

pea ted. , 
Two stevedores were unlucky. 
At 11.10, Charli~ folded his port­

able table and told the men e1ood ­
night. The men looked at hhn !n 
unison . Their eyes were cold. 

"God kill you," said one with teeth 
in his voice. The words were like 
cutting blades. 

Charl,ie said goodnight softly. He 

~ -- ... --- --.:::, ...... •J ••.J ~1- - "" "- • tJ 

pose," said Gabidan. He spoke with 
his mouth opened wide. Somehow . . 
he contrived to make the ·words 
sound obscene. "Since he wasn't 
laying bombs against a ship's hull, 
the waterpolice couldn't be expected 
to interfere." 

The w.p . squirmed. 
"Who was he gambling with , you 

lug!" snarled Gabidan. 

J . 

The w.p. rocked gently under the 
hammer. Anyone could see he was • 
agitated. But he was a veteran who . 
knew every inch of caulk on the 
waterfront, and now he reeled off 
the names with something of the 
speed of a stepped-up rivet-hammer . . • 

"Got that, Brownie?" snapped 
Gabidan unexpectedly. Gabidan was • 
on the prowl, in his meanest mood. 

(Continued on page 24) 

One night Charlie hungered. Now, 
he rungered in East Queen Street 
in general, opposite Beale's in 
particular, where a hundred 
watts of electMIE energy slid 
from the flaky armoury of two dozen 
beef patties. Charlie snaked a h and 
into the patty-tray . Mr. · Beale saw 
the hand, blinked, and flank-attack­
ed Charlie. Hunger brings on anger, 
and Charlie struck hard at one of 
Mr . Beale's three chins. Mr. Beale 
fell . 1In falling, his head struck the 
edge of the counter. · After three 
days, he awoke. 

ONE CLOUDY NIGHT Cha rlie 
ruffled the deck under a street light 
in Port Royal Street. T~e little 
brown man in the peaked cap leaned 
over the oil-skins covering the port­
able table. He slid his left hand 
diagonally across his right wrist. 
flipped another card face down on 
the table and edged the third to set­
tle quietly between its comp,mic:1s. 
All his m ovements were smooth and 
i;;ynchronised. The pasteboards II 
slithered fast and • low, whispered 
silkily as they passed, no hint of the~ -­
suits showing. The little brown man 
etched a laugh .. 

THE JUDGE SAID CHARLIE 
WAS A THUG, and ordered a de­
thugging course of five years at the 
Rae Town Place. There, Charlie 
joined the Blo~k C fraternity. In the 

The little brown man in the peak­
ed cap spread his hands, palm up­
wards, and shrugged his neck in the 

not <9nly 
a C/ii//erobe 

.. makes a * BED ROOM SUITE . 
nor does a table make a 

* DINING RQQ,M SUITE 
for that matter 

Have us plan and build to yo\U 
taste. Come to the show room 
and buy our ready-made furni­
ture you will live with for 
generations. 

HAMIL TON'S FURNITURE ESTABLISHMENT 
2A RETIREMENT ROAD • CROSS ROADS 

TELEPHONE : 6698 

WE OFFER 

A UNIOUE SERVICE 
Whatever your requirements in Art 
or Advertising may be-indoor or 
outdoor, in newspapers or maga­
zines our service covers Display 
presentation with eye-catching and 
mind-arresting qualities. 

We invite inquiries in any of the 
branche9 of advertising art. If your 

ad . space is but once a week 
get research tested copy. 
Quotations and Roughs fur­
nished on short notice. 
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ANYBOIJY'S NECfi 
(<;:ontixlued from Page 21) 

Those names ~ ould have been too 
fast for even Brownie. 

. • . But · Brownie said yes he had got 
- .them and .would apply to the shippin' 

office tomorrow for their addresses. 
• sir 
• THE SUN WAS HIGH IN THE 
AFTERNOON SKY. The room was 
close. Gabidan scratched a match 
for his cigarette, sucked in the smoke 
with habit, without pleasure. He 
tickled his ear with the matchstick , 
broke it and left it in the ashtray. 
The ashtray had a dragon ornament. 
The dragon jeered at him with its 
tongue. Gabidan slapped the desk 
with his palm, rose, shook his head 
wearily. took his cap and left the of­
fice. 

He was going to the garage for his 
car when he saw Brownie on the 
verandah of the barrack-room. Gabi­
dan veered towards the verandah. 
Brownie was reading a book. Gabi­
dan said: " What are you reading 
runt?" 

Brownie did .what Regulation 
• .Number -- says any constable 

. must do when he sees any Inspector. 
"A book on Psychology, sir," said 

.Brownie from the remote rigidiiy of 
'shun. . 

Gabidan's left eyebrow threw up 
its hands in astonishment. Gabidan 
cleared his throat, smiled wanly and 
said: "Oh, Psychology.'· 

"Psychology, sir," agreed Brownie. 
"Quite, Psychology. Er, let's go up 
to the office for a minute," said In­
spector Gabidan. 

Up in his office, Gabidan poured 
what bees make. "You are a good 
lad, Brownie, you have a Head " 

Brownie inclined the Head, and 
m ight have blushed, but you couldn't 

• tell because of his colour. 
"I can't forget the Cats and the 

Alamein, ha, h a .'' 
Brownie murmured : "Sir?" The 

corners of his mouth went down. 
Gabidan said: • "Now, last ·night, 

Brownie; what do you make of it?" 
"Oh, tha t , sir? Nothin', sir." 
"I can't get a thing on it. I have 

held on to those fou r men for as long 

< 'ARIBBEAN POST 

DON'T MAKE THAT 'GRAVE' MISTAKE 

FOR BEST SERVICES GO TO 

~addt;n,s 

Funt;.-al Supplit;s 
30¼ NORTH ST. ,KINGSTON. 
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DAY & NIGHT SERVICE 

PHONE 23832, 

POISONED KIDNEYS 
Fight Germs, Purify Blood and 

Stop Getting Up Nights 
To harmlessly !lush poisons and acid 

from kidneys, to purify the blood and 
correct Irritation or prost ate and b ladder 
, o th at you ca n stn~ :·ire~~l_!l~f! u p n ights. " 

Mile-posts 
--o--

Died; suddenly, in London, 
in April, Dr. Harold Moody, 
Founder-president of the 
League of Coloured Peoples, 
brother of Dr. Ludlow Moody 
of Jamaica and kinsman to 
Norman W. Manley, K.C. , 
three short weeks after he re­
turned from the West Indies 
in connection with a campaign 
to raise funds for a Coloured 
Cultural Centre in London. 
West Indian nationalists and 
Negroes the world over 
mourned the loss of a great 
leader. 

MICHAEL S. WHEATLE 

THE MASTER MARBLE WORKER 

WILL NEVER PRODUCE AGAIN 
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APRIL-MAY NUMBER 

Charlie's scrawny neck had been no 
iron safe. 

"Sit down, Brownie. Have a c1g- • 
arette." Gabidan was not sur-
prised. 

Brownie took the cigarette. His 
palate did an invisible jig as his eyes 
took in the brand. Good, that. 
Gabidan said: "Well?" 

Brownie said: "Yes, sir. I went 
to each of them cells and I told each 
of them that his fingerprints had 
been found on Charlie's starched 
collar. Three of them were fi:igh­
tened. The Bii One was not. The 
man who had twisted Charlie's neck 
had not touched his collar. A knee 
in the small of his back, two hands 
clamped on his neck, and urrck, si!". 
The P .M. had · shown a contusion: m 
the small of his back. However, I 
figured this was our man. I told 
him the others had said that he had 
threatened Charlie. He us<!d ce~·tain 
nasty words to me, but I had ano~her 
idea and left him at that. Ey t!J.e 
way, sir, I borrowed an item froP.1 
those exhibits in the big obec!h c~se 
as II know you wouldn't mind, sir,'' 
Brownie said with diffidenc':!. 

"To hell with it, man. Continue," 
said his Chief. "What was the 
idea?" 

"Yes, sir. I had noticed his myal 
necklace and ring, so when I went 
back, my tunic was opened so he 
could also see mine. He soon saw it 
alright, sir, and he said Gawdjudge 
he didn't know I was a sensible man 
too. I told him yes I had been sen­
sible, much more than he had been. 
He asked how. I told him hell (beg 
your pardon, sir) man, don't you 
know ghost don't like water? He 
asked then what happen. I said 
hell (beg your pardon, sir) man, 
when you killed Charlie and his 
ghost came out and saw the rain 

,f.-allin', he simply fastened himself 
on to your myal necklace and will be 
there to your grave. And, sir, n was 
then he smelled it." 

GABIDAN'S EYEBROWS RODE 
TOGETHER. "Smelt what?" 

·'Smelt the cowhorn and rubber 
parin's I had a constable burnin' 
outside the cell, sir. I . borrowed 
those, and the necklace, from the 
exh ib its .' ' 
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GOLFERS! 

SWEAR 
BY 

SPALDING'S 
G,Q1LF 

EQUIP1MENT 

CARIBBEAN PO::iT INDUSTRIAL NUMBEF 

cA. Foreil!,n Industry 

·Goes cJf ative 

(Continued from Page 14) 

From the outset the agents for 
foreign drugs had naturally assisted 
doctors' prejudice by declaring that 
never could any local article equal 
the foreign equivalent. Now, as 
Laboratory drugs increased in vol­
ume on the market, a few more ag­
gressive than the others took up 
samples and sent up to the Govern­
ment Laboratory for test, telling 
clients and friends that there could 
only be one judgment - spuri­
ous. Government chemists, how­
ever, assessed the drugs as being 
genuine; and, somehow or the 
other, the information got around 
back to the Lab. Bennett promptly 
pounced on it and used it for all 
such a testimonial could be worth. 

It was not long after that friends 
,rnd interested onlookers realised 
the possibilities of the venture and 
suggested the formation of a limited 
!'ability company. Prin,cipal among 
these were Messrs. Louis Hamilton, 
the well-known businessman ; Hugh 
Levy, contractor and businessman ; 
A. N. • Willis, C. A. McPherson, W. 
G. Morais and Dr. J. L . Varma. The 
L8b was reorganised and geared for 
bigger and more var ied product:on. 
The period of trial had passed and 
that of establishment was about to 
bfgin. 

r ROM the production of drugs· 

r to the manufacture of patent 
medicines and tonic wines is an 

e:,sy and logical development. The 
year that saw the possibility mooted 
that Jamaican agricultural workers 
would go to the United Sta tes also 
saw the first appearance of Phos­
pho-pep Tonic Wine on the Jamai­
ca market. Consumers at first 
smiled to think that anything could 
be produced in Jamaica to substi­
tute even for the great elixirs that 
came from abroad: then. tolerantly, 
il, "' ,~•11 1 ·..-,r1 ~,,, ,n,n ' ," ; , ?. , · 10 + ! 
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PIECES OF FURNITURE 
ARE LAID ASIDE FOR YOU 
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modern and period pieces you 
are sure to be able to pick the 
designs that best harmonise 
with your domestic surround­
ings. 

* THE PRICES ARE VERY PLF'.ASING 

* 
Sterling's Upholstering 

and Furniture 
12.7 .KING STRE,ET e KINGSTON 

2cc Brownie Goes . 
(Continued from Page 19 ) 

sized up Calligan for an enfilaC:e. 
"Very quiet, Calligan," he murmur­
ed and raised an enquiring eyebrow 
at Brownie. 

Calligan went into a slight 
crouch. His big shoulders trembled. 
He panted through his mouth like 
an animal. His eyes darted from 
side to side. The CID sergeant 
moved in with his revolver levelled 
for a possible belly shot. 

Suddenly Calligan's shoulders 
drooped, his hands fell to his sides 
and he sobbed. "Ah 'ad to do it­
ah 'ad to kill 'im-'im was takin' 'er 
away!" 

He made no move when the ser­
geant slipped the handcuffs over his 
wrists. .... a ut where can the knife be?" 

r" asked Inspector Gabidan 
dazedly a few minutes 

later. Brownie grinned. "I can 
make a good guess, sir." 

He thrust his hand inside the back 
of the radiophone, searched around 
the chassis and brought out the red 
stained knife. 

"Yes, sir," he said, handing it to 
the Inspector, "all he did was to 
open his eyes as the lights went out. 
At that moment, he could see better 
than anyone else. So he just jab­
bed-hard. He then slipped the 
knife from the stick and pushed it 
under the radio chassis." 

"Then Garvey's bruise-" . 
"He was sittin' beside the Indian, 

sir, and when the man felt the knife 
pass inside him, he just clutch' 
wildly and a finger caught Slim's 
cheek." 
• The Inspector used the word 
again. This time he used it in a 
sort of wonder. 

~ ~A-'t.t POL/FLOR 
. , , ~~:'fl.",°'" . . .. . .. ~ ., . . . ., ... , 
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Gabidan's left eyebrow threw up 
its . hands in astonishment. Gabidan 
cleared his throat, smiled wanly and 
said: "Oh, Psychology:· . 

"Psychology, sir," agreed Browme. 
"Quite, Psychology. Er, let's go up 
to the office for a minute," said In­
spector Gabidan. 

Up in his office, Gabidan poured 
what bees make. "You are a good 
lad, Brownie, you have a Head " 

Brownie inclined the Head, and 
might have blushed, but you couldn't 

• tell because of his colour. 
"I can't forget the Cats and the 

Alamein, ha, ha." 
Brownie murmured : "Sir?" The 

corners of his mouth went down. 
Gabidan said: • "Now, last ·night, 

Brownie; what do you make of it?" 
"Oh, that, sir? Nothin', sir." 
"I can't get a thing on it. I have 

held on to those four men for as long 
as I can, but they have got to be re­
leased." 

"Why, sir?" 
Honey soured. "Man -- don't 

be a dam' fool" Gabidan exploded. 
"No, sir," agreed Brownie hastily, 

a small grin wobbling at the bottom 
of his eyes. His fingers caressed a 

• dehydrated moustache in the nonde­
scriptiveness of his face . A fly set­
tled on his finger. He , breathed 
heavily on it and the fly skidded into 
air. Wheels rattled past in East 
Queen Street and a high pitc!'led 
voice screeched : "Water Coconuts! 
Wayay wayay cocay! " 

GaJ:.idan waited. He opened a file 
on his desk so it wouldn't appear as 
if he was waiting. Brownie said : 

• ·"Sir? ( would try psychology." 
Two little memories held hands 

f'.nd d:.:n::::d around on spidery fee l 
inside Gabidan's head. They shook 
their fuzzy heads at Gabidan <1nc.t 
shrieked of Carnivoras and North 
African battleplaces. And thu;;, 
Brow nie's head was saved from i be 
file. 

Gabidan said : ."What <lo you 
mean ?" Brownie told him. Gabi­
dan looked pained. But he swal­
lowed and sa id : "Go ahead." 

2cc BROWNIE KNOCKED AT 
INSPECTOR GABIDAN'S OFFICE. 
Gabidan yelled that he should come 
in. Brownie went. in, obeyed the 
Regulation, and said : "He has con-
fessed, sir." 

Gabidan· rubbed his ear and talk 
. , , . ed the w;;iy a man talks when he is ,. ,;-.Y_: , __ . 

af.i «;n's 

Fune.-al S~pplies 
30¼ NORTH ST. .KINGSTON. 
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POISONED KIDNEYS 
Fight Germs, Purify Blood and 

Stop Getting Up Nights 
To harmlessly !lush poisons and acid 

from kidneys, to purify the blOOd and 
correct irritation of prost ate and bladder 
so that you can s t op "getting up nights," 
p:et a p ackage of GOLD MEDAJ. Haarlem 
Oil Capsules , the famous UI ,n ary antl­
seI,ttic and t a ke as d ire<: ted. Other symp­
toms of kldnev and bladder weaknesses 
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sas e-backo ~he-leg cramps-puffy eyes 
-10ss of vigor. Get the original GOLD 
MF:OAT. 

not surprised. "Which one?" 
"The big one, sir." 
Gabidan remembered the big one 
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Stafford Nethersole 
MARBLE WORKER 

8 EAST ST. KGN. PHONE 2983 

of the four stevedores. As great as 
hams, were his shoulders. His ~ands 
could crack an iron safe. Fmgers 
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"If I should die, call Jackson" 

FLOWERS 
and the sympathy 
of friends will 

heal your pain at the 
last parting ... but the 

FIN AL SER VICE TO 

your loved ones is reverently 

performed by:~ 

JACKSON'S 
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39 EAST ST., KGN., JA. 
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back, my tunic was opened so he 
could also see mine. He soon saw it 
alright, sir, and he said Gawdjudge 
he didn't kriow I was a sensible man 
too. I told him yes I had been sen­
sible, much more than he had been. 
He asked how. I told h im hell (beg 
your pardon, sir) man, don't you 
know ghost don't like water? He 
asked then what happen. I said 
hell (beg your pardon, sir) man, 
when you killed Charlie and his 
ghost came out and saw the rain 
fallin', he simply fastened himself 
on to your myal necklace and will be 
there to your grave. And, sir, it w as 
then he smelled it." 

GABIDAN'S EYEBROWS RODE 
TOGETHER. "Smelt what?" 

·'Smelt the cowhorn and rubber 
parin's I had a constable burnin' 
outside the cell, sir. I borrowed 

• those, and the necklace, from the 
exh ibits." 

The Inspector was slightly out­
raged. He said as if he meant it: 
"My God!" 

"Yes, sir. He asked me if I had 
smelt the Thing. II said which Thing. 
He said the myal Thing. I jumped, 
and looked at him as if he was al­
ready dead. I fumbled at the cell 
lock as if I wanted to get out quick, 
and I shouted that I h adn't smelt It 
but then I couldn't smell It since H 
was not meant for me but for the 
man who was keepin' It from Rest 
Eternal. Then he seemed to go off 
h is head a little, sir. " 

Gabidan eased on his lungs. He 
said slow ly: "You son of a . . . " 

"Yes, sir . The other .two constables 
came in and we held him. When ~e 
calmed down, I told him how he had 
confessed and whether he would l ike 
to sign what he had confessed. He 
said yes for what was the use of liv­
in' if Charlie would forever be on his 
neck, especially with that Smell. He 
signed, sir." 

Gabidan took the paper. He did 
not look at it. He looked at 
Brownie. 

"But - but - how could you 
guess he would break - I mean - " 

'Psychology, sir," murmured Brow­
nie gently, the corners of his mouth 
like fallen arches. 

The Inspector said a word. The 
final double consonants had his 
tongue against the roof of his mouth. 

2cc Brownie brightened. "That 
was the very word he used, sir!" 

Then he rose and obeyed the Reg­
ulation . 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



·ii " I 
·j,; 

BRIGHTEST 
AND 

BEST 
June and Pinky were on the floor 

of the verandah :seated either side 
of the empty kerosene tin. Scores 
of disused cigarette silver-paper 

· wrapper we1·e neatly packed beside 
them on the floor. A jar of paste 
held the papers down. 

"Oh, Mumsy, we want to paste on 
the pape r now," June said. June's 
eleven years made her spokesman 
ove r Pinky 's nine.-and-a-half. ·Pinky 
looked earnestly on Nora. 

"Very well, dears, let me show 
.you how." 

._ ·d Nora removed the jar, took up one 

T HE call sheared neatly be­
t ween the low !·oar . of the 
fires and the high sizzle of 
the sauce pan and pinged on 

Nora's ear. . 
---....__ "Mum!" . 

- Nora thought : That will be Baby 
El. 

The bright, wo ri'.ed-down blade of 
the old kitchen knife flickered up 

/ " the sta lk of pungent green • eskel­
h on, sn1pp1ng off tiny lengths for 
the season ing. Nora let fall the 
nobble of fl eshy portion of eskellion 
a nd reached for the bunch of pars­
ley. The blade began its snipping 
Journey up towa rds ner fingers 
c1gain. She thought: Junior will be 
looking down at her now, his brow 

• puckered, telling her she should caU 
a,gain. 
\ Hea t fill ed the cubicle of kitchen 

and b1 ought beads of sweat to her 
forehead and mouth. She reached 
for a handful of scotch bonnets and'. 
wrinkled her nose at the sharp tang 
which rose when the blade cut into 
them. Now for the garlic-and yes, 
for the sa lt. 

She thought : El will be nodding 
her head lcnowin gly now, and tuck~ 
ing in her mouth as she rears back 
on siurcly l egs to fill her lungs for 
that n ever-fai ling final y~ll. . .. 

".l\llu - u - m!" 
"Coming, darl.ing!" Nora cried. 
She sc rubbed he r fingers together,. 

rubbing away adhering specks of 
seasoning, dabbed her fac e with the 
apron, took a last quick look at the· 
saucepan and hurried out of the· 
kitchen. 

From the sole of her Clark's to 
where the bow of her ha ir-ribbon 
hung rakishly over one eye. Baby 
El was a good forty inches. Her 
round eyes darted from Nora to Ju­
nior while a little smile of triumph. 
tiptoed a t the corners of heF mouth .. 

Nora asked: "What is it, dear?" 
For answer, Baby El pointed a . 

chubby finger up at Junior and said 
succinctly: "Da Christmus Tree." 

Junior wa~ dangerously risking· 
all his weight out on a limb of the· 
old lignum vitae. 

"Careful, Junior," Nora said auto-· 
matically 

A small expanse of exposed bark 
showed where he had mightily lab­
oured. 

"The cutlass won't cut, Mother," ' 
h 2 said. 

"Hand it down," Nora told him. 
She ran an expert eye over the 

crooks of the branch on which he 
had been working. 

"Not enough crooks-won't do", 
she said. 

She tucked under her skirts and 
stepped to a low limb. She chose a 
branch whose many shoots would 
tend to nice honing. Quickly, she 
commenced hacking at the branch, 
angling the cutlass so it bit into the· 
wood, sending the chips flying, first 
one side, then the other, until only· 
a sliver held -it to the tree. Then she· 
stepped down again and bore on the 
branch until it creaked away from 
the limb. 

"Mumsy, da stronger! Mumsy, da 
stronger!" applauded Baby El, danc-· 
ing on the toes of her Clark's. 

• of the small sheets and dipped the 
brush in the paste. She paused. 

''No, no, Baby El, you will wear 
out your shoes!" Nora cried. 

· She took up the branch and car­
ried it into the shade. She laid it 
on the ground and sk etched imagin­
ary lines with her finger around it. • 

"Trim -it like thi s, Junior, you see? 
But mind your fingers with the cut­
lass." 

Behind her, Baby El danced on 
her Clark's. 

"Mumsy, da stronger! Mumsy, da 
strong.er!" she sang as she danced. 

THE man who had brought it 
around had said the shop scale 
said six pounds. Nora held it . 

by the narrow end, the end through 
which the bone protruded, and heft­
ed it. It had a good heft. F elt gopd, 
this heft. Felt all of six pounds. 
And look at it! Skin a healthy 
brown, nice fat showing under the 
skin; and with this small bone, any­
body c9uld see there would be plen­
ty of solid flesh. When you pulled. 
back the skin fro m the wide end • 
where the cleaver had cut, you could 
see the solid fl esh unde rneath. She 
smiled and hummed a tune. 

Funny how at this season these 
tunes sang in your h ead, eh? eh? 
Tunes like, God r est ye merry gen­
tlemen, and Good King Wence s[as , 
and yes, yes, that lovely old tune 
with its calm, singing quality that 
called for in-thinking during those 
merry moments to come, that 
Brightest and 'Best of the Suns of 
the morning. 

She hummed as she worked the 
knife beneath the brown skin and 
built the cavities that would · take 
the seasoning. In, out, now in, now 
out. Ah! Right here is where the 
pimento will go! Pimento, to diffuse 
sweet, rich odours. No ham this 
Yule? Why worry? Why worry 
when there's a leg ot seasoned pork! 
Eh? eh? I will tell him this tonight, 
Nora thought. 

"Oh, Mumsy?" 
The r oaring flam es h ad settled 

down to a glow of burning coals. 
The saµcepan had ceased to sizzle. -
Six pounds of leg of pork was ready 
for the heateq .stone oven. The 
quiet call came easily to her ear. 

That will be June and Pinky, the 
dears will wai t. She stuffed the 
mixed seasoning 'into the cavities ' 
her knife gnd· built. She sprinkle>d 
brown suga r over the brown· flesh, : 
r ubbed the grains into the exposed . 
end, h efted the leg again and nodd- ' 
e d, satisfied. She felt the tinsheet 
before thl'! door of the oven , found it : 
too hot and pushed it aside with the ' 
aid of a towel 'wrapped around her ' 
hand. Good waves of heat swirled 
through the open doorway. 

She settled the triangle of m eat in 
the ro::isting pan and slid it into the , 
-oven. Right up to the centre, so that 
these waves of · heat will evenly 
:swirl all around it. Crisp outside, 
and juicy inside it will be, with 
;flakes of brown skin easily peeled 
off for Baby El to suck on. The 
brown. flakP.s will be Baby El's. 
Otherwise, there will be war. • 

Nor:a smiled and hummed the tune 
• with the calm, singing quality. 

"Mumsy?" 
"Coming, • dear." 

"Wha t about the earth?" 
"Can't we put it in afterwards?" 

Pinky enquired . 
Nora smiled. "No, dear, too ·much 

handling of the tin afterwards wi1l 
ca use the paper to peel off. Here, 
let me." ~ 

She took up the tin and went out­
side to the garden . She scooped 
handfuls of earth, still damp from 
,the swift early morning showers. 

She packed the tin with nice­
smelling earth, tocik up the filled tin 
with an effort. She staggered, half­
bent, up the steps and gasped as she 
placed it on the verandah. Slie stood 
up, and pushed the air from her 

·-eyes .. 
" Whoosh! There, now, we can go 

ahead." 

THE-clock on the side table show­
. ed a few minutes to six. Through 

the window of the children's 
room, a little w hite sta r hung low to 
peep at the beds on which they slept. 
On tiptoe, Nora s t.raightened the 
room. Baby El h ad a h and around 
Junior's neck and h er cheek rested 
on h is chest. June ; md Pinky slep1 
quietl y away from each other. 

Nora went back to the h all, click­
ed on the light and began cleaning 
up in there. A car stopped a t thE 
gate and she peered outside. No. 11 
wasn't Richard. He wouldn't be com­
ing home in a car this Christma~ 
Eve. It was the n eighbour across thE 
street come home in a taxi a nd h e 
carried large packages and wavec 
to h er a nd called: 

Compliments of the season-Mefr; 
Christmas!" 
• And Nora smiled because sh e Sa\\ 

already he was a li t tle too m err:i 
and wondered if Richard had a lsc 
m et up with the boys, and called tc 
her n eighbour: 

"Same to you!" 
Guiltily, she found herself won­

dering if that l~rgish package un­
der his right arm, not -the one witI­
the Christmas tre~. was the one witI­
the ham. Ham was a good thing fo1 
Chr istmas. Her back ach ed a little 

She stood by the window -anc 
watched her n eighbour walk up th1 
path to his house, and listened to th1 
joyous shouts from the house as h1 
staggered inside with all his la rg1 
packages. Her fing ers clenched , 
little. 
1 She turned from t he window a nc 
fook up the candles which ·June h ac 
earlier bought at . the corner shop 
She commenced cutting them, thre, 
bits to each candle. This ·way, th, 
dozen would become three dozem 
They would burn at least for a1 
hour. 
• What could be keeping Richard s, 
la te1 What had h e to wait out ·for 
Hadn 't the Boss said rio ·bonus thi 
year? • 

And they l iving at p eak , with th 
weekly pay envelope just coverin 
the w eekly living. Christmas, an, 
broke. • 
: Please God, make him come hom1 
You and me, togeth er, will make i 
.a happy Christmas for him. 

T HE , cookies . were still warr 
from the oven when Nora pack 
ed them in the four jars an 

placed them beside the silver-paper 
ed kerosene tin . She mixed the ju 
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of lemonade and ~ced it on the 
tray with the four p·retty glasses 
grouped around it. The clock show­
ed minutes past eleven. She thought 
she would now wake the children. 

Just then, she heard a car at the 
gate. 

"Nora!" 
That was Richard's voice. 
"Oh, No-o-ra!" 
Richard's voice with a merry lilt 

to it. 
She ran for the door and met him 

at the verandah. His face and his 
voice was gay as he shouted at her: 
"Come on, ol' girl! Merry Christmas! 
Meny Christmas!" 

"Mum!" came a voice from the 
children's room. 

Nora said hurriedly: "Quiet, Ric• 
hard, you will wake Baby El!" 

"Wake them! Wake them all! It's 
a merry, merry Christmas, I tell 
you! The Boss came thro4~h after 
all and I've been out shopping!" 

Nora clutched his shoulders. 
"Wait, Richard!" Her voice was seri­
ous. "Wait for me out here while I 
get up the children." 

She ran back inside the house. 
"Coming, darling!" she called at 
Baby El. 

She had up June and Pinky. Be­
tween them, they would see after 
Baby El. Junior would take care of 
himself. Then she hurried out to 
Richard. She had so much to tell 

"him. 

W HITE-B-0.-RNING ranples 
gleaming on green leaves. 
Bits of candles, burning 

""steadily, •in-- the. c;rooks of a lignum 
vitae branch. J J::hildren's voices, 
risi'llg --and, falliH~ in the songs and 
bymns of Yule. Children's faces, 
happy faces, in the soft glow of 

. burning candles singing out the 
~ 1tes before ·Christmas Day. 

Hark! the herald angels sing .. . -- rtd Richard, quiet in his chair, 
his forgotten pipe on the table beside 
him and his arm tight on her waist: 
looking, looking into candlelight on 
a branch of lignum vitae stuck in a 
tin of damp earth. 

And there was Baby El, singing 
around the cookie in her mouth 
while she gazed in round-eyed won­
der at the things candle-light could 
do . . , . 

Glory to the new-born King! 
And across the street, her neigh­

bour and his family on their veran· 
dah gazing at the beauty of candle­
li ght on a lignum vitae branch, while 
behind him, his own store-bought . 
tree,._with its myriad artificial multi- ' 
coloured lights stood, forgotten . 
. Peace 6n earth and mercy mild. , , 
And Nora sat and • 

prayed in thank- Wvl,,p /X'lltl J 
fuln.ess that she t!._,,. . .;...,, ,\l 
had f o u n d the 'f7 Y ~ ..., , 

stre11gth to tell' / ~-, d. • 
Richard that he '-'W>"td c, 
shot1ld put away { / 
the C h r i s t m a s ~ 
Tree /\and expen:-
sive cakes and the • . . 't , l:s 
ha:m/\ and all the ~~- 1; 
stuff he had , , • .,_"/, • ." 
bought on his !J;,,_.,\:. 
bonus and let Gr,,,· ... ~· 
them have the r(, :, ·, ; •1 

\ 

Christmas ·she had • ''i":'Ji ,.' ! ' 
planned. . ~• _·,,y ,,-'. , ,, 

• So while t1:e ;(.':-...' ., , 
children sarig then- ( r-· • •. ·,.• 
1 i 1 t i n g carols, • . 'f ··•• ' 
Nora , somewhere ;;~ 'i/ ,.', 
deep inside her, -~t· '' ·,_, 
felt : moving that ~- ': , ~-. . 
lovely old tune ' ,., ,,.' ~z,\ 
with ,- its . calm, ,~_,:,i ✓• ·, 

• singing quality, 'r 

Briglitest and best of 
the Suns of the morn­
ing, 

Dawn on our darkness . .. • 

f 

t 
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BARTICA 
A
. BOUT sixty miles from George­

town , on the Essequibo River, 
• and just a few miles from 
where the three great British Guiana 
rivers meet-The Mazaruni, Cuyuni 
and Essequibo, lies the little village 
of Bartica, generally known as 'The 
Gateway to the Guiana Hinterland'. 

This delightful spot ,which can be 
traced back to a settlement _since 
about 1807; has seen many ups.and 
downs, but in 1920 when the dia­
mond boom started, Bartica started 
too to improve, and has been de­
veloping ever since. A road runs 
from Baritca to Garraway Stream, 
approximately 90 miles, which takes , 
traffic to the Potaro District ; while 
a branch road at about 73 miles from 
Barticc1, takes miners to _the Maza­
runi district in the vicinity of Is­
sano. Bartica is definitely the place 
in Guiana for a timber port, • and 
for the jumping off place to the ri ch 
hinterland districts of the Mazaruni , 
Potaro, Essequibo, and Cuyuni, as 
well as the Rupunnuni Savannahs. 

This peaceful village has also been 
often written of as a Tourist Centre 
and the waterways in the neigh-
1:-ourhood of the Village called Bar-

by 
BERT HUMPHREY 

tica Lake; make this a most beauti­
ful and healthy spot for an all the 
year round holiday .· 

A S a village, or at least a place 
where two or three people are 
gathered together, ,Bartica is 

one of the oldest villages of British 
Guiana, tracing its origin back some 
hundred and forty years. When· in 
1807, Lieutenant Stainton St. Clair 
passed up the Essequibo with the 
acting Governor of the day, he saw 
"a small settlement consisting of 
three small huts placed .on top of a 
gentle declivity which commanded 
a fine view down the Essequibo on 
the right hand and · up the Mazaruni 
on the left." 

About 1830 the Mission of Bartika 
Grove was founded. In the Rev . 
Bernou's book we _;,ee what it looked 
like fifteen years fater. The Mission 
stood on the point to the north of 
the.·. present village boundary, and 
consisted of a large church, three 
large two-storeyed houses and some 
half-dozen smaller ones, each en-

closed in · its own fenced garden. 
Four years before . his famous dis­
covery of Kaltuk • Fall iri 1872, 
Charles Barrington Br0wn landed 
here and visited the Dis~rict Magis­
trate, • a Mr. Grant. He cttJscribed 
Bartica then as being a small vi,­
lage with one grass-grown street 
along the river 's _edge, shaded with 
mango trees having a good church, 
a few wooden houses and a lot of 
thatched huts. 

With . all confidence I visualize 4; 
this beautiful village, "Red Earth 
at the Meeting of the Watea-s" once 
mpre raised to the dignity of a 
town, a . fitting model for new and 
similar settlements far to the south 
and west, to ' which Bartica will 
form the , gateway and entrepot. I 
visualize a light railway following 
the course of the Potaro Road and 
tapping the all but inexhaustib!e 
timber resources to its immediate 
south; which will be loaded intc 
deep-sea ships off the • river wall. 
With its long and checkered past, 
Bartica has a bright and prosperous 
future, the happy threshold to t he 
developed interior of ·the Glorious 
Guiana of tomorrow. 

·················································································~ "Th' spital, suh. Found th' bul­
let. Thi r' -two calibre revolvuh ." 

"A thirty-two, eh?" mused the In­
sr,ector slowly and looked up. star­
tled. For, from thP. hitherto self­
effacing Brownie had come one 
trenchant word. "Foolishness! '. ' he 
said distinctly. 

The Inspector frowned and stared 
at the flustered constable. 

"Did you say something, . Consta.- .r 
ble?" 

"Nossir! Yessir! Er, no- " his voice 
trniled lamely away. • 

"Well?" barked the officer, "which 
ir it?" 

Second-class constable Brownie 
swa1lowed hard. The damage had 
already been done. He stepped for'­
ward and stood at attention. 

"'Scuse me, sir," he said urgently, 
"what thP. doctor s;iys and what I 
know is different!" 

·The officer's eyes narrowed: • H'.e 

inhaled cigar smoke, exhaled cigar 
smoke, rested the cigar in the ash­
tray, intertwined his fingers and 
leaned forward on the table, his eyes 
lit up in surprised interest. 

"What you know, Constable?" he 
asked in dangerously pleasant tones, 
"why, then you haven't . told us 
everything?" • 

Brownie shuddered. He said quick- • 
Jy· "Yessir. Nossir_ I mean-" 

Bang! went the tabl.e under . the 
Inspector's hammer fists and ash 
rose then settled on the surface. 

"Out with it!" he b ellowed . "lxin't 
speak in riddles!" 

A tinv muscle twitched at the base 
cf Brownie's jaw. He took a deep 
breath and made the plunge. 

"That sound did not come from a 
thirty- two, Inspector,!' h e -said firm-
ly. . . 

"Why man, why?" shout~d the of­
ficer,' "speak up!" 

"Too loud, sii·. Must be a for ty-
five or-or-a-shot-gun!" • 

The 1'i.spector crouc~ed in his 
seat, . stared at him, leaned back 
again , stared at the serge:mt. Three 
furrows gathered at the bas•? of his 
high nose; his jaw hun~ slack. 

"A shot-~n? A shot-gun? My , : 
God, Sergeant, the man must be ' 
mad!" 

The CID man chuckled a little, his . 
big shoulders shaking . . 

Brownie hesitated. '\Well , not a 
shot-gun-but-b ut- " • 

"A shot-gun! Brownie, I could 
slay you!" he grated. 

The Inspector scrubbed the back 
of his neck with his palm ·and tight­
ened his mouth, fighting for control. 

"Look here, Constable," he said in 
• easier fashion, "you are di.splaying 

a commenuable keenness, even if 
iate; but I may tell you that Doctor , 

, •• '(Continued on Page 29) • • · 
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-L_,.._..._ vi. 11.1.f,..l 1.=,,1•• 0 ...... ~.1. .1. v. 1.111...: '---''11.- •ccr~ Lu rt·.-t l ll ou1. 
ese. Tai! Sneering Lo Tai could tell : for in:lustrial ma1·­

--,hiin som ething! Lo Tai mustn't go! • kets once held by 
. f, Brownie s tepped forwafd again. : overseas concerns 
. • "Lo T ai?" :he s aid quick ly, "do you • exclusively, is the 
.keep a ca t?" • Jamaica Mattress 

' ,'" ·The young • Chinese eyes shone like : Supplies establish- ; 
ctw6 black b uttons. • ment, whose impos- . 

"Answ er m e'" sna pped Brownie. • : ing new he:adquart­
Lo T ai veiled his eyes and nodded . • ers at East Street, 

The C.I-D. m a n sniggered and the • ~ingston, Jamaica, 
: I n~pector utte red a short: "Blast!" : has just been com-
•:, •·Brownie ·spun · and faced the offic- • • pleted. 
•:er: . • , .. ~'-'•• ·. ,. : . , }'amaica Mattress .Supplies began ~n 1920 as the enterprise of the late ' b. ·;{. ·Gulley; whose aim was, to cap-

" 'Scuse m e, sir," he said hoarse- • ture the Jamaican market in_. plain coir and cotton mattresses. At his death jn 1938, it passed over to his 
ly, his eyes gog'gling, "plea~e give me • widow Mrs. Edith A. Gulley ~and brother-.in-law, Ernest A. McMillan (inset), who e:,dended it to the manu• 
five minutes befo re releasin' the pri- : facture of fully upholstered furniture suites and pieces, spring mattresses, cushions, etc., and who after estab-

.soners?" • lishment in the J amaican market aire now seeking a Place in the Caribbean bazaars. 

. ' '.What is it now, Constable? " ask:.. :J M. S. does not want _o_nly to SELL to the nei~.hbouring '\-Vest Indian territo~ies: dts It?-otto :is reciprocity . 
. :-~ct" the we_ary ?fficer.. . . . ,., . • • ~ahoga_ny f1:0!11 Br1tis~ Honduras, c_otton from the Leewar..!l Islands (possibly glass m future from Brit-
• · Back Jl1 f1 ve minutes, sir! .he : 1sh Gmana silicate) go into the goods 1t now offers the trade. 

• .flung over his shoulder. • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
. ,,·..z_i E was l.,ack In three. He re:.. l:is seat. 
. · µ turned with an air ..:idiculous- "Eh?" he ejaculated, "what are 
• • Iy reminiscent of a conspira- you talking about?" 
···tor, his hands clasped behind his "About the murder, sir. There 
·,.t>ack, his head bent slightly forward- were. only three persons in Barry 

•.i . "Lo Tai?" • asked Brownie, "i, it Street. One of them was dead." 
• -customary for men of your rnce to The Inspector's eye:, seemed to 
·~carry aro•inct crackers in their poc- have withdrawn in their socket.;;. His 
.kets?" • • • • forgotten cigar smouldered in the 

The Inspector and the C.l.D. ser- ashtray. The Inspector raised his 
_ger- nt said : "Crackt!r,?", togefoP.r.. head and locked his eyes with 
~nd glanced at the table. Brownie's. 

Brownie said: "Crc:ckers, sir, fi:,:,- "But, then," he said slowly, "you 
•Cr<1ckers," and kept his eyes on T ~li. a,·e a perfect alibi!" . 
''I'hc- youth s:1ook his heaC:. He sp :ike "Yes, sir ," replied Brownie quiet-
in fairish English. ly. his tones even, "I am a perfect 

··Before he go, me giv·~ him." a:ibi for the second report!" 
"Why?" !;2ict Brown,e swiftly. "The second report?" asked the In-
"Him ask fo1 them--tu give f!iend."· • spector amazedly. 
Brownie nodded as :.f i;;atisfied. ~- Brownie took two steps towards 
"Were they broken-opened?" u,.c, driver. 
"No-si::!" ·he whi5pered; which. "Ruttledge 9 " said the constable, 

.r:u1de it rn'ln ifest' that 2cc Brownies "take a look at these.' ' 
.-stocks had_risen Jn. the -1.!st f_gw s.:sce:scc_- _. ·---1--, 1 his~hands heh::t-out to the driver 
<>nds. v,,as an empty cigarette tin and a 

Ah, thoqzht Brownie, sneer go.•1e, lPngth of fine cord. A faint reek of 
.my son? . gasolene was in the air. 

"You retir ed-went to bed soon as " Recogni ze them ?" asked Brow nie 
"Wong left ; but I expect you did hear softl y , "I found them in :,our t axi 
.some sort of noise perhaps the ,1oise outside-don't move!" 
.of a startin' car ,. eh?" 

"Yes, sir. Me hear car engine lace. But Ruttledge was mouthing curs-
:Me think Wong gone." es and tugging at his . hip pocket 

"Ah, you heard a l a - a racin' en- where the trigger-guard h ad ca ugh~ 
:gine, ther: a car movin' away, right9 " in the cloth . 

Lo Tai nodded dumbly. Brownie, "Ser geant!" ra pped the Inspector. 
-grinning slig htly, turned to look at on<;:e. 
the frow ning Inspector. Sur p r ising ly quick, like a grea t 

"Which was why, sir, your con- cat the big C.I.D. man went in close 
,stable saw nobody at the wall from and swung from his hip and Rutt­
which the -report came." ledge's face disappeared in a bloocty 

The Inspector reared upright in smear. The gun [ell from his hand 

and slithered along the floor to 
Brownie's feet. 

It looked like a toy pistol. I t was 
a thirty- two. 

('"' AT.ER, when the room wa3 clear­
,L, ed, the Inspector pushed lh~ box 

of cigars across the table and 
nodded his head at Browni2 _and 
saic1: 

"Go ahead." 
2cc Brownie said: "Thank you 

l~indly, sir," and took the cigar and 
placed it in the upper right pocket 
of his tunic. He fastened the flap 
with two neat fingers and dropped 
his hand to the cap on his knees . 

"As I was saying, sir," he said, • 
"when he saw old Wong comin' out, 
RuttJe'\!ge sfarted the cai· and pulled 
the hand throttle wide. Then he 

. stepped out, the gun well wrapped in 
the chamois cloth, . and shot the old 
g~:ntleman. With his engine racin', 
the muffled s.ound of the gun went 
i,;nnoticed from the house. He robbed 
the body, got in the car and proba­
bly circled the block and came back 
and parked · where . I saw him. A 

·length of cord , soaked in gas:ilene, 
was a ttached to the ctackc,· he had 
taken from the old man's pocket. 
He placed it on the wall and paid out 
the cord to the ca r. ' By the way , 
sir, he was the fl ie- fr iend fo r whom 
Wong requested the crackers. When 
T asked the question , Lo Ta i's eyes 
flickered in Ruttl edge's direction , 
you may recall, sir," he said respect­
fully. 

The Inspector had noticed no such 
action, but l:e was a preacher of ob-

serva tion in police methods, so he 
nodded . 

"When :he heard me comin' along, 
he lit the fuse and waited . With the 
headlights on, the small flame lick­
ing along to the explosive escaped 
my attention, as he ·knew it would, 
me being more interested in the fact 
that he was brerdkin' the Jaw by 
parkin' where he shouldn't. But at 
the right moment, sir, I remembered 
the pool of oil near the body and 
knew a car m1ust have stayed ther e 
for some time.'' 

"Wha t m ade you ·.think of a 
cracker instead of a gun?" 
. A fleeting smile gave a · nimbte 
beauty to Constable Archimedes 
Brow nie,.s nondescript features . 
• ."Some of the pink paper coverin' 
off the crackers had worked under 
my nails when I jumped and 
grabbed at the wall and -er-it w as 
the cats, sir." 

The Inspector sta red at him. 
gagged on the sm oke, coughed an d 
n1;_1 mbled: 

" Ca-ca -cats? " 
Brow nie n odded. ·"Yes, sir. No­

body could have been about nea r 
~qat wall." . . . 
... "Wha - ? But why, ·man , why?" 

2cc Brownie drew down the cor ­
nns .'Of his mo,.1th and somehow con­
t r ived to look coy. 
. "Just before the . report, sir, t,hey 

_. wer'e makin' lov e · on top of the wall. 
And , sir, ask anybody," he leaned 
forward , his eyes earnest, " ask any­
body, ca ts never make love ,~n 
they can be seen! No, sir!" 

' l 
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Februar y 22 , 1977 

Mr . Victors. Reid, 
Chairman , 

THE INSTITUTE OF JAMAICA, 

For ,,,e Enco,,ragement of Liter11t11re 

Science and Art. 

KINGSTON, JAMAICA, W.I, 

Jamaica National Trust 
Commission , 
72 Hope Road , 
Kingston 6 . 

Dear Mr. Reid , 

Enclosed are the copies of the following articles as requested in 
your letter of February 15 , 1977 . 

Caribbean Post 

March 1946 
Christmas 1946 
January 1947 
April/May 1947 
November 1948 

- Return of Burnett 
Cats are so modest 
Brownie goes on bogie beat 
Anybody ' s Neck 
Blest and best 

I hope they are satisf actory . 

si:g~~-
Althea Silvera ( iss) 
Research Officer/ Circulation Mgr. 

AS/jl 
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