[image: image1]世界英文文學: 南亞、非洲與加勒比海地區
      World Literatures in English: 
Stories of Race and Gender in South Asia, Africa and the Caribbean Area

[image: image4.png]of
Bengal

Arablan
Sea

¢ \SRILANKA E #
Golombo!, 1 v

The Maldives

Indian Ocean



[image: image5.jpg]Gms,
i, Florida®" \ =5 - ouuses w o
(USA) | Fowr

~ . Caribbean Basin

Gulf of Mexico /.7 &2
- 1. the Bahamas to

] ~~“the North East of Cuba

o

Y izem S
Tropic. of Cancer )

il A 9&"5&;4;_“ artigog:
wonoit® Cayian loands GBI o S 3 Dominkan_
i e H—au'li Fepublic

e Jamaica 9. ~ Ji
Honduras
ATEA
) 218

o
P S S s g SR o pnioen
U v

0

oty

oPanama




 

[image: image6.jpg]


 

[image: image7.jpg]


[image: image8.jpg]



[image: image11.png]3
B Grers Defnton of Soutn s
] 450 sometines inciuded
[ o incuded by the UN





Image credits (left to right) 
1. "Kept In," Edward Lamson Henry (1889). http://news.washcoll.edu/press_releases/2009/04/01_jamaicakincaid.php  
2. “Extremes of the Caste System” source unknown

3. Triangular Trade and the Middle Passage http://www.waywelivednc.com/maps/historical/middle-passage.gif 

4. Maysaloun Faraj “Kites & Shattered Dreams: Zaineb”  http://www.mfaraj.com/4.html 

5. Film Still.  Monsoon Wedding.  

世界英文文學
Table of Contents
	1. 課曆
	


	2. Genral Introduction
	Maps

	
	My Fair Lady (excerpt)

	
	

	
	


I. India
	Author
	Titles
	source

	· General introduction
	India
	I


1. Poems 
	
	泰戈爾詩篇的介紹
	III

	R. Tagore 
	Stray Birds; “Flute Music”
	II

	Imtiaz Dharker (1954-)
	"Purdah, 1" 
	II

	Kaa Naa Subramanyam
	“Situation”
	II

	Labhshankar Thacker
	“Poem”
	

	Sujata Bhatt
	“What Is Worth Knowing?”
	III

	Chitra Divakaruni
	“We the Indian Women in America.”
	VII

	Himani Bannerji
	"Paki Go Home." 
"To Sylvia Plath."
	VIII


2. Short Stories and Novels

	R. K. Narayan
	"Anamalai"
	IV

	
	“Under the Banyan Tree” 參考
	IV

	Ismat Chugtai 
	"Gainda"
	V

	Qurratulain Hyder
	"Honour"參考
	V

	Shyam Selvadurai
	 “Pigs Can’t Fly” from Funny Boy
	IX

	Azar Nafisi
	“Gatsby” from Reading Lolita in Tehran
	X

	Anjana Appachana
	"Her Mother" 
	XI


II. West and South Africa 

	Author
	Titles
	source

	General Intro.
	South Africa
	I

	1. West Africa 

	Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie
	Half of a Yellow Sun
	XII

	Dulue Mbachu
	War Games
	XIII

	Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie
	“Grief of Strangers”
	XIV


2. S. African Poems
	Mongane Serote
	“Prelude”
	XV

	Keorapetse Willy Kgositsile
	“”Beware of Dreams”
	XVI

	Douglas Reid Skinner
	“The Body is a Country of Joy and Pain”
	XV

	Gladys Thomas
	“Reflections of an Old Worker”
	XVI

	Mazisi Kunene 
	“Final Supplication”
	XV

	Antjie Krog
	“Lovesong after the Music of K. E. Ntsane.”
	XV

	Ingrid de Kok
	“Our Sharpville”
	XV


2. Short Stories
	Njabulo S. Ndebele 
	"The Prophetess" 

"The Music of the Violin"
	XV

	Nadine Gordimer  
	 "Six Feet of the Country"

"Amnesty"
	XVI

	Mbulelo Mzamane 
	"The Day of the Riots"參考
	XVI

	Bessie Head
	"The Prisoner who Wore Glasses"參考
	XV


III. The Caribbean
	· General Introduction
	
	I

	Author
	Titles
	source


1. Poems
	Mutabaruka
	Dis poem
	

	The Mighty Sparrow
	Dan is the Man in the Van
	

	Mikey Smith
	Black and White
	


	2. Short Stories

C. Bronte
	Jane Eyre (excerpt)
	

	Jean Rhys
	Wide Sargasso Sea Part I
	

	Michelle  Cliff
	From Abeng
	XIX 

	Olive Senior
	"Bright Thursdays"
	XX

	Jamaica Kincaid
	from Annie John
	XXI

	Edwidge Danticat
	"Children of the Sea" 參考
	XXII


Tentative Schedule

Unit I: South Asia

	1. 9/17
	· General Introduction: Colonialism, Postcolonialism, Diaspora & "The Empire Writes Back"  

· India: cultural, historical background 

Indian poems; Lagoon (excerpt)

	2. 9/24
	· India: Colonialism and the Underclass 

R. K. Narayan: “Annamalai” 

Mira Nair: Salaam Bombay

	3. 10/1
	· India & Pakistan: religion, caste system and gender  

Ismat Chughtai "Gainda" 

Deepa Mehta  Earth 

Ref. Indian English ★ Group Discussion in Class

	4. 10/8
	· Sri Lanka & Iran: Gender and Nation

“Pigs Can’t Fly” from Funny Boy by Shyam Selvadurai

Reading Lolita in Tehran “Gatsby”  or Persepolis

	5. 10/15
	· immigrants and cultural identity   

Anjana Appachana "Her Mother"  

Mira Nair Monsoon Wedding

	6. 10/22
	* Group Report; Connecting to the Big Wide World through one or two contemporary South Asian Cultural Texts and Stories


Unit II: West and South Africa

	7. 10/29
	General Introduction: Filmic Representations of Africa and the Histories of West & South Africa*
Cry Freedom

	8. 11/5
	· Nigeria: Tradition and the pre-Civil War period 

Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie  Half of a Yellow Sun chapters 1-2

	11/12
	[Mid-Term Week] 

· City and Village 

Dulue Mbachu  War Games. (Chaps 1-4)
Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie “Grief of Strangers”

	11/19
	South Africa: Tradition and Anti-Apartheid Movements
Njabulo S. Ndebele  "The Prophetess"

Nadine Gordimer ; "Amnesty"

	11.11/26
	· Some Consequences of Apartheid   

Njabulo S. Ndebele "The Music of the Violin"  

Nadine Gordimer  "Six Feet of the Country" 

★ Group Discussion in Class

	9. 12/3
	* Group Report; Connecting to the Big Wide World through one or two contemporary West or South African Cultural Texts and Stories 


Unit III: The Caribbean Area

	12/10
	· General Introduction: The Caribbean Area 
Sugar Cane Alley Caribbean popular songs (examples) and poetry
Wide Sargasso Sea: Intro. 

	10. 12/17
	· stories of growth; slavery, & creole & female identity   

Jean Rhys (Dominique) Wide Sargasso Sea Book I 

	11. 12/24
	· stories of growth and female sexualities * *Patois Dic.   

Abeng by Michelle Cliff(Jamaica) 

Olive Senior's "Bright Thursdays"

	12. 12/31
	· stories of growth and female sexualities   

Jamaica Kincaid  Annie John (Antigua) ★ Group Discussion in Class

	13. /1/7
	* Group Report; Connecting to the Big Wide World through one or two contemporary Caribbean Cultural Texts and Stories

	14. 1/14
	Final Exam


 Sources:

I. Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.  

II. The Oxford Anthology of Modern Indian Poetry.  Ed. Vinay  Dharwadker  &  A.K. Ramanujan.  Delhi: Oxford  UP, 1994.
III. 泰戈爾．  《泰戈爾全集》．  三人行書局．  士林︰n.d.
IV. R.K. Narayan Under the banyan tree and other stories.  Penguin Books, 1983.

V. Parwaaz: Urdu Short Stories by Women.  Trans. Sayeeda S. Hameed & Sughra Mehdi.  New Delhi: Kali for Women, 1996.
VI. Chitra Divakaruni  “We the Indian Women in America.”  Contours of the Heart: South Asians Map North America  Ed. Sunaina Maira & Rajini Srikanth.  NY: The Asian American Writer’s Workshop, 1996.  

VII. Chitra Divakaruni  “We the Indian Women in America.”  Contours of the Heart: South Asians Map North America  Ed. Sunaina Maira & Rajini Srikanth.  NY: The Asian American Writer’s Workshop, 1996. 
VIII. Himani Bannerji.  "Paki Go Home." "To Sylvia Plath."  The Geography of Voice: Canadian Literature of the South Asian Diaspora.  Toronto: Tsar, 1992. 5-7.
IX. Shyam Selvadurai. Funny Boy.  Harvest Books, 1997.
X. Azar Nafis.  Reading Lolita in Tehran. A Memoir in Books.. Random House, 2003. ·

XI. Anjana Appachana.  "Her Mother."  Incantations and other stories.  New Brunswick, N.J. : Rutgers University Press, 1992.  
XII. Adichie, Chimamanda Ngozi.  Half of a Yellow Sun.  London: HarperCollins, 2006. 
XIII. Mbachu, Dulue.  War Games.  Lagos: The New Gong, 2005.
XIV. Adichie, Chimamanda Ngozi.'The Grief of Strangers', Granta 88: Mothers, Winter 2004, pp. 65-81.
XV. Campschreur William & Joost Divendal eds.   Culture in Another South Africa.  Zed Books, 1989.  

XVI. Bunn, David, and Jane Taylor, eds.  From South Africa: New Writing, Photographs, and Art.  U of Chicago P, 1987. 

XVII. Achebe, Chinua and C. L. Innes, eds.  The Heinemann Book of Contemporary African Short Stories.  Oxford: Heinemann, 1992.  

XVIII. Mzamane, Mbulelo, ed.   Hungry Flames and other Black South African Short Stories. New York: Longman, 1986.  
XIX. Cliff, Michelle.  Abeng.  NY: Penguin, 1984.
XX. Olive Senior.  “Bright Thursday.”  Green Caone and Juicy Floasam: Short Stories by Caribbean Women.  Eds. Carmen C. Esteves and Lizabether Paravisini-Gebert.  New Brunsweek: Rutgers, 1992: 194-221.
XXI. Kincaid, Jamaica.  Annie John.  NY: Farr, Staus and Giroux, 1983.
XXII. Danticat, Edwidge.  Krik? Krak.  NY: Vintage, 1991.
[image: image2.jpg]EUROPE

Asin
Ea, et
1954 BRUNEN

MALATSIA 1965

oONESK1is

" e ¥an Afghanistar
P
L moea LA b
i 1951
AFRICA v
SeNESRS NIGER
< (A g T
O S [ R oL
o san
R 2
Coheo wn,ww e
1560, i
0
ZAmEn 5 e
i

wodoasoms

0 100

2000 Miles

0 1w

2000 Kiometers Sz

Colonial Affiations Before 1945

boersho [ segan [ vapencse
British [ taian Deperdent

[ Dutch






[image: image9.emf] 

 



[image: image10.png]-_— ua

et e Middle Passqge g
= ﬁm%j T/L\\




 







[image: image3]

飛鳥集 / Stray Birds

泰戈爾 (出處：http://www.bengu.cn/homepage/tagore/tagore_stray_birds.htm )

  

１
夏天的飛鳥，飛到我的窗前唱歌，又飛去了。
秋天的黃葉，它們沒有什麼可唱，只歎息一聲，飛落在那裏。
Stray birds of summer come to my window to sing and fly away.
And yellow leaves of autumn, which have no songs, flutter and fall there with a sign.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　 ２　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
世界上的一隊小小的漂泊者呀，請留下你們的足印在我的文字裏。　
O Troupe of little vagrants of the world, leave your footprints in my words.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　３　　　　
世界對著它的愛人，把它浩翰的面具揭下了。
它變小了，小如一首歌，小如一回永恆的接吻。　
The world puts off its mask of vastness to its lover.
It becomes small as one song, as one kiss of the eternal.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　４　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
是大地的淚點，使她的微笑保持著青春不謝。
It is the tears of the earth that keep here smiles in bloom.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　５　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
無垠的沙漠熱烈追求一葉綠草的愛，她搖搖頭笑著飛開了。 　
The mighty desert is burning for the love of a bladeof grass who

shakes her head and laughs and flies away.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　６　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
如果你因失去了太陽而流淚，那麼你也將失去群星了。　
If you shed tears when you miss the sun, you also miss the stars.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　７　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
跳舞著的流水呀，在你途中的泥沙，要求你的歌聲，你的流動呢。你肯挾瘸足的泥沙而俱下麼？　
The sands in your way beg for your song and your movement, dancing water. Will you carry the burden of their lameness?

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　８　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
她的熱切的臉，如夜雨似的，攪擾著我的夢魂。　
Her wishful face haunts my dreams like the rain at night.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　９　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
有一次，我們夢見大家都是不相識的。
我們醒了，卻知道我們原是相親相愛的。
Once we dreamt that we were strangers.
We wake up to find that we were dear to each other.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１０　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
憂思在我的心裏平靜下去，正如暮色降臨在寂靜的山林中。　
Sorrow is hushed into peace in my heart like the evening among the silent trees.


１１　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　

有些看不見的手，如懶懶的微颸的，正在我的心上奏著潺湲的樂聲。　
Some unseen fingers, like an idle breeze, are playing upon my heart the music of the ripples.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１２　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
“海水呀，　你說的是什麼？”　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
　　　“是永恆的疑問。”　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
　　　“天空呀，　你回答的話是什麼？”　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
“是永恆的沈默。”　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
What language is thine, O sea?
The language of eternal question.
What language is thy answer, O sky?
The language of eternal silence.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１３　　　　
靜靜地聽，我的心呀，聽那世界的低語，這是它對你求愛的表示呀。
Listen, my heart, to the whispers of the world with which it makes love to you.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１４　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
創造的神秘，有如夜間的黑暗－－是偉大的。而知識的幻影卻不過如晨間之霧。
The mystery of creation is like the darkness of night--it is great.Delusions of knowledge are like the fog of the morning.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１５　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
不要因為峭壁是高的，便讓你的愛情坐在峭壁上。 　　　　　　　　　
Do not seat your love upon a precipice because it is high.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１６　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
我今晨坐在窗前，世界如一個路人似的，停留了一會，向我點點頭又走過去了。
I sit at my window this morning where the world like a passer-by stops for a moment, nods to me and goes.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１７　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
這些微思，是樹葉的簌簌之聲呀；它們在我的心裏歡悅地微語著。　
There little thoughts are the rustle of leaves; they have their whisper of joy in my mind.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１８　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
你看不見你自己，你所看見的只是你的影子。
What you are you do not see, what you see is your shadow.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　１９　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
神呀，我的那些願望真是愚傻呀，它們雜在你的哥聲中喧叫著呢。　
讓我只是靜聽著吧。　
My wishes are fools, they shout across thy song, my Master.
Let me but listen.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２０　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
我不能選擇那最好的。
是那最好的選擇我。　
I cannot choose the best.
The best chooses me.

　　　　　　　　　　                           ２１

那些把燈背在背上的人，把他們的影子投到了自己前面。
They throw their shadows before them who carry their lantern on their back.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２２
我的存在，對我是一個永久的神奇，這就是生活。
That I exist is a perpetual surprise which is life.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２３　　　　
“我們蕭蕭的樹葉都有聲響回答那風和雨。你是誰呢，那樣的沈默著？”
“我不過是一朵花。”　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
We, the rustling leaves, have a voice that answers the storms, but who are you so silent?
I am a mere flower.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２４　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
休息與工作的關係，正如眼瞼與眼睛的關係。
　　
Rest belongs to the work as the eyelids to the eyes.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２５　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
人是一個初生的孩子，他的力量，就是生長的力量。 　　　　　　　　
Man is a born child, his power is the power of growth.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２６　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
　神希望我們酬答他，在於他送給我們的花朵，而不在於太陽和土地。
God expects answers for the flowers he sends us, not for the sun the earth.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２７　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
光明如一個裸體的孩子，快快活活地在綠葉當中遊戲，它不知道人是會欺詐的。
The light that plays, like a naked child, among the green leaves happily knows not that man can lie.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２８　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
啊，美呀，在愛中找你自己吧，不要到你鏡子的諂欲去找尋。
O Beauty, find thyself in love, not in the flattery of thy mirror.

　　　　　　　　　　　　　　２９　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　
我的心把她的波浪在世界的海岸上沖激著，以熱淚在上邊寫著她的題記：“我愛你。”　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　

Wide Sargasso Sea – Part I

Part One

They say when trouble comes close ranks, and so the white people did. But we were not in their ranks. The Jamaican ladies had never approved of my mother, 'because she pretty like pretty self ' Christophine said.


She was my father's second wife, far too young for him they thought, and, worse still, a Martinique girl. When I asked her why so few people came to see us, she told me that the road from Spanish Town to Coulibri Estate where we lived was very bad and that road repairing was now a thing of the past. (My father, visitors, horses, feeling safe in bed—all belonged to the past.)


Another day I heard her talking to Mr. Luttrell, our neighbour and her only friend. 'Of course they have their own misfortunes. Still waiting for this compensation the English promised when the Emancipation Act was passed.  Some will wait for a long time.'


How could she know that Mr. Luttrell would be the first who grew tired of waiting? One calm evening he shot his dog, swam out to sea and was gone for always. No agent came from England to look after (9) his property—Nelson's Rest it was called—and strangers from Spanish Town rode up to gossip and discuss the tragedy. 17

'Live at Nelson's Rest? Not for love or money. An unlucky place.'


Mr. Luttrell's house was left empty, shutters banging in the wind. Soon the black people said it was haunted, they wouldn't go near it. And no one came near us.


I got used to a solitary life, but my mother still planned and hoped—perhaps she had to hope every time she passed a looking glass.  


She still rode about every morning not caring that the black people stood about in groups to jeer at her, especially after her riding clothes grew shabby (they notice clothes, they know about money).


Then one day, very early, I saw her horse lying down under the frangipani tree. I went up to him but he was not sick, he was dead and his eyes were black with flies.  I ran away and did not speak of it for I thought if I told no one it might not be true. But later that day, Godfrey found him, he had been poisoned. 'Now we are marooned,' my mother said, 'now what will become of us?' 


Godfrey said, 'I can't watch the horse night and day. I too old now. When the old time go, let it go. No use to grab at it. The Lord make no distinction between black and white, black and white the same for Him. Rest yourself in peace for the righteous are not forsaken.' But she couldn't. She was young. How could she not try for all the things that had gone so suddenly, so without warning.  'You're blind when you want to be blind,' she said ferociously, 'and you're deaf when you want to be deaf. The old hypocrite,' she kept saying. 'He knew what they were going to do.' 'The devil prince of this world,' Godfrey l8 said, 'but this world don't last so long for mortal man.'

She persuaded a Spanish Town doctor to visit my younger brother Pierre who staggered when he walked and couldn't speak distinctly. I don't know what the doctor told her or what she said to him but he never came again and after that she changed. Suddenly, not gradually. She grew thin and silent, and at last she refused to leave the house at all.


Our garden was large and beautiful as that garden in the Bible—the (10) tree of life grew there. But it had gone wild.  The paths were overgrown and a smell of dead flowers mixed with the fresh living smell. Underneath the tree ferns, tall as forest tree ferns, the light was green. Orchids flourished out of reach or for some reason not to be touched. One was snaky looking, another like an octopus with long thin brown tentacles bare of leaves hanging from a twisted root. Twice a year the octopus orchid flowered — then not an inch of tentacle showed. It was a bell-shaped mass of white, mauve, deep purples, wonderful to see.  The scent was very sweet and strong. I never went near it.


All Coulibri Estate had gone wild like the garden, gone to bush. No more slavery - why should anybody work?  This never saddened me. I did not remember the place when it was prosperous.

My mother usually walked up and down the glacis, a paved roofed-in terrace which ran the length of the house and sloped upwards to a clump of bamboos. Standing by the bamboos she had a clear view to the sea, but anyone passing could stare at her. They stared, sometimes they 19 laughed. Long after the sound was far away and faint she "kept her eyes shut and her hands clenched. A frown came between her black eyebrows, deep - it might have been cut with a knife. I hated this frown and once I touched her forehead trying to smooth it. But she pushed me away, not roughly but calmly, coldly, without a word, as if she had decided once and for all that I was useless to her. She wanted to sit with Pierre or walk where she pleased without being pestered, she wanted peace and - quiet. I was old enough to look after myself. 'Oh, let me alone,' she would say, 'let me alone,' and after I knew that she talked aloud to herself I was a little afraid of her.


So I spent most of my time in the kitchen which was in an outbuilding some way off. Christophine slept in the little room next to it.


When evening came she sang to me if she was in the mood. I couldn't always understand her patois songs - she also came from Martinique - but she taught me the one that meant 'The little ones grow old, the children leave us, will they come back?' and the one about the cedar tree flowers which only last for a day.


The music was gay but the words were sad and her voice often quavered and broke on the high note. 'Adieu.' Not adieu as we said it, but a dieu, which made more sense after all. The loving man was lonely, the girl was deserted, the children never came back. Adieu. (11)

Her songs were not like Jamaican songs, and she was not like the other women.


She was much blacker - blue-black with a thin face and 20 straight features. She wore a black dress, heavy gold earrings and a yellow handkerchief - carefully tied with the two high points in front. No other negro woman wore black, or tied her handkerchief Martinique fashion. She had a quiet voice and a quiet laugh (when she did laugh), and though she could speak good English if she wanted to, and French as well as patois, she took care to talk as they talked. But they would have nothing to do with her and she never saw her son who worked in Spanish Town. She had only one friend - a woman called Maillotte, and Maillotte was not a Jamaican.


The girls from the bayside who sometimes helped with the washing and cleaning were terrified of her. That, I soon discovered, was why they came at all — for she never paid them. Yet they brought presents of fruit and vegetables and after dark I often heard low voices from the kitchen.


So I asked about Christophine. Was she very old? Had she always been with us?


'She was your father's wedding present to me - one of his presents. He thought I would be pleased with a Martinique girl. I don't know how old she was when they brought her to Jamaica, quite young. I don't know how old she is now. Does it matter? Why do you pester and bother me about all these things that happened long ago? Christophine stayed with me because she wanted to stay. She had her own very good reasons you may be sure. I dare say we would have died if she'd turned against us and that would have been a better fate. To die and be forgotten and at peace. Not to know that one is abandoned, 21 lied about, helpless. All the ones who died - who says a good word for them now?'


'Godfrey stayed too,' I said. 'And Sass.'


'They stayed,' she said angrily, 'because they wanted somewhere to sleep and something to eat. That boy Sass!  When his mother pranced off and left him here - a great deal she cared - why he was a little skeleton. Now he's growing into a big strong boy and away he goes. We shan't see him again. Godfrey is a rascal. These new ones aren't too kind to old people and he knows it. That's why he stays. Doesn't do a (12) thing but eat enough for a couple of horses. Pretends he's deaf. He isn't deaf— he doesn't want to hear. What a devil he is!'


'Why don't you tell him to find somewhere else to live?' I said and she laughed.


'He wouldn't go. He'd probably try to force us out. I've learned to let sleeping curs lie,' she said.


'Would Christophine go if you told her to?' I thought.  But I didn't say it. I was afraid to say it.


It was too hot that afternoon. I could see the beads of perspiration on her upper lip and the dark circles under her eyes. I started to fan her, but she turned her head away. She might rest if I left her alone, she said.


Once I would have gone back quietly to watch her asleep on the blue sofa — once I made excuses to be near her when she brushed her hair, a soft black cloak to cover me, hide me, keep me safe.


But not any longer. Not any more.

These were all the people in my life - my mother and 22 Pierre, Christophine, Godfrey, and Sass who had left us.


I never looked at any strange negro. They hated us.  They called us white cockroaches. Let sleeping dogs lie.  'One day a little girl followed me singing, 'Go away white cockroach, go away, go away.' I walked fast, but she walked faster. 'White cockroach, go away, go away. Nobody want you. Go away.'


When I was safely home I sat close to the old wall at the end of the garden. It was covered with green moss soft as velvet and I never wanted to move again. Everything would be worse if I moved. Christophine found me there when it was nearly dark, and I was so stiff she had to help me to get up. She said nothing, but next morning Tia was in the kitchen with her mother Maillotte, Christophine's friend. Soon Tia was my friend and I met her nearly every morning at the turn of the road to the river.


Sometimes we left the bathing pool at midday, sometimes we stayed till late afternoon. Then Tia would light a fire (fires always lit for her, sharp stones did not hurt

her bare feet, I never saw her cry). We boiled green bananas in an old iron pot and ate them with our fingers out of a calabash and after we had eaten she slept at once.  I could not sleep, but I wasn't quite awake as I lay in the shade looking at the pool - deep and dark green under the trees, brown-green if it had rained, but a bright sparkling green in the sun. The water was so clear that you could see the pebbles at the bottom of the shallow part. Blue and white and striped red. Very pretty. Late or early we parted at the turn of the (13) road. My mother never asked me where I had been or what I had done. 23

Christophine had given me some new pennies which I kept in the pocket of my dress. They dropped out one morning so I put them on a stone. They shone like gold in the sun and Tia stared. She had small eyes, very black, set deep in her head.


Then she bet me three of the pennies that I couldn't turn a somersault under water 'like you say you can'.


'Of course I can.'


'I never see you do it,' she said. 'Only talk.'


'Bet you all the money I can,' I said


But after one somersault I still turned and came up choking. Tia laughed and told me that it certainly look like I drown dead that time. Then she picked up the money.


'I did do it,' I said when I could speak, but she shook her head. I hadn't done it good and besides pennies didn't buy much. Why did I look at her like that?


'Keep them then, you cheating nigger,' I said, for I was tired, and the water I had swallowed made me feel sick. 'I can get more if I want to.'


That's not what she hear, she said. She hear all we poor like beggar. We ate salt fish - no money for fresh fish.  That old house so leaky, you run with calabash to catch water when it rain. Plenty white people in Jamaica. Real white people, they got gold money. They didn't look at us, nobody see them come near us. Old time white people nothing but white nigger now, and black nigger better than white nigger.


I wrapped myself in my torn towel and sat on a stone with my back to her, shivering cold. But the sun couldn't 24 warm me. I wanted to go home. I looked round and Tia had gone. I searched for a long time before I could believe that she had taken my dress ~ not my underclothes, she never wore any — but my dress, starched, ironed, clean that morning. She had left me hers and I put it on at last and walked home in the blazing sun feeling sick, hating her. I planned to get round the back of the house to the kitchen, but passing the stables I stopped to stare at three strange horses and my mother saw me and called. She was on the glacis with two young ladies and a gentleman. Visitors! I dragged up the steps unwillingly - I had longed for visitors once, but that was years ago.


They were very beautiful I thought and they wore such beautiful clothes that I looked away down at the flagstones and when they laughed — the gentleman laughed the loudest — I ran into the house, into my bedroom. There I stood with my back against the door and I (14) could feel my heart all through me. I heard them talking and I heard them leave. I came out of my room and my mother was sitting on the blue sofa. She looked at me for some time before she said that I had behaved very oddly. My dress was even dirtier than usual.


'It's Tia's dress.'


'But why are you wearing Tia's dress? Tia? Which one of them is Tia?'


Christophine, who had been in the pantry listening, came at once and was told to find a clean dress for me.


'Throw away that thing. Bum it.'


Then they quarrelled.


Christophine said I had no clean dress. 'She got two 25 dresses, wash and wear. You want clean dress to drop from heaven? Some people crazy in truth.'


'She must have another dress,' said my mother. 'Somewhere.' But Christophine told her loudly that it shameful.  'She run wild, she grow up worthless. And nobody care.


My mother walked over to the window. ('Marooned,' said her straight narrow back, her carefully coiled hair. 'Marooned.')


'She has an old muslin dress. Find that.'


While Christophine scrubbed my face and tied my plaits with a fresh piece of string, she told me that those were the new people at Nelson's Rest. They called themselves Luttrell, but English or not English they were not like old Mr. Luttrell. 'Old Mr. Luttrell spit in their face if he see how they look at you. Trouble walk into the house this day. Trouble walk in.'


The old muslin dress was found and it tore as I forced it on. She didn't notice.


No more slavery! She had to laugh! 'These new ones have Letter of the Law. Same thing. They got magistrate.  They got fine. They got jail house and chain gang. They got tread machine to mash up people's feet. New ones worse than old ones - more cunning, that's all.'


All that evening my mother didn't speak to me or look at me and I thought, 'She is ashamed of me. what Tia said is true.'


I went to bed early and slept at once. I dreamed that I was walking in the forest. Not alone. Someone who hated me was with me, out of sight. I could hear heavy footsteps 26 coming closer and though I struggled (15) and screamed I could not move. I woke crying. The covering sheet was on the floor and my mother was looking down at me.


'Did you have a nightmare?'


'Yes, a bad dream.'


She sighed and covered me up. 'You were making such a noise. I must go to Pierre, you've frightened him.'


I lay thinking, 'I am safe. There is the corner of the bedroom door and the friendly furniture. There is the tree of life in the garden and the wall green with moss.  The barrier of the cliffs and the high mountains. And the barrier of the sea. I am safe. I am safe from strangers.'


The light of the candle in Pierre's room was still there when I slept again. I woke next morning knowing that nothing would be the same. It would change and go on changing.


I don't know how she got money to buy the white muslin and the pink. Yards of muslin. She may have sold her last ring, for there was one left. I saw it in her jewel box - that, and a locket with a shamrock inside. They were mending and sewing first thing in the morning and still sewing when I went to bed. In a week she had a new dress and so had I.


The Luttrells lent her a horse, and she would ride off very early and not come back till late next day - tired out because she had been to a dance or a moonlight picnic.  She was gay and laughing - younger than I had ever seen her and the house was sad when she had gone.


So I too left it and stayed away till dark. I was never long at the bathing pool, I never met Tia. 27

I took another road, past the old sugar works and the water wheel that had not turned for years. I went to parts of Coulibri that I had not seen, where there was no road, no path, no track. And if the razor grass cut my legs and arms I would think 'It's better than people.' Black ants or red ones, tall nests swarming with white ants, rain that soaked me to the skin - once I saw a snake. All better than people.


Better. Better, better than people.


Watching the red and yellow flowers in the sun thinking of nothing, it was as if a door opened and I was somewhere else, something else. Not myself any longer.

I knew the time of day when though it is hot and blue and there are no clouds, the sky can have a very black look.

I was bridesmaid when my mother married Mr. Mason in Spanish Town. Christophine curled my hair. I carried a bouquet and everything (16) I wore was new - even my beautiful slippers. But their eyes slid away from my hating face.  I had heard what all these smooth smiling people said about her when she was not listening and they did not guess I was. Hiding from them in the garden when they visited Coulibri, I listened.


'A fantastic marriage and he will regret it. Why should a very wealthy man who could take his pick of all the girls in the West Indies, and many in England too probably?' 'Why probably?' the other voice said. ' Certainly.' 'Then if why should he marry a widow without a penny to her mame and Coulibri a wreck of a place? Emancipation troubles killed old Cosway? Nonsense - the estate was 28 going downhill for years before that. He drank himself to death. Many's the time when - well! And all those women! She never did anything to stop him - she encouraged him. Presents and smiles for the bastards every Christmas. Old customs? Some old customs are better dead and buried. Her new husband will have to spend a pretty penny before the house is fit to live in - leaks like a sieve.  And what about the stables and the coach house dark as pitch, and the servants' quarters and the six-foot snake I saw with my own eyes curled up on the privy seat last time I was here. Alarmed? I screamed. Then that horrible old man she harbours came along, doubled up with laughter. As for those two children - the boy an idiot kept out of sight and mind and the girl going the same way in my opinion - a lowering expression.'


'Oh I agree,' the other one said, 'but Annette is such a pretty woman. And what a dancer. Reminds me of that song "light as cotton blossom on the something breeze", or is it air? I forget.'

Yes, what a dancer - that night when they came home from their honeymoon in Trinidad and they danced on the glacis to no music. There was no need for music when she danced. They stopped and she leaned backwards over his arm, down till her black hair touched the flagstones - still down, down. Then up again in a flash, laughing. She made it look so easy - as if anyone could do it, and he kissed her - a long kiss. I was there that time too but they had forgotten me and soon I wasn't thinking of them. I was remembering that woman saying 'Dance! He didn't come 29 to the West Indies to dance - he came to make money as they all do. Some of the big estates are going cheap, and one unfortunate's loss is always a clever man's gain. No, the whole thing is a mystery. It's evidently useful to keep a Martinique obeah woman on (17) the premises.' She meant Christophine. She said it mockingly, not meaning it, but soon other people were saying it - and meaning it. 


While the repairs were being done and they were in Trinidad, Pierre and I stayed with Aunt Cora in Spanish Town.


Mr. Mason did not approve of Aunt Cora, an ex-slave-owner who had escaped misery, a flier in the face of Providence.


'Why did she do nothing to help you?'


I told him that her husband was English and didn't like us and he said, 'Nonsense.'


'It isn't nonsense, they lived in England and he was angry if she wrote to us. He hated the West Indies. When he died not long ago she came home, before that what could she do? She wasn't rich.'


'That's her story. I don't believe it. A frivolous woman.  In your mother's place I'd resent her behaviour.'


'None of you understand about us.' I thought.

Coulibri looked the same when I saw it again, although it was clean and tidy, no grass between the flagstones, no leaks. But it didn't feel the same. Sass had come back and I was glad. They can smell money, somebody said. Mr. Mason engaged new servants - I didn't like any of them excepting Mannie the groom. It was their talk about 30 Christophine that changed Coulibri, not the repairs or the new furniture or the strange faces. Their talk about Christophine and obeah changed it.


I knew her room so well - the pictures of the Holy Family and the prayer for a happy death. She had a bright patchwork counterpane, a broken-down press for her clothes, and my mother had given her an old rocking-chair.


Yet one day when I was waiting there I was suddenly very much afraid. The door was open to the sunlight, someone was whistling near the stables, but I was afraid.  I was certain that hidden in the room (behind the old black press?) there was a dead man's dried hand, white chicken feathers, a cock with its throat cut, dying slowly, slowly. Drop by drop the blood was falling into a red basin and I imagined I could hear it. No one had ever spoken to me about obeah - but I knew what I would find if I dared to look. Then Christophine came in smiling and pleased to see me. Nothing alarming ever happened and I forgot, or told myself I had forgotten. 
Mr. Mason would laugh if he knew how frightened I had been. He (18) would laugh even louder than he did when my mother told him that she wished to leave Coulibri.


This began when they had been married for over a year.  They always said the same things and I seldom listened to the argument now. I knew that we were hated - but to go away ... for once I agreed with my stepfather. That — was not possible.  


'You must have some reason,' he would say, and she would answer 'I need a change' or 'We could visit 31 Richard'. (Richard, Mr. Mason's son by his first marriage, was at school in Barbados. He was going to England soon and we had seen very little of him.)


'An agent could look after this place. For the time being. The people here hate us. They certainly hate me.'  Straight out she said that one day and it was then he

laughed so heartily.


'Annette, be reasonable. You were the widow of a slave-owner, the daughter of a slave-owner, and you had been living here alone, with two children, for nearly five years when we met. Things were at their worst then. But you were never molested, never harmed.'


'How do you know that I was not harmed?' she said.  'We were so poor then,' she told him, 'we were something to laugh at. But we are not poor now,' she said.

'You are not a poor man. Do you suppose that they don't know all about your estate in Trinidad? And the Antigua property? They talk about us without stopping. They invent stories about you, and lies about me. They try to find out what we eat every day.'


'They are curious. It's natural enough. You have lived alone far too long, Annette. You imagine enmity which doesn't exist. Always one extreme or the other. Didn't you fly at me like a little wild cat when I said nigger. Not nigger, nor even negro. Black people I must say.'


'You don't like, or even recognize, the good in them,' she said, 'and you won't believe in the other side..' 


'They're too damn lazy to be dangerous,' said Mr. Mason. 'I know that.'


'They are more alive than you are, lazy or not, and 32 they can be dangerous and cruel for reasons you wouldn't understand.'


'No, I don't understand,' Mr. Mason always said. 'I don't understand at all.'


But she'd speak about going away again. Persistently.  Angrily.

Mr. Mason pulled up near the empty huts on our way home that evening. 'All gone to one of those dances,' he said.  'Young and old. How deserted the place looks.'


'We'll hear the drums if there is a dance.' I hoped he'd ride on quickly but he stayed by the huts to watch the sun go down, the sky and the sea were on fire when we left Bertrand Bay at last. From a long way off I saw the shadow of our house high up on its stone foun(19)dations.  There was a smell of ferns and river water and I felt safe again, as if I was one of the righteous. (Godfrey said that we were not righteous. One day when he was drunk he told me that we were all damned and no use praying.)


'They've chosen a very hot night for their dance,' Mr. Mason said, and Aunt Cora came on to the glacis. 'What dance? Where?'


'There is some festivity in the neighborhood. The huts were abandoned. A wedding perhaps?'


'Not a wedding,' I said. 'There is never a wedding.'  He frowned at me but Aunt Cora smiled.


When they had gone indoors I leaned my arms on the cool glacis railings and thought that I would never like him very much. I still called him 'Mr. Mason' in my head. 'Goodnight white pappy,' I said one evening and he was 33 not vexed, he laughed. In some ways it was better before he came though he'd rescued us from poverty and misery.  'Only just in time too.' The black people did not hate us quite so much when we were poor. We were white but we had not escaped and soon we would be dead for we had no money left. What was there to hate?


Now it had started up again and worse than before, my mother knows but she can't make him believe it. I wish I could tell him that out here is not at all like English people think it is. I wish . . .


I could hear them talking and Aunt Cora's laugh. I was glad she was staying with us. And I could hear the bamboos shiver and creak though there was no wind. It had been hot and still and dry for days. The colours had gone from the sky, the light was blue and could not last long. The glacis was not a good place when night was coming, Christophine said. As I went indoors my mother was talking in an excited voice.


'Very well. As you refuse to consider it, I will go and take Pierre with me. You won't object to that, I hope?'


'You are perfectly right, Annette,' said Aunt Cora and that did surprise me. She seldom spoke when they argued.


Mr. Mason also seemed surprised and not at all pleased.


'You talk so wildly,' he said. 'And you are so mistaken.  Of course you can get away for a change if you wish it. I promise you.'


'You have promised that before,' she said. 'You don't keep your promises.'


He sighed. 'I feel very well here. However, we'll arrange something. Quite soon.' 34

'I will not stay at Coulibri any longer,' my mother said.  'It is not safe. It is not safe for Pierre.'


Aunt Cora nodded. (20) 

As it was late I ate with them instead of by myself as usual. Myra, one of the new servants, was standing by the sideboard, waiting to change the plates. We ate English food now, beef and mutton, pies and puddings.


I was glad to be like an English girl but I missed the taste of Christophine's cooking.


My stepfather talked about a plan to import labourers - coolies he called them - from the East Indies. When Myra had gone out Aunt Cora said, 'I shouldn't discuss that if I were you. Myra is listening.'


'But the people here won't work. They don't want to work. Look at this place - it's enough to break your heart.'


'Hearts have been broken,' she said. 'Be sure of that.  I suppose you all know what you are doing.'


'Do you mean to say - '


'I said nothing, except that it would be wiser not to tell that woman your plans - necessary and merciful no doubt. I don't trust her.'


'Live here most of your life and know nothing about the people. It's astonishing. They are children - they wouldn't hurt a fly.'


'Unhappily children do hurt flies,' said Aunt Cora.


Myra came in again looking mournful as she always did though she smiled when she talked about hell. Everyone went to hell, she told me, you had to belong to her sect to be saved and even then - just as well not to be too sure. 35
She had thin arms and big hands and feet and the handkerchief she wore round her head was always white.  Never striped or a gay colour.


So I looked away from her at my favourite picture, 'The Miller's Daughter', a lovely English girl with brown curls and blue eyes and a dress slipping off her shoulders.  Then I looked across the white tablecloth and the vase of yellow roses at Mr. Mason, so sure of himself, so without a doubt English. And at my mother, so without a doubt not English, but no white nigger either, not my mother.  Never had been.  Never could be.  Yes, she would have died, I thought, if she had not met him. And for the first time I was grateful and liked him. There are more ways than one of being happy, better perhaps to be peaceful and (21) contented and protected, as I feel now, peaceful for years and long years, and afterwards I may be saved whatever Myra says. (When I asked Christophine what happened when you died, she said, 'You want to know too much.') I remembered to kiss my stepfather goodnight.  Once Aunt Cora had told me, 'He's very hurt because you never kiss him.'


'He does not look hurt,' I argued. 'Great mistake to go by looks,' she said, 'one way or the other.'


I went into Pierre's room which was next to mine, the last one in the house. The bamboos were outside his window. You could almost touch them. He still had a crib and he slept more and more, nearly all the time. He was so thin that I could lift him easily. Mr. Mason had promised to take him to England later on, there he would be cured, made like other people. 'And how will you like 36 that' I thought, as I kissed him. 'How will you like being made exactly like other people?' He looked happy asleep.  But that will be later on. Later on. Sleep now. It was then I heard the bamboos creak again and a sound like whispering. I forced myself to look out of the window. There was a full moon but I saw nobody, nothing but shadows.


I left a light on the chair by my bed and waited for Christophine, for I liked to see her last thing. But she did not come, and as the candle burned down, the safe peaceful feeling left me. I wished I had a big Cuban dog to lie by my bed and protect me, I wished I had not heard a noise by the bamboo clump, or that I were very young again, for then I believed in my stick. It was not a stick, but a long narrow piece of wood, with two nails sticking out at the end, a shingle, perhaps. I picked it up soon after they killed our horse and I thought I can fight with this, if the worst comes to the worst I can fight to the end though the best ones fall and that is another song. Christophine knocked the nails out, but she let me keep the shingle and I grew very fond of it, I believed that no one could harm me when it was near me, to lose it would be a great misfortune. All this was long ago, when I was still babyish and sure that everything was alive, not only the river or the rain, but chairs, looking-glasses, cups, saucers, everything.


I woke up and it was still night and my mother was there. She said, 'Get up and dress yourself, and come downstairs quickly.' She was dressed, but she had not put up her hair and one other plaits was loose. 'Quickly,' she said again, then she went into Pierre's room, next door. 37
I heard her speak to Myra and I heard Myra answer her.  I lay there, half asleep, looking at the lighted candle on the chest of drawers, till I heard a noise as though a chair had fallen over in the little room, then I got up and dressed.

The house was on different levels. There were three steps down from my bedroom and Pierre's to the dining-room and then three steps from the dining-room to the rest of the house, which we called 'downstairs'. (22) The folding doors of the dining-room were not shut and I could see that the big drawing-room was full of people. Mr. Mason, my mother, Christophine and Mannie and Sass. Aunt Cora was sitting on the blue sofa in the corner now, wearing a black silk dress, her ringlets were carefully arranged. She looked very haughty, I thought. But Godfrey was not there, or Myra, or the cook, or any of the others.


'There is no reason to be alarmed,' my stepfather was saying as I came in. 'A handful of drunken negroes.' He opened the door leading to the glacis and walked out.  'What is all this,' he shouted. 'What do you want?' A horrible noise swelled up, like animals howling, but worse. We heard stones falling on to the glacis. He was pale when he came in again, but he tried to smile as he shut and bolted the door. 'More of them than I thought, and in a nasty mood too. They will repent in the morning.  I foresee gifts of tamarinds in syrup and ginger sweets tomorrow.'


'Tomorrow will be too late,' said Aunt Cora, 'too late for ginger sweets or anything else.' My mother was not 38 listening to either of them. She said, 'Pierre is asleep and Myra is with him, I thought it better to leave him in his own room, away from this horrible noise. I don't know.  Perhaps.' She was twisting her hands together, her wedding ring fell off and rolled into a comer near the steps.  My stepfather and Mannie both stooped for it, then Mannie straightened up and said, 'Oh, my God, they get at the back, they set fire to the back of the house.' He pointed to my bedroom door which I had shut after me, and smoke was rolling out from underneath.


I did not see my mother move she was so quick. She opened the door of my room and then again I did not see her, nothing but smoke. Mannie ran after her, so did Mr. Mason but more slowly. Aunt Cora put her arms round me. She said, 'Don't be afraid, you are quite safe. We are all quite safe.' Just for a moment I shut my eyes and rested my head against her shoulder. She smelled of vanilla, I remember. Then there was another smell, of burned hair, and I looked and my mother was in the room carrying Pierre. It was her loose hair that had burned and was smelling like that.


I thought, Pierre is dead. He looked dead. He was white and he did not make a sound, but his head hung back over her arm as if he had no life at all and his eyes were rolled up so that you only saw the whites. My stepfather said, 'Annette, you are hurt—your hands . . .' But (23) she did not even look at him. 'His crib was on fire,' she said to Aunt Cora. 'The little room is on fire and Myra was not there.  She has gone. She was not there.'


'That does not surprise me at all,' said Aunt Cora. She 39 laid Pierre on the sofa, bent over him, then lifted up her skirt, stepped out of her white petticoat and began to tear it into strips.


'She left him, she ran away and left him alone to die,' said my mother, still whispering. So it was all the more dreadful when she began to scream abuse at Mr. Mason, calling him a fool, a cruel stupid fool. 'I told you,' she said, 'I told you what would happen again and again.' Her voice broke, but still she screamed, 'You would not listen, you sneered at me, you grinning hypocrite, you ought not to live either, you know so much, don't you? Why don't you go out and ask them to let you go? Say how innocent you are. Say you have always trusted them.'


I was so shocked that everything was confused. And it happened quickly. I saw Mannie and Sass staggering along with two large earthenware jars of water which were kept in the pantry.  They threw the water into the bedroom and it made a black pool on the floor, but the smoke rolled over the pool. Then Christophine, who had run into my mother's bedroom for the pitcher there, came back and spoke to my aunt. 'It seems they have fired the other side of the house,' said Aunt Cora. 'They must have climbed that tree outside. This place is going to bum like tinder and there is nothing we can do to stop it. The sooner we get out the better.'


Mannie said to the boy, 'You frightened?' Sass shook his head. 'Then come on,' said Mannie. 'Out of my way,' he said and pushed Mr. Mason aside. Narrow wooden stairs led down from the pantry to the outbuildings, the kitchen, the servants' rooms, the stables. That was where they 40 were going. 'Take the child,' Aunt Cora told Christophine, 'and come.'


It was very hot on the glacis too, they roared as we came out, then there was another roar behind us. I had not seen any flames, only smoke and sparks, but now I saw tall flames shooting up to the sky, for the bamboos had caught. There were some tree ferns near, green and damp, one of those was smouldering too.


'Come quickly,' said Aunt Cora, and she went first, holding my hand. Christophine followed, carrying Pierre, and they were quite silent as we went down the glacis steps. But when I looked round for my mother I saw that Mr. Mason, his face crimson with heat, seemed to be dragging her along and she was holding back, struggling. I heard him say, 'It's impossible, too late now.'


'Wants her jewel case?' Aunt Cora said.


'Jewel case? Nothing so sensible,' bawled Mr. Mason.


'She wanted to go back for her damned parrot. I won't allow it.' She did not answer, only fought him silently, twisting like a cat and showing her teeth. (24)

Our parrot was called Coco, a green parrot. He didn't talk very well, he could say Qui est la? Qui est la? and answer himself Che Coco, Che Coco. After Mr. Mason clipped his wings he grew very bad tempered, and though he would sit quietly on my mother's shoulder, he darted at everyone who came near her and pecked their feet.


'Annette,' said Aunt Cora. 'They are laughing at you, do not allow them to laugh at you.' She stopped fighting then and he half supported, half pulled her after us, cursing loudly. 41

Still they were quiet and there were so many of them I could hardly see any grass or trees. There must have been many of the bay people but I recognized no one.  They all looked the same, it was the same face repeated over and over, eyes gleaming, mouth half open to shout.  We were past the mounting stone when they saw Mannie driving the carriage round the comer. Sass followed, riding one horse and leading another. There was a ladies' sasldlfi-on the one he was leading.


Somebody yelled, 'But look the black Englishman! Look the white niggers!', and then they were all yelling. 'Look the white niggers! Look the damn white niggers!' A stone just missed Mannie's head, he cursed back at them and they cleared away from the rearing, frightened horses. 'Come on, for God's sake,' said Mr. Mason. 'Get to the carriage, get to the horses.' But we could not move for they pressed too close round us. Some of them were laughing and waving sticks, some of the ones at the back were carrying flambeaux and it was light as day. Aunt Cora held my hand very tightly and her lips moved but I could not hear because of the noise. And I was afraid, because I knew that the ones who laughed would be the worst. I shut my eyes and waited. Mr. Mason stopped swearing and began to pray in a loud pious voice. The prayer ended, 'May Almighty God defend us.' And God who is indeed mysterious, who had made no sign when they burned Pierre as he slept - not a clap of thunder, not a flash of lightning - mysterious God heard Mr. Mason at once and answered him. The yells stopped.


I opened my eyes, everybody was looking up and point- 42 ing at Coco on the glacis railings with his feathers alight.  He made an effort to fly down but his clipped wings failed him and he fell screeching. He was all on fire.


I began to cry. 'Don't look,' said Aunt Cora. 'Don't look.' She stooped and put her arms round me and I hid my face, but I could feel that they were not so near. I heard someone say something about bad luck and remembered that it was very unlucky to kill a parrot, or even to see a parrot die. They began to go then, quickly, silently, and those that were left drew aside and watched us as we trailed across the grass. They were not laughing any more. (25)

'Get to the carriage, get to the carriage,' said Mr. Mason. 'Hurry!' He went first, holding my mother's arm, then Christophine carrying Pierre, and Aunt Cora was last, still with my hand in hers. None of us looked back.


Mannie had stopped the horses at the bend of the cobblestone road and as we got closer we heard him shout, 'What all you are, eh? Brute beasts?' He was speaking to a group of men and a few women who were standing round the carriage. A coloured man with a machete in his hand was holding the bridle. I did not see Sass or the other two horses. 'Get in,' said Mr. Mason.  'Take no notice of him, get in.' The man with the machete said no. We would go to police and tell a lot of damn lies. A woman said to let us go. All this an accident and they had plenty witness. 'Myra she witness for us.'


'Shut your mouth,' the man said. 'You mash centipede, mash it, leave one little piece and it grow again . . . What you think police believe, eh? You, or the white nigger?'


Mr. Mason stared at him. He seemed not frightened, but 43 too astounded to speak. Mannie took up the carriage whip but one of the blacker men wrenched it out of his hand, snapped it over his knee and threw it away. 'Run away, black Englishman, like the boy run. Hide in the bushes.  It's better for you.' It was Aunt Cora who stepped forward and said, 'The little boy is very badly hurt. He will die if we cannot get help for him.'


The man said, 'So black and white, they burn the same, eh?'


'They do,' she said. 'Here and hereafter, as you will find out. Very shortly.'


He let the bridle go and thrust his face close to hers. He'd throw her on the fire, he said, if she put bad luck on him. Old white jumby, he called her. But she did not move an inch, she looked straight into his eyes and threatened him with eternal fire in a calm voice. 'And never a drop of sangoree_to cool your burning tongue,' she said. He cursed her again but he backed away. 'Now get in,' said Mr. Mason. 'You, Christophine, get in with the child.' Christophine got in. 'Now you,' he said to my mother. But she had turned and was looking back at the house and when he put his hand on her arm, she screamed.


One woman said she only come to see what happen. Another woman began to cry. The man with the cutlass said, 'You cry for her - when she ever cry for you? Tell me that.' (26)

But now I turned too. The house was burning, the yellow-red sky was like sunset and I knew that I would never see Coulibri again. Nothing would be left, the golden ferns and the silver ferns, the orchids, the ginger 44 lilies and the roses, the rocking-chairs and the blue sofa, the jasmine and the honeysuckle, and the picture of the Miller's Daughter. When they had finished, there would be nothing left but blackened walls and the mounting stone. That was always left. That could not be stolen or burned.


Then, not so far off, I saw Tia and her mother and I ran to her, for she was all that was left of my life as it had been. We had eaten the same food, slept side by side, bathed in the same river. As I ran, I thought, I will live with Tia and I will be like her. Not to leave Coulibri. Not to go. Not. When I was close I saw the jagged stone in her hand but I did not see her throw it. I did not feel it either, only something wet, running down my face. I looked at her and I saw her face crumple up as she began to cry. We stared at each other, blood on my face, tears on hers. It was as if I saw myself. Like in a looking-glass.

＊

'I saw my plait, tied with red ribbon, when I got up,' I said. 'In the chest of drawers. I thought it was a snake.'


'Your hair had to be cut. You've been very ill, my darling,' said Aunt Cora. 'But you are safe with me now.  We are all safe as I told you we would be. You must stay in bed though. Why are you wandering about the room? Your hair will grow again,' she said. 'Longer and thicker.'


'But darker,' I said. 45
'Why not darker?'


She picked me up and I was glad to feel the soft mattress and glad to be covered with a cool sheet.


'It's time for your arrowroot,' she said and went out.  When that was finished she took the cup away and stood looking down at me.


'I got up because I wanted to know where I was.'


'And you do know, don't you?' she said in an anxious voice.


'Of course. But how did I get to your house?'


'The Luttrells were very good. As soon as Mannie got to Nelson's Rest they sent a hammock and four men. You were shaken about a good deal though. But they did their best. Young Mr. Luttrell rode alongside you all the way. Wasn't that kind?'


'Yes,' I said. She looked thin and old and her hair wasn't arranged prettily so I shut my eyes, not wanting to see her.


'Pierre is dead, isn't he?'


'He died on the way down, the poor little boy,' she said. (27)

'He died before that,' I thought but was too tired to speak.


'Your mother is in the country. Resting. Getting well again. You will see her quite soon.'


'I didn't know,' I said. 'Why did she go away?'


'You've been very ill for nearly six weeks. You didn't know anything.'


What was the use of telling her that I'd been awake before and heard my mother screaming 'Qui est la? Qui 46 est la?' then 'Don't touch me. I'll kill you if you touch me. Coward. Hypocrite. I'll kill you.' I'd put my hands over my ears, her screams were so loud and terrible. I slept and when I woke up everything was quiet.


Still Aunt Cora stayed by my bed looking at me.  'My head is bandaged up. It's so hot,' I said. 'Will I have a mark on my forehead?'


'No, no.' She smiled for the first time. 'That is healing very nicely. It won't spoil you on your wedding day,' she said.


She bent down and kissed me. 'Is there anything you want? A cool drink to sip?'


'No, not a drink. Sing to me. I like that.'


She began in a shaky voice.

'Every night at half past eight



Comes tap tap tapping -


'Not that one. I don't like that one. Sing Before I was set free.'


She sat near me and sang very softly, 'Before I was set free.' I heard as far as 'The sorrow that my heart feels for - ' I didn't hear the end but I heard that before I slept, 'The sorrow that my heart feels for.'

I was going to see my mother. I had insisted that Christophine must be with me, no one else, and as I was not yet quite well they had given way. I remember the dull feeling as we drove along for I did not expect to see her. She was part of Coulibri, that had gone, so she had gone, I was certain of it. But when we reached the tidy pretty 47 little house where she lived now (they said) I jumped out of the carriage and ran as fast as I could across the lawn. One door was open on to the veranda. I went in without knocking and stared at the people in the room. A coloured man, a coloured woman, and a white woman sitting with her head bent so low that I couldn't see her face. But I recognized her hair, one plait much shorter than the other.  And her dress. I put my arms round her and kissed her. She held me so tightly that I couldn't breathe and I thought, 'It's not her.' Then, 'It must be her.' She looked at the door, then at me, then at the door again. I could not say, 'He is dead,' so I shook my head. 'But I am here, I am here,' I said, and she (28) said, 'No,' quietly. Then 'No no no' very loudly and flung me from her. I fell against the partition and hurt myself. The man and the woman were holding her arms and Christophine was there. The woman said, 'Why you bring the child to make trouble, trouble, trouble? Trouble enough without that.'


All the way back to Aunt Cora's house we didn't speak.

The first day I had to go to the convent, I clung to Aunt Cora as you would cling to life if you loved it. At last she got impatient, so I forced myself away from her and

through the passage, down the steps into the street and, as I knew they would be, they were waiting for me under the sandbox tree. There were two of them, a boy and a girl. The boy was about fourteen and tall and big for his age, he had a white skin, a dull ugly white covered with freckles, his mouth was a negro's mouth and he had small eyes, like bits of green glass. He had the eyes of a dead 48 fish. Worst, most horrible of all, his hair was crinkled, a negro's hair, but bright red, and his eyebrows and eyelashes were red. The girl was very black and wore no head handkerchief. Her hair had been plaited and I could smell the sickening oil she had daubed on it, from where I stood on the steps of Aunt Cora's dark, clean, friendly house, staring at them. They looked so harmless and quiet, no one would have noticed the glint in the boy's eyes.


Then the girl grinned and began to crack the knuckles of her fingers. At each crack I jumped and my hands began to sweat. I was holding some school books in my right hand and I shifted them to under my arm, but it was too late, there was a mark on the palm of my hand and a stain on the cover of the book. The girl began to laugh, very quietly, and it was then that hate came to me and courage with the hate so that I was able to walk past without looking at them.


I knew they were following, I knew too that as long as I was in sight of Aunt Cora's house they would do nothing but stroll along some distance after me. But I knew when they would draw close. It would be when I was going up the hill. There were walls and gardens on each side of the hill and no one would be there at this hour of the morning.


Half-way up they closed in on me and started talking.  The girl said, 'Look the crazy girl, you crazy like your mother. Your aunt frightened to have you in the house.  She send you for the nuns to lock up. Your mother walk about with no shoes and stockings on her feet, she sans 49 culottes. She try to kill her husband and she try to kill you too that day you go to see her. She have eyes like zombie and you have eyes (29) like zombie too. Why you won't lool at me.' The boy only said, 'One day I catch you alone, you wait, one day I catch you alone.' When I got to the top of the hill they were jostling me, I could smell the girl's hair.


A long empty street stretched away to the convent, the convent wall and a wooden gate. I would have to ring before I could get in. The girl said, 'You don't want to look at me, eh, I make you look at me.' She pushed me and the books I was carrying fell to the ground.


I stooped to pick them up and saw that a tall boy who was walking along the other side of the street had stopped and looked towards us. Then he crossed over, running.  He had long legs, his feet hardly touched the ground. As soon as they saw him, they turned and walked away. He looked after them, puzzled. I would have died sooner than run when they were there, but as soon as they had gone, I ran. I left one of my books on the ground and the tall boy came after me.


'You dropped this,' he said, and smiled. I knew who he was, his name was Sandi, Alexander Cosway's son.  Once I would have said 'my cousin Sandi' but Mr. Mason's lectures had made me shy about my coloured relatives. I muttered, 'Thank you.'


'I'll talk to that boy,' he said. 'He won't bother you again.'


In the distance I could see my enemy's red hair as he pelted along, but he hadn't a chance. Sandi caught him up 50 before he reached the comer. The girl had disappeared. I didn't wait to see what happened but I pulled and pulled at the bell.


At last the door opened. The nun was a coloured woman and she seemed displeased. 'You must not ring the bell like that,' she said. 'I come as quick as I can.' Then I heard the door shut behind me.


I collapsed and began to cry. She asked me if I was sick, but I could not answer. She took my hand, still clicking her tongue and muttering in an ill-tempered way, and led me across the yard, past the shadow of the big tree, not into the front door but into a big, cool, stone-flagged room. There were pots and pans hanging on the wall and a stone fireplace. There was another nun at the back of the room and when the bell rang again, the first one went to answer it. The second nun, also a coloured woman, brought a basin and water but as fast as she sponged my face, so fast did I cry. When she saw my hand she asked if I had fallen and hurt myself. I shook my head and she sponged the stain away gently. 'What is the matter, what are you crying about? What has happened to you?' And still I could not answer. She brought me a glass of milk, I tried to drink it, but I choked. 'Oh la la,' she said, shrugging her shoulders and went out. (30) 

When she came in again, a third nun was with her who said in a calm voice, 'You have cried quite enough now, you must stop. Have you got a handkerchief?'


I remembered that I had dropped it. The new nun wiped my eyes with a large handkerchief, gave it to me and asked my name. 51

'Antoinete,' I said.


'Of course,' she said. 'I know. You are Antoinette Cosway, that is to say Antoinette Mason. Has someone frightened you?'


'Yes '


'Now look at me,' she said. 'You will not be frightened of me.'


I looked at her. She had large brown eyes, very sort, and was dressed in white, not with a starched apron like the others had. The band round her face was of linen and above the white linen a black veil of some thin material, which fell in folds down her back. Her cheeks were red, she had a laughing face and two deep dimples. Her hands were small but they looked clumsy and swollen, not like the rest of her. It was only afterwards that I found out that they were crippled with rheumatism. She took me into a parlour furnished sriffly with straight-backed chairs and a polished table in the middle. After she had talked to me I told her a little of why I was crying and that I did not like walking to school alone.


'That must be seen to,' she said. 'I will write to your aunt Now Mother St Justine will be waiting for you. I have sent for a girl who has been with us for nearly a year. Her name is Louise - Louise de Plana. If you feel strange, she will explain everything.'


Louise and I walked along a paved path to the classroom. There was grass on each side of the path and trees and shadows of trees and sometimes a bright bush of flowers She was very pretty and when she smiled at me I could scarcely believe I had ever been miserable. She said, 'We 52 always call Mother St Justjne, Mother Juice of a Lime.  She is not very intelligent, poor woman. You will see.'

Quickly, while I can, I must remember the hot classroom.  The hot classroom, the pitchpine desks, the heat of the bench striking up through my body, along my arms and hands. But outside I could see cool, blue shadow on a white wall. My needle is sticky, and creaks as it goes in and out of the canvas. 'My needle is swearing,' I whisper to Louise, who sits next to me. We are cross-stitching silk roses on a pale background. We can colour the roses as we choose and mine are green, blue and purple.  Underneath, I will write my name in fire red, Antoinette Mason, née Cosway, Mount Calvary Convent, Spanish Town, Jamaica, 1839. (31)

As we work. Mother St Justine reads us stories from the lives of the Saints, St Rose, St Barbara, St Agnes. But we have our own Saint, the skeleton of a girl of fourteen under the altar of the convent chapel. The Relics. But how did the nuns get them out here, I ask myself? In a cabin trunk? Specially packed for the hold? How? But here she is, and St Innocenzia is her name. We do not know her story, she is not in the book. The saints we hear about were all very beautiful and wealthy. All were loved by rich and handsome young men.


'. . . more lovely and more richly dressed than he had ever seen her in life,' drones Mother St Justine. 'She smiled and said, "Here Theophilus is a rose from the garden of my Spouse, in whom you did not believe." The rose he found by his side when he awoke has never faded. 53 It still exists.' (Oh, but where? Where?) 'And Theophilus was converted to Christianity,' says Mother St Justine, reading very rapidly now, 'and became one of the Holy Martyrs.' She shuts the book with a clap and talks about pushing down the cuticles of our nails when we wash our hands. Cleanliness, good manners and kindness to God's poor. A flow of words. ('It is her time of life,' said Helene de Plana, 'she cannot help it, poor old Justine.') 'When you insult or injure the unfortunate or the unhappy, you insult Christ Himself and He will not forget, for they are His chosen ones.' This remark is made in a casual and perfunctory voice and she slides on to order and chastity, that flawless crystal that, once broken, can never be mended. Also deportment. Like everyone else, she has fallen under the spell of the de Plana sisters and holds them up as an example to the class. I admire them. They sit so poised and imperturbable while she points out the excellence of Miss Helene's coiffure, achieved without a looking-glass.


'Please, Helene, tell me how you do your hair, because when I grow up I want mine to look like yours.'


'It's very easy. You comb it upwards, like this and then push it a little forward, like that, and then you pin it here and here. Never too many pins.'


'Yes, but Helene, mine does not look like yours, whatever I do.'


Her eyelashes flickered, she turned away, too polite to say the obvious thing. We have no looking-glass in the dormitory, once I saw the new (32) young nun from Ireland looking at herself in a cask of water, smiling to see if her 54 dimples were still there. When she noticed me, she blushed and I thought, now she will always dislike me.


Sometimes it was Miss Helene's hair and sometimes Miss Germaine's impeccable deportment, and sometimes it was the care Miss Louise took of her beautiful teeth.  And if we were never envious, they never seemed vain.  Helene and Germaine, a little disdainful, aloof perhaps, but Louise, not even that. She took no part in it - as if she knew that she was born for other things. Helene's brown eyes could snap, Germaine's grey eyes were beautiful, soft and cow-like, she spoke slowly and, unlike most Creole girls, was very even-tempered. It is easy to imagine what happened to those two, bar accidents. Ah but Louise!  Her small waist, her thin brown hands, her black curls which smelled of vetiver, her high sweet voice, singing so carelessly in Chapel about death. Like a bird would sing.  Anything might have happened to you, Louise, anything at all, and I wouldn't be surprised.


Then there was another saint, said Mother St Justine, she lived later on but still in Italy, or was it in Spain. Italy is white pillars and green water. Spain is hot sun on stones, France is a lady with black hair wearing a white dress because Louise was bom in France fifteen years ago, and my mother, whom I must forget and pray for as though she were dead, though she is living, liked to dress in white.


No one spoke of her now that Christophine had left us to live with her son. I seldom saw my stepfather. He seemed to dislike Jamaica, Spanish Town in particular, and was often away for months. 55

One hot afternoon in July my aunt told me that she was going to England for a year. Her health was not good and she needed a change. As she talked she was working at a patchwork counterpane. The diamond-shaped pieces of silk melted one into the other, red, blue, purple, green, yellow, all one shimmering colour. Hours and hours she had spent on it and it was nearly finished. Would I be lonely? she asked and I said 'No', looking at the colours. Hours and hours and hours I thought.

This convent was my refuge, a place of sunshine and of death where very early in the morning the clap of a wooden signal woke the nine of us who slept in the long dormitory. We woke to see Sister Marie Augustine sitting, serene and neat, bolt upright in a wooden chair.  The long brown room was full of gold sunlight and shadows of trees moving (33) quietly. I leamt to say very quickly as the others did, 'offer up all the prayers, works and sufferings of this day.' But what about happiness, I thought at first, is there no happiness? There must be. Oh happiness of course, happiness, well.


But I soon forgot about happiness, running down the stairs to the big stone bath where we splashed about wearing long grey cotton chemises which reached to our ankles.  The smell of soap as you cautiously soaped yourself unde the chemise, a trick to be learned, dressing with modesty another trick. Great splashes of sunlight as we ran up the wooden steps of the refectory. Hot coffee and rolls and melting butter. But after the meal, now and at the hour of our death, and at midday and at six in the evening 56 now and at the hour of our death. Let perpetual light shine on them. This is for my mother, I would think, wherever her soul is wandering, for it has left her body.  Then I remembered how she hated a strong light and loved the cool and the shade. It is a different light they told me. Still, I would not say it. Soon we were back in the shifting shadows outside, more beautiful than any perpetual light could be, and soon I learnt to gabble without thinking as the others did. About changing now and the hour of our death for that is all we have.


Everything was brightness, or dark. The walls, the blazing colours of the flowers in the garden, the nuns' habits were bright, but their veils, the Crucifix hanging from their waists, the shadow of the trees, were black.  That was how it was, light and dark, sun and shadow, Heaven and Hell, for one of the nuns knew all about Hell and who does not? But another one knew about Heaven and the attributes of the blessed, of which the least is transcendent beauty. The very least. I could hardly wait for all this ecstasy and once I prayed for a long time to be dead. Then remembered that this was a sin. It's presumption or despair, I forget which, but a mortal sin. So I prayed for a long time about that too, but the thought came, so many things are sins, why? Another sin, to think that. However, happily, Sister Marie Augustine says thoughts are not sins, if they are driven away at once.  You say Lord save me, I perish. I find it very comforting to know exactly what must be done. All the same, I did not pray so often after that and soon, hardly at all. I felt bolder, happier, more free. But not so safe. 57 
During this time, nearly eighteen months, my stepfather often came to see me. He interviewed Mother Superior first, then I would go into the parlour dressed ready for a dinner or a visit to friends. He gave me (34) presents when we parted, sweets, a locket, a bracelet, once a very pretty dress which, of course, I could not wear.

The last time he came was different. I knew that as soon as I got into the room. He kissed me, held me at arm's length looking at me carefully and critically, then smiled and said that I was taller than he thought. I reminded him that I was over seventeen, a grown woman.  'I've not forgotten your present,' he said.


Because I felt shy and ill at ease I answered coldly, 'I can't wear all these things you buy for me.'


'You can wear what you like when you live with me,' he said.


'Where? In Trinidad?'


'Of course not. Here, for the time being. With me and your Aunt Cora who is coming home at last. She says another English winter will kill her. And Richard. You can't be hidden away all your life.'


'Why not?' I thought.


I suppose he noticed my dismay because he began to joke, pay me compliments, and ask me such absurd questions that soon I was laughing too. How would I like to live in England? Then, before I could answer, had I learnt dancing, or were the nuns too strict?


'They are not strict at all,' I said. 'The Bishop who visits them every year says they are lax.  Very lax.  It's the climate he says.' 58

'I hope they told him to mind his own business.'


'She did. Mother Superior did. Some of the others were frightened. They are not strict but no one has taught me to dance.'


'That won't be the difficulty. I want you to be happy, Antoinette, secure, I've tried to arrange, but we'll have time to talk about that later.'


As we were going out of the convent gate he said in a careless voice, 'I have asked some English friends to spend next winter here. You won't be dull.'


'Do you think they'll come?' I said doubtfully.


'One of them will. I'm certain of that.'


It may have been the way he smiled, but again a feeling of dismay, sadness, loss, almost choked me. This time I did not let him see it.


It was like that morning when I found the dead horse.


Say nothing and it may not be true.


But they all knew at the convent. The girls were very curious but I would not answer their questions and for the first time I resented the nuns' cheerful faces.


They are safe. How can they know what it can be like outside?


This was the second time I had my dream.


Again I have left the house at Coulibri. It is still night and I am walking towards the forest. I am wearing a long dress and thin slippers, (35) so I walk with difficulty, following the man who is with me and holding up the skirt of my dress. It is white and beautiful and I don't wish to get it soiled. I follow him, sick with fear but I make no effort to save myself; if anyone were to try to save me, 59 I would refuse. This must happen. Now we have reached the forest. We are under the tall dark trees and there is no wind. 'Here?' He turns and looks at me, his face black with hatred, and when I see this I begin to cry.  He smiles slyly. 'Not here, not yet,' he says, and I follow him, weeping. Now I do not try to hold up my dress, it trails in the dirt, my beautiful dress. We are no longer in the forest but in an enclosed garden surrounded by a stone wall and the trees are different trees. I do not know them. There are steps leading upwards. It is too dark to see the wall or the steps, but I know they are there and I think, 'It will be when I go up these steps. At the top.' I stumble over my dress and cannot get up. I touch a tree and my arms hold on to it. 'Here, here.' But I think I will not go any further. The tree sways and jerks as if it is trying to throw me off. Still I cling and the seconds pass and each one is a thousand years. 'Here, in here,' a strange voice said, and the tree stopped swaying and jerking. 

Now Sister Marie Augustine is leading me out of the dormitory, asking if I am ill, telling me that I must not disturb the others and though I am still shivering I wonder if she will take me behind the mysterious curtains to the place where she sleeps. But no. She seats me in a chair, vanishes, and after a while comes back with a cup of hot chocolate.


I said, 'I dreamed I was in Hell.'


'That dream is evil. Put it from your mind - never think of it again,' and she rubbed my cold hands to warm them. 60

She looks as usual, composed and neat, and I want to ask her if she gets up before dawn or hasn't been to bed at all.


'Drink your chocolate,


While I am drinking it I remember that after my mother's funeral, very early in the morning, almost as early as this, we went home to drink chocolate and eat cakes. She died last year, no one told me how, and I didn't ask. Mr. Mason was there and Christophine, no one else. Christophine cried bitterly but I could not. I prayed, but the words fell to the ground meaning nothing.


Now the thought of her is mixed up with my dream. 


I saw her in her mended habit riding a borrowed horse, trying to wave at the head of the cobblestoned road at Coulibri, and tears came to my eyes again. 'Such terrible things happen,' I said. 'Why? Why?'


'You must not concern yourself with that mystery,' said Sister Maria Augustine. 'We do not know why the devil must have his little day. Not (36) yet.'


She never smiled as much as the others, now she was not smiling at all. She looked sad.


She said, as if she was talking to herself, 'Now go quietly back to bed. Think of calm, peaceful things and try to sleep. Soon I will give the signal. Soon it will be tomorrow morning.' 61 (37)













































*  1 pagination --- Wide Sargasso Sea.  Introd. Francis Wyndham  NY: Norton, 1982.  Originally published in 1966. 





* (1) pagination-- Wide Sargasso Sea.  Ed. Judith L. Raiskin.  Norton Critical Ediction.  NY: Norton, 1999.








圖二:


南亞次大陸 Indian Subcontinent  source: � HYPERLINK "http://www.vjv.co.uk/country/india.html" ��http://www.vjv.co.uk/country/india.html�








圖三：南亞的不同定義
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圖一：Decolonized Nations in Africa and Asia (image source:　 � HYPERLINK "http://www.uoregon.edu/~mccole/303Spring2009/lecturenotes/week7class2.html" �http://www.uoregon.edu/~mccole/303Spring2009/lecturenotes/week7class2.html�）





圖四︰


加勒比海地區
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