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≈Break Through≈

For the others
The Eye of the Hurricane
 U

mmm.  That's feels good, please don't stop.  Oh yes, right there.  Ow, ow ow.  Go on, go on.  Yes that’s it.  Right there.  Wow where did you learn that?  What are you doing to my……..? Oh God, whatever it is don’t stop.  Oh no please don’t, please don’t.  No no no no no.  But no!     Not now, no, not now.  Are you crazy?  I’m almost… please wait.  No, not now.  You can’t just….  What do you mean you have to go?  No, no. Wait, wait. WAAAIIIIIIITTTTTT.  Wait dammit.  Wait! 

   Oh fuck!  Another one of those.  I open my eyes, I don't need to feel for him.  I know he's not there.  He hasn't been here for two weeks.  Damn him.  Maybe there is something to be salvaged here.  I touch myself.  I’m wet.  It’s not a complete waste after all.  I pull the cover up but it feels stuck.  I look down to see his stupid dog lying at my feet.  I am not going to touch myself with a dog looking up at me from the bottom of the bed.  No way.  
   “Go Lucy go.  Get up.  Go.”  She refuses to move.  Just stares at me with those moping brown eyes of hers.  “Go on, go, OUT.  Bloody dog.”  It's going to be another of those days with you I see.”  
   It’s pathetic the way she’s been going on, tail stuck between her legs most of the time and not eating.  Sniffs at her food and goes back to lie down.  A humanised mongrel.  Oh but she's sad.  Well so am I but you don't see me sticking my tail between my legs and going on hunger strikes, do you?  I get on with it.  Well somewhat.  I still miss waking up with him in the morning.  I still miss... no no no I'm not going to do that.  I promised myself.  If I allow myself to feel anything it will be anger.  He was the one who took his ass and went off to Canada.  Didn’t take you or I Lucy girl?  He won’t be here for at least another, I’m not counting… ten hours.  Ten hours, ten little hours and I’ll have my baby back.  “Ten hours and he’ll be here Lucy, you lucky bitch!”  

   I’ll just get up and lift the mosquito net.  Then again maybe not.  She will jump in the bed.  Not that it would make such a big difference, she is already on the bed.  But I’d like to think that I’m keeping her out.  I wish she’d get off the net.  I’m not much for spoilt mongrels who think they’re people.  He is mad treating her like a child.  This three in a bed thing is not my style.  I tried shutting her out of the room the first night he was gone but she wasn’t having any of it.  Fussed and fretted until I opened the door.   Bitch.  And then what did she do?  Headed straight for the bed.  Almost tore the bloody net off.  Doesn’t know her place that’s what the problem is.  
   “Dog, you don’t know how lucky you are.  In any other house you’d get a mango seed on your head before you even put your front paw on the first step.”  She is at the bottom of the bed, paws crossed, giving me her sad look.  I stare her down.   “When will you get it?  He's not here and I'm not him.  Ok.”
   Lord I must get a grip.  What am I doing talking to stupid mongrels?  If she were at least some breed at least, but she a plain brown dog he picked up at the beach.  A smelly brown dog with brown eyes.  How do I get myself in these situations?  Only God knows.

   What else is there to do today anyway?  I have to call up Nikita and ask her about my weaves.  I have to wash them today.   Suddenly we are best friends.   I’m not complaining, I just find it funny.  I am calling her up, I’m lending her my shoes, lending her money.  Hummm.   I suppose a girl needs someone she can let loose with.  Talk dirty, spread the latest, talk hair, talk women, talk men, talk slang.  Sometimes I get tired of being all prim and proper.  I couldn't do that with him.  Some things are too low for him, no class he'd think.  He'd never say it.  But he'd click his tongue and I'd know he's thinking it.   I'm sure though he's not thinking prim and proper when he's shoving his tongue into me though.  That just goes to show.  He and his double standards, but what else is new?  

   The dog is still there.  Still eyeing me.  Why doesn’t she go over and eat some doggy food.  There’s enough dry stuff in her bowl and she has water.  What else does she want?  She’s lucky enough I feed her.  But she’s not moving.  I know what she wants.  But I won’t give it to her.  She wants me to stroke her, pet her like he does.  Go away dog.  SHOO.  MASH.  But she’s not moving.  Makes me wish I had a mango seed.  
   I reach for the telephone, dial Nikita’s number.  Busy.  Nikita is on the telephone.  I wonder who she's talking to at seven in the morning.  Some man must be.  Some foreigner on a continent five or six hours ahead of us.  She'll be telling me about it later.  I bet she called him and I'm sure it was collect.  Poor girl, whenever will she learn?  She and all her unavailable white men. 

   I remember the first day I first spoke to Nikita, we were promoting Pat-a-Cake cake mixes and frostings.  They were selling like crazy.  It must have been Lilly’s promotional speech.  Lilly makes me laugh, she is a pro.

   “Excuse me Ma’am, allow me to tell you a bit about our Pat-a-Cake cake mixes and frostings.”  She doesn't care if you're only just rushing into the supermarket to get something and want to rush right back out, Lilly will give you the sales speech.  And she's so sweet and polite you don't dare do anything but listen, take whatever it is she wants you to buy and either buy it or stick it on a shelf somewhere behind a packet of rice or peas where it doesn’t belong or if you're bold enough, drop it into someone else’s trolley.  
   “Today is your lucky day ma’am, we’ve got just the thing for you.  Chocolate cake.  You must, absolutely, have some.   Do you have children?  Yes?  Well they'll love this, and you'll love it too because the chocolate cake is so easy to make. Just add water.  No weighing, no measuring.  Add some water and put it into the oven.  That easy.   And what’s a chocolate cake without chocolate frosting?  There you go ma'am.”  She's good.  
   It must have been on a Sunday morning promotion that I had spoken to Nikita for the first time.  It must have been because Lilly doesn't work on Saturdays and we only promote on the weekends.   She doesn't work on Saturday because she's a Seventh Day Adventists.  The one day Christians, the 'we will do anything on any other day of the week but not Sabbath' Christians.    In fact they're the only Christians on the island if you listened to them.  You’re either, Catholic, Anglican, Methodist, Baptist or Christian.   Me, I was born Catholic, but according to these Seventh day Adventists who worship on the true Sabbath day, the Saturday one, you can only be a true Christian if you’ve been saved.  And in order to be saved, no easy feat, you must be ducked in the sea several times until you come up spluttering that, yes yes, you saw God and yes yes, you are ready and willing to testify at the next Sabbath worship session that he saved you.  
   Lilly is a Christian and she keeps the Sabbath day holy.  I don’t mind, she works like the devil on Sundays.  Tessa on the other hand has let the devil and all his forked tail cronies take up residence in her ass.  She says whatever comes to her mouth.  What ever.  She just doesn’t care.  And has no qualms about telling off any obnoxious person who doesn’t want to buy the product we're promoting, whatever their obnoxious reasons.  Anything short of I don’t have enough money wins you a mumbled “your face looking like something my dog shit on.”  Or if you’re a girl who was acting all fresh, she would come and whisper that the man that girl was fucking wasn’t hers and that, she Tessa doesn’t know why bitches like her had so much style and were putting on airs.  She knows how to dish them out.  Tessa is not a Christian.  Tessa is Catholic or Anglican or Methodist or something like that.  She works on the Sabbath, the Sunday one.  

   It was during one of those promotions with Tessa and Lilly competing to see who could sell the most cake mixes and the other girls, the other promotional representatives, bothering the hell out of innocent Saturday grocery shoppers that I spotted her.    It wasn’t the first time I'd seen Nikita.   Hell no.  You couldn’t go anywhere without running into her, her mini shirt and high heels going click click click all over the place.
  She and her ass, the taut number which holds her mini skirts up.  One thing's for sure when God was dishing out asses when he came to Nikita he paused.  He stopped and considered well before he handed hers over.  I mean, you take the average black butt, a good two handfuls, a bit dimpled, throw in a couple of lines of cellulite, a few stretch-marks here and there and a little bit of sag, not too much.  Throw on a cotton skirt and make it walk.  The thing’ll wobble and then some.  I'm thinking jello.   But Nikita’s butt is unique.  It doesn’t move or if it does, it's more the kind of gentle swaying from side to side.  One hundred percent coordinated.  Gently to the right and now to the left.  No fuss no fight.  It sticks out ninety degrees to her back.  God took his time there.  Otherwise he was in a hurry.  Just threw some features together; big eyes, big lips, long legs, a little more than average size breasts some extra height and BANG.   Nikita.   She isn’t beautiful.  I am.  Sexy yes, beautiful no.  I could forgive her anything except the butt and the hair.  She would do the world a favour by taking off the horse tail.   If only it was hers!  I bet she must itch under all that.   But all that was before I spoke to her and we became best friends.  And before I started wearing weaves myself.
   So there was my chance.  I walked over to her to tell her about the product.  All I really wanted to do was talk to her.  Maybe just to show her that I was a some body too.  I saunter over in my sexy new uniform.  We were all wearing tight beige dresses that day.  Breast and hip hugging.  I remember arching my back until it hurt.  I wanted her to have a good look at my 32DDs.  I was quite sure that my breasts were bigger than hers.  She may have the butt, but I have the boobs.  “Hi,” I said and launched into this promotional speech, not caring if she would buy the damn cake mix or not.  I only wanted to stand for a few minutes in her light.  Maybe some of what she had that I wanted would rub off on me.  

   “How much is it?”
   “Not at all expensive and well, do you know what? We’re giving away a free doughboy if you purchase two boxes plus the frosting.”
   “Really?  My niece will love the doughboy.  Does it go POO POO when you poke it in the tummy, like in the ads?”
   “Well not really, but I am sure your niece will love it anyway.”
   “Oh it’s really cute.”
    “It’s sweet, isn’t it?  And we have a lovely selection of frostings to go with the cakes you know.  Chocolate, strawberry and vanilla.  “Very yummy.  I prefer the chocolate myself, it’s really chocolatey.”  Sometimes I make myself sick.  Chocolatety?

   “Yeah?”  But they always fall for it.

   “Yep.  You must try it.”  That’s my style.   Don’t give them a chance.  Knock them over their head with it as quickly as you can, make the sale and run.   “I love it myself.”  
   As if.  Since I started promoting those cakes I've been on a cake free diet.  We had to bake up one million of those 'just add water cakes' and now just the smell of them is enough to send me in a coma.

   “Ok, let me have the two boxes of the marble cake.  I’ll try the chocolate frosting since you recommend it.”
   “Trust me it’s yummy.”  Never, never trust me.  “After you’ve paid just show the boxes to Lilly over there and she’ll give you your doughboy.”  Well I bagged this one didn’t I?  Easy peasy.  Guessed I’d be moving on but it didn't seem like she wanted me to go yet.
   “So these girls work for you?”  Oh what do you know, she must have seen me on “Everyday People” being hailed as the new brilliant entrepreneur.  Come on everyone, take your hats off to the twenty-one year old who is running her own promotions company.  She knew me.  She has seen me.

   “Yeah, they’re the promotional reps.”   I wonder if she has noticed my breasts yet.  My back is beginning to ache from all this excessive arching.

   “I know one of them, Dahlia.  She is taking part in the Miss Model show which Leonardo is organising.”  I turn to look over to Dahlia who is not even bothering to try to disguise that ‘I’m so bored with this job’ look on her face.  Miss Hot Pants herself.  Well I wasn’t the least bit surprised.  Always has an excuse for not being able to work.  Always really needs to leave early, only later to be seen riding at the front of some white man's jeep or at some hotel somewhere being slathered with sun oil.  Not that she needs a tan.  She mightn’t sell a whole lot of cake mixes, or Protex soaps but  at least she looks good in our uniform.  Unlike Lottie.  What in heaven’s name was I thinking when I hired her.  Her thighs are thick, like Christmas hams.  And getting thicker.  Comes from eating all the samples.  How many times am I going to give her new uniforms.  At least she could try do to lose some of that weight.  It’s easy.  Just stop eating the cake.  Stop stuffing your face till you look like a Pat-a-Cake  doughboy.  Simple as that.   But not Lottie.  She’s the first to pinch a  packet of cookies, stuff it in her bag after a promotion and then turn round and ask me sweetly ‘Tara, you think you can spare me one of the big packets for little Marie to take to school for break next week.  You know how tings hard’.   Tings hard my ass.  Marie is her six year old daughter and she is a single mother.  Well so is half of the island.  Nothing new.  Am I responsible for feeding their sons and daughters?  But I can’t fire someone because they have big thighs and I can not say no when she asks.  I say nothing when I turn round and see frozen pizza boxes disappearing down her bag, quick quick.  There are just some big people who just love being big.  

   Anyway Nikita was speaking again.  Did I know about the modelling competition that Leonardo, the fashion designer was organising?  He was looking for some more girls to take part.  She was.  Maybe some of my girls would be interested too.  Definitely not Lottie.   

   “I’ll ask them,” I say
   “Leonardo really needs some more girls.”
   “I’ll ask the girls, see if any of them want to take part.”  I spot Marcia the brand manager for Pat-a-Cake cake mixes and frostings.  I have to go give her an update on how the sales are going
   “Hi Marcia.”

   “I see the cakes are selling very well.”

   “Oh yes, the supermarkets wants me to put an order through for next week.” 

   “How many?”  

   “Three boxes.”  

   “Wow, that's good.”

   It’s hard to convince these clients that promotions are not only about sales. All they want to hear is how many boxes we’ve sold already.  How about building up a brand-name?  Let’s see, what else?  Goodwill on the part of the customer?  Promotions being part of a long term sales strategy?  That's it Tara, that's it.  I have to know all that marketing jargon for my exams with The Chartered Institute of Marketing.  I'm running this company and I don't have a degree.   When people ask I say, I'm studying towards my postgraduate diploma in marketing.  They go 'wow'.  They don't know I don't have the first degree.  The Institute let me skip the certificate part because I've got work experience.  Like one year running around getting advertisements for alcoholic ex-boyfriend's magazine and now running my own show.  It's all down to how you sell yourself.  If someone gave me the chance I'd sell rosaries to priests.  I'm sure I'd make a load of cash.  I'd go all around the Caribbean visiting those lonely holy men with my rosary round my neck, cross falling right between my breasts.   I'd get them to spend all the collection money and show them how to sell the rosaries back to the holy ladies who do Way of the Cross and Low Mass for ten per cent  plus cost price.  Oh Father, I have sinned, help me find my way.  

   “Well bring the report in on Monday,” Marcia says. 
   “Will do.  See you.”
   Nikita gets her doughboy from Lilly.  She waves goodbye to me as she leaves.  “Call Leonardo,” she says 

   All the girls wanted to know what we’d spoken about.  Dahlia asks whether Nikita wanted work with us and Lottie wasted no time in replying that she’d better put some clothes on first as we didn’t want any tarts working for us.  That made me smile.  I wanted to tell Lottie that she was carrying around enough extra yards of uniform material which we could give to Nikita to cover up.  I don't.  Bosses don't say thing like that to their employees.  Miss Queenette simply couldn’t bear the thought that someone sexier than herself might join us.  She insisted that we call her Queenette.  It wasn’t even her name.  She simply woke up one morning and decided that she was tired of being called whatever horrible name it was she had been christened.  It would have been nice of her to have explained that to me before I wrote the monthly cheques and sent the payment to National Insurance.  A real nutcase that one, but she was good with the male customers.  
   “And the award for highest sales to horny bastards, who buy our products only to rub against  the ever so motivated staff of Pearl Promotions goes to Guandola, alias Queenette.” 
   Well that was until some silly girl called November complained.   What is it with people and names anyway?  I mean really, of all names to call your daughter - November?  I know a February and an April.  Next I’ll be meeting an October.  Anyway, Miss November made a fuss about how Guandola, alias Queenette had been all over her man during our last promotion.  Tessa, non Christian Tessa who worships on a Sunday, called me to task for not asking November exactly which one of her men she November was referring to and, whether she November was absolutely certain this particular man whom she was fucking was actually hers?  Unsaved Tessa also added that November should kiss her black ass.  The freedom of being non Christian and not having to take Jesus as your savour.

   What time is it? After eleven already!  God where did the morning go?  I wonder whether what he is up to.  Probably having his last coffee at a coffee bar, soaking in the ambiance of a developed country.   I still don’t believe that I had to call him and then all he had to say for himself was that his mom is pissing him off.  She’s going through his things and washing his clothes.  No ‘I miss you Tara’ or even a ‘how are you holding up?’  But he had to ask, 'how’s my Lucy girl?'.  I should have told him she got run over.  Bastard.  But he is coming home today.  It will be alright. 
   “LUCY!  Stop giving me that look.  Look here, you have to get this straight.  I am not him, ok?  Get your cold nose off my leg.  I don’t know what diseases you are carrying.  Ok ok ok.” 
   I lift the net so she can put one paw on my leg.  I know her, she’ll most likely put her entire head on my laps and dribble all over me it until I stroke her.  She just doesn’t give up.  Ah damn him for spoiling that dog.  Look what I have to put up with.  And he? He’s gallivanting around Montreal and Toronto going ape at movies and having a blast of a time.  Bastard.  I should have made a fuss.  Bang pans on the stove, break a few glasses.  No, but I was being dignified   Dignified my ass.  Didn’t get me anywhere, did it?  “Yes I understand...... You need time.  Sort yourself out.....  Yes, yes your thoughts..... a mess……  I know, I know.....  Decisions.....  It’s ok.  Go, yes, take some time off... away from it….”  And he didn’t even bother to call.  Bastard.  Let him continue to treat me like that, like I’m some disposable paper napkin.  He’s had his fun, now he needs his space.  
   “Yuk Lucy.” I must remember to wash my hands before I eat.  At least she has lost that abandoned-dog look.  She is nibbling her paws.  Some life has come into her.  Poor thing.  He’ll be back today, don’t worry.  

   Nikita tells me everything.  She’s full of stories.  Her man talk.   She tells me everything.  I think she is silly for taking those white men seriously in the first place.  I mean, I wouldn’t trust a tourist.  Even with all their million promises, “oh we will make it work somehow.”  They come here and a little bit of sun goes to their head and they forget everything, the long term girlfriend back home, the job, everything.  They drink rum and they even forget they have a return ticket to wherever they came from.  But no, we’ll make it work out some how, and, 'oh yeeesss yess that feels good.'  They never call.  They never send her the ticket to come over.  “But he said he loved me.  He even gave me a photo.”  Oh Nikita.  You and your unavailable white guys.   It’s all the same for these tourist guys.  They’re here for what, ten days, two measly little weeks, a tan and some sex.  Love’s cheap for them.  Like it is something which happens when you’re sitting calmly drinking a beer and a lovely gentle swaying ass drops its shadow over your table.  “Are you enjoying your drink Sir?  Maybe I could get you something else?  Are you having a good time at the hotel Sir?”  Oh yes.  Something stirs, something tightens, some one falls in love.
   Wake up Nikita.  You know what they’re after, your six feet of it.  Your twenty four inch waist.  Your 34 Cs.   They think you're exotic for being born with brown skin, for smiling, for existing here on a sunny island.  Get with it girl, it's some kind of dream for them.  Next time she speaks about her forgetful tourist lovers I will sing her this calypso.    

If I go out you and give you what you want

Wha happen after dat in the morning when the sun rise

If you get what you want tonight will you remember me tomorrow?

Yes I will

Yes I will

Yes I will.

   A lie.   They never do.  As my grand aunt would say, 'don’t throw your pearls to swines'.  And she also said, 'time and tide wait for no man.'  I’d better get out of this bed. 

 N
ikita line is finally free.

“Nikita I want to ask you something?”
“What?” 

   “Don’t get vex.”
   “What Tara?”
   “I want to know….forget it.  Never mind.”
   “Come on ask me.”
   “No, no forget it.”
   “Tara!”
   “Ok, but promise me you won’t get vexed?  You ever shave your thing?

   “WHAT?  What you want to know dat for?  Girl you’re disgusting.  Oh my God, I don’t believe you asked me that!  
   “Why do you want to know that?”
  “Don’t worry Nikita, I don't have any particular interest in your little...”
   “Oh my God!”       
   “I just wanted to know generally, you know….”
   “Why?  You shave yours?”
   “I want to.”
   “For Shaka?”
   “Yes, to surprise him when he comes back this afternoon.”
   “Oh my God.  Well I don’t shave all of it.  Just the sides, you know, my bikini line.”
   “You must have a real bush down there.”
   “Girl you’re nasty.”
   “I want to take most of it off and leave a thin line down the middle.”
   “I did that a couple of times.”
   “And?”
   “And what?”
   “Did he like it?”
   “Who?”
   “The guy you did it for?”
   “Did he like it?  Guys go crazy for things like that.”
   “That’s what I thought.”
   “Anyway what gave you the idea?”
   “I don’t know, I just wanted to surprise Shaka.”  

   “Don’t kill the man.”
   “Ha, as if.  I am the one trying to keep up with him.  Nikita, you ever did it from the back?  Not just from the back, you know like… up the ...”
   “What?  Oh my God! What is wrong with you this morning?”
   “Well?”
   “I’m not going to tell you.”
   “Why not?”
   “Because it’s not your business.”
   “Did it hurt?”
   “Tara stop it.  I’m not going to answer.  That’s the kind of thing Shaka likes?”
   “Ask him.”
   “Ha ha ha.    I wouldn't be surprised, he’s white.”
   “Half.”
   “Same difference.”  
   “Nikita I can’t stay long on the phone, I have to go get ready to pick up Shaka at the airport.”
   “Don’t kill the man.”  

   “When I'm finished with him, he won't be able to move from that bed for a whole week.”  

   “Girl you bad.”
   “I almost forgot to ask you.  I have to wash my weaves, it's just like washing my own hair right?”
   “Except you have to shampoo it row by row and rinse it row by row, do a conditioner row by row and dry it row by row. 

   “What?  Nikita, I have about sixteen rows of weaves in my hair when will I ever finish?”
   “You have a blow dryer?”
   “No.”
   “Well let it dry in the plaits.  It will look like you have a crimp style when you un-plait it.”  

   “How long will that take?”
   “A good hour or so to wash it.  And believe me your arms will be hurting when you finish.”  Just what I need.  Just what I need.  

   “You want to come and do it for me?”
   “Girl I also have mine to wash.” 

   “One hour you say.  I'll let it dry in the wind when I'm driving down south.  I think I have one hour.” 

   “One hour if you're fast and that’s only the shampoo.  You still have to rinse and condition and rinse again.  Good luck!”
   “Why did I ever listen to you and get weaves?”

   “Il faut soufrir …..”

   “I know, beauty is a pain in the ass.  Thanks Nikita.”
   “Ok see you.  I want all the details.”
Not the telephone.  It’s the last thing I need now.

   “Hello?”
   “Hello Tara, it’s Anya.  When’s the man of the house coming in?”
   “Today at four.  I’m getting ready to go pick him up.”
   “Today?  You’re going to pick him up?  You’re too kind to him.  I hope by now he’s come to his senses.”
   “I’ll know in a little, one way or another,”  I say
   “Well I’d better let you get ready dear.”
   “Thanks Anya.  Give Henry my love.  Bye Bye.”
   “Bye my dear.”  Why are Shaka’s friends so much nicer than he is?
   Ok to the weaves.  Not again!

   “Hello?”
   “Yes Manmzèl
.   
   “Morning Mom.”
   “Ti Manmay gadé mwen
!  It’s one o’clock in the afternoon and you telling me Good Morning?  

   “Oh...”
   “So when is Shaka coming in?”

   “This afternoon Mom.”

   “And you’re going to pick him up?”

   “Yes Mom.”

   “Tara I don’t think you took time in those two weeks to really think about this relationship?  You don’t think you deserve better than that?

   “Mom…”
   “Don’t ‘Mom’ me.  The minute yorl leave home yorl think yorl big and can do what yorl want.”
   “Mom...”
   “I'm really disappointed in you Tara.  I thought you had more sense than that.  You used to value yourself.  Everyone was so proud of you.  You used to be the kind of girl people could look up to.  Now, now you stick yourself in some relationship with a man who doesn’t care two hoots about you and you content with that.” 
   Just what I really need.  I have to go wash my weaves.  I have to shower, I must eat something, change the sheets, I have an hour's drive ahead of me, all before four thirty and I have my mother on my back.  What's wrong with that woman.  I can’t even enjoy living with Shaka, because I’m too young and a young woman has no business living in house with a man unless she’s married. The last thing she said about my shacking up was, why buy the cow when you can get the milk for free.  That’s my mother.  And she was the one who had her first child at eighteen and didn’t get married till the third one was well on its way, with my grand mother cursing my father all the way to the church.  But I’m shacking up with man.  It is three years since I've left home but she still gets to me.
   Honour thy mother and thy father.  That's the only thing keeping me from asking her what business she has questioning my morality when her first two children were ich déwo.  Bastards.  And my grandmother had to drag her and my father down the alter so that the other five of us could come out legitimate.  But I don't say anything, she is my mother.  But nothing can stop me from thinking it.  Nothing can stop me thinking it.  Ahhhh, but she can still turn me inside out

   “Tara?”
   Not saying any thing.

   “Tara did you hear what I said?”
   “Yes Mom.”
   “And?”
   “Nothing Mom.”
   “Yesuh, I know nothing I say can touch you manman fanm
.   I’ll let you go do your business.”  

   “Mom I’m coming down in a while, I have to pick up Shaka from the airport.   I’ll stop at home to see you.”  I don’t know why I feel I have to bargain with her.
   “Mwèn pa kay la
.  I have to attend a meeting.”
   “Maybe next weekend after my promotions in Vieux Fort?”
   “Mwèn tann ou
.” 

   “Bye Mom.”  Always the 'myèn tann ou'.  We'll see.  I hear you.  So you say.  Or a 'tanti tanto', you'll find out, surely you will, I'm giving you enough rope to hang yourself.  Or in the worst cases a 'bod lanmè pa lwen', go continue as you do, see where you'll end up, the water's edge is not very far my dear, figure it out.  There is always that looming future waiting.  You mind your step or you'll end up somewhere not very nice.  That’s why I left home.  I can't deal with those prophets of doom.   
   I am a 'try and see what happens' kind of person.  Learn from my experiences.  I don't need people to scare me off things before I've even tried.  That's the last thing I need.  I'm young, I want to conquer the world or at least try.   Don't warn me off it.  If I listen to my mother I'd still be teaching Spanish to secondary school children and putting a little bit of money aside so that I can go to Teachers Training College.  I can't even speak Spanish fluently, what business do I have teaching it to peoples children?  And as for the putting a little bit aside, a little bit of what?  A little bit of the little bit the government was paying me?   But I'm sure at teachers' Training College I'd meet a nice young man, marry and have some nice kids.  Blurch.  Give me my Shaka any day.  With all his needs for big thinks and his inner contradictions.  At least I'm living, not just marking time till my kids put me in a hole and toss some dirt over me while they sing 'Just a Closer Walk with Thee'.   Uh uh.  I'm not letting anyone dig a hole for me.  I'm the one going to wear a hole in this earth.  Leave my mark,   'Tara was here' not no 'Tara Lies here'.  I ain't no 'Just a closer Walk with Thee girl' and I don't want nobody coming Amazing Gracing at my funeral even before I even begin to live.  No siree.  
   But my mother can get to me.  Sometimes it feels like I haven’t really left home.  She can still find me wherever I am.  What I’d really like to do one day is to break free,  go as far as I want,  do whatever I want to, and not have to worry about that 'we’ll see, I hear you' voice of hers.   
   I get going on my hair to get my mind off it.  My arms are aching, my back is aching.  I want to give up after two rows of shampooing.  And I haven't even rinsed or conditioned yet.  Why am I doing this?  Does he deserve this?  I want to kill him.  I plait the third row.  I want to keep him.   All he has to do is look at me and say, Tara, and I'm lost, I'm gone, I don't know where I am anymore.  And he knows it.  The damn thing is that he knows he is so good.  He knows what he can do with his voice, how to drag the first syllable of my name long enough so he says one million things just with my name.  I start to shampoo the forth row.  Of course I want to keep him.  He is Shaka, my good catch.  Shaka, the god of running water, or was it hunting and spears?  Sometimes more like Shaka the mulatto son of the god of confusion if you ask me.  
   Oww.  I pulled on that row to hard.  I almost took my scalp off.   The great catch.  But I’m going to pick him up.  It’ll show him I don’t hold grudges.  There are no bad feelings.  I should let him get a taxi up, that’s what I should do.  Put him back one hundred and fifty dollars.    No but I’m sweet.  I’m still his little lady with legs which go all the way up to her neck.  We’ll sort this out.  He did come back to me the last time, didn’t he?   He’ll come back again.  If he decides he wants outs, I'll remind him of the meaning of the word responsibility.
   Five months ago he went down on one knee. “Tara will you marry me?”   And I said yes.   I stroked your head, went down on both knees to meet you kiss you and I said yes.  “Yes Shaka, yes.”  And now he’s not certain.  Shaka The Running Man.  
   But there is one thing you can’t run away from.  And if I have to use that to get you to stay I damn well will.  You can’t pass on a sexually transmitted disease to a fiancé and run.  Of that I’m certain and you’ll hung by your balls for it. 
   As I plait my hair I think about the lovely walks we used to go on every afternoon after he came home from teaching and before we retired to our four poster bed to end the day.  I really want to keep him.  Apart from the fat ego, his brain residing in his balls, him being so mixed up he can make even his own self insane, he is a nice person.  And we get along great together.  Great multiple orgasmic sheet ripping sex, tickles, hugs and kisses, endless late night chats.  We were great, till the day I showed him the list.
   “Heya, what are you doing?”
   “Writing.”
   “I want to show you something.  I've made the list. I have done my side but I don’t know who else you want to invite except the Anya and Henry.”
   “Oh.”
   “What do you mean ‘Oh’?  Do you want to see it?”
   “Sure.”
   “What is wrong?  You don’t seem too excited.”
   “I don’t know anymore.”
   “What do you mean you don’t know any more?”
   “I don’t know if I am doing the right thing.”
   I try to get Lucy to move over so I can show him the wedding list.

   “Lucy move, will you?”  The bloody dog just lifts one eyebrow and looks at me, looks over at Shaka and puts its head back in its paws.  “Could you tell her to move Shaka”
   My Lucy dog.  Come here girl, come here.”
   “Shaka?”
   “She can stay.  You’re not hurting anyone, are you Lucy?”
   “Shaka I want to show you the list.”
   “Which list?” 

   “What is wrong with you?  Our wedding list silly.  Who are you inviting?”
   “LUCY COME BACK HERE”
   “Oh leave her, where is she going anyway?”
   “To chase the car.  One day she will get herself run over.  LUCY!”
   “Don’t worry.  She’s a smart dog.  She can take care of herself.”
   “The way these people drive here!  They don’t care if there is a dog in the road.  They’ll go right over it.”
   “Oh Shaka.”  He is the one who drives like he is still in the army.  Treats his jeep like it were a tanker.

   “LUCY!” He is up now, jumping into a pair of shorts to go after Lucy.  Come here girl.”  By the time we get to the door Lucy is back wagging its tail like crazy.  She’s back from chasing tires.

   “I swear you’re gonna get yourself killed one day girl,”  he says and buries his head in her nape.

   “Shaka,” I say.  “Can we talk?”
   He has that sad, ‘you’re right, you’ve caught me, I guess I’ve got to deal with it now’ look on his face.  He looks down at Lucy as if he expects her to give him some sort of answer, runs his free hand over his bald head, looks up at me with those lovely eyes of his and sighs a bit.

   “Yes I think we need to talk.”  He doesn’t seem to be referring to the wedding list though and he doesn’t let go of Lucy. 

   “What is it?”
   “I don’t know,” he has started rubbing his balding spot again.  “AAAAAAAAAAAhhhh.  Damn.”
“What is it Shaka?”
   “I don’t know anymore.  I just don’t know.  I have another birthday in a couple of weeks, nothing to show for it.  And I am going to be thirty four.”
   “But you are not old.”  

   “I don’t have so much time left.  I am running out of time and I am going round in circles.  When am I ever going to make my films.  AAAHHH.  This damn island.  I am stuck, stuck here on this stupid island which is going no where fast.”
   What is he taking about?  

   “I have had it up to here with this island.  The people here, they don’t have a clue.  And I don’t know if I am doing the right thing.  AAAAAHHHH.”
   “What do you mean, doing the right thing?  I don’t understand.  What does that have to do with our wedding Shaka?”   

   “I’ve had it with this island.  Students don’t listen. They think they know everything.  They never accept anything.  They show no respect.  All they do is argue.”
   “But Shaka don’t you think they have a right to their opinion.”  I try to reason with him.  “I mean you can’t just expect them to accept everything you say just because you are the lecturer and you have a bachelors degree.  I mean, they aren’t children anymore.”  

   “What do they know?  What opinions can they have? They’re eighteen year olds for Chrissake!”  

   I should have kept quiet, now I’m the target.  Another eighteenish year old arguing with him.   When would I start to listen and accept what he was saying.  Christ he had been married, divorced, flown all over the world, been in the army, spoke English, French and Portuguese, is a budding script writer and potential film maker and I still did not appreciate him.     

   “You never take my advice?  I know what I am talking about.”
   “You mean your advice about how I should run my company?” 

  “For example.”
   “You mean like when you told me to call the girls Pearl Girls instead of Promotional Reps and I should refer to myself as Mother of Pearl.”
   Silence.

   Of course I respected him, I just felt sometimes that well, it was my company and yes, although sometimes I would ask him for his opinion, it didn’t mean that I wanted him to run it for me.   And when I am working from home he blames me for not mopping the floor and taking out the cobwebs which aggravates his sinuses.  Hello?  I am working.  Even though I am home, I am planning the weekend promotion, liaising with the girls and trying to get more contracts.  Do you think I should stop in mid conversation with a client to chase dust bunnies because, oh Shaka will be home soon.  What does the guy expect?  It’s his bloody sinuses which were acting up.  He’d better become more familiar with the broom.  And that’s so funny because before I moved in with him he did it all himself.  These men!  They get a girl to move in assume they’ve got a maid thrown in as well.  What of all this army training he boasts about?  

   “I don’t believe in those kinds of relationships.  They just don’t work.  It is important for me that the woman supports her husband.  His job comes first.  She should be willing to give up whatever she does to follow him and help make his dream come true and if you can’t do a basic thing like sweep the floor I don’t know how we can even consider getting married?” 

   What?  Did I hear that right?  No no no no no.  He walks past me, bucket in one hand and mop in the other.  
   “But that is not my job Shaka.  I believe in sharing the household chores.”
   “The primary responsibility of the home is with the woman.  The man can help sometimes.  If I am going to have to come home after school and sweep the apartment I might as well be living on my own.” 

   “Oh, so the woman takes care of the home and the children and supports the man even though it means giving up a job which she is passionate about.  What does she get in return?”  I want to tell him that he was being an egoistical bastard and shove all his theories up his asshole.  This man is not for real.

   “He supports her.  She doesn’t have to work”   Like this is all women are after.  A free ride. To stay home all day.  But that's another point, another argument for another day.  I don't pursue it.

   “So why am I paying half of the rent?”   He says nothing.  And sensing victory I continue because with Shaka it is always about intellectual advantage and the strength of your argument.  With him you must take it all the way home.  Well I'll do just that.  “It doesn't make any sense, does it?  If I'm paying half the rent why should I have to do all the work in the house?  It seems to me, if we can go fifty-fifty on the finances we should be able to go fifty-fifty on the housework too.” 

   Still no answer.  I bask in my small victory.  For once I have been able to get him to shut up.  The only way to get him to acknowledge you as an equal is to point out his contradictions.  He is all quiet and I know that he is thinking really hard to justify himself.  Then ten minutes and a clean floor later he says to me.  “If a woman loves a man she supports him even while he has nothing then when he becomes rich and famous and is accepting his award for best producer and screenwriter she will be at his side and reap the benefits of her patience.”
   Dream on Scotty.  I want to puke.  I want to scream NON SEQUITUR.  First of all someone has to pay the rent when the man is busy being a struggling artist. Then, when he does get up there, if he does, there’ll be another woman at his side, not the one who was busy scrubbing the floors so he doesn’t sneeze at night and changing nappies of the second generation of half mulatto babies.  Someone who he can relate to, who knows his world of scripts and films.  Not the fat assed, wide hip, sagging breast, soft tummied mamma who raised his kids.  Oh no, not the woman who loses herself and her dreams, because what else can you do when you have kids clamouring to sit on your laps, pulling at your breasts when they feed, wanting this, needing that and still having to hang out the laundry.  But I don’t tell him that because Shaka must always have the last word or else he feels the world doesn’t appreciate his genius.  Anyway, nothing I can say could make him any less frustrated at having his talent for film making go unrecognised while the rest of the world gets on.  As his birthday draws near he becomes sulkier and more depressed.  Then as soon as schools out for summer he buys a ticket to Canada and tells me that he needs time to think.  He needs to get out because the island is suffocating him.  And what about us I ask.  I don’t know, he answers.  

   “I have spent a lot of time thinking about this and I am not sure if I am doing the right thing?”  

   “Shaka we are engaged, what are you talking about?  I have already made a wedding list.  I have called up all the hotels for prices on their wedding packages and you’re telling me that you are not sure if we are doing the right thing.”
   “I don’t know anymore.  I am tired of this island.”
   “Why? What's so bad about the island?”
   “Girl, I couldn't even begin to tell you.  People here are just not with it, they don't have a clue.  And they're arrogant to boot.  The men are irresponsible and the women accept it.  No one does anything, just talk talk talk. Man, this is the strangest society I know. What a country!”  

   “Well I am tired of defending it.  You forget that I am a St. Lucian and that every time you insult the people and call them names it is a reflection on me.”
   “I know and that is what I am finding hard to deal with.  This is your island.  This is your life and you are no different from the others.  You were born here and you have the same culture and you don’t know differently.  I don’t want this culture and I know that by rejecting it I am rejecting you.”
   Is there anything I can say to that?  Is there any point in saying anything.  Shaka wants out.  Out of St. Lucia and out of this relationship.   I wish I were more worldly, I wish I understood him, I wish I knew all the things that I don't know that I don't know.  But here I am, a twenty one year old  who bites her nails, who would first come over to spend nights with her next morning clothes in a plastic bag, owned only one bra and un-matching panties and being taken to white people's homes, white people's boats,  going out to dinner and using non existing social skills.  I know I'm backward.  But he wanted this relationship.  He wrote me this letter about wanting to be a husband to me and a father to my children.  It shouldn't come as a big surprise to him that duh, I'm a St. Lucian.  Now it's an ‘I can't separate you from your culture’, whatever that means.   
   But my God is he crazy?  Is he really going to dump me now after giving me herpes?  Fucking crazy bugger.  I stop plaiting.  I drop the comb on the bathroom floor.  To hell with this.  I undo all the plaits and stand under the shower.  To hell with this.  I want you but I'm not going to kill myself for you.  I add some more shampoo to the top where I haven't plaited and rinse.  Then I condition the whole lot and rinse all together.  I wrap a towel around my hair.  This will come out however it comes out.  

 S
o I’m heading down to pick him up.  He’d swallow his words if he could see me now, left hand on the wheel, right elbow a bit out of the window, my skirt half way up my thighs and my high heels supporting my foot on the gas.  What were they exactly?  Ah yes, “perhaps you should put on a letter L at the back of your car.”  L as in lanmen won
, learner driver, lady driver.  Like I'm someone who bought my licence.   “That way the other drivers would, uhm be a bit more careful.”  Sucker.  You and your overwhelming concern for my fellow motorists.  Why don’t you put an L on your penis.  Or while we're at it how about an H, that way other unsuspecting locals girls would be forewarned.  Bastard.  I passed the exam.  I got my licence.  Ok I hit a lamp post so what?  And I drove into another guy's car when my one split second glance down to see how my legs were looking in my new mini skirt turned into three seconds and a smashed fender.    That still doesn’t mean I’m going to put an L on my car. He calls me arrogant.  Whatever. 

   I’m trying to avoid all those pot holes which are our highway.  I can’t want to count the number of times I've travelled this road.  Up and down, up and down on mini buses.  Seven years of bananas and bananas and bananas.  So much for all the government talk about diversifying.  The only diversity there is, the only thing to break up the banana on the right banana on the left scene, is the occasional bus stops people call 'shantis', which look like they are ready to fall over but never do.  Sometimes a quarry, sometimes you see a cow or a mule, people with loads on their heads, others with one arm stretched out to flag down a mini bus and six heavy looking plastic bags waiting to come on board too.   Boy I'm glad I don't do that mini bus thing anymore.  
   “Stopping Driver.  Pull up for me here driver.  I getting off here driver.  I go take it here driver.  Alright driver.  Put me down by duh bridge driver.  At duh gap driver.  Next to da woman der, wid dee blue skirt.”  Sometimes driver kya hear because he blasting his conscious music so loud that dee big woman at the back wid dee flowered dress have to shout again, ‘put me down driver, put me down’ and if he still doh hear because his head full of music and he busy trying to overtake round a curve, the whole bus go shout ‘driver somebody stopping.’  He take one look in the mirror, see duh fat woman blue vex because she miss her stop and decide to reverse.  Just so.  He back, he back, he back, till you her BEEEEEEP.  He almost reverse into the car coming up behind him.  But da eh his fault.  Da is dee fault of the fella behind him, driving on duh right side of dee road and in dee right direction.  Half the bus have to get down to give the fat woman in the flowered dress and her six plastic bags space to pass.  And the driver get off too, to see if that crazy fella in the car behind him touch his van.  The fella in the car turn out to be some guvament minister and his chick.  The driver ask when the guvament will do something about de roads.  The guvament answer we leaving it so yorl big mouth drivers will learn to drive slow.  The driver say, that still ain't going to stop us.  Minister feel he has too show off in front of his girlfriend, ‘you want me to take your number plate down?’  ‘Is only joke I joking minister.’  Everyone board again and tease driver how he get scared when minister threaten to write his number plate down.  Driver answer next time he go know who he going to vote for, not no damn party who have ministers who eh got no moral and buy dey licence.   Nobody dare ask him who dat under age girl in uniform sitting front seat is, she who eh even write her cxc exams yet and who he sweet talking and giving free ride to everyday.  Nobody dare ask him dat in case he threaten to put them down.  Da is his bus and here he is king.  Blast his music, burst people ear drums, overtake round corners, stop for people even though the bus full up already and black eye you if you dare tell them the law is three to a seat not five. 

   “Everybody have to make a living.”  

   “Driver eh give me that, and how you have that little child sitting on that hot ting right above the engine.”  He mean that woman, he stare at her and he mark her face, next time she eh boarding his bus.  Then he realise who she is.  Is his nennen's
 sister's daughter.  

   “Matilda, da is you giving me all dat chat der.  Eben
, I din even make out dat was you.”  He start to smile.  Matida start to smile too. 

   “Doh smile at me der Bruce, how you feel you can put dat little child to sit der and squeeze people up like that?” 

   “Aye Matilda, you bad.  Doh worry, da woman getting off at duh gap, I go put duh chile in her seat.”  

   “Buh doh pick up any other passangers.  Duh bus full up a’ready.”  

   “Ok ok Matida, next time doh board my bus.  Anyway how is Nennen.  Long time I eh see her.  Tell her I go pass and check her.”  Driver and Matida spend the rest of the trip talking about Nennen and how since Magaret leave, you remember Magaret of cuss, you and her used to play together in Nennen yard.  Nennen second chile.  Nennen had she and Patrick.  Patrick you remember him, he die in dat road accident involving that .....”
   “Yes of cuss I remember Patrick, he and I had go to school together.  So what happenning with Nennen?”  Matilda tells the whole bus how Magaret leave to go to The States.  How she leave her three children for Nennen to take care of and never call, never send money for dee children.  And poor Nennen she herself not even doing well, have to raise these children and is charity she have to depend on while Matilda in the states have big job taking care of a rich people children and clean forget she make children herself.  Driver says he must stop to see Nennen because is she who raise him when his grandmudda had send ticket for his muddah to go England.  The whole bus start on the topic of what does happen to dem people when dey reach over der dat make dem forget der roots.  How dey forget how much hell people catching down here, how five pounds or ten dollars can make a big difference for a little chile wit his belly long in front of him looking like he come from some poor country in Africa.  Dem people does clean forget how dey used to wash der clothes in laundry or in river but now is once in ten years you seeing dem, if they even bother to come at all.  And den when dey come dey acting all hoitty toitty but dey does still want to ask you to fry up some flying fish for dem and cook some yam as if dey done forget how to do dat demsef.  Awa, awa, awa another one say, da was long time ago when people used to go to England.  Now is The States dem people heading to and you never see dem again because when dey overstay der visa no customs go let dem back in if dey come out.  You tink is any sweet life dey have up dere?  Some of dem people catching it rough.  I'da never leave my country to go clean white people house or take care of white people children.  At least here if you hungry you can still get a banana or an orange somewhere.  But over der?  Who go give you orange for free?  And if you don't have money to buy, starve you starving e girl!   I have a girl friend over der, she leave her two children down here with her sister, she sending money down but you doh want to know what she have to do to get that money.  The whole bus want to know.  What you tink?  Nastiness.  Salopetèy.  Malpotèy.  How you find dat out?  People have a way of talking.  Doh tink you go up der and you free you know, black people does look out for black people.  And dey does mind your business too.  Anyway Bruce, is Bruce dat's your name, put me down at the gap.  And when you see your Nennen, give her dat for me.  Is not much but it's all I have.  I eh have to know her and she eh have to know me, tell her she in my prayers.   Bruce will drive properly now and if that's his last trip for the day he'll pop in to see his Nennen and give her a little something.  Sometimes I miss those mini buses.  Sometimes.  What is that they say?  The higher you go the lonelier it gets.  If lonely means I am not squashed up four to a seat with my back sticking to the plastic seats and people hitting you with their bags, hitting you with their elbows and sticking their butts in your face when they’re trying to get down, I'll take lonely.   “Driver put me down.  I stopping.  Driver I STOPPING.”  No, no, I don wit dat.   If one day my car breaks down, I can always join in and tell them how my grandmother left my mother when she was two and didn't come back till my mother was a big woman with children and still thinks she had the right to force her to marry.  If I had been my mother I'd put her on a broom and tell her to fly north east and stay there with her other children, the only one she sent for and the one she made over there.    

 H

is plane is on time.  I see him the minute he clears customs and comes out through the door smiling all over his face showing his space teeth.  He must have had a great time, assumes the rest of the world did too.  

   “Hi.”   I’m not making the first move.  If he wants to kiss me he can but I'm not going to be the one to throw my arms around him. 

   “Well hello.”  And then he does it.  It doesn’t feel like a real kiss, it feels more like he’s following the rules.  One must kiss one's girlfriend when she comes to pick you up.    Oh well, when one is kissed dutifully one should kiss dutifully back.  I kiss him and put my arms round his waist.  Duty well done, we pull apart.  

   “So how was Canada?”
   “Wild.  Simply wild.  Toronto was... you wouldn’t believe it.  So much has changed.  Gosh it’s so developed.  You wouldn’t believe it!”  
   Ok ok I get the picture.  I give him my 'really? I'm so damn interested' smile and he runs on and on and on.  I let him burn a hole through my ears all the way to the car, all the way through putting his backpack on the back seat all the way through me paying for the parking and till we're well on our way.  I take deep breaths and 'oh really and no way' at the right moments.  On and on about Toronto and Montreal he goes till he runs out of things to say and there’s a lull in our one sided conversation.  He catches himself and tries to cover his selfish rambling on.  He flashes me that look under his long lashes.  He wants to see whether I’ve noticed.  I pretend not to have. 

   I’m so happy with your crumbs Shaka.  You make me so high.  

   He checks his excitement and focus entirely on me.  His eyes go warm.  He cocks his head to one side and looks over at me.   I keep my eyes on the road pretending to miss that.  But I can feel his eyes on me taking in my hair, my dress, my heels, my nails and him making his silent judgement.  I wonder how I scored.

   “But anyways, how are you?”  

   “Oh I'm fine.”
   “You’ve lost some weight haven’t you?”  I bet he’s thinking it’s all on account of him.   His corks his head further to one side and I wonder if he’ll ask.  I can see him thinking it.  She’s been pining over me.  She’s had two week of hell. She must have missed me like crazy, enough to lose a couple of pounds.  But he says nothing.   Who wants to feel guilty after a trip like that.  So he jumps it.  I’d be happy to tell him yes, you took my appetite with you when you left.  I'd prefer to have him guilty.  But he’s better at this game than I am, he doesn't ask.

   “Wait till you see what I got you.”  Once he gave me Jane Austin’s 'Emma'.  What shall it be this time?  'Sense and sensibility?'  I’ve got a bit more since you pulled your disappearing act Shaka.”
   “What did you get me?”   

   “One second.”  He reaches over to the back seat and fumbles in the pocket of his bag.  “There you go.  Your own copy.”  
   I take it from him not daring to take my eyes of the road.  I'm driving quicker than I normally do.  I take my eyes off the road for a split second to read the title.  Pride and Prejudice.  

   “Thanks Shaka, that’s.... eh really nice of you.”  I am trying to think of something smart, like, maybe at this rate you make a literary genius out of me.  Something quick and smart.  But I can’t think of anything witty.  Pride and Fucking Prejudice my arse.  I have no pride and you’re fucking  prejudice.   
   “There are a couple others in there you can have them when we get home.  How’s Lucy?”
   “She really misses you.”
   “Poor Girl.”  All sympathy for a canine and none for me. “I got her some special doggy treats.”  Lucky bitch.  I risk a glance at him.  He covers those eyes of his with his lashes and doesn’t look at me.  I wonder if he still loves me.  

   “Do you want me to drive?” he asks.
   “No it’s Ok.  I’ve been getting lots of practice.”  He doesn’t look so certain.

   “I really don’t mind.  I’m not at all tired.  I could drive,’ he insists.
   “I’ll drive Shaka.”  Now that’s putting the ole foot down.  And I do.  
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e gripped the door handle and pushed back against his seat every time I overtook or stepped down on the accelerator.  And God knows I took every opportunity to speed up, a little bit of revenge being due.  
   “Here we are, home in one piece,” I sing as I turn into our entrance.  He couldn’t get out of the car fast enough.   I watch him and Lucy do their reunited scene.  It's almost obscene.  She jumps onto his laps, front paws on his shoulders, her ass wagging her tail.  He kisses her and she pees all over him.  
   “Oh you've missed me, haven't you?  You've missed me haven't you?”  Why doesn't he just fuck her and get it over and done with.  I leave them outside and head in.  No doubt he compared my not so full hearted welcome to hers.  If you want Shaka, I could pee on you later.  What's that they call it, golden showers?  Only, mine runs clear.  

“Sooooo.....”  We’re now sitting on the bed.  He has showered, unpacked and given out the presents, books for me, biscuits for Lucy.  He is sitting up in the bed watching music videos.  
   “Soooo....”I say again, I’m hoping for some kind of response.  He hasn't yet said anything and I’m getting tired of playing cat and mouse.   He went to Canada to have his big think, now I want some answers.  I guess it’s up to me or this thing will drag on forever.  It’s already starting to seem like I’ve only just picked him up from the supermarket or something.  He has the remote control in one hand and Lucy is curled up at his feet.  No I am not playing house.

   “Did you miss me Shaka?”   He looks across at me from the television.  Looks back again at the TV, hits the off button and puts the remote down next to his pillow.  He looks back at me.  

   “Come here.”  It’s a caress, it’s an order, it’s an ‘I don’t know why we’ve waited so long’.  I move over to him and he wraps me up in his arms.  “My dear,” he says, “my dear.  You’ve missed me haven’t you?”  I nod into his arm.  He strokes my head, strokes my back and kisses my face.  His lips are on my shoulders and his hands are undoing my shirt, snapping off my bra.  I start to unbutton his shirt but I stop half way because his lips are on my breasts.  He’s licking, sucking and blowing on my nipples.  He uses his lips on me while he takes my clothes off.  Down my belly, stopping at my navel and moving further down.  I feel his hands on my thighs, pushing my legs open and then his tongue spreading my lips apart.  Ohhh.  My legs are around his neck and he’s working the magic down there.  He takes my entire clitoris in his mouth and I'm already to tear the sheets off the bed.  He has only just started.  He starts to finger me.  First one, then two, then three fingers, in and out while his tongue circles my clitoris. I'm ready to come but he slows down and starts to suck the lips of my vagina instead, pulling his fingers out of me and sliding up to my clitoris.  He strokes me down there slowly and I have to build up all over again.  I almost scream when he sticks his tongue inside of me.  I grab on to the edge of the bed. Fucking hell!  I can feel myself flowing all over his face and I cry in agony when he comes up to kiss me.  I grab onto his penis and try to shove it into me.  But he pulls away and starts kissing me instead.  I smell myself on him and taste myself on his lips.  I struggle to hook my legs round his back and pull him into me but whenever I get him in he pulls out again.  I want to take his eyes out.  He has mercy on me and goes down again and I burst.  I forget everything and I come back to feel him entering me slowly, slowly and we’re rocking.  My fingers dig into his back, his sweat runs down my tummy and I can taste my come on his lips. He’s big inside me and I can feel him getting bigger.  I feel like he's going to rip me up.   I wrap my legs around his waist and I move my hips in time with his.  We do that dance with his thing going in and out of me till I feel his pace quickening and I open my eyes and look at him.  His eyes are half closed and he is moaning.  I can tell it is building up inside of him.  He's not far.  I move quicker and thrust harder.  I want him to come, I want to bring him there.  The knot which holds me together starts to unravel and I feel my hands separating from my wrists, my arms separating from my elbow and all my limbs floating away from me.  I feel hot and then I feel cold.  I feel like a girl on a raft with an oar on the top of a big wave, up then down.  Then up another bigger one, whew!  Then a fucking big one comes and lifts me clear out of the water I don't have a fucking idea where I'm going to land.  I hear myself screaming.  'Oh Shaka, oh Shaka, oh Shaka.'  I grab onto him as I fall and we fall together.  He lands on top of me.  He’s covered with sweat and I’m wet from it.    Fucking hell!  He must have missed me. 

   “Oh my God, Lucy!”
   “Damn.”
   “And she didn’t even make a sound. I completely forgot about her.”
   “Well well Lucy girl.  The things you’d have to tell if you could speak. “
   “That not funny Shaka.  I don’t believe I just made love with the dog on the bed.”
   “I wouldn’t put it exactly like that.”
   “Ha ha Shaka, ha ha.”  

   He gets up and heads for the shower.  I lie in the bed and think about our sex.  It is good.  Very good.   It’s beyond heaven.  It’s beyond anything I’ve ever experienced in my whole life.  If only I could live in the orgasms and not have to come down, I'd be fine.  We'd be fine.  But they fade away and I find myself lying on my back, still me and he, the over accomplished future film maker is on his way to the shower by himself.  He forgot about the after play.  Dead give away.  He pulled out too quickly and rolled over.  He didn't take the time to notice the tears which had rolled from the corners of my eyes, down to my temple and onto the sheets.  He missed that.  He used to care enough to kiss them away.  My fuck tears he’d call them.  My tears of pure happiness at him being able to tear me to pieces and put me back together again. The tears of my soul speaking to his.  But he didn't even look this time.  Didn't kiss them away and tickle me happy afterwards.  Something has died between us.  When he comes out of the bathroom and I walk across the room to go in we don’t look at each other. Something’s missing.  Like an antenna I pick it up and it makes me uneasy.  I'm uneasy because he's uneasy. We've lost something.  I stand under the shower and start to sing into the water falling on my face.  “Baby baby I'd go down on my knees for you.  If only you'd love me like you used to do. You've lost that loving feeling oooh that loving feeling. You've lost that loving feeling now it's gone gone gone.  Oh oh oh.”
   My eyes start to prick.  “Baby baby I'd go down on my knees for you.  If only you would love me like you used to doooo.”  The shower is warm and so are my tears.  They mix and fall and run down through the hole in the shower floor.  He misses those too.

 O

ne day he tells me, “we cannot go on like this.”  As if I want to, as if that is enough.  “I’ve tried, but it is not working.  This is not the future I see for myself and it’s not fair for you either.”  
   Thanks Shaka, thanks for your consideration.  But you know what, you can save it.  In fact you can shove it.  You can not marry me.  You can fuck me but you cannot love me enough to marry me.  Me a black girl from an island in the middle of nowhere who knows nothing about nothing.  
   “I will take my gratuity from the school and buy that camara, maybe I will go to.........”
   I look at him.  “Shaka,”I say.  “What about me?  What am I going to do about, about this thing.  I can’t bring myself to say it but he knows and drops his eyes. 
   All his forward planning stops for a little while.  He looks at me with that little boy lost expression on his face.  Why are you doing this to me can’t you see I need taking care of myself?  No Shaka, I am not letting you get away with this.  I can’t.  We are two peas in one pod growing together.  Two drowning men holding onto the same raft.  I can’t let you go off with it and leave me to drown.  You’re my raft Shaka.  I’m your raft. 
   “Let’s imagine we break up.  I find someone else I really like and it looks like we could get serious.  Ok, what do I tell him Shaka?”
   “You’ll just have to be honest,” he says.  “There’s no more playing around.  It’s now an issue of, I am what I am and either you accept me or you don’t.  What you see is what you get.  Then it's way clearer and honest.  You see, it will make the whole relationship process a lot simpler.”
   Was this man for real?  I didn’t realise contracting herpes from ones soon to be, never to be husband was such a fucking good thing and a panacea for all the ills which affect modern relationships.  Thank you very much Shaka for shedding light on this. 

   “YOU FUCKING BASTARD!” I scream at him, my voice shaking.  “I don’t believe this.  You’re really going to leave me after giving me herpes?  What the kind of person are you?  What am I supposed to tell my new partner?  Huh?  Maybe ‘…uhm Simon, well this is a bit difficult to tell you .......’ or ‘David, you see my ex-fiancé..........’ or ‘Frank, it really isn’t a scary thing at all........  not as bad as it seems’ and watch them do a one hundred metre dash towards the nearest door, window or whichever exit will get them away from me the fastest.  Tell me Shaka.  What am I to say?”

   “You’re a traitor.  I forgave you this.  Never once did I hold it against you.  Because…. because I love you.  I lost my life, my innocence, my future when I got herpes.  And that’s nothing to you.  You can still decide to pack up and leave and let me battle this on my own. ”
   “You are twenty one, twenty two later this year.  You have your  whole life ahead of you.” 
   “No Shaka my life has just ended.”

 “N

ikita I’m just calling you to give you my new number.”
“Your new number?  You and Shaka moved?”
   “No we’re not together anymore.”
   “What?”
   “It wasn’t working out.”  

   “Shaka left you?”
   “Something like that.”
   “Why?”
   “For a white woman.”
   “What?  Which white woman?”
   “He hasn’t found her yet.”
   “I don’t believe this.  And I thought you were planning your wedding.”
   “Nikita don’t remind me.”
   “I’m sorry.  I am so sorry Tara.  I can imagine how you must feel.”
   “I’ll get over it.  Anyway I don’t want to talk about it anymore.  I just called to give you the number so that you wouldn’t have to find out from him.”
   “I can not believe this.”
   “Nikita I have to go put my clothes away.  I’ll call you later.  Ok?” 

   “Ok.”
   I throw myself on the bed.   This is really hard.  I am crying for me, for us and what we had, what we could have had. And I can’t stop crying.  I curl up on the bed.  The phone rings.  It's probably him trying to call to make sure I'm holding up alright.  I don't want this.  I don't want this.  I don't want this.  I don't want him calling me.  I don't want to hear his voice on the phone.  I want him back.  I want to walk down the aisle with him, jump on a boat with him, I want to eat chocolate and apples sitting in his bed wearing his shirt.  I don't want this.   I want my life back.

PART TWO
 “I

 don’t care what they say about meeeee.

I don’t care what they do.

I don’t care if they try to avoid me.

All I care about is being with you, being with you.”
   “Mel, why is this guy looking at me? Do you know this guy?”
    “Tara, I don’t know white men.”
   “Mel you think he is serenading me?”
   “Tara read my lips, I don’t care.  And anyway, strange song to be serenading a woman with.  I’d be insulted if I were you.  What does he take you for, some prostitute.  These white guys, they all think we are cheap.  Like they can just pick us up like that.”  And she snaps her fingers.
   “But Mel he keeps staring at me.”  

   “Tara please don’t disgust me.”

   Boy he can sing.  I rock on the bar stool and lip sing the words along with him. He winks at me and I raise one eyebrow at him.  Me?  He smiles, yes you.  I toss my hair over my shoulder and raise my glass to my lips, not drinking, just letting it rest against my lips and I gaze at him over the rim.
   “How can you sit there smiling and blushing at the pathetic excuse for a human being making a complete fool of itself?”
   “He is not that bad looking.”
   “What?  Let’s not even go there.  I am so disgusted.”   I don’t say anything because Mel is a newish friend. I’m keeping a bit of distance from Nikita because I don’t have answers to all her questions.
   “I know I am prejudiced but I don’t care.”  I wish she would cool out on the white guy white girl business.  This is my first night out in a long time and if some guy chooses to serenade me he could be green for all I care.  
   “They come here and think they can do whatever they want and have which ever girl they want.  They all think we are prostitutes.”  
   Be quiet woman.  Oh my God he's coming over.

   “Can I buy you two ladies a drink?”  

   “Oh that’s awfully nice of you.”  I flick my weaves over my shoulders and give him the Tara special.  My 200 watt smile with two bats of the eyelids thrown in.  Kill him! 

   “Sure, thanks.”

   “What are you drinking?”
   “Well I’ll have a rum and coke, what about you Mel?”
   “I'm fine.”  She shoots me this 'girl I’ll kill you' look and turns her back to us.  Oh oh.

   “Come on what are you having?”
   “I said I am fine.” 

   “Hey Mel, I didn’t ask how you were, I asked what you wanted to drink.”  I am trying to pull her out of it.  I don’t want my admirer to feel unwelcome. 

   Another icy stare.
   She’ll have the same and if she doesn’t drink it I will,” I say and smile at him again.

   “Be back in a sec,”  he says and weaves his way through the karaoke crowd to find a waitress.  I turn to Mel who still has her back towards me.

   “Come on Mel, it’s not like I am sleeping with the guy.  He only offered to buy me a drink and seeing that you didn’t…..”  That got her.  

   “I was going to.”

   “Too late.  Do you think you’ll sing?”

   “Are you mad or something?”

   “I’d like to.  Maybe I’ll sing, what’s that one called again, oh yes, I will survive.”  I start singing to her.  “At first I was afraid, I was petrified.  I kept thinking I could never live without you by my side.  But I spent so many nights just thinking how you did me wrong.  I grew strong.  I learnt how to get along.”  And she joins in. “Oh no now go.  Walk out that door.  Just turn around now, you’re not welcome anymore.  Weren’t you the one who tried to break me with desire?  Did you think I’d crumble, did you think I’d lay down and die?”
   “Looks like we have two more volunteers.  You ladies want to sing?”
   Mel goes, “Oh no.”
   I go, “Oh yes.”

   Come on then.  What’s your name?”

   “Tara.” 
   “Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve got Tara tonight doing ‘I will survive.’

   I take the mike from her hand and watch the first words appear on the screen.  I take a deep breath.  If anyone can sing this song it’s me.  And I get into it.  I put one hand on my hip and I start to sing.  I replace singing ability with attitude.  My mouth goes to work, my hands go to work, my whole face takes on the story.  It’s my fucking story after all.  And when I come to the chorus I’m shaking, I’m stamping, I’m jumping.  I don’t need the mike to get the story across.  “I will survive.  As long as I know how to live I know I’ll be alive.  I’ve got all my life to live.  I’ve got all my love to give….”  I see admirer next to the bar holding onto the glasses.  His eyes are fixed on me.  I smile at him and he raises one glass.  Cheers.  “I will survive.  I will survive.  Hey hey.” 
   Then the tempo slows and I sway and grove while I wait for the new words to appear on the screen.  They come on and I speed read them.  This is going to be hard.  I can feel a lump building in my throat and my eyes start to prick.  I go on. 
   “It took all the strength I had just not to fall apart.  I’m still trying to mend the pieces of my broken heart.”  Oh dear Lord help me.  Help me forget Shaka.  Tears start to streak down my face.  I have to go on.  I have to continue.  “And I spent oh so many nights just feeling sorry for myself.  I used to cry…” and my voice gives way, I can’t sing anymore.  The screen is blurred and I can’t see the words.

   “But I hold my head up high…..” Someone is singing for me.  It’s him.  He motions for me to sing but I can’t.  I can’t start up again.

   “And you’ll see me with somebody new.”  I start to smile and he laughs.  

   I open my mouth and this time the words come.  “I’m not that stupid little person who fell in love with you.   And you thought you’d just stop by and expect me to be free.  Now I’m saving all my loving for someone who’s loving me.”  
   He steps on up to the raised platform and we sing the next bit together.  “Oh now go.  Walk out the door.  Just turn around now, you’re not welcome anymore.”  That’s it partner, let’s you and I knock him for six.  I slip my arms around his waist and the crowd goes wild.   A live performance!  He lets me sing the other lines alone.  “Weren’t you the one who tried to break me with desire.  Did you think I’d crumble, did you think I’d lay down and die.  I will survive…..” 
   Ladies and Gentlemen a big round of applause for Tara and Robert doing ‘I will survive’.”
   I’ve made a complete fool of myself but I don’t give a shit.  The whole bar is staring at this white man who is leading this black girl to the bar to get their drinks.  He hands me mine and I knock it back like it were water.  

   “You sure needed that,” he says.

   “Thanks Robert, for the drink and saving me up there.”

   “It was a pleasure, this one is for your friend.”

   We head back to Mel.
   “So what's your name darling?”  Robert asks Mel as he hands her the drink.  She ignores it, ignores Robert and turns to me.
   “Excuse me.  I must go to the ladies.”  She rises like a haughty queen and with all the impoliteness she can muster she flounces off.

   “Sorry, I have to follow her. She’s not herself tonight.”  I slide off my stool and head for the washrooms. 
   Mel looks fit to burst.  “Aren’t you ashamed?”

   “Me?” I ask. 
   “Girl I don’t believe you.  And you had the heart to come back to the table with him.”

   “What are you talking about Mel?”

   “What am I talking about?  Girl take me home.”

   “What?  Come on Mel.  That was only fun.  Don’t take that too seriously.  Come on let’s go back.” 
   “No.”
   “You mean you want to go home now?”
   “Yes.”
   “It's not even eleven thirty yet.”
   “Something must be wrong with you.  It's almost one o'clock, like one in the morning.”  And she gives me her ‘girl you need some help look’.
   “What, so late!  I have to be in Vieux Fort for nine o'clock tomorrow.”
   “You mean today.”  She throws in a sarcastic laugh for good measure.  What am I doing with this girl?   
   “Ok let's go.  I have a long day ahead of me anyway.  After the promo in Vieux Fort we have to come back to Castries to do another one at Julian's and then in the night we're doing this Santa Claus thing with Roserie's cars.”  We leave the washroom.

   “Where do you get these promotion ideas from?”
   “From the sky,” I say not paying much attention to her.  I am looking around for admirer.  He's over at the other side of the bar chatting with some other white guys.   He sees me and starts to come over.  I point to my wrist and shrug, ‘too bad’.   Mel holds onto my arm and pulls me out.

   “You are so impolite.”
   “I save my manners for people.” 
   On the way home she fills my ears with her black woman white man rubbish.  Tells me that I’m consorting with the enemy and forgetting the black struggle.  Struggle my ass!  The only struggle I can feel is how to ask you to get a taxi to your home so I can make off with the stranger on the microphone.  I didn’t even get his number.   

   “I know I am racist and I don't care.  No white man think he can come to my country and take me for a ride. You think I'll forget what they did to us on that boat from Africa.”
   Us?  I wasn't there and neither were you Mel.
   “Girl don't forget the kind of beatings they used to give black man and now they think they can come here and screw black man woman.”

   I didn’t realise I was black man’s property?

   “I'd quicker hang myself than let a white man touch me.  And anyway they smell.  And only dogs attracted to them.”
   “What?”
   “You never notice how dogs always go up to these white fellas at the beach?  You would never see a dog sniffing a black fella’s leg like that.”
   “Because they know they'd get a kick.  White people treat dogs better.  And all these dogs you say you see hanging around white people?  Well they’re only there because most of yorl black people don’t know how to treat yorl own animals.  Shaka had a dog and….”
   “Girl you have heart to mention that fella's name after what he did to you?”  Watch it girl.

   “Mel, I think you're too hard on white people, they're not all bad.”
    “I don't know why you defending them.”
   “I like white men.”
   “You're sick.  That is so disgusting.  Can you imagine doing it with one?  A white and pink body.  A yellow worm inside of you.  Urgghhhh.”
   “Whatever.”
   “Give me a black man any day.  A nice black dick, black ass, black chest...”
   “Ok, ok, don't come in my car.  I have done it with a white man, and it was damn good.  He knew how to make love to a woman.  Foreplay, sucking, after play, the works.  That black guy I used to go out with only knew fucking and there were times he would take me and I wasn't even wet.  Anyway Mel, when your eyes are closed and the room is dark you can not see the colour of their penis.”
   “Whatever.”
   “No don't 'whatever' me.  Colour is only skin deep, it's the person that counts.  If a man thinks I’m a pussy with two legs attached and can’t be bothered to touch me here and there before sticking his thing into me, to hell with him.  So far and from my experience it’s only men with white blood in them who bothered to take their time.  And from what I hear these black men are always in a hurry.  As if dey afraid you go change your mind half way.”
   “Still, I'd never do it with a whittie.”
   “Don't worry, no one's forcing you to.  I leave you there for the finance manager in your office.  He taking his time with you or does he do it quick quick so he can go back to his woman?”  She gives me a black look.  

   “I don't care, I don't want to marry him.”  

   “He is already married Mel.”

   “Next time I won't tell you my business.”
   “And next time I won’t tell you mine.” 
   I drop her off and drive away.  She doesn’t even say thanks for the ride.  Small-minded ill-mannered bitch.
Later that day
   “Hello Santa. What will you give me for Christmas?”
   “Well this car.  It's from Roseries.  You know Roserie's don't you?”
   “Of course I know Roseries.  They sell second hand cars.”
   “No they don't.  They sell very good quality reconditioned cars from Japan.”
   “Ok darling.”
   “And you can have it.”
   “I can have it?”
   “Yep.  Santa's giving you a chance to have for Christmas.”
   “Yorl raffling it you mean.”
   I give him my sweetest smile.  He would never guess how bad my feet were aching from standing all day in high heels through three promotions.  I push myself up onto the fender of the car, it helps take the pressure off as well as making me look very sexy.  
   “So will you take a chance?”

   “Only if you come with the car.”

   “I promise to deliver it personally to your doorstep.”

   “Ok I’ll take two chances.”

   “Thank you and good luck.”

   “Just make sure I win sweetie.”

   “Will do my best,” I sing.  

 Rodney Bay is getting jam packed.  All the tourists are out and every local female under sixty and every local man above twelve are on the prowl.  There is hardly any room to move.  I think we are going to call it an early night because I don’t want the car getting scratched before it is even raffled.  I don’t think my client Mr Roserie would appreciate that one bit.

   “TESSA!  TESSA!  CALL LILLY.”  It’s hard to speak over the steel pan coming from the triangle pub and the soca blasting out from the Lime.”

   We climb in to the car wind up the windows and start to wrap things up.

   “How did it go Lilly?”

   “Great except all those tourist want to take my picture.  I am tired of telling them no.”

   “Tell them yes then,” Tessa says.

   “You think I want to end up on the internet!”
   “As if somebody would want to use your picture Lilly!”

   “Tessa please stop it.  How was it for you?”

   “Some guy wanted to know if the seat at the back wide enough to hold a session with a girl.”

   “What did you tell him?”

   “I told him the car is so big he could have two girls at the back with him and still have space for his mother and his aunty up at the front.” 

   “Oh no Tessa.  You’ll scare people away.”

   “Awa. He bought five tickets and called his partners to take some more.  That’s how you have to treat them.”

   “Ok, so we’ll call it a night.  This place is getting so busy I’m afraid someone may scratch the car so we’ll stop now.  Don’t forget tomorrow morning ten o’clock at Julian’s supermarket.  We’re doing the Green Giant Promotion.  Tessa don’t forget the table cloth, you took it home to wash last time and bring your sashes.”    

   I step out of the car and I bump right into Robert.
   “Oh sorry?  I didn’t see you there.  Did I hurt you?”
   “I will survive,” he says, a big grin on his face.

   “Oh God,” I groan. “Robert, it is Robert isn’t it.  Robert I really must apologise for last night.  I - I don’t know what got into me.  This morning when I got out of bed I was certain that was only a bad dream.  I see I was wrong”
   “Don’t,” he says.  “Don’t apologise, I’m always one for saving a damsel in distress.”

   “Oh God.”

   “Besides it was a great show.”  He has this very amused, very playful expression on his face.  “I hardly recognised you all dressed up as Santa though.”
   “Santa’s girlfriend actually.”

   “So that’s what you do when you’re not….”

   “Robert please don’t remind me.  No I don’t sing in public places professionally.  I’m into promotions.  We’re trying to get the name Roseries across.  Do you know Roseries?”

   “Well of course I do.  Those things you pray with.  I used to be a good catholic boy, no sex before marriage that kind of thing… but if that’s what you’re promoting, I don’t want any.”

   “You’re funny.  I don’t think the virgin mother would exactly approve of me promoting rosaries in a tight fitting red dress and stilettos.  No Robert, Roseries is a car company and we’re raffling this handsome car for them.”

   “Do you come with it?”  I raise one eye brow at him.

   “I suppose you’ve been asked that one million times tonight.”

   I nod.

   “Well I’ve got another not so unique question.  Would you like to have a coffee with me?”

   “Now?”  I ask.

   “Well if you can manage to squeeze it in…”

   “I think I can.  We were just about finished here.  It’s crazy tonight isn’t it?”

   “It is really busy.  Do you come here often?”

   “I haven’t been for a while.  Been lying low.”

   “Getting over what’s his name.”

   “You don’t miss much do you.”

   “Well it was pretty obvious.”

   “I don’t know what you’re talking about Robert.”  I give him my most innocent wide eyed look and he laughs.     “Could you give me five minutes though?  I just need to locate the driver to get him to tow the car to safety.  Be back in a while.”

   I say goodbye to the girls and call the driver to take the car away.  “Same time same place tomorrow night,” he toots and starts to inch his way through the crowd.  I turn back to Robert.
   “I want you to remember this moment,” he says and pulls me towards him.  “For when we have a bouncy baby on our knees I want you to remember how it started.”  And he kisses me.  Right there in the middle of a swirling mass of energetic midnight street party revellers.  With my Santa Claus hat still on my head and gloves still on, he kisses me.  I have to hold on to him not to fall over.   I am not dreaming.  I am not dreaming.

 R

obert, I’ve got something to tell you.”  
We are sitting on his bed in his room in his hotel.  We’re both half naked and we’re fooling around.  I don’t want to wait till this gets more serious.
   “What’s it Love?”
   “Robert you’re a great guy.  You’re funny, you’re charming, you know how to kiss…”

   “Go on, I’m counting.”

   “I like you, we’ve been going out for one week and …”

   “You mean that’s it?  Only one more?  What about my incredible sense of humour?”

   “I’ve said that already.”

   “That I’m debonair?”

   “I did mention that.”

   “I’m handsome to boot?”

   “Robert?”

   “You do find me handsome, don’t you?”

   “Yes Robert I think you’re handsome.” I say this with a sigh.

   “Well no need to get so excited.”

   “Robert.  I’ve got herpes.”
   “Oh me God, Oh me God, shit shit fuck fuck fuck.  Oh me God oh me God.” Robert turns pink, then red, then he jumps off the bed.  “I’m going to have a shower.”
   I wait.  He takes ages in there.  

   He comes back to the bed wrapped up in his bath robe.

   “You, you-you can’t get ge-ge-ge it from..... I-I-I mean.... ?”
   “No Robert.”  I try to explain that he can only get it from sex and only if I’m having an outbreak but he only gets redder.  He turns his back to me.  I used to think that white people only got red when they stayed out too long in the sun but Robert ears are the brightest shade of red I’ve ever seen. 
   I put on my dress.
   I wait.  
   He doesn’t turn round. 
   I put on my shoes.  He doesn’t move.
   “Robert?”
   He doesn’t answer.

   “Robert?”  It sounds like he is snoring.  I take my bag and let myself out.  So much for bouncy baby on the knee.  

   I walk past reception and for the first time in my life I feel like a prostitute.  The girl at front desk pretends not to look at me but I know what she is thinking.  Black girl visiting white man in his room leaving alone.  A double dose of embarrassment.  Shaka doesn’t know what the hell he was talking about.

   The next morning Robert calls, “Sorry about last night love.  I was knackered.”
   “Yeah?”  I don't say any thing more.  

   “What do you want me to do?”  

   “Maybe condoms Robert.”  

   “I don’t like them.  I can’t use rubbers.  ‘I gotta be inside of you.  I gotta feel you.”

   I don’t say anything.

   “I mean what do you want me to do?  I can’t wank myself everynight.”
   I slam the phone down.  Asshole!  That hurt.  What was I expecting?  I don’t know, maybe deep down inside me I was hoping he’d say.  ‘Not to worry’ or ‘we’ll take care of it’.  Or maybe that he’d sing, Just the two of us we can make it we try just the two of us you and I.
   Boy I’m naive.   I won’t try this one again so fast.  Wank yourself huh?  It will take me a couple of years to get over that.  A couple of years starting now.
   I get up from the bed and head for the shower.  Bloody Robert.  Wank yourself huh?  What a lovely way to start my Sunday morning.  What a truly blessed start.  I have to do something to keep my mind of this wanker or I’ll burst.  I don’t believe he said that.  I don’t believe it.

   As I step into the shower the phone rings.  I’m sure it’s Robert ready to apologise.
   “Yes?”
   “Hi Tara, it’s Shaka.”
   “Oh hi.  Sorry I thought you were someone else?  How are you?”  What is he calling me for?

   “Ok I guess, how have you been?”
   “Alright,” I sigh.
   “You don’t sound alright.” What do you expect shit head, that I’ll be over the moon?
   “I’m ok.” I say politely.  Just a bit tired.  I had a late promo last night.”

   “Are you sure?   You sound a bit down.  Want to come over for a chat?”   
   Oh dear Lord.  Away from me Satan.  Oh fuck.  This is not what I need.  My body betrays me.  That familiar pressure starts to form between my legs and I can feel myself getting wet.  Oh hell. 

   “OK.  See you in an hour.”
   “You can come before if you like, I can do up breakfast.”
   “I haven’t showered yet.”

   “My shower still works.”

   “Shaka I am only coming over for a chat.  I have to be at the supermarket for ten.”

   “But of course, I’m only being hospitable.”

  “Of course.”
   I drive to his home un-showered and without breakfast.  I’m there in five minutes.  I leave one and a half hours later, showered, bed and fed.  
   Back home there’s the bitter aftertaste of ex-sex. I feel cheap.  I feel like I’ve sold myself out.  Sex with Shaka is not just sex.  It is sex with your ex, who dumped you because you lack class, culture, the right colour, and you’re keeping him back.  It is painful.  I’m not good enough to marry but I’ll do for sex.  Yeah I want it, oh all right.  And well, so does he, so why not?  And with this herpes thing hanging in the air, God knows when I’m going to get another fuck.  And I don’t think I’ll survive another ‘can’t wank meself every night.’  But it still hurts. 
 T

ara meet Rhys, Rhys this is Tara.”
Nikita is off to Miami to take part in a bikini competition.  Girls from all over the world strutting on stage with leaves covering their nipples and hibiscus flowers as the front to their backless panties.  We are at the airport to see her off.
   “Hi,” I say.
   “Hello.”  And he smiles at me.  This stranger extends one tanned arm towards me and I shake it.  Golden hairs and a rolled up shirt sleeve.  I look at him and flash my one hundred watt smile.   He is about my height.   Not too bad.  Much older than Shaka but, not too bad.  He looks really cosy.  Soft, comfortable, warm.  Makes little girls like me want to stick their thumbs in their mouths and sit on his lap.  When he speaks I feel the breeze teasing my legs and arms and I feel like I'm walking in very shallow water on the sea shore.  Not exactly lean but not fat either.  Maybe a hint of a tummy but not much.  Balding, but in a distinguished way.  This wonderful man is shaking my hand and telling what a lovely pleasure it is to meet me and all I can do is smile.  I am ready to curtsy.  Standing there he looks so, so three centuries ago.  

   “Well Nikita,” he says, “Good Luck.  Give me a call when you get back.  Nice to meet you Tara.”
   “Nice to meet you Rhys.”  Rhys.  I like the sound of that.  It’s a name I’d like to say more often.  Rhys.

   “My ex,” Nikita volunteers as he walks off.  “He is Welsh.  He runs a hotel.”
   “That’s really nice of him to bring you to the airport.” 

   “Rhys is a lovely man, one of the few on the island.”
   “Married?”
   “No.”
   “Why not?”
   “Rhys?  Ha ha ha.  I don’t think Rhys is the type of man who wants to get married.”
   “What kind of man is he?”
   “Are you interested?”
   “Me?  Don’t be silly?  I was only asking.  Look Nikita, I’ll have to leave you, because I want to get home before the traffic gets heavy. Good luck with the competition and make sure you come back with the title.  

   “Thanks, bye Tara.”
   “Call me as soon as you get back.”
   I drive back home.  I pass Shaka’s home on the way to mine.  I slow down and indicate to turn into his drive.  Then I catch myself.  I am not doing that.  I am not doing that any more.  Not after seeing Rhys.  I keep going straight.  
   I get home to a message from him on my phone.  “Hi Tara, this is Shaka.  Just calling to see how you are doing.  Give me a call when you get in.”   I don’t call him.

 E
astwinds hotel is the most beautiful place I’ve ever seen in my whole life.  The first time I saw it I felt I had stepped into the biblical Paradise.  My heart overflowed with an emotion I had never felt before.  Joy.  That this place can exist.  In such perfection.  In such tranquillity.  I turn to the man who has brought me here and smile.  I have no words.  This is so right.  

“It’s beautiful,” I say.  It’s the most beautiful place I’ve ever seen in my whole life.

 I

 feel chic sitting here in my strappy black dress and strappy heels sipping champagne.  Does a life like this really exist?  I mean, look at the way those two coconut trees are reaching out to each other.  And the waves teasing the shore.  I'm sure someone is making love to another in that boat on the horizon.  And I'm certain that this champagne is going straight to my head.  I take another sip and wish myself Happy Valentines, who knows where this is going to lead to.  Rhys holds my hand as we go into the dinning room.  Good thing too.  
   Someone I know from school days is playing something sentimental on the piano. It sounds like Chariots of Fire, no that was before.   Near far, wherever you are, I believe that  the heart does go orrrrrrrrrrhooorn.  
   It does Shaka.  It does
   “Good Evening Mr Jones.  Would you like white wine red wine or rosé?  

   “I”ll have the white wine Sofie.  And you Tara?  

   “The rosé.”  It took me one dinner here to learn that there are three kinds of wine.  Red, white and rosé.  And hear me now throwing the word rosé round as if I've been drinking it all my life.

   “Sofie you’ve met Tara haven’t you?”
   “No Mr Jones.  The staff told me you had a new girlfriend who looks like a model.”
   “Did they say that?”
   “Yes, she’s pretty Mr Jones.”
   “Thanks Sofie,” I say.  

   “Shall I take your orders now?”
   “Yes please Sofie, I’ll have the Pasta al pesto with cashew nuts,” says Mr Jones.

   “And I’ll have the fish consomé.” 

   “And as a main course Mr Jones?”
   “Sofie I’ll have the Baked Quail.” 

   “And I'll have the Seared salmon.”
   “Thanks Sofie.”
   “You're welcome Mr Jones.”
   “Rhys, if I lived here I would spend the whole day eating or looking forward to mealtimes.”
   “No you wouldn’t.  You’d get fat.”

   “I’d go swimming to work it off.  Look at this Rhys, Seared Salmon marinated with Caribbean Spices or Baked Quail with a Polenta Galette or Paupettes of Camembert and Vegetables with Mushroom Sauce.  It makes me so hungry.”
   “You should see our Old Year’s Night menu.  Lobster Medallion and Alaska Crab Leg with Caviar...”
   “Stop stop stop.  You’re very lucky, you have all this for free.”
   “Yes, but some nights I run away to have pizza.”
   “You lucky lucky man.”
   “Cheers.”
   “Cheers.  What are we drinking to?” I ask.
   “Whatever you would like.”
   “To new friends and new places.”
   “And a great evening.  Happy Valentines.”
   After our after dinner drinks he walks me back to my car.  

   “I’ve had quite a bit to drink tonight,” I say.
   “Do you think you can drive home?”
   “It’ll take a lot more than two glasses of champagne, three glasses of wine and a small Amaretto Sour to get me drunk, but I am a bit tipsy.”
   “Well, you’ll have to spend the night won't you?  We’re fully booked though.  Do you mind sleeping in the manager’s room tonight.”  

   “No Mr Jones.  I don’t.”  We both laugh.

   “Let me get my bag from the car then?”
   “Your bag?”
“Well I can’t go down to breakfast tomorrow in this dress, can I?”
   “Oh?”  

   “Don’t worry Rhys the staff already think I’m your girlfriend.”
   “You’re a smart one, aren’t you?” 

   “No Rhys, I just like to be prepared for all eventualities.”
   “Tara, you’re going to jump into your car this minute and drive back to your flat.”
   “Ok Rhys, goodnight.”  I offer him my cheek for a kiss.

   “Just kidding.”
   “I know you’re just kidding,” I say and we walk to his room.

   “I’m going to get some lovely furniture for the balcony and buy some palms.”
   “Is that to commemorate what’s going to happen later?”
   “Tara, don’t be rude.  You’re too sweet to say things like that.  I’ve been meaning to do this for a while now.”  

   “I’m just kidding Rhys.” 

We enter his room.  
   “Wow that’s the biggest bed I’ve ever seen.”  I put my bag down and somersault, high heels and all on his bed.”
   “Tara!”
   “That’s a lovely bed.”
   “I saw your panties.”
   “You couldn’t have, I’m not wearing any.”
   “Tara!  I’m shocked.  You are wearing panties.  I saw them.”
   “Ok I am.  But I’m almost not.”
   “That’s naughty Tara.”
   “No it’s not.  It’s the truth.”
   “Tara darling, you’re too sweet.  You mustn’t say those things.”  We sit on the bed.

   “OK I’ll be good.”  I need to sober up.  “Tell me about yourself Rhys.”
   “There’s nothing to tell Tara.”
   “Of course there is.  Why is a super guy like yourself not married?”
   “I don’t know, it just never happened.  I wanted to once but....”
   “But what?”
   “She came home one day and she said ‘Rhys, there’s another.”
   “How did you take it?”
   “We’re still friends.  We write each other from time to time.”
   “I don’t think I could be friends with somebody who tells me ‘there’s another’.  I’d quicker break something over his head.”
   “You wouldn’t do that.”
   “If I loved them, yes.  I wouldn’t just let him walk away.”  Well, then again.  “Tell me why you have two different coloured eyes Rhys.”
   “It’s difficult to talk about. I lost one when I was nineteen.  The doctors did all they could but they couldn’t save it.”
   “Was it difficult for you?”
   “I tried not to think about it much even when they were working on the good one to stop the infection from spreading.”
   “What kind of infection was it?”
   “The doctors were not sure, some thought it was an infection others thought it was broken nerves.  They all said I was a brave little soldier.”
   “You must have been brave, to go through with that.  Rhys, how do you feel about me?”
   “Darlings?”
   “I know.  I don’t want to put you on the spot but I feel something is developing between us and, and… and this is hard...  You see I don’t want either of us to be disappointed later....”
   “Don’t talk like this, come let’s lie down a while.”
   “No Rhys, stop.  Before I lie down with you, you must know something about me.  My ex-boyfriend gave me herpes.”  There, I said it.

   “Take your shoes off darling and come lie down.  What’s it like?”
   And I tell him.  About the outbreaks which come every couple of months, about the aziclovir which doesn’t always help, how I’m generally safe when there’s no outbreak but I would only make love with a condom to make sure. 

   “My poor darling.  My poor darling.  You mustn’t worry, it will be ok.”  Sometime later we both fell asleep.

The Next Morning
   “Good morning, good morning, room service.  Look what I brought you. Pineapple, yogurt, banana, scrambled eggs and croissants.”
   “Good morning Rhys.  Have you had breakfast already?”
   “No I’ll eat with you on the balcony.  I’ve been swimming.”
   “Nooo.  That’s not fair I wanted to come with you.  Why didn’t you wake me?”
   “You’ll have to wake up earlier next time.”
   Next time, is there going to be a next time?  I sit up in the bed and stretch.  “Oh my God I’m still wearing my dress.  Oh Rhys, I thought you’d taken it off at some point last night.”
   “Tara!”
   “Just kidding Rhys.”
   “You slept all night under my arm.”
   “No I didn’t.”
   “Yes you did.  And you kept on pushing me, I thought I’d fall over the edge.”
  “I’m sorry.  Why didn’t you push me over?”
   “You looked so comfortable I didn’t want to wake you.  Do you always sleep so long?” 

   “What time is it?”
   “Half past eight.”  

   “Already?  I’ll have to leave you soon.  I’ve got a promotion at Julian’s at ten.  I have to be there for nine thirty to set things up.”
   “Well hurry have some breakfast.”
   “How long have you been up?”  I ask settling myself on a chair at the table on his veranda.
   “I got up at six thirty.”
   “That’s early.  What have you been doing all the time?”
   “Tara don’t be mad.  I spoke to my doctor in London about what we spoke about last night.”
   “Don’t worry Rhys I’m not upset.  What did he say?”
   “Basically the same thing you said.  One would have to be very careful.”
   “Are you scared Rhys?”
   “Well Tara, what can I say?  I feel really sorry for you having to live with this.  Maybe sometime in the future the doctors will come up with a cure.  My doctor said that there is something you could take to reduce the outbreaks but it is very expensive.”
   I have lots of questions but something tells me to keep quiet. He needs time to absorb this.  I shouldn’t push him for answers he doesn’t have, especially when I don’t have any myself.  I drop it.  

   “Don’t worry about me,” I say.  “I’m a survivor.  Like you, a brave soldier.  I have to leave you though Rhys, work calls.  I must shower and dress or I’ll be late.”
   “What time does your promotion end?”
   “At twelve.”   

   “Well let me drop you off then, I’ll pick you up later and you can have a bit of lunch here afterwards.  We have steel pan music every Sunday.  And there is barbeque and cold salads...”
   “That almost convinces me, steel pan music and chef Laurent’s cooking.  You have two of my five senses tempted. One more and I’ll say yes.”
   “Well if that isn’t enough, I take the invitation back.  No Tara, jump into your little blue car and bye-bye.” 

  “You could have said ‘how about giving the hotel manager a big fat kiss.”
   “I don’t want a kiss.”
   “Yes you do.”
   “No I don’t.”
   “I’m going to give you one anyway and I don’t care if your strolling security or your minding maids see me.”
   “You’ll have to catch me first.”  And before I can get round the table he’s dashed into the room.

   “Got you.”
   “Yes darling, but it will have to be a quick kiss or you’ll be late.”
   “Thank God I’m my own boss.”  

 W

hat a life!  I drive back home my tummy full of spare ribs and my head still nodding in time to the steel pan music.  It’s a nice life to be a tourist on the island.   I open the door.  The phone is ringing.  I dash for it.  Could be another invitation for tonight.  Do I have a suitable dress?

   “Hello?”

   “Hello Tara it’s Shaka.”  This is going to be interesting.

   “Hi Shaka, how have you been?”

   “Haven’t spoken to you for a while” 

   “Been a bit busy,” I say smiling.
   “Yeah?  Been going out have we?”  

   “A bit.”  I am not giving anything away

   “Anyone special?”  I hear him putting on that little boy voice.
   “No one you know.”
   “Come on you can tell me.”
   “No really, it’s nothing serious anyway.”  Ha

   “What does he do?”  That was always the big question.  He has to par his intellect against theirs.  

   “A hotel manager.” 

   “You’re kidding.  They’re boring as hell, they have no outside interests and they don’t read.”
   “You don’t know him.  He is really very nice.  He runs this really sweet hotel and he does read because I saw lots books in his room.”  He says nothing.  I know he is thinking. 
   “So you’ve been over there?”  

   “Yes he had me over for dinner last night.”
   “How old is he?”
   “Forty six”
   “You must be kidding!”  He has got something to sink his teeth into at last.  “Forty six!  My God he is practically in a geriatric home. You gotta be careful.  When you’re forty five and reaching your sexual peak he’ll be long over the hill.  How do you spell VIAGRA?”  
   “Well at least he would be able to afford it.”  One-nought.  In my favour.  You don’t boast about far you can stretch a teacher’s salary.

   He gets the hint and changes tactic.

   “Married?

   “No.  One hundred percent free.  No ex wives and no kids.” 

   Shaka gets really quiet.  I can almost hear him thinking.  His voice gets all soft and takes on this counsellor type tone.  The psychoanalyst in him is waking up ready to rear its head. 

   “I don’t mean to sound cruel.  I don’t want to spoil your fun or be the one to rain on your parade but something doesn’t ring right.  He’s forty seven, never been married, and has no children.  That is not normal.  I would be careful if I were you.”
   Ok, one-one.  I go on the attack.

   “Do you think it is more normal to have one ex-wife and five broken engagements at thirty seven?”
   “Defensive are we?” 

   “No I am not being defensive, I just think that you are not the best expert on normalcy.”
   “I am getting you upset aren’t I?  I really don’t mean to.  Maybe we should change the topic.”  Asshole. Two-one.  In his favour.  
   “No I am not at all upset.”  I am all sweetness now.  “By the way was there any special reason you called?” 
   He starts to stutter like crazy.  “Ac-c-c ac-c actually yes.  I was wondering whether you’d had a chance to check the mail box.”  We are still sharing the mail box, I have the key and I drop off whatever comes for him.  That way we have a convenient excuse to see each other see each other at least twice a week.  

  “Well there wasn’t anything much just one or two letters.”
   “Oh that’s good.  Will you drop them over this evening?”
   “Umm, that may be a bit difficult.  Rhys is picking me up later and I need to prepare.  It might be a bit tight.”  I am covering the phone to so that he does not hear me trying to hold back my laughter. 

   “Maybe afterwards then.  I will most likely be up until eleven.  Got some papers to correct.”  
   As if.  Oh such a dedicated teacher depriving himself of precious sleep to correct papers on a Saturday night.  Pigs will fly.  He’s practically begging for it.  

   “Well,” I say.  “Well Shaka I doubt I’ll be coming back home tonight.  I’ll drop them off at the school for you on Monday.  
   A phone could not have been slammed down any harder.  My poor ears.  I am doubled over with laughter and tears are pouring from my eyes.  That was good.  I wipe my tears and I can’t stop laughing.  I can’t get up.  I am just picturing his face at that moment, at the moment when the pin dropped.  It must have happened all at once.  His knowing that I had set him up and was having the final laugh at his expense and the discomfort in his trousers.  Oh oh oh.  This is so good.  Yes!  Yes and fucking high time to. 

   For all the times you watched me leave your place in the early hours of the morning and you knowing how wretched I felt but never once stopping me and saying ‘please stay, let’s try’.  For every time I opened the door of my place, turned on the light and felt sick at myself, and for every time I swore I wouldn’t go back and for every time I did.  This is small compensation.  
 I

have a new life.  I am the girlfriend of a hotel manager.  This fantasy life of wines, napkins, dinners in, dinners out, cocktails, pink lips against brown, brown body embraced by pale arms is where I find my calm.  The eye in my hurricane.
The end
Epilogue

I do not look back in the past with regret nor do I wish I could have changed anything.  I am who I am today because of it and I appreciate the lessons and growth which this experience has afforded me.  For this I can only thank Shaka, though I didn’t then.  It’s ok and this isn’t a vendetta.  

This book is dedicated to all those who have suffered with this potentially emotionally crippling disease and have survived despite.  This is for you.  This book is also  especially dedicated to the first man who accepted me as I was and the second who fathered my children.  Thanks.  Thanks also goes to the people behind the website neveranoutbreak.com who taught me how never to have another outbreak (naturally) and move on with my life.  I am indebted to you.
Other books by the author

Proposal for Marriage

A woman.  A man.   Ten years estranged.  Distance time occupations have not been able to dull the memory of each which lives on in the other.  Proposal for Marriage is the offering of this lady of her self.  Come re-know me, come dance with me, come come, let’s make this more than just a fantasy.  Can the reality of her love overcome his present one.  Can it take them out of the realm of fantasy to reality.  Can it build a bridge spanning past, memory and present.  Can love really overcome all?  

One love throughout a lifetime kept

A hope alive when naught was left

One fragile chance that by some good

Our paths would lead where we once stood
Proposal for Marriage - A novel written in verse.
The sequel to The Eye of The Hurricane.

(Available from Amazon or ask your book store)
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