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LIFE CONQUERS DEATH 

Urging her son to look at her, Maysi wiped the tears from her eyes and said, ‘Death is 

final, André, but not the end of all life!’  She prayed that he would someday understand, 

as she closed the door behind her and descended the stairs heading towards the kitchen.  

Work was what she needed to take her mind off everything! 

 

Just about this time, not long ago, she would have been watching TV with John, one of 

their favorite pastimes - but, not tonight! 

 

John had died - they killed him - young kids no older than their own and she feared for 

her family. 

 

What would she do now?  How would André and Annike survive the trauma?  

 

Already they seemed to be breaking….  
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or you, Colin - your ability to survive the trauma of your loss, underscores the 

great respect and admiration I have for you.  Accept this small tribute as a token of 

my affection when the trials come - as they will. 

 

Tell Mommy, ‘Life goes on’; and to my other brothers and sisters - for am I not a 

part of the family too? - tell them it did not end with the grave… 

 

To my friends - so many of you - from different backgrounds and for different 

reasons, you should be proud!  I harassed you, and begged you to read my scribbling.  A 

lot of it was mere ego, but, you humored me, and the fruit of those interactions - your 

ideas, opinions and criticisms - the Success, is more yours, for your patience and robust 

confidence, then mine for having penned the words… 

 

Special thanks to Sir. G., Alexia, Violet, Yvette and Marie for your kind words of 

support and constructive criticism – this is a reality because of you. 

 

Finally, to you Ruth, I offer my undying appreciation; but for you and your 

request for assistance, I would never have known of my inherent ability. 

 

AAMc 

F



 

 
 
 

This is a work of fiction. 

All names, places, characters, and incidents 

are entirely imaginary, and any resemblance 

to actual events or to persons (living or 

dead) is purely coincidental. 

 



 

FOREWORD 

amaica, like other societies, is a product of generational evolution. The lack of 

overall control and changes in values and mores makes it very difficult to predict the 

future. As such, our current existence seems to represent a nation in crisis, as we border 

on self-annihilation, because of the tumbling unpredictable changes. 

Our crisis did not occur overnight! For years, political tribalism, communal 

divisiveness, dysfunctional distribution of wealth, hate, rapes and killings, the 

preponderance of drug addiction stretching across class boundaries and the vile and 

under-handed means that the ‘poor’ (financially that is) have grasped at to improve 

themselves, along with the absence of ample guidance and solid role models, have eroded 

our moral fabric. 

We are not unique in our dilemma!  Undeniably, we have imported some of our 

major problems from other cultures.  However, this does not offer room for solace as we 

see our beloved island ripped apart by the vile actions of its inhabitants - You and I. 

 

LIFE CONQUERS DEATH looks at one of the elements that widen the cavity 

in any hope of a progressive future for our nation - that of the wanton killing of our 

citizens by vile criminals.  One family portrays the trauma and agony that so many of our 

families experienced, especially during our 1980 Parliamentary Elections, and are still 

experiencing as the atrocities continue.  The story attempts to offer hope and comfort to 

the bereaved, as well as to introduce one possible answer - GOD! 

J



  
 

The origin of our story lies not, as such, in God, but certainly, He had more than a 

lot to do with the outcome of this project.  Publicly I offer praise to Him for granting me 

the gift to accomplish this piece of work. 

I hope that different generations and socio-economic classes will be able to 

identify with our story, as elements of the variance of our culture and ethnic reality have 

been included to augment a balance. I encourage you (Christians especially, and those of 

higher moral persuasions) to view our characters for their humanity – failures and 

successes included, as well as their indiscretions – for they are not ideals, but rather 

humans in virtual reality. 

I tried, as best I could, to mirror what I see and feel.  Pain is universal - so is love 

- and LIFE is sacred!  The past may have been bitter, but as long as we are alive - we 

have the means by which change can evolve.  If this story makes you cry, then cry!  If it 

causes you, pain - acknowledge it!  Then, when you finally flip the flyleaf at the end and 

close the covers - go out and look at our beautiful island - the blazing sun, the strong 

breeze and the versatility of our people - and thank God for being alive and do your part 

to pull our country together. If you are not a Jamaican, come see our island and see what 

a people united can achieve! 

As for my fellow Jamaicans, I cannot speak for others, but despite the problems, 

trials and concerns - I still have great hope in our future because I have faith in YOU and 

GOD.  The pages that follow offer justification for that HOPE! 

A. A. McCarthy 



  
 



 

CHAPTER ONE 

IT was an unusually pale morning for a summer day.  Maysi had been up from five, ‘at 

the crack of dawn’, as her mother would say.  She was used to it though.  Looking after 

her younger brothers and sisters had taught her and now looking after her small family 

was just an extension of a pleasant chore. 

 By six thirty, there was still no sign of the day faring out any better.  Her husband 

would have already been in the shower but, as usual, the children were yet to meet the 

day.  Setting the tray on the table, she went to the foot of the stairs and called out, ‘André 

and Annike! You better get up or you’ll be late!’  Those children of mine, she thought, 

they would sleep the day away if you let them. 

 

 ‘Hi, baby, what’s cooking?’ her husband asked, as he came into the kitchen. 

 His sudden appearance pleasantly surprised her, stemming her thoughts.  As she 

turned to face him, she could feel the physical arousal in her loins as she remembered 

their near miss just before she had come down for her morning chores.  She loved him so 

much that just being around him made bleak days, like today seem much brighter. 

‘Just a little something to say thanks for loving me’, she replied ‘it’s Banana 

Fritters!’ 

 ‘Oh’, he smiled and effortlessly lifted her while planting a firm kiss on her lips, 

‘that’s for loving me!’ he said. 

 ‘Does that mean you’re not mad with me about upstairs?’ she asked. 

 He held back his response with a wink of his eyes, as André and Annike walked 

into the kitchen, ‘we can discuss it later, when we get back on the same turf, eh?’ 



  
 

 ‘But, I just need it for tonight, André, please!’  Annike was pleading with André, 

“again”, for something. 

 ‘No, Annike, you can’t have it tonight!  I’ve got things planned for later too and 

I’ll need it.’  André was looking at his mother as if he needed help.  He never could say 

no to his younger sister. 

 ‘What is it this time, Annike?’  Maysi asked. 

 ‘My sports jacket,’ André muttered, ‘help!’ 

Annike began to pout, ‘Don’t make it sound like that. It’s just that it’s a big splash 

tonight and I need it!  All the other girls will have one – it’s the in-ting;’ she said. 

 Maysi turned to her husband for help, ‘what’s the matter with your children, 

John?’ 

 ‘My children,’ he countered, ‘I thought they were yours, or, at least ours.’ 

 ‘Oh, you know what I mean.  Besides, the fritters are getting cold!’ Maysi replied, 

herself in a pouting mood. 

 John turned to Annike with a somber look and said, ‘Maybe you’ll have to do 

without the jacket tonight, Annike, since André is going to need it.  It’s his remember?’, 

and with a bit of humour in his eyes he continued, ‘Now let’s eat before your mother 

makes a scene.’ 

 Annike sat down at the table with no further mention of the jacket, although she 

did not seem very happy.  Maysi always thought of John's ability to calm down Annike in 

contrast to her own efforts.  Annike could be very stubborn when she made up her mind.  

Yet, she remembered that he could calm her down too - and she was a lot more stubborn 

than Annike (in her own way).  Even so, a simple smile or phrase was enough to soothe 



  
 

her anger or concerns.  He was a good man.  She had never regretted that she had agreed 

to marry him. 

 After breakfast, she cleared away the dishes while they got ready to leave.  Her 

day would be a long one.  There were, at least, two dresses she had to finish for a 

wedding tomorrow.  She heard John in the hall calling to the children, ‘Annike, André, 

are you kids ready?  I want to get to the office a bit earlier today.’    

Coming into the kitchen he said, ‘Bye, baby, see you later,’ and after stealing his 

usual goodbye kiss, he hurried out with the lingering words, ‘Luv ya!’ 

 She could hear André and Annike bounding down the stairs, ‘Bye, mom, see you 

later,’ they cried out. 

Peering through the window, she watched them get into the car and suddenly 

realized that she had not answered John.  She had been too busy trying to clean up the 

kitchen to start her sewing.  Still watching their departure she murmured, ‘I love you too, 

honey’, while making a mental note that she would show him just how much, later on 

that night, ‘back on the same turf’, as he had said.  She again thought of the near miss 

between them in the bedroom earlier on and scolded herself for not indulging him. 

 Turning away from the window she thought, ‘it’s going to be a rough day; I might 

as well get started’.  As she searched through the unfinished garments, she found herself 

thinking of her family.  They had lived in the community for almost twenty years.  Some 

people even looked on them as the model family - “Two is better than too many” - the 

popular slogan for the Family Planning Agency, suited them exactly and their neighbours 

never failed to comment on it.  Besides, almost everybody loved John.  He was so kind 

and always willing to give a helping hand regardless of the request - as long as he could 



  
 

help, he would.  Their children were following his footsteps ‘toe to toe’ and it made her 

proud.   

‘That husband of yours is a fine gentleman,’ Mrs. Smith from next-door always 

said, ‘you should be proud.’  Maysi was proud - they had come a long way from when 

they had first met.  André and Annike were living proof of their triumph over the years. 

 ‘Oh, there I go again, getting carried away with my thoughts and wasting time,’ 

she uttered, ‘Jennifer and Sonia will never forgive me if their dresses aren’t ready!’ She 

searched absentmindedly among the garments for Jennifer’s accessories, while trying to 

decide on which dress to begin first.  There really was not much of a choice, since 

Jennifer’s design was not as challenging as that of Sonia.  Her mind made up, she set the 

pieces of material for Jennifer’s dress close by and settled down to work. 

 

 Half an hour after John and the children had left, the rain started falling.  It was 

pouring now, a little after twelve.  Maysi found herself singing the old Negro spiritual, 

‘… we shall overcome some day.’  She had etched the song in her mind many years ago, 

after watching the series on TV that portrayed the life and struggles of the late American 

Civil Rights Leader, Martin Luther King, Jr.  Yet, she could not explain her need to sing 

it now.  Overwhelmed by a strange sense of sadness that refused to leave her, she moaned 

out the words  ‘… deep in my heart, I do believe we shall overcome some day…’ – yet the 

comfort that the words seemed to offer was as fleeting as dew drops on a hot pavement. 

 The corn beef sandwich and cool-aid she prepared for lunch did little to lift her 

mood and neither did the pouring rain. Taking a break from the sewing, she went into the 



  
 

living room to listen to the midday news.  She liked to keep abreast of the current events 

so that she could talk with John about them in the evenings. 

 Turning on the radio, she heard music.  That is all those children seem to listen to, 

she thought.  By the time she turned the radio to C.B.C. - Radio One, all she caught of the 

news was ‘… the unidentified victim was also robbed of his possessions before the 

gunmen made their escape … That brings us to the end of the latest news.  This is 

C.B.C.…’ Maysi barely heard the Announcer’s last words.  While thinking just how vile 

the Society had become, she wondered about her own family’s safety and that of 

everybody else - the streets just were not safe any more. 

She turned off the radio and returned to her sewing.  From her inner being, the 

words involuntarily seeped, ‘… Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound, that saved a 

wretch like me…’ She finished the Hymn, just letting the words flow from inside.  This 

was not a happy day - the rains poured as if the heavens cried for the vileness of man. 

 

 Annike leaned back awkwardly on the hind legs of the dining chair and 

remembering that her mother disliked it, she sat properly and asked, ‘Mom did Daddy say 

he would be late tonight?  It’s unlike him to be out so late, isn’t it?’ 

 It was more Maysi’s subconscious mind that answered, ‘No, he didn’t; and you’re 

right, it’s not like him at all.  He has never been out this late before, without telling me 

ahead of time.  He knows how much I worry when he’s out late.  And, André, I haven’t 

seen him either!  I know he said he was going out tonight, but I didn’t think he would be 

this late.’  Annike could see that her thoughts were far away and could not help 

appreciating how thoughtful her mother was about her family. 



  
 

 As Annike watched her mother with her wrinkled brow, she was about to tell her 

not to worry when she heard a car pull up at the gate.  ‘Maybe that’s Daddy now, Mom, 

so you can stop worrying,’ she said.  Yet, as she peered through the window, she realized 

it was André.  Annike wondered who had taken him home, since she had not seen that car 

before, and what was more, she could swear it was a woman, although she could not 

quite see her face from the distance and angle.  ‘No, it’s André,’ she said, in lackluster 

manner, she was still annoyed at not having his jacket to wear earlier to the party at 

Princess’ house, ‘and it looks like some girl took him home - and it didn’t look like 

Krystal either!’ she quipped. 

Maysi looked at Annike and saw the hint of defiance in her eyes, ‘you too 

mischievous,’ she said, ‘if it’s not Krystal, it’s none of your business, so leave it where it 

is!  Go open the door for him and save him the trouble of finding his keys.  It’s late 

enough without him having to waste time doing that.’ 

 Reluctantly Annike got up and went to the door.  She thought it might be a fine 

time to give him a good tongue lashing about not lending her his jacket; she had not 

gotten the chance in the car that morning.  As she opened the door, she could sense that 

André was not his usual cheery self, even at that hour.  His pensive look confirmed her 

suspicions - something was wrong.  For the moment, she forgot about cussing him out 

and asked, ‘Are you alright? What’s wrong?’ 

 ‘Is Mom still up?’ he asked, ignoring her question.  

 ‘Yes,’ Annike replied, ‘but that doesn’t answer my question.  You look like hell!  

What’s wrong?  Did you find out that your new chauffeur girlfriend is pregnant?’  She 



  
 

had hoped that he would smile at that, but his face remained the same.  Yes, now she was 

sure, something was definitely wrong! 

 Maysi, wondering why André had not come in to greet her (as was his usual 

custom, if she had not gone to bed) came out to the hall, ‘Hi, André, how was your day?’ 

she asked. 

 ‘I didn’t have much of one, Mom,’ he said, his words barely audible, as he turned 

away sullenly, as if to hide something he did not want them to see in his eyes. 

 Maysi could always tell when something was troubling him though, ‘What’s 

wrong, son?’ she asked.  Without answering her, he turned with tears rolling down his 

cheeks and kept on shaking his head.  Whatever it was must be hurting him bad, she 

thought.  ‘Tell me child’, she coaxed, ‘what is it?’  She shared his agony though ignorant 

of its cause and a thousand possible reasons flashed across her mind. 

 Pulling him into her arms, she held him in much the same way she had when he 

was younger and had his childish concerns.  Maysi could sense that Annike wanted to 

reach out to him as well, but her teenage bravado stopped her from touching him.  She 

simply repeated Maysi’s question, ‘what is it, André?  Can we help?’ 

 As she held him closer, Maysi’s thoughts continued to race, what could be hurting 

her son so much to cause him such grief?  She lightly stroked his back and thought it best 

to wait until he was ready to talk.  Maybe he would have told John if he were here she 

thought, but then John was not here - and that brought her back to her previous concern, 

where in Heaven’s name was John. 

 Maysi had not realized that André had stopped sobbing, but his words halted her 

thoughts and stunned her.  Slowly he had whispered, ‘Daddy is dead, Mom!’ 



  
 

 As the words slowly seeped into her consciousness, she heard Annike scream, 

‘What! Oh, God! NO!’ as she crumbled to the floor.  Maysi pulled away from André as if 

in a daze and slowly stooped on the last step of the stairs.  ‘What did you say, son?’ she 

muttered. 

 André knelt beside her and held her hand.  ‘He’s dead, Mom,’ he said, ‘three 

gunmen shot him today as he left the office for lunch.  They just robbed him and ran off.  

It was on the twelve o’ clock news on C.B.C. but they didn’t know his name at the time.  

His co-workers identified him in time for the one o’clock news.’ 

 

 Maysi had not listened to the one o’clock news - she was too busy with Sonia’s 

dress to get up - but she never imagined that the “unidentified victim” that they spoke of 

on the twelve o’ clock news could have been John … not her John! 



  
 

CHAPTER TWO 

IT was a hot day with not much breeze and Maysi sat on the verandah just gazing into 

space.  She could not bear the heat inside, so she had emerged with some cool lemonade 

to cool off.  The glass by her side was mainly water now though - she was so deep in her 

thoughts that she had forgotten the drink.  As she raised the glass to her lips she thought, 

‘It was a good day to be alive,’ yet she wondered whether she was alive any more. 

 

 Two weeks ago, they buried John at Doverest.  He got a good turn out.  All his 

friends and those of the family came out to pay their last respects.  It was three weeks 

since he had died.  For those three weeks she was, if not dead, certainly not alive.  

Amused at the thought, she whispered aloud, ‘Well, Maysi, if you’re not dead and you’re 

not alive, what are you?’  Her own words startled her.  She had hardly spoken since she 

had heard of John’s death.  ‘Just weary I suppose,’ she said, in answer to her own 

question, ‘just, weary,’ she repeated. 

 

 André was standing under the mango tree with one of his friends.  She was happy 

that he had finally settled down with friends like Steven here, instead of those like Gino 

and the others whom he met in the community that housed the Outreach Center operated 

by their close family friend, Rev. Ramsay.  As far as she was concerned, those boys, with 

all the help that the good Reverend was trying to offer, were still just a bad influence and 

Maysi had warned André to be wary of them. 

 As her gaze settled on André, she remembered being in his room with him a few 

nights after John’s death.  They had already finished having dinner and he had gone to his 



  
 

room.  They had not spoken of his father’s death since the night he brought home the 

news and she longed to reach him, because, like her, he had shut himself away. 

 She knocked on his door and asked ‘André, are you asleep?  Can I come in?’ 

 ‘You can come in, mom’ he answered. 

 Maysi had barely heard him, but she opened the door and found him sprawled 

across the bed.  ‘How are you doing, son?’ she asked. 

 André said nothing for a while and Maysi just sat beside him on the bed, until he 

turned to look at her.  The seconds passed as they merely gazed into each other’s eyes, 

concentrating on their own thoughts, but somehow looking for some answer that they 

could not find in themselves.  Holding him, for lack of words, Maysi brushed away the 

tears that began to flow from his eyes. 

‘It’s so unfair, Mom,’ he said, ‘why him?’ 

 Her heart broke yet again and she turned away from him. ‘I don’t know son, I 

don’t know!  And I know it hurts.  Heaven knows I hurt too.  But we’ve got to go on 

living.  Your father would have wanted it that way,’ she answered, as her own tears 

welled up in her eyes.  She felt as if the words came not from her, but from an inner being 

deep within her. 

 ‘Now he’ll never be able to see what I finally turned out to be, Mom.  I don’t 

know what I’m going to do.  This is the end!’  André said, as the tears continued to flow 

and his body shook with the sobs that came with them. 

 Maysi could say nothing - she had nothing to say; and then a still, small voice 

within her said, ‘If we believe it is the end then it is.  But, although it hurts, we are alive 

and life continues.  What you can do for your father right now is to be the best son that 



  
 

you can be.  Make him just as proud of you now, although he’s not here, as he was when 

he was here physically.  Death hurts the living and separates loved ones, yet it bears a 

lesson.  A lesson that will only be learnt with understanding.  Try to understand André, 

and see it as the will of God.  He has never been wrong yet, so He must be right now.’ 

 A silence suddenly settled on the room and Maysi realized that she had been 

talking aloud.  She wiped the tears from her eyes and urging him to look at her, she said, 

‘Death is final, André, but not the end of all life!’  She prayed that he would someday 

understand. Patting him lightly on the head, she got up and left the room.  Closing the 

door behind her, she descended the stairs heading towards the kitchen.  Work was what 

she needed to take her mind off everything.  Maybe she could bake a cake while reading 

up on some new recipe she could try out for dinner tomorrow.  On her way down she 

thought, just about now, not long ago, she would have been watching TV with John, (one 

of their favorite pastimes), but not anymore. 

 

 ‘Good-bye, Mrs. Fulbright’, Steven said, breaking her thoughts. 

Slowly she answered, ‘Good-bye, Steven, take care,’ and then, as an afterthought, 

she asked, ‘by the way, how is your mother?’ 

 ‘Fine, Mrs. Fulbright,’ he replied, ‘I’ll tell her you said, hi.’ 

 ‘I’ll just follow him part way, Mom,’ André shouted from the gate, ‘I’ll soon be 

back.’ 

 ‘O.K.,’ Maysi said, ‘but be careful, alright!’ Her last words were not necessary, 

but somehow she had become extremely protective of late.  After all, a twenty three-year-



  
 

old young man should more than be able to take care of himself on a trip within their 

community. 

 

 Maysi took another sip of the sorry excuse for lemonade and turned her thoughts 

to her daughter.  Annike had not been down all day and that was not like her.  She would 

wake late whenever she could afford to, but by eleven o’clock, she would be down for 

what ever you call the meal between breakfast and lunch - but not today.  ‘I should go up 

and see if anything is wrong,’ she thought. 

Annike was no better than André or herself.  They were all keeping their emotions 

locked inside.  Maysi sometimes imagined that it might be a little easier for the three of 

them if they all leaned on each other.  There was an old saying that she always found 

comforting - ‘In Unity lies Strength’.  It was one of John’s favorite phrases, especially 

when he wanted her to agree with him on something.  ‘Oh, baby, it would make it so 

much easier if we did it together, eh?’ he always coaxed, ‘in unity lies strength, 

remember?’ and as usual, (even when she knew he was just dropping his line to get her to 

please him), she would end up giving in. 

As she mounted the stairs, she thought of the future.  Where would the trauma of 

John’s death end?  What would she do now?  Financially they were o.k.  André and 

Annike were working, while going to evening classes at the University and she still made 

a decent living from her sewing, even with the rising cost of living.  Moreover, John’s 

Life Insurance Policies and the payments that were due to him from his Company 

amounted to quite a sizeable sum to allow for some investment.  She would have to rely 

on André for advice on that area though. 



  
 

What worried her was how would André and Annike survive the trauma 

emotionally?  They were both very close to John and depended on him as much as she 

did.  Maybe Annike was even closer because they both shared a special bond.  Yes, she 

thought, Annike was a major concern.  She had no idea how soon the consequences 

would materialize - already André was breaking and now Annike had locked herself 

away. 

Maysi needed something on which to hold.  Some hope for the dreaded 

tomorrows.  At the top of the stairs, the words stood out in her mind as a sentinel of hope, 

‘The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want…’  Maysi finished the prayer before she 

knocked on Annike’s door.  ‘Annike, Annike, are you awake?  Aren’t you hungry?’ she 

asked. 

‘I’m ok, Mom,’ Annike replied from within the room, ‘I just want to be alone for 

a while.’ 

‘I understand, sweetheart,’ Maysi said, ‘but can I come in for a minute?’ she 

asked.  Only silence greeted her words and on the verge of turning away, Annike said, 

‘You can come in, Mom.’ 

She entered the room and found Annike sitting on the side of her bed with one of 

the family albums in her lap.  Only the bedside lamp was on in the darkened room with 

the curtains drawn, but from the lamp’s glow, Maysi could tell that Annike had been 

crying.  This was once a happy room she thought - a tidy room too – but not today.  The 

dresser was in disarray with Annike’s cosmetics and clothing sprawled across it.  As well, 

though it was obvious that Annike had been awake for a while, the bed was still unmade - 

quite unlike her. 



  
 

Searching for the right words, Maysi could find nothing.  Finally, she settled for, 

‘I love you, sweetheart.  You’re not alone!’ 

Looking up, Annike said slowly, ‘I know that, Mom, but right now I feel so 

empty.  Something is missing.’ 

‘I know how you feel,’ Maysi said, ‘something is missing.  But maybe we could 

fill the empty space with our love for each other and André too - as a family.  Daddy 

would want it that way, don’t you think?’ 

‘He can’t want anything now, Mom,’ Annike retorted, almost violently, ‘he’s 

dead – remember!  What I want is to have him here.  Why did he have to go, Mom?  

Why?  Why?’  Annike was already in tears before her words ended. 

Maysi waited a while for the words to sink in and then softly said, ‘Don’t blame 

your father, sweetheart; it wasn’t his choice to go.  He was a good man. He loved you.  

You know that. He loved all of us.  He wouldn’t have left us any other way.’ 

‘I’m—I’m not blaming him, Mom,’ Annike stuttered, ‘but, but…’ she could not 

finish her words.  They just would not come - her tears flowed instead. 

Maysi held her in her arms. She thought it best to allow her to get it out of her 

system.  Then, when the tears died down she said, ‘I need you honey, don’t go away too.’  

With that, she got up and left with the words, ‘I left your breakfast in the oven.  It’s still 

warm.  You can have it when you come down’. 

Her own tears came as she left the room and descended the stairs.  Yet, she 

comforted herself with the thought that, at least, they spoke about the root cause of their 

concerns, and that was a start.  At the bottom of the stairs, Maysi remembered the end of 

the prayer, ‘…surely, Goodness and Mercy shall follow me all the days of my life.  And I 



  
 

will dwell in the house of the Lord, Forever.’  She thought of Rev. Ramsay’s comforting 

words on the many occasions that she had been to see him since John’s passing.  She 

wanted to dwell in the Lord’s house.  It would be a welcomed comfort in her time of 

indecision. 

 

Towards evening, about three days later, Maysi was setting the table for dinner 

when the doorbell rang.  Opening the door, she saw Mrs. Smith from next door.  ‘Hello, 

Mrs. Smith,’ she said, ‘how are you?’    

‘Not too bad, my dear,’ Mrs. Smith replied, ‘I just thought you could use some 

company.’ 

‘That I could,’ Maysi replied, ‘I was just setting the table for dinner, want to join 

us? I could set another place.’ 

Mrs. Smith reluctantly entered, ‘I really shouldn’t,’ she said, ‘but we haven’t seen 

much of each other of late so, why not!’ 

‘I would be grateful,’ Maysi said, and lifting her voice she cried out, ‘André, 

Annike, dinner is ready!’ 

About five minutes later Annike came down.  ‘Where is André?’  Maysi asked 

‘I don’t know, Mom,’ Annike replied, ‘I looked in his room on my way down, but 

he wasn’t there.  I thought he was down here.’ 

‘Well he’s not,’ Maysi said, ‘Did he say anything about going anywhere?’ 

‘No, Mom,’ Annike said, ‘at least, I don’t remember.’ 

‘If he’s not in his room and he’s not down here, where could he be,’ Maysi asked, 

‘did you check in the bathroom?’ 



  
 

‘Well I didn’t look in the look in there for him, but I did go in to wash my hands 

on my way down.  If he were in there I would have seen him.’  Annike replied. 

‘Then where is he?’ Maysi shouted, she could not control her anxiety, ‘He knows 

I don’t like him just leaving the house like that!’ 

‘Calm down, Maysi, calm down,’ Mrs. Smith said, ‘I’m sure there must be a 

simply explanation.  Stop worrying!’ 

 

Hours later, as Maysi prepared for bed, her son still having not turned up, she 

knelt beside her bed and prayed.  She simply prayed for comfort, she was not sure she 

wanted the answers - there was comfort in the unknown sometimes.  Besides, maybe she 

was worrying herself for nothing.  He was a grown man and he should not have to give 

her an itinerary every time he left the house.  Yet, the thought did not stop her from 

worrying. 

As she settled into bed, she hugged her pillow, much as a child would for comfort.  

Her fingers brushed against some sort of paper that was beneath the pillow.  anxiously, 

she pulled it out wondering just what it was.  The words scribbled on the blue sheet of 

paper melted within her:  

‘I have to go, Mom.  I want to understand.  Somehow I 

must find the answers to even the questions I haven’t 

thought of asking yet.  Please, please, don’t worry.’ 

 

First John had left and now André.  Would Annike go too?  Was she to end up 

alone because of the vile actions of three youngsters (according to the news reports) who 



  
 

were no older than the age of her own children?  – ‘Amazing Grace, how sweet the 

sound…’ somehow just was not as comforting as it was on the day when her husband had 

died.  She sang it any way, more within her heart than with the words, as she settled into 

a restless sleep. 

 



  
 

CHAPTER THREE 

ANDRÉ leaned against the light post, slowly puffing the ‘spliff’ he held in his hand.  He 

was on top of the world.  Yet, something deep within him (perhaps his background) told 

him what he was doing was wrong.  He shrugged the feeling aside and took another draw.  

This could have been his fourth or fifth night, he had lost count – he did not want to get 

off the ‘high’ he was on. 

 ‘Ah good ganja this yuh know, André!’ Gino said, ‘ah nuh bush weed this!’ 

 ‘Yeh, man!’ André replied, ‘good stuff!’ 

 It was almost a week since he had left home.  He knew his mom must be 

worrying.  Yet he could not face her now – he did not want to face her.  He still had not 

found his answers and he could not face his home without the smiling face of his father.  

He could not bear the hurt of the empty chair at the dinner table or even the uncommon 

feeling of having to drive himself to work.  Home held too many memories – too many 

questions and too few answers. 

 Among his friends, he thought of the word ‘friends’ and it did not quite fit the 

people he was with right now.  Adjusting his choice of words, he thought, among this 

group the questions were far away.  The reality of being fatherless, after having had such 

a loving and caring father for twenty-three years, was like a memory.  Out here, the ties 

did not bind.  Out here, life was meaningless.  Yet, mere existence right now was a lot 

better than a life of growing pain. 

 

 



  
 

 In the days while he was away from home, in mere existence, he ironically, 

nevertheless, experienced the greatest pain and agony of all that he had felt since the 

death of his father.  Even the horrible day of laying his body to rest at Doverest was 

slightly better than the agony of being away from his family and wondering about their 

happiness.  How was Annike taking his departure?  Did she stop smiling or even tone 

down her cantankerous, but yet loving nature?  Was she there for his mother now that he 

had left?  The questions haunted him day and night. 

  As André tried to sleep in the one room bungalow, which Gino and his girlfriend, 

Marcie, called home, he relived the events of his father’s death and the time right after.   

 

Krystal came running into his Department just as he had finished his morning 

assignments and was about to go for lunch, ‘Oh, my God, André! André!’ she shouted, 

‘LISTEN!’ as she placed her pocket radio on his desk. 

 Krystal was one of his good friends.  She was one of the first persons he met 

when he joined the Utility Company two years ago.  They liked each other a lot and 

André wanted more out of the relationship although Krystal did not think she was ready 

for any real commitment yet.  They compromised by taking one day at a time.  She had 

been to his home a couple of times too and had gotten along well with his family.  

Annike loved her and she had become more than just his friend, but more a friend of the 

family. 

 There was something about her André appreciated.  Krystal was not naïve, but she 

was inexperienced, or, at best, appeared that way.  She was a bit of a tease too.  Yet, most 

of it was just fun.  He longed for and cherished their numerous calls to each other during 



  
 

the days at work – some times just to say, ‘Hi’.  They disagreed with each other 

frequently too. Yet, he could not remember them ever being truly angry at each other.  

His father’s favorite comment where Krystal was concerned was always, ‘That girl will 

make a man out of you yet, André!’ 

 Krystal looked pale and frightened.  ‘What is it, Krystal?’ André asked. 

 ‘LISTEN!’ she repeated, almost in a panic. 

 The radio announcer was saying, ‘…And just to repeat that late item coming into 

the News Room – The unidentified man who was shot and killed in front of the 

Downtown Kingston Branch of Mutual Owners Bank has been identified as Mr. John 

James Fulbright of a Upper St. Andrew address.  Mr. Fulbright, who worked at the Bank 

as a Senior Accountant, was on his way to lunch when three gunmen shot and robbed him 

of his possessions.   Eyewitnesses report that the gunmen, who were in their late teens, 

fled the scene on foot.  The local CIB is investigating…’ 

 Silence filled the room as the realization of the event struck André and his co-

workers.  ‘Oh, God.  No!  Not Daddy,’ André cried, ‘Not Daddy!’ 

 Holding him close, Krystal said, ‘I’m sorry, André.’ 

It dawned on André that it was the first time Krystal had ever voluntarily hugged 

him and certainly the first time she had shown any real affection for him in the office.  

Yet, the agony of the news he had just heard made it a fleeting thought. 

 

 André arrived at the parish Public Hospital about an hour later.  He had spent the 

time on the phone getting information on the location of the body from the nearest Police 

Station to the incident.  He used the opportunity also to ask them not to pass on any 



  
 

information to his mother about the matter, as he wanted to tell her himself, along with 

personally handling the identification process to save her the pain.  With the thread of 

hope that it was not his father, he decided not to go directly home to tell his mother or 

even to call her or Annike.  Until he saw Daddy for himself, he would never be certain. 

 Alighting from the cab, he realized that a simple call to the Bank could have 

confirmed the news.  Yet, he wondered how many Senior Accountants with the name 

Fulbright (his father’s exact name, in fact) could have worked at the exact Bank as his 

father – too many coincidences to hope for, he thought.  Yet, hope was all he had, so he 

held on anyway. 

 

 A blood stained white sheet covered the body lying on the table.  André felt cold. 

The room was cold.  ‘Are you sure you can handle this, son?’ the Attendant asked. 

 André nodded, ‘I have to.’ 

 Pulling the sheet aside, André met what used to be the smiling face of his father.  

Now it was battered and blood stained.  His suit transformed from the immaculate blue he 

wore in the morning to a deathlike burgundy.  Yes, it was his father.  Daddy was dead!  

His lifeless body lay before him as proof. 

 

 There was much André did before the day ended.  Visits to the Police Station, his 

father’s work place, back to his office and a little time by himself to decide how to break 

the news at home.  He remembered how difficult it was, years ago, to tell his mother that 

his little puppy Rex had died.  Now it was not Rex.  Rex had died thirteen years ago.  



  
 

Now it was his father.  Now he wanted to die himself – or, at best – kill the bastards that 

took his father’s life. 

 

 Annike met him at the door after Krystal dropped him off at the gate.  He had 

sensed that, unlike the other similar occasions when she had taken him home, she did not 

want to come in.  He didn’t want her to either and he appreciated the fact that she knew 

him well enough, to know that telling his mother and sister the news would be something 

he had to do alone.  He had planned to just sit on the step on the verandah and get his 

thoughts together before going in, but Annike had robbed him of that.  The agony of 

telling them the news was something he yet had to overcome. 

 

 A week after many condolences from even people whom they knew never meant 

their words of cheer they laid Daddy to rest.  A simple box bore his remains.  He was a 

simple man at heart, with so much love, who had always said he wanted a simple exit 

from this life. 

 The Church was packed and overflowing.  The tears flowed freely.  Mom tried to 

be strong, but she did not fool André.  Annike tried to be her usual self, but, though she 

smiled, André saw that the sparkle in her eyes had dimmed noticeably.  Rev. Ramsay 

asked the searching questions, as he delivered the sermon from the pulpit, ‘Death where 

is thy sting? … Grave where is thy victory?’  Mom sung heartrendingly, ‘Oh what a 

sunrise it’s going to be, Death will loose its sting and the grave its victory…’ Yet André 

felt the sting of Death and recognized the triumph of the grave as they laid his father into 

its open arms. 



  
 

 

 ‘André, you are the man of the house now, you know.  Take care of your mother, 

you hear?’ 

 ‘God bless you, my son.  Don’t worry.’ 

 ‘… He was a good man…’ 

 The attempts at comforting him were many, but he could hardly remember the 

names or faces that brought the words. 

 As Krystal came over, he shook himself from the closet within his mind, ‘Thanks 

for coming,’ he said. 

 ‘There’s nothing to thank me for, André,’ she said, ‘he was like a father to me.  

He was going to be my father-in-law!  And now he isn’t here.’ 

 André looked startled and then he smiled, ‘You mean that?’ he asked. 

 ‘Yes, I do,’ she replied, ‘but we’ll talk later.  Right now Mommy needs you.  We 

have the rest of our lives to talk.  Look at this when you have some time though,’ she 

continued, as she handed him a small envelope and kissed him on the cheek while 

ushering him towards his mother whom well-wishers had surrounded.  He could see the 

agonizing look on his mother’s face and realized that they were doing more harm than 

good.  Anxiously he went over to see if he could tactfully get her away. 

 

 Later on, as they drove home, he read Crystal’s note, (Annike had insisted on 

driving).  The words touched him.  He thought of Crystal’s attitude since his father’s 

death and wondered, although with great reservation, if a lot of her outward affection was 



  
 

not just pity.  He would have to work that out in his mind - he did not want her pity, he 

wanted her love!  He read on… 

 
‘I know you feel bad, André, and, though there’s not much I can 

do, I will be glad to do whatever I can to help.  Although you may 

feel nobody understands – I would like to try!  Moreover, if you 

think you will never be happy again, just give yourself time.  A 

person like you, who has brought so much happiness to others, 

will see that happiness finds its way back to you.  But, until it 

does (and I know it will) just remember – I’m here, I’m thinking 

about you, I’m praying for you – and my wish for you (multiplied 

a thousand times) is better days ahead, especially for both of us – 

TOGETHER. 

       Love, 

       Krystal.’ 

 
 The feeling of pity never left him, but the words did offer comfort.  He must have 

read it a million times since that day and now.  He cherished the bit of paper, almost as 

much as he cherished her.  The thought reminded him that he had not seen her since that 

day.  He had stayed away from her while wrestling with his pride about her true feelings. 

After that, in frustration about everything, he had just decided to leave without 

even telling her good-bye.  She must be worrying about him.  He was actually on leave, 

at his Manager’s suggestion, but he should have called her, if only to say ‘Hi’.  He did 

miss her. 



  
 

 

 Turning slightly on the cot to find a more comfortable position, the thought struck 

him, ‘Go home, André!  Too many people must be worried.  The answers you seek could 

be at home, if you look hard enough.’ – He really wanted to go home now.  He wanted to 

see his mother and Annike, and he wanted to see Krystal.   

As he laid in the darkness searching for answers, he realized that he did not want 

to wreck his life.  The road he was traveling on now could lead to that, but it was not his 

intent.  What he wanted were the answers.  Why did those youths kill his father?  Daddy 

did not deserve that kind of death!  Yes, answers and something slightly more – he 

wanted to know that his father would be just as proud of him, now that he was not here, 

as he had been when he was here.  He was not quite certain he could achieve that end by 

remaining where he was and being away from his family. 

 He pulled Crystal’s note from his pocket and kissed it - torn between love and 

pride, as the gap widened with the indecision of the unknown.  He was not about to 

become a charity case and he did not cherish the thought of seeing the other two members 

of his family breaking.  He just could not make up his mind as he settled into a restless, 

yet, slightly comforting sleep with the thought that tomorrow was another day.  Maybe he 

could decide then, if it was not just a question of indecision to no end. 



  
 

CHAPTER FOUR 

MAYSI stirred from her restless sleep.  She pulled the covers over her head dreading the 

thought of getting up.  Visions of the scenes from her dreams flashed across her mind – 

André was in deep trouble and she had not the means by which to help him.  If John were 

here, he would know what to do!  Yet, if he were, she realized, they would not be facing 

these problems. 

 The stark headlines from the weekend ‘INVESTIGATOR’, a local newspaper, 

replaced the visions of her dreams, ‘…Thirteen-year old girl raped by seven men…  

Businessman offers money and bribes for sex…’ Maysi thought of André and hoped that 

these would not be the things he would get involved in to satisfy his quest for 

understanding or his need for revenge.  She could understand his dilemma, but she knew 

those were not the answers. 

 Slowly she got up from the bed and silently asked God for strength and guidance 

to be able to break the news to Annike.  They had killed her father and now her brother 

had decided to leave. How much more would she be able to take?  

 Turning to collect André’s note from beneath the pillow, her eyes fixed on the 

unruffled side of the bed.  Her sleep had been restless but she had never been a fidgety 

sleeper.  The covers on one side of the bed lay smooth and undisturbed.  Not too long ago 

the calm, sleeping face of her husband for twenty-five years, would have lain beneath 

those covers, as she rose up at this early hour.  Just for a moment, she would disturb him 

to steal her morning kiss before tiptoeing from the room - but not any more. 

Against her will, the tears flowed down her cheeks forming clear streams of water 

pouring unto her nightgown.  Deep sobs evoked from her inner being as even her soul 



  
 

seemed to rock with her grief.  In the dimly lit confines of her room, engulfed by 

loneliness, Maysi crumbled to the floor in a bundled heap.  ‘Oh, Dear God,’ she cried, ‘I 

can’t take much more.’ 

 Only minutes later (but what seemed like hours to her) she stirred from her 

drunken state of despair.  The tears still flowed, but a sense of peace had filled her soul.  

‘God, in His goodness,’ she thought, ‘would work it out.’  Unfolding André’s note again 

she read, ‘…Please, please don’t worry.’ 

 Lifting herself from the floor, Maysi routinely straightened the room.  Partially to 

regain her composure, but largely to fulfill a compulsion she had, since John’s death, to 

tidy the room right after rising in the mornings.  Looking around her, she was amazed at 

the apparent changes that had occurred.  What had been a happy room,(in fact, a small 

haven) for John and herself, had been transformed with his death, to a lifeless enclosure 

holding too many memories for her troubled heart.  The creeping shadows of those 

memories that no longer bore life eclipsed the Light, which formerly emanated radiantly 

from the sky blue colors of the walls. 

 Fixing her gaze on the single picture of them that adorned the chest of drawers, a 

sharp pain struck her.  She could not easily describe the pain, but finally, she settled for 

belated premonition – the picture held a strange aura of gloom - painted on smiles 

replaced the genuine warmth – Death had captured even the past. 

 Maysi wanted to get away from the room.  Her desperation heeded the 

antagonism of an enraged captive.  She was coherent enough to know that the trauma she 

was undergoing was largely within her mind.  Yet, the rationality of the thought did little 



  
 

to ease much less erase the pain.  She wanted John!  She missed him and it was terrible 

not having him here. 

 Her chores executed to her satisfaction, Maysi turned to leave the room when she 

heard a knock on the door.  It was Annike asking, ‘Mom, can I come in?’ 

 ‘Sure, sweetheart,’ Maysi quickly answered, and as Annike entered the room she 

could not help asking, ‘what are you doing up so early?’ 

 ‘I just can’t sleep,’ Annike replied, ‘I was thinking about André.  Where he is and 

why he felt he had to go away and leave us at a time like this.’   She looked on the verge 

of breaking.  Maysi also noticed that she had not changed her clothes from the night 

before – quite unlike Annike!  Moreover, there was a slight air of defiance in her voice 

and mannerism.  There was something different about her, but Maysi could not quite put 

her finger on it.  This did not seem like her little girl at all.  Inwardly, Maysi smiled at the 

thought of Annike as a little girl.  Yes – she was her little girl, and would always be.  Yet, 

at twenty-one, Annike was definitely more a growing and maturing young woman than 

any ‘little girl’ she could imagine.  ‘Do you think he’ll come back, Mom?’  Annike 

ended.  

 Maysi stared at Annike for a few moments before answering.  She wondered how 

Annike had known that André had in fact left when she had not even seen his note.  ‘Yes, 

Annike,’ she said, ‘I think he will.  André loves us.  You know that!  And he knows that 

we love him.  But, there comes a time in our lives sometimes when we need to find 

ourselves.  And to find answers to questions that we would rather not even ask.  A time 

when we need to get away, I didn’t want him to go, sweetheart.  Yet, maybe we need to 

try to understand.  Here, read this’ – she ended, as she handed her André’s note and 



  
 

turned away.  She did not believe much of what she had just said to Annike, but she felt 

she had to be strong for her. 

 Interrupting Maysi’s thoughts, Annike said, ‘I hope he comes back, Mom.  He 

seems to be way out of it.  In fact,’ she smiled, ‘I think, no strike that, I KNOW he will!’ 

 Maysi did not believe Annike either.  Yet, ‘In Unity Lies Strength’, and if they 

were going to be unified in their belief (even if that belief was founded in mere faith and 

hope, rather than fact) then they would survive.  She was not about to shatter that hope 

now.  ‘At least we’re agreed on that,’ she said, ‘come, let’s go down and get something to 

eat.’ 

 They left the room together and descended the stairs with their arms around each 

other.  Half way down Maysi stopped, she looked at Annike and smiled, ‘I love you, 

sweetheart,’ she said. 

‘I love you too, Mom,’ Annike replied. 

They held on a little bit tighter – just a little bit tighter than before and Maysi 

looked up to the ceiling.  Within her heart, she whispered, ‘Thank you God.  God of 

mercy and Grace; out of such a wretched situation you have brought good.  And 

answered my prayer too, in your own way, because I didn’t even have to tell my little girl 

the hurtful news.  You did it for me and used me as a buffer to soothe her fears.’  Good 

had come from the agony Maysi had felt earlier that morning – it was a long time since 

she had physically held her daughter.  Kids today hate too much sentimental stuff, 

especially at Annike’s age, when they felt they were men and women now.  Yes – it was 

a long time since she had felt so close to her daughter. The way the morning started, the 



  
 

loneliness and the hurt didn’t matter now.  Now she was strangely happy as she felt the 

warmth of her daughter’s touch. 



  
 

CHAPTER FIVE 

‘WHAT would you like to eat, Mom?’ Annike asked, ‘I feel for something special.  In 

fact, tell me quickly!  Because guess what? – Breakfast is on me!  Today I want you to 

just relax and let me serve you.’ 

 Maysi was slightly startled.  It was not that she was surprised … no, take that 

back - she was surprised!  In fact, she was astonished - Annike, offering to make 

breakfast!  ‘Well, “wonders never cease”,’ she thought. 

 Searching for the right words, not wanting to offend Annike or spoil the quality of 

the moment, Maysi said, ‘I really don’t know.  What were you thinking of?’ 

 ‘Oh, I don’t know myself,’ Annike replied, ‘how about fried ‘Johnny’ cakes and 

liver?  Have we got any Liver fridge?’ 

 ‘Yes, I think so,’ Maysi said, ‘look in the freezer.  It’s been a while since I had 

any ‘Johnny’ cakes for breakfast.  Oh, by the way, did you know that its real name is 

‘Journey’ cakes’?  In the old days, they use to make them to eat while on long journeys or 

while selling at the market or at work out in the fields.  They were easy to carry and not 

liable to spoil.  But, as usual, we Jamaicans always eat off our letters and create our own 

terms, like Kentucky Fri’ Chicken, instead of Kentucky “Fried” Chicken.’ 

 ‘Really, I didn’t know that,’ Annike responded, obviously interested in the new 

information. 

 ‘Well, now you do,’ Maysi said, ‘did you find the liver?’ 

 ‘Yes,’ Annike replied, she had already taken it from the freezer, ‘but, it might take 

a while to thaw out, I’ll just let it soak in some water while I knead the flour.’ 



  
 

Maysi got up from the chair and said, ‘While you’re busy with that, I’ll put on 

some water in the kettle.  I could use a cup of coffee.  Maybe I could go on stripping the 

Liver for you too.’ 

Annike looked at her with a frown, as if to say, ‘I thought I told you, I would look 

after breakfast.’ 

Recognizing the look, Maysi added, ‘o.k. I’ll just look about the coffee, alright.’ 

 Annike smiled, as she poured the flour into the mixing bowl, ‘I know it’s a bit 

hard for you to sit and do nothing, Mom.  But, just this once, please let me do it.  Besides, 

you look as if you could use some rest a lot more than having your coffee.’ 

 Maysi could not argue with that.  She did feel worn out and she knew André’s 

disappearance had much to do with it.  ‘All right, my dear,’ she said, ‘I’ll just sit here and 

watch you.  But, if you need any help, just holler!’ 

 Sitting across from Annike at the kitchen counter, Maysi did just that.  She 

thought of the numerous Sunday mornings that they shared the kitchen together.  Annike 

was always a helpful child with an interest in learning how to do new things in the home.  

Her questions, as a little girl, were endless, and usually came at the most inconvenient 

times, when Maysi could hardly answer them properly.  Yet, Maysi always appreciated 

her sense of curiosity.  Some day she would make someone a very fine wife, she always 

thought.  Oh, sure, she would give her husband hell too with her stubbornness, but she 

would take very good care of him, especially if she loved him - and Maysi could not see 

her marrying for anything else but love. 

 Maysi knew that an interest in learning the general household chores was not the 

only thing that spurred Annike, though.  A large part of it was her love for her father.  



  
 

She wanted to be able to help so that John could be proud of her.  Maysi remembered the 

first time that Annike had set the table.  In her jubilation that evening when Maysi had 

finally said ‘yes’ after weeks of constant requests, and equally constant refusals, Annike 

had set it wrong.  The knives were to the left of the plates and the forks to the right. 

Maysi had not had time to check Annike’s handiwork before serving the meal.  In 

her attempt to finish a dress for a client, she had started dinner late and John liked to eat 

on time so he could finish the paper work he usually brought home from the office in 

time to go to bed early. 

While entering the dining room with the meal she called out, ‘John, André!  Come 

and get it!’  By the time she brought the last course in, John and André were already at 

the table.  As she entered the room, she found them in a fit of laughter about something. 

‘Are you sure you don’t need any help, baby?’  John asked. 

With a look of confusion on her face, Maysi asked, ‘Help?  Why do you ask?  

Dinner is ready!’ 

‘We know that, Mom,’ André said, ‘but, look at how the table is set.’ 

He could not contain his laughter (though it was obviously in good humor) and 

John, trying to contain his, but failing miserably, had to surrender to the roaring 

crescendo that evoked from his lips. 

‘I’m sorry, baby,’ John said, ‘but, I’ve never seen you set the table like this 

before.  You must have had a lot on your mind.’ 

By the time Maysi had realized the error; Annike entered the room and asked, 

‘What’s the joke?  How come I’m not included in it?’ 



  
 

‘It’s Mom,’ André said, ‘she kind of forgot how to set the table.  All the knives 

and forks are set wrong,’ he burst out laughing again with the volume rising with each 

passing moment. 

Until Annike said in a bitchy retort, ‘But, Mom didn’t set the table, I DID!’ 

The room fell to an icy silence.  Annike had a pride so large that even a klutz 

could not miss hitting it from fifty yards out, and she was not taking their laughter very 

well. 

‘That serves me right for trying to be helpful!’ she screamed as she ran from the 

room. 

‘Now look what you’ve both done,’ Maysi said. 

André looked sullen and John, with a sigh, said, ‘But, we didn’t know she had set 

the table, baby. We thought it was you.  We weren’t laughing at her.  We were laughing 

at you and even then, we never meant any harm.  Did we, André?’ 

Maysi did not wait on André to answer, she knew that, but Annike did not.  ‘Well, 

tell that to Annike, not me,’ she said, ‘and you better do it quickly or the dinner will be 

ruined.  The Macaroni and Cheese won’t be any good if it gets cold.’ 

It took john all of fifteen minutes to get Annike down from her room.  By then the 

dinner was barely warm.  Yet, the one good thing about it was that in the end, they were 

all able to laugh, including Annike, about what was a simple mistake. 

Annike had known how to set the table but she was so anxious, wanting to get 

John’s praise, and especially wanting to finish it before her mother came in and wanted to 

finish it for her.  In the end, she did get his praise.  Maysi could still hear his words to 

Annike, ‘We all make mistakes, honey.  We’re not perfect, but, at least you tried.  And I 



  
 

love you for it.  Now all you have to do is to learn from your mistake.  That’s how we 

grow.’ 

 

That was a long time ago though.  Annike had set the table for dinner the 

following Sunday.  It was perfect.  She even laid the spoons for the appetizer this time, 

although they had none (Maysi had forgotten that the canned soups were finished).  This 

time they laughed together, as any family should. 

 

‘Mom, don’t you hear the kettle whistling?’ Annike asked, ‘you look like you 

were far away.’ 

‘You’re right,’ Maysi said, ‘I didn’t hear a thing.  I was far away’. 

Later in the morning after breakfast, while they were washing the dishes together, 

at Maysi’s insistence, Mrs. Smith came over to check on whether André had shown up 

since the evening before. 

Maysi handed her the note as the only new development since she had left. 

‘But, have you any idea where he might go, Maysi?’ Mrs. Smith asked, ‘what 

about his friends?’ 

‘I really don’t know Mrs. Smith…’ Maysi stopped…  Mrs. Smith never did like 

her calling her by her surname, although Maysi could not comfortably call her anything 

else.  The age difference between them was significant and, out of respect, and partially 

the way she was brought up, Maysi felt she should call her ‘Mrs. Smith’… cautiously she 

continued, ‘…Agatha, I was thinking of calling some of his friends today to see if he is 

with any of them.’ 



  
 

That had been Maysi’s intention, but carried away with the events of the morning 

and her bonding with Annike, it had slipped her mind completely.  Her memories of the 

Biblical story of the ‘Prodigal Son’ flashed across her mind.  How long André would be 

away for, she did not know.  He may never return; as well as he could.  Yet, if it were at 

all possible to make Annike realize that she loved her until she might be ready to leave as 

well, Maysi would grasp that possibility.  No, she had not forgotten or replaced André so 

quickly.  Yet, while he was away, Annike was still here. 

‘Let me get on the phone and see how many I can remember and contact,’ Maysi 

said. 

‘O.k., Maysi,’ Mrs. Smith said, ‘I’m going by the supermarket to get a few things.  

When I get back I’ll check to see if there’s any news.’ 

Mrs. Smith left and Maysi watched her go in silence, until she felt Annike’s hands 

on her shoulders, ‘Remember, he’ll be back, Mom!’ she reminded her. 

Halfheartedly, Maysi smiled and said, ‘Yes, I remember.’ 

Though she remembered their words, increasingly she lacked belief in them any 

at all.  It was possible that André would not return.  If that was the final verdict, then one 

day they would have to face it – maybe not today though, she thought. 

Maysi dialed Steven’s number first.  He was André’s closet friend as far as she 

knew.  She did not expect to find Steven at home at that time because it was a weekday 

and he would be at work, but maybe his family could tell if André had been to the home 

since last evening though.  ‘No, Mrs. Fulbright, André hasn’t been here.  Steven even 

said he wanted to come by your house later to see how he was doing.  Is something 

wrong?’ Steven’s mother was saying on the phone. 



  
 

‘No, not really, Mrs. Brown,’ Maysi said, ‘at least, I hope not.  It’s just that André 

hasn’t been home since last evening and he left a note saying he was going away to find 

some answers to all the problems he was facing.  I just want to know if he’s with any of 

his friends.’ 

The conversation ended with the usual cordial pleasantries one would expect 

between casual acquaintances.  Their paths had only crossed because of the friendship 

between André and Steven.  In fact, they had first met at John’s funeral.  Mrs. Brown 

encouraged her to keep the faith and hope for the best, while promising to tell Steven the 

news and inquire if he knew anything about André’s whereabouts. 

Maysi made at least six more calls with similar answers.  No one that she knew 

and could contact by phone had seen André since yesterday.  Not between the times, he 

had left and when she called anyway.  She was about to give up on the possibility of 

getting any news by way of phone when she remembered she had not tried Krystal.  How 

could she have forgotten her?  If André had been close to anybody, it certainly was 

Krystal.  She was convinced that if Krystal did not know where he was, then nobody she 

knew could possibly know.  She prayed desperately that Krystal would have some news 

as she anxiously dialed numbers. 

It took Maysi an agonizing five minutes or more to get to Krystal.  It was always 

so difficult to get through to the Utility Company - the numbers were always either busy 

or ringing without an answer.  With tenacity of spirit, Maysi kept on dialing number after 

number in the sequence for the switchboard, until to her surprise, the Operator answer, 

‘…National Utility Company, can I help you?’ 



  
 

When Maysi finally spoke to Krystal and recounted the story as she had on the 

seven other calls, Krystal’s immediate response was, ‘what did you say, Mommy, André 

what?’ 

Maysi’s heart sank.  Krystal did not know where he was either.  She obviously did 

not know he had even left.  ‘Oh, Dear God,’ she screamed within her mind, ‘this was the 

last hope, the last straw, and even this has been taken from me.  Where is my son and 

what is he doing and what are the answers he seeks?  Perhaps they’re right here at home, 

if he would only look to find them.  Oh, Dear Jesus, bring him home safely to me.  Don’t 

let me loose him too!’ 

Gathering her wits together after the initial shock of the news, Krystal felt she 

could have been out of line with her remark.  Perhaps a bit too familiar and she felt she 

could have offended Mrs. Fulbright, especially against her silence on the other end of the 

line.  ‘I’m sorry, Mrs. Fulbright, I didn’t mean to be rude or offensive by what I said, but 

…’ Krystal was saying.  Yet, all Maysi heard were the words ‘rude’ and ‘offensive’ and 

that Krystal was speaking in an apologetic tone. 

‘I’m sorry, honey,’ Maysi said, ‘but I hardly heard a word you were saying.  What 

was that again?’ 

Krystal repeated her apology and Maysi, in spite of herself, laughed.  ‘No need to 

apologize my child,’ she said, ‘I understand.  And, by the way, I’ve become accustomed 

to your calling me, ‘Mommy’, so don’t start calling me ‘Mrs. Fulbright’ again, o.k.?’ 

They both laughed.  In the midst of the storm, they had found a temporary port – a 

diversion that brought warmth, if not comfort and answers. 



  
 

Maysi had known that Krystal’s remarks were borne out of love and concern for 

André.  She had reacted similarly on many occasions in the past when she received 

information on some crazy thing that John had done.  Her initial response on those 

occasions was just as impulsive as that of Krystal, irrespective of her association with the 

individuals bearing the news. 

They eventually ended the conversation in tears; both grieving in their own plight 

and for their own reasons, as the rising ebb of the sea of ignorance and doubt surrounding 

André’s disappearance washed away their temporary port. 

 

 

That was the first day of André’s disappearance.  Not much changed the following day.  

They merely existed in a void.  Mrs. Smith came and apologized for not returning the day 

before and inquired of any further news.  There was not much to give - excepting that, 

Maysi knew no one who knew about André’s whereabouts. 

The days dragged by slowly, as they settled into a simple routine.  A day seemed 

like a year and though Maysi and Annike tried to put their best out, they slowly sank into 

a wave of despondence. 

Maysi stopped sewing; she could not concentrate on her work.  She noticed more 

and more also that Annike was changing.  They were slight changes, but significant ones 

nevertheless.  Little things like her not having much of an appetite.  Nothing used to stop 

Annike from eating – not even sickness.  She hardly slept too, and what was of great 

concern to her was that she could almost swear that Annike had lost a lot of weight.  

Rationally, she had countered, however, that maybe even she herself was not in much 



  
 

shape and she finally dismissed her concerns for Annike as just physical signs of the 

stress they were both experiencing. 

In the ensuing days, there was hardly much interaction between Annike and 

Maysi.  They both seemed to exist in their own ‘space’.  Maysi spent most of her time in 

the presence of God or was it just soul searching; and though their relationship did not go 

beyond the realm of mere requests for answers from her troubled heart to one of  

commitment to the faith, she, somehow, found comfort in Him.  He did not offer tangible 

answers or any substance to which she could hold fast in desperation.  Instead, he offered 

the gift of faith – the sustenance of life, which, if she supped long enough and often 

enough, would provide the means for the preservation of her sanity in the engulfing sea 

of ignorance. 

At the end of each day, as she laid in despairing torment, fighting steadfast for 

sleep, but proving futile to the task.  The one thought that brought rest (however uneasy) 

was that her God knew best; he had the answers and, ‘… all things work together for 

good, to them that love the Lord…’ 

 

There were mornings when Maysi woke from restless sleep that had been plagued by 

tormenting scenes of the locale of her son and the terrifying death of her husband, lover 

and friend.  There were nights when she woke in fright; drenched in musty sweat that was 

borne from riotous twisting and turnings – the physical evidence of the emotional trauma 

of her subconscious exploits of running, from what she hardly knew.  She would lie in 

bed and simply pray: 

 
 



  
 

Dear God, when I am lonely 
And, perhaps, I feel despair. 
Let not my ailing heart forget 
That you hear every prayer. 
 
Remind me, that no matter what 
I do or fail to do, 
There still is hope for me, 
As long as I have faith in you. 
 
Let not my eyes be blinded 
By some folly I commit 
But, help me to regret my wrong 
And make up for it. 
 
Inspire me to put my fears 
Upon a hidden shelf 
And, in the future, 
Never be sorry for myself. 
 
Give me the restful sleep I need 
Before another Dawn 
And bless me in the morning 
With the COURAGE to go on. 
 

Adapted. 
  
 
 It was not her prayer; she had read it somewhere, and could not remember the 

name of the author, although she tried to on many occasions.  Because had she known the 

name of the author, there would be, a least, one kindred soul with whom she could have 

shared her sorrows and pains.  The author would have had to have experienced similar 

grief (or at best, known the power of God) to have captured so vividly and accurately her 

mixed and tormented emotions.  It was a prayer that spoke to Maysi’s heart and brought 

her that bit closer to God.  Her ‘ailing heart’ had sometimes forgotten that God heard 

every prayer.  She had also blamed herself sometimes (for some inexplicable reason) for 

the tragedy she was experiencing.  The prayer taught her that even if that were so (and 



  
 

deep down, she knew it was not) then God would understand and she did not need to 

worry.  Her fears, she longed to put away ‘upon a hidden shelf’ and cherished the hope of 

‘restful sleep’ before the waking dawn and knew her God would bless her, in that coming 

dawn, with the ‘courage to go on’. 

 He would do it in spite of the fact that she was not a Christian - in spite of the fact 

that she had no conscious commitment to the faith.  The reality of the thought had 

overpowered her on many occasions since John’s death. 

 She knew she had not accepted Jesus Christ as her personal Savior, nor his 

precious offer of forgiveness.  She hardly went to Church, being so preoccupied with 

other things, and had hardly insisted on the children leading a particularly Christian life.  

As long as they tried to do good - the best they knew how – based on their background, 

that was enough for John and herself – at least it had been while John was still here.  Yet, 

she knew the power of Jesus and she had a resounding faith in the Goodness and mercy 

of God.  She did not need the in-depth knowledge of the Bible, nor the regular association 

with ‘believers’ to cement her anchor in His love.  She longed to own Him as her own 

though and maybe someday she would; but she was not ready yet. 

 She wondered whether John had been ready at the inopportune time of his death.  

She feared he had not been ready and grieved even more at the thought. 

 Had those youths not only robbed him of him of his earthly life, but also his 

chance of eternal life in Christ Jesus? 

 

 Annike’s behavior got stranger and stranger as the days went by, with little things 

that did not matter before beginning to annoy her.  Increasingly, she appeared as a riotous 



  
 

volcano on the verge of erupting.  Maysi dreaded that eruption.  She did not think she 

would survive, especially if it meant Annike’s departure too, and anything was possible 

in the additional confusion and pain that they existed in since André’s departure. 

 

 On the eighth day of that departure, without warning, Maysi’s fears came to life, 

as the volcano erupted: 

 

Mrs. Smith had come over to inquire, (as she did each day), on whether André had 

returned.  She repeated the same things she had said for the past seven days and, even 

Maysi was getting tired of the monotony of the scene. 

 Maysi knew her interest was borne out of genuine concern, because she was very 

fond of André, but she was beginning to tire even Maysi’s patience. 

 ‘… Oh, I wonder where he is. Where could he be?’ As Mrs. Smith repeated the 

familiar phrases, Annike lost her cool (or was it her head?). 

 ‘What’s wrong with you?’ Annike screamed, ‘every day you come and ask the 

same questions!  If we knew where he was, would we be here worrying?  Cho, hell man!’  

and with that, she slammed the book, she was attempting to read, on the table and ran 

upstairs. 

 Maysi rushed to follow her, but thought against it.  ‘I’m sorry, Mrs. Smith,’ she 

said, ‘she didn’t mean to offend you.  It’s just the stress.’  Maysi was preoccupied with 

her thoughts as she watched Annike run up the stairs.  Annike - stubborn, pig-headed and 

strong willed as she was, had never behaved in such an outrageous manner to anybody 

outside of the family and certainly, never to her elders.  Her frustration was 



  
 

understandable (even Maysi wanted to scream too) but it was completely unacceptable to 

display such rude behavior to one’s seniors.  Maysi would not have it - not from her child 

and certainly not in her house.  John would not have stood for it either. 

Maysi did not even hear Mrs. Smith say, ‘It’s alright, Maysi.  I understand.  

Maybe you should go up and see if she’s o.k.  I’ll see you tomorrow.’ 

 

As Maysi followed Mrs. Smith to the door with an intention to apologize again for 

Annike’s behavior – the door began to open.  Maysi was slightly startled.  Who could be 

opening the door?  Was it André?  Had he returned?  ‘Oh, Dear God,’ she prayed, ‘please 

let it be him!’ as she waited in anticipation and fear. 



  
 

CHAPTER SIX 

ANDRÉ stirred reluctantly from sleep that morning.  It had been the most peaceful night 

he had experienced since his week away from home.  His sense of peace had been borne 

from his meditations the night before.  He surprised himself, because it was early yet.  

Had he been under the influence of a ‘spliff’, his day would have begun some where in 

the region of eleven thirty or twelve o’clock. It would also invariably have begun with 

another draw of the good old ‘sensimania’ - not today, though.   

It was eight forty in the morning and he was awake!  Today he was under his own 

influence.  His innate qualities and disposition, which were borne out of years of ordered 

established upbringing, and which had formed his own principles and ideals, were in 

control.  Today he was André Antonio Fulbright.  He repeated the name to himself; he 

always appreciated it.  Today he was his father’s heir, capable of assuming his rightful 

position and responsibilities. 

He lay on the makeshift cot a while longer, just gazing into space.  He wanted to 

savour the moment of consciously coming to grips with his responsibilities and the 

implications they held for the future.  He thought again of going home and of all the 

explanations to his mother and Annike.  Somehow, he felt they would understand.  His 

real concern centered on Krystal and he wondered, would she understand? 

Krystal was a sensitive person and she believed in sharing.  She always told him that 

sharing was one of the greatest aspects of any relationship for her, because that was how 

the bond grew between the partners.  He remembered a phrase she used to throw glibly at 

him: 

 



  
 

‘Friendship is more important than pride 
And love outpoints laughter: 
And when you try to do it alone 
You hurt a lot of nice people 
Who want a share in the stakes - 
Winning or losing!’ 
   
 
 She used to quote it to him when he would lock himself into his personal cocoon, 

because of some problem they had and his pride would not allow him to talk about it.  

Most of those times he knew he was hurting her by shutting her out, but he could not help 

it.  That was just him.  It did not mean that he did not love her anymore; he just wanted to 

work it out alone.  Most times, she would understand, although sometimes she got angry 

because she would insist that there was no need for his isolation - ‘Together they could 

work out whatever it was,’ had always been her belief. 

  Yet, now he had gone and done the same thing again, but only worst.  He could 

imagine how worried she must be.  Yet, he had known it was something he had to do 

alone.  He had to try to sieve through his thoughts, to accept the reality of his 

circumstances and even their feelings for each other.  In a sense, to try to face his 

ignorance with her would have been to avail himself of a crutch, which he was not certain 

he had the right to claim. 

 No, it was something he had to do alone and in his own way; but would she 

understand?  The question still stood out in his mind.  Moreover, could he survive if she 

did not?  After all, she was a major part of any solution.  He wanted her by his side. 

 Krystal was important to him.  She was the epitome of that which held his faith 

together.  He could face anything; accomplish anything, as long as she was there and he 

was certain she was there for love. 



  
 

 He laid in nostalgia recapping the time they spent together.  Their days and weeks 

evolved into two years without either of them realizing how quickly time had moved.  

Their time together had been unpredictable and stormy, with their disagreements merely 

strengthening the bond they shared and fortifying their love as the motivating force, 

which kept them together.  André thought of how stubborn Krystal could be.  She would 

not throw tantrums or behave as irresponsibly as Annike would (only towards her family 

though) when she wanted her way.  Yet, there was a determination about her that made 

any deep attachment to her difficult, unless you really loved her - and he did!  Oh, how 

much he loved her and wanted to be with her. 

 He could not deny that a large part of their differences was borne out of the 

jealous streak within him.  She was a friendly and affectionate person (insofar as the 

relationship was strictly platonic) and most people loved her, including the men. 

 André tried to understand.  After all, he got along well with the other members of 

staff too - especially the women - and if that did not trouble her (or did it?) then the least 

he could do was to trust her.  Yet, the vain pride within him did not make it that easy. 

 He knew he was not to blame for all their differences though; and he recognized 

the danger in wanting to shoulder most of the blame.  Krystal was wrong at times though 

she would rather not and would scarcely admit it.  In the initial stages of their 

relationship, her answer to any problem between them was ‘simply to call the whole 

thing off’, while running for her ‘force field’, of ‘I’m not ready for a relationship now’. 

Inwardly, he smiled, as he remembered the trials they experienced in the initial 

stage of the relationship.  He was either locking himself away in his cocoon when he was 

wrong and she was running away from the relationship when she was wrong.  They had 



  
 

come a long way from that though.  Their love had triumphed in the end; at least up to a 

week ago when he left without saying anything to her.  He had admit that it was possibly 

before that too, because he had deliberately stayed away from her since his father’s 

funeral while he tried to sort out her feelings for him. 

 Now he was thinking of going back.  Would she give him a second chance to hurt 

her again?  Would she understand his need to put the pieces of his life together, alone?  

Would she understand his quest to attain knowledge on things that man, as a being, was 

not even privy to knowing?  Why did God allow his father to die as he did, was a 

question he wondered whether she would understand him asking.  André wished she 

would. 

  He rose slowly from the cot and stretched.  Fleeting thoughts hit him as his mind 

raced in countless directions.  He had to see Krystal before he made a decision about 

going home.  He also wanted to talk to Gino and his girlfriend to hear what they thought 

of his possible departure.  For the most part, they had been good people to be around and 

they treated him well and made him feel apart of their modest home.  He had his ‘space’ 

too, because they asked few, if any, questions, and allowed him to fill in the blanks only 

if he desired. 

 André knew that a large part of the comfortable nature of the arrangements was 

dependent on his continued ability to provide the ‘collateral to rope in the weed’.  Yet, 

that did not trouble him.  He had not planned to be around that long. 

 In spite of that though, in their own way, Gino and Marcie were good people to 

know.  Marcie was not a great cook, but she tried and though the furniture was second 

hand and in a modest setting, she did her best to make it comfortably habitable.  Gino 



  
 

was not a learned person like himself because of lack of formal education (he never 

seemed to have gotten far in High School, if he had gotten there at all).  Yet, he had a 

familiarity with life and its concerns, which André benefited from immensely. 

 He remembered the words of the famous poem “DESIDERATA” - ‘…and listen 

to others, even the dull and the ignorant – they too have their story…’  

 ‘Yes, they have their place in life,’ André muttered to himself, ‘they have helped 

me in my quest for another lease on life; and to appreciate that there are different levels 

of knowledge and ignorance – book smarts and street smarts.’ 

 Looking across to the bed on the other side of the room, André noticed that Gino 

and Marcie were still asleep.  He had not expected Gino to be awake, but Marcie was 

usually up early.  Perhaps she had an extra rough night last night, he thought. 

 Gingerly he tiptoed towards the door as the old boards on the polished floor 

creaked irritatingly from his weight.  He smiled to himself.  He was repeating an act he 

had executed on a number of occasions in the few days that he had ‘shacked up’ with 

Gino.  At nights, after being up late and philosophizing on the hardships of life and the 

eventual ‘deliverance’ of the poor and the oppressed from the bondage of the ‘Rich man’, 

(of course, with the help of a few ‘spliffs’), Gino and André would retire.  The former for 

his habitual ‘work out’ with Marcie, who would have been asleep already, recuperating 

from her day’s work. 

On those occasions, without even the provision of a simple sheet on a line to part 

the room, André was subjected to Marcie’s agonizing cries in ecstatic pleasure as 

together she and Gino careened themselves riotously to their crashing climax. 



  
 

In the small one room with the action vividly before his eyes, André experienced 

excruciating pain.  His yearning for Krystal increased an infinite fold as the 

understandably growing pain in his loins became more and more unbearable.  He could 

not understand how they could be so unconcerned about his presence in the room and had 

wondered on the first night whether they had possibly forgotten that he was still there.  

Out of a need to avoid offending them, he had remained for the duration of the act on that 

occasion while trying to be as still as possible because he did not want to disturb them.  

(Not that he seriously thought anything could disturb them during that interlude.) 

However, when the same thing happened on the following night, he had tiptoed 

from the room (quite unnecessarily) out of respect for their privacy and as a means of 

easing his own discomfort and growing pain, until they had finished. 

 

Outside, in the unusual quite for a morning in the ghetto, André stretched again.   

His body, especially his back ached.   He obviously was not sleeping properly on the 

small, worn out cot and his body was paying the price for the indiscretion, which was 

borne out of necessity anyway, since it was all Gino and Marcie could offer him.  

Mentally he noted that it was one more reason that pointed to the possible need to return 

home. 

As he headed for the perimeter of the common settlement, surrounded by worn 

and discolored zincs, he passed two shacks of similar shape and structure as the one from 

which he had just emerged. 

 André could see a group of youths crouched beneath a large Guinep tree in the 

distance.  As usual, they were playing ‘pit a patter’ for stakes even as low as ten cents.  



  
 

The time of day did not matter.  The older folks, skimpily clad, (the ‘ladies’ especially) 

would have gathered over long wooden tables into the wee hours of the morning, playing 

BINGO with makeshift cards and corn seeds for markers - ‘Children live what they 

learn,’ he thought to himself. 

 The reality of his thought leapt to his sight even in the instance that he conceived 

it, as towards the back of yet another shack (but best described as one fit for 

condemnation) laid two children on the ground – a boy and a girl. André figured that they 

could hardly have been older than six or seven.  The girl’s underwear was pulled down to 

her knees, while the young man (André corrected himself) while the little boy (wearing 

only his brief which was hanging casually from one leg), had positioned himself. 

 The children’s obvious physical pleasure was undeniable, as for a moment 

André’s thoughts returned to Gino and Marcie.  How many other children like these, who 

were brought up in one room shacks like those around him and who had witnessed scenes 

like those he had seen would, in the future, or have in the past been a part of the scene he 

was presently viewing. 

 He thought of interrupting them, even chasing them away, but thought best of it.  

He did not need the hassle with their parents who would say they were merely learning 

and it was better that they do it now when there was little consequences than when it 

would, bring another mouth to feed.  He had heard it said before and on each occasion, 

André could not help rationalizing that, even if he conceded the point, was this not also 

merely practicing too soon to master the art (too quickly) of bringing forth another mouth 

to feed.  Besides, he thought, he had more pressing issues to deal with, than to try to curb 



  
 

the actions of two small children who were being ‘dragged’ up, instead of ‘brought’ up, 

by parents who had come up to adulthood by the same route. 

 He reached the zinc perimeter and absentmindedly leaned against one of them as 

he viewed the scenes of life around him.  Around here (either out of choice or necessity) 

to be fully clothed was not necessarily a priority.  The appearance and mannerism of the 

youths struck him as odd. 

 Their hairstyles were unconventional with spider webs, dollar signs and all 

manner of artwork appearing to be the popular haircut for men.  The women had theirs 

bleached in varying shades ands colors.  Even the very unisex fashion they wore were 

infrequently sprayed with neon color paint to emit an ambiance of the, not uncommon, 

feeling of gaiety with the usual Christmas and Independence Jonkanoos of yesterday 

Jamaica. 

 André knew that not everything about life in the ghetto was bad.  He had met a 

few people whom he would have been proud to call friends.  Yet, they were people he 

would never have met, had he not broken away from his middle class haven to find some 

further meaning to life.  Yes, there were women of class here who, though poor in 

financial stature, were rich in love, pride and respect for themselves and others. 

 Harnessing the opportunities that their passes in the examinations at the primary 

school level had afforded them, in terms of their exposure to life and the possible avenues 

for growth and development with hard work and determination they were pressing on in 

good faith with their lives.  There were also many young men like André, in terms of age, 

who steadfastly toiled at improving their music skills or other artistic talents, including 



  
 

sports like football or Cricket – to use them as one of the accepted means of upward 

socio-economic mobility. 

 André had come here, in simply another part of his homeland, about an hour’s 

ride from his very home, to find another meaning to life.  Here was another side of 

Jamaica, where poverty, hatred and pain commanded the factors of existence.  Yet, their 

contrast, neither in wealth nor abundance, but in love, beauty and respect for each other 

had also established its own niche in the lives of the people he viewed around him. 

He turned from the zinc and rested his gaze on the shacks around him.  Some day 

he would go home, he thought, but he would not forget the time he spent here.  There was 

nothing particularly special about his time with Gino and Marcie.  No special answers to 

his questions had appeared that he could not have received at home, and there was no 

prescribed lesson that he had learnt to which he could turn in the face of trials and 

tribulations when one felt that the world was unfair and had a need to break away in 

rebellion. 

Yet, there was something, nevertheless, that he had gained from the experience so 

far.  He recognised the value of his family and their love for him.  He missed his mother 

and Annike, even with their faults.  He affirmed the importance of his job and the 

financial and emotional stability and security it afforded him. 

The advantage of having a father who was supportive and loving was also brought 

home to him.  Sure his father was dead now.  Young youths - like those living around 

him now and those playing ‘pit a patter’ under the Guinep tree - had killed him.  Yet, that 

did not erase the twenty-three years of direction and teaching that André received from 

him - years of scolding, flogging, loving, appreciation and pride.  His father and mother 



  
 

had ‘brought’ him up and helped to shape him into the man he had become.  The 

experience of living among these people (many of whom lacked even the knowledge of 

their true fathers’ identities and places of abode, much less their guidance) made him 

appreciate his life even more. 

And there was one other thing that André could not ignore.  He called it, ‘The 

value of life’, but it could have been, ‘the worth of life’ or even, ‘the importance of how 

we live our lives’; he was not quite certain which phrase summed up the essence of what 

he felt.  While being in the ghetto, the importance of how one lived his life was brought 

home to him.  Life in the ghetto was rough!  It was hard!  Yet, stealing, fighting, killing 

and the use of drugs were not the only ways out.  Each person had to decide on the way 

he wanted to live his life.  He could choose the seemingly easy way of crime and 

violence.  It was the popular and macho way, though it inevitably led to heartache and 

pain.  Or he could choose the understandably harder way, which had another kind of 

heartache and pain stretching along almost every inch of the way – that of hard work, 

honesty, discipline and dedication – but which, in the end, could lead to happiness and 

prosperity.   

Like his father, no man knew the appointed time for his death, so, the importance 

of how we live each day of our lives was even more crucial.  André wanted to learn from 

his father’s experience.   He did not know whether his father had been prepared to die, 

but he wanted to believe that, even though he was not a Christian, at least the way he 

lived his life in relation to others and the value he placed on life itself, would make a 

difference for him when his time came. 



  
 

Yes, he could use his life as an example – as a symbol!  That, even in the face of 

death and the loss of one’s courage and will to continue – faith in life itself and a resilient 

spirit could take you over the bridge and back to the land of the ‘living’.  For him, it was 

hard work though.  Yet, just as the choice for the youths in the ghetto to choose the way 

of prosperity over the way of evil was hard, but not impossible; so too was his quest not 

an impossible one - ‘If you waan good, yuh nose haffi run’ - the old Jamaican proverb 

leapt to his mind. 

As André continued to stare at the shacks around him and the people that began to 

emerge from them, the realisation dawned on him.  This, perhaps, was the 

‘understanding’ his mother had wanted him to get.  Life was sacred and not an entity to 

be taken for granted.  We have it for as long as it pleases our maker.  Never mind how 

long or short that time is or why.  The important thing is how we live it and use it, 

especially in relation to our fellow man.  His father had gone, bur, perhaps, he went 

inasmuch as André needed to learn by his going that there was a lot more to life than he 

knew at twenty-three and a lot more he could do in making a difference in the direction 

that the world took. 

With that thought and the exhilaration of his new found ideas bubbling within 

him, André thought of the first thing he could do.  It did not take long for him to realise 

that he could make a difference in the lives of those two children who were indulging in 

an act, the significance and consequence of which they were ignorant.  He did not mind 

the possible confrontation with their parents anymore.  In his mind, he felt that his actions 

might even make a difference in their lives too. 



  
 

Yet, when he got to the back of the old dilapidated shack, the children had already 

left.  A voice of caution, some where deep within him, uttered, ‘Maybe a blessing in 

disguise, eh?’ André smiled to himself and muttered, ‘I hope Gino or, at least, Marcie is 

awake now.’  He wanted to talk to someone. 

Thoughts of Krystal kept creeping into his mind – he wanted to see her – she 

could be a possible answer to all his concerns. 

When he entered the room, he paused slightly to allow his eyes time to get 

accustomed to the partially dark interior.  He headed for the cot he used as his bed and 

began packing the few items of clothes he had taken in his knapsack. On his way over to 

the cot he saw that neither Gino nor Marcie had awakened.  He did not want to wait on 

them.  He had the nagging urge to see the woman who had promised to be his wife.  As 

he stuffed the clothes into the bag, he felt a feeling of nostalgia sweep over him. 

In a way, he understood it.  People were important to him and he hated saying 

‘good bye’.  This old shack had been home for him for eight days and he would miss it 

and the two persons for whom he had developed much affection.  He knew it was not 

really goodbye, because what ever he would finally do would depend on how Krystal felt 

about him now and their plans (if any) for the future.  But, he was going with the 

expectations that love would triumph and he did not want to face the nauseous feeling of 

saying goodbye to the shack a second time.  Besides, ‘Faint heart never won fair lady,’ he 

thought, as he stuffed the last shirt into the bag. 

He got up off the cot and began searching for a piece of paper as he thought of 

leaving a note to say where he had gone and how much he appreciated their help.  His 

eyes rested on a sheet of paper that was crudely taped to the wall: 



  
 

 
 

    THE GHETTO 
 Struggling, pain, brutality … reality, 
 Voices of the GHETTO… 
 Fighting to survive, fearing the thought of living, 
 This is the GHETTO. 
 Knowing not where the next meal is coming from, 
 Suffering woman, bending low to uplift herself… 
 The food is short and the cash low, 
 But, God knows the old lady struggling, 
 Fighting against every blow. 
 
 Youth man leaving school … No job, no money… 
 Resting on the street corners, fighting his burdens, 
 Hopelessly he turns to the only way out… 
 C-R-I-M-E… 
 Struggling, pain, brutality ... Reality… 
 This is the GHETTO. 
 Ka-pow, ka-pow - youth man lying in the street, 
 The Babylon and his mighty M-16 
 Has removed another life from the Dread and Heat… 
 Babylon L-A-U-G-H … another notch on his M-16. 
 
 Some youth man try the honest life, 
 But, the RICH MAN and the POLITICIAN 
 Makes sure he never leaves the world of strife… 
 Struggling, hoping … Total S-U-F-F-E-R-A-T-I-O-N… 
 Ole man wok till him sweat dun, 
 No more strength to pave the way… 
 The youth man must begin his life 
 And by God, there is no open way. 
 
 Yet, in the GHETTO 
 There is also B-E-A-U-T-Y 
 And, B-R-O-T-H-E-R-H-O-O-D… 
 Man an man fighting for the same cause, 
  Struggling together to rid the land of Suffering… 
 The GHETTO is mean, wicked and hard, 
 Trickeries, lies, stealing and all 
 Are the only ways to avoid the fall… 
 Many it has broken…  Many it has made… 
 Life in the GHETTO is ROUGH… it TOUGH… it DREAD… 
 
 Shining up the 38; the 45 and the 22 



  
 

 For God know, without them – we D-E-A-D 
 Yet, there’s Beauty… 
 We praying for a chance, just ONE chance at life, 
 We are also H-U-M-A-N… we want to be F-R-E-E. 
 Every day the same, 
 Struggling, fighting, killing…W-A-R… 
 What is all this Blood Shed for?????? 
 
 Oh, JAH, we don’t want to K-I-L-L any more, 
 We don’t want to S-U-F-F-E-R any more, 
 Life is Pain…Life is Funny… Life is D-R-E-A-D… 

This is the GHETTO… 
 It R-E-D!!!!!! 
         (S.G.C.) 
 
 

Slowly André allowed the words to seep into his system.  His thoughts brought 

him back to the perimeter of the common settlement, had he possessed the gift of poetic 

utterance, maybe he could have penned those words. 

The ghetto held all of that pain which was largely borne from poverty, but it held 

beauty also which could not be denied. 

That was the ghetto all right, but it was time for him to go to Krystal and face the 

music.  He would decide what to do about home after he saw her.  He thought of the 

word ‘HOME’, the place where his life and family waited on him.  The place where, who 

knows, maybe down the years he could make a difference in what ‘…This is the 

GHETTO…’ meant to those who continued to live there. 

André fitted the knapsack on his back and turned to face the sleeping figures lying 

unconcerned on the bed.  Marcie appeared to be dreaming of something pleasant as a 

slight smile crossed her face.  A strong sense of affection almost overpowered him, as he 

stood motionless viewing them.  Marcie had a wonderful personality and, though she was 

uneducated, she was quite loveable.  It would not have taken much for him to love her; 



  
 

and she would have been worthy of it too. At times Gino was more than a brother too and 

though he, himself, could hardly lay off the ‘weed’, André could remember many times 

when he would caution him saying, ‘The weed ya deadly still yuh know, André!  De I fi 

careful man!’ 

Reaching into his wallet, he pulled out most of the money he had left on him and 

placed it on the cot with the note he had scribbled on a bit of pink paper that he had found 

among Marcie’s picture-romance books.  

 
It read: 
 

‘Gino, Marcie, 

 Sorry I had to do it this way, but I didn’t want to wake 

you.  Thanks for the help.  And I’ll keep in touch. 

André 

 

P.S. I left a ‘smalls’, hope it makes a difference.’ 

 
 
 ‘Crisp and to the point,’ he thought, as he took a final look at them on the bed, 

then turned and tiptoed from the room.  As he closed the door behind him, he 

remembered the, ‘I’ll keep in touch…’ within his note and mentally promised to honor it.  

After all, they are worth it, he thought - they were there when I needed them. 

 

 Slowly he walked out to the main road.  Krystal had an over bearing presence in 

his thoughts.  He was obsessed with the thought of seeing her, but he was not quite 



  
 

certain he could face the others at the office.  His best bet was to call her.  Maybe she 

would come to see him.  His heart raced with mixed anticipation as he boarded the 

crowded mini bus.  He wanted to get to Cross Roads to be able to use the call box. 



  
 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

MAYSI’S fears heightened, as the door continued to open slowly. Suppose it was not 

André.  Had Annike forgotten to lock the door after letting in Mrs. Smith?  The streets 

were still vile – could it be a prowler?  Torn between the anxiety of the intentions of the 

unknown being behind the opening door and her concern for her forlorn daughter, she 

abided the unending seconds.  

 Mrs. Smith uttered, ‘Maysi, the door!’ her words were suspended inanimately as 

the ineffable sense of surprise overpowered her.  The door swung to a final halt and 

within its frame stood… 

 ‘ANDRÉ,’ Maysi screamed, as she visibly relaxed, ‘Oh, thank God, it’s you!  

Where have you been boy?  I was so worried about you.  Come here let me look at you.  

Are you all right?  You look pale…’ 

 ‘Yes, child you look pale!’ Mrs. Smith said, regaining her composure and 

interrupting Maysi words, ‘Where have you been?  We have all been here so worried 

about you.  Come on André say something!  Don’t just stand there.  Where were you?’ 

In spite of his concerns, André smiled to himself – ‘Auntie’ or his mother had not 

changed – not that he had been away that long.  It was good to be home!  He was about to 

say, ‘I would, if you’d both only give me a chance,’ but thought better of it.  Under the 

circumstances, there reaction was only natural – he could understand their surprise and 

concern.  He had returned unannounced and without warning, just as he had left.  Instead, 

he said, ‘Don’t worry.  I’ll tell you where I’ve been in a minute.  But, tell me, what is 

wrong with Annike?  I heard her screaming her head off all the way from the verandah.  

What’s wrong with her?’ 



  
 

 A look of apprehension returned to Maysi’s face, as she turned her gaze to the top 

of the stairs.  ‘I’m not too sure, son,’ she said, ‘somehow, she has changed.  I don’t know 

how to explain it.  She just virtually cursed off Mrs. Smith.  I know she can get angry at 

times, but she has never behaved like this before.  I don’t understand it!’  André could 

sense that his mother wanted to say more, yet the words would not come.  She seemed to 

be fighting back both tears of frustration and relief at the same time.  He reached over and 

hugged her – he was not too certain of his own ability to speak either.  Yes, with all the 

concerns, it was good to be home.  He had longed to be close to his mother. 

 ‘Don’t worry yourself, Maysi,’ Mrs. Smith interrupted, ‘like you said; it could just 

be the stress.  She will get over it.  I bet if you go up and tell her André is back, then 

everything will be all right!’ 

 Maysi brightened at Mrs. Smith’s words.  André could glimpse a flicker of life 

coming back into her eyes.  ‘Maybe you’re right, you know,’ she said, ‘stay here André, I 

want to surprise her.  It should do her good to see you.  I know it has done wonders for 

me to see you home again.’  She had pronounced her last words from half way up the 

stairs.  In her excitement, she could hardly wait to see Annike’s reaction. 

 ‘Be careful, Mom,’ André said smilingly, ‘watch yourself and those stairs!  

You’re not young as you used to be, you know.’  He turned to Mrs. Smith and said, ‘How 

have you been, Auntie?’  It was a term of endearment that she liked him to use.  He had 

always been a special child to her. 

 ‘I’m fine, child,’ Mrs. Smith said, ‘but, you’re the one I was worried about.  Tell 

me, where were you?  Why did you go away and give your mother such a scare?  And not 

even your girlfriend, what’s her name?’ she paused, as if searching the confines of her 



  
 

memory for the name and then, clicking her fingers, she said, ‘“Krystal!”  Yes, not even, 

Krystal knew where you were.  I should tell you young man that she’s furious!  She calls 

here daily to find out if you’ve returned.’ 

 André was totally tuned in to what Mrs. Smith was saying, especially when she 

mentioned Krystal.  He was about to answer her when he heard his mother cry out from 

upstairs.  ‘Oh, my God!  Oh, dear Jesus!  André.’ 

 At the top of the stairs, Maysi had seen Annike’s door closed.  After knocking for 

a few seconds and calling her without any answer, she had opened the door out of 

concern.  Something must have been wrong.  Even after the scene down stairs, Annike 

would have responded to her persistent calls.  Opening the door, she met upon a scene 

that chilled her soul. 

 André dashed up the stairs even before Maysi had finished calling his name, with 

Mrs. Smith hot on his heels.  His mind raced with countless thoughts as to just what 

could have caused such great anxiety for his mother.  As he reached Maysi’s side at the 

entrance to Annike’s room he asked, ‘what’s wrong, Mom?  What is it?’ 

 ‘Look!’ Maysi said pointing to Annike’s lifeless form sprawled on the carpet 

beside her bed.  Her left arm, tied firmly with part of an old stocking, had a syringe stuck 

in it slightly below the stocking. 

 ‘Oh, Lord, NO!’ Mrs. Smith cried, as she finally reached the door.  ‘Is she dead?’ 

she asked. 

 ‘Either that or unconscious,’ André said, as he rushed over to Annike, ‘Hurry, 

mom, call for an ambulance.  We need to get her to the hospital.’ 



  
 

 Bending over Annike, André loosened the stocking from her arm and slowly 

withdrew the syringe from her veins.  Within his heart, he prayed, ‘Don’t let her die, 

God.  I can’t loose her too.  This time it would be my fault for going away.  Please save 

her.  Please!’  The tears rolled down his cheeks as he gently lifted her unto the bed. 

 

 Downstairs, Maysi prayed just about the same prayer, without the essence of self-

guilt.  Her God gave her enough strength to call the ambulance.  She needed it.  As she 

finished the call, she slumped in exhaustion unto the sofa.  Well, thank God, André had 

returned home, but was it just in time to see Annike die?  What was that syringe doing in 

her veins?  What was wrong with her little girl?  How many more of these trials would 

she have to face, just because John had died?  The questions were as unending as the 

answers were elusive. 



  
 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

KRYSTAL allowed the pen to fall from her fingers unto the cluttered dressing table.  She 

felt numb.  Her whole body was lifeless, devoid of any great urge to live.  This had been 

a terrible day so far and it did not look like the rest of it was going to fare out any better. 

 She had decided not to go to work today so that she could have some time to deal 

with the thoughts and fears she had surrounded André.  His leaving had dealt a blow to 

her emotions.  What hurt her most was the way he had left.  Not even a word of farewell.  

She dreaded the thought that he may never return.  Daily she had called his home to find 

out if he had returned and each time received the same, ‘No’; and with each ‘No’, she 

seemingly died an endless death.  Why did he want to hurt her so, and especially his 

mother?  Annike was taking it badly too and she did not share the sort of close 

relationship with her that they had enjoyed and developed after meeting each other. 

 She picked up the sheet of paper she had just penned her emotions to and reread it 

for comfort: 

‘Dear André, 

This note is really for you, but in a way, I guess it is more for 

me.  Because being able to write about the pain I am feeling 

now, will somehow help to relieve it.  Besides, I do not know 

where you are so I cannot send it.  Moreover, you may not 

return, so I might not be able to give  it to you.  Yes, you see.  

The bottom line is that I might be the only one who gets to see 

it and, therefore, benefit from it. 

 



  
 

Any way, I love you!  Yes, André, I do love you so much. 

Right now, I would give anything to be able to tell you that 

face to face.  So that you would know that, where ever you are 

and no matter what you do – my love for you, and me, will be 

here waiting for you. 

 

I miss you, André.  Life just isn’t the same without you.  Even 

the Office has lost a bit of its laughter without you there to 

tease us and make us laugh.  So many of us depend on you and 

the space just can’t seem to be….. 

 

   She never did finish it.  Her emotions had overpowered her and she just dropped 

the pen.  She was beginning to think it was not such a good idea to stay home today.  Her 

grandmother had gone to her doctor for her regular appointment, and being alone in the 

house with her fears and disquieting concerns was just as bad as being at work for the 

past week.  Trying, in vain, to concentrate on and complete her work, while her mind was 

on André with the lingering question as to just where he could be. 

 It was the eighth day of his disappearance - eight days of pain, hurting, and 

recapping their two years together.  It had not been two years of paradise and constant 

love.  It had not even been two years of real emotional attachment.  Yet, if nothing else, it 

had been two years of friendship – a time of growing together, respecting each others 

needs, their back grounds and ideals and then trying to mesh their different personalities 

into one.  They had their quarrels too.  Yet, she could not have expected any less because 



  
 

she could be stubborn and strong willed at times.  Moreover, she was also ‘sometimeish’, 

(she was not quite certain whether that was the best term to use, so she changed it), she 

changed her mind a lot. 

 Yet, was that a fair or good enough reason to hurt her like this?  Fine, so she never 

really told him she loved him until after his father’s death and there was not anything 

definitive about their relationship until she gave him that note at the funeral and 

suggested in a rather indirect fashion that she would marry him, which is what he had 

wanted for a long time.  Nevertheless, he must have known that she loved him.  After all, 

she could figure out that he loved her.  What was so different about her, even if she never 

said it?  What about the many calls she made to him at the office.  Sometimes simply to 

say, ‘Hi, I was just wondering if you’d gotten in as yet’ or what about the many times she 

went to his Department for nothing at all – at least nothing to do with the Utility’s 

business. He must have figured out her true feelings from all of that, even without the 

words. 

 Yet, after all the times of professing his love for her and telling her how much he 

cared, this was his real answer to her offer of love.  In a time of need when his life was 

crumbling around him and he needed a friend – when she was there to be his friend – he 

had gone off to God knows where and left her alone to worry about him.  Were these not 

the times that people in relationships – partners - spent together?  Were these not the 

times that they should overcome and live through together so that they could grow and 

strengthen their bond?  Yet, no, – he was more comfortable trying to do it alone.  Just like 

when they had problems and he would lock himself away from her because of his pride.  

I wonder which of us is more stubborn and pigheaded, she thought. 



  
 

 Rising from the stool, she walked across to the window.  She could imagine how 

André felt.  How lonely and frustrated his inner being must be after losing a father like 

Mr. Fulbright. She had loved Mr. Fulbright too.  He had always preferred her to call him 

‘Daddy’.  She did not mind – he was like the father she never had. 

 She had not really known her father.  Having come into the world while her 

mother still lived with her grandmother and, for some reason, having been left there after 

her mother moved out, she never truly got a chance to know him.  By the time she was 

old enough to understand and appreciate the logistics of the situation, she faced the 

prospect of a stepfather being with her mother, rather than her father.  Not relishing the 

thought of living with a stepfather (much to the delight of her grandmother) she spent 

much of her time, in fact, all her life – outside of some holidays and weekends when she 

visited her mother with her grandmother.   

 ‘Daddy’ had been a treasure to her.  The love he poured on his family and their 

friends (including her) was remarkable.  He was a bundle of laughs too and she always 

liked being around him and the family.  They made her feel at home.  Perhaps it was their 

love for her and their acceptance (especially that of Annike) which clinched her feelings 

for André.  She missed Daddy and she knew André must have been taking the loss badly.  

She wanted him to know that she cared – that she felt the loss too and wanted to share in 

his grief.  Yet, knowing how he was, outside of breaking the news to him since she had 

heard it on the radio and trying to comfort him at the initial outset, she had given him 

room to deal with the situation in his way.  Krystal had hoped that he would have turned 

to her.  However, up to now he had not. 



  
 

 When the first week passed and he had not reached out to her, she had ‘chalked’, 

it down to the fact that he was busy with the funeral arrangements and trying to claim the 

body from the morgue.  In addition, certainly he had to be there for Mommy and Annike.  

Besides, she felt it was a time they would have probably wanted to spend together as a 

family.  Her car was in the shop too and she was driving her brother’s car and did not 

want to get home too late with it.  She doubted whether even Annike knew that she had 

brought André home that night because she had not mentioned it. 

 Yet, on the day of the funeral and her having given him the note she had written 

for him and virtually offered herself completely (and for the rest of her life, to him) she 

did not understand him just going away like that.  Sure Daddy was a great father and a 

fine person to be with, but he was dead.  Life had to go on.  She knew she was being 

cruel because she was bitter, but it was the truth!  As wonderful as Daddy was, he was 

dead now.  No amount of tears, wishes or even revenge (if they found the youths) would 

bring him back.  André needed to realize that and continue with his life. Nobody was 

saying, ‘Forget him’, but certainly, he did not need to die too, whether emotionally or 

physically. To allow the tragedy to wreck his life or completely break his spirit would 

have given to those youths more victory than they deserved.  ‘Wherever you are, André, 

don’t let them kill you too,’ she whispered to herself, ‘they have taken the life of a sweet 

man.  Don’t grant them victory of, in that single act, killing the spirit, happiness and life 

of those who had been around him too.  We must spring forth from the heartache. Bounce 

from the pain and live our lives to the fullest even for him.  Daddy would be proud of 

that.  It is what he would want.’ 



  
 

 Krystal gazed through the window and smiled.  I must be getting crazy, she 

thought, I am even talking to myself now.  Look what you have done to me, André!  Her 

thoughts roamed to the first day she had met Daddy.  She could never forget the phrase 

with which he warmly greeted her, ‘So you’re the young woman who has stolen my son’s 

heart?  Well, enter into the kingdom; this is where the rest of him lies!’  Moreover, the 

first time she met Annike.  She could not forget her amazed look when she entered the 

living room and saw her.  Krystal had been alone in the room watching television while 

André had gone upstairs to get a videocassette from his room.  After exchanging 

pleasantries, Krystal had explained that she was there with André.  Annike was visibly 

dumb struck for a while, and then she said, ‘Mi dear, yuh must be special, because André 

never, and I mean never, takes his girlfriends home. Tell me, how long have you known 

him?’ 

 That had been the first of many questions.  In fact, she never had the chance to 

watch the cassette André brought down because she was too engrossed in chatter with 

Annike.  To get rid of Annike, he had to feign annoyance at Krystal ignoring him.  Yet, in 

the end, he was happy about it because she had to promise to come back to see the 

cassette another time. 

 Yes, they were a wonderful family.  André had a right to feel angry about his 

father’s death.  She could imagine the questions he was asking and the answers he 

sought. All she wanted him to know was that he did not have to do it alone.  He had left 

the home about a month after the incident.  They had spoken infrequently on the phone 

over that period, but they had not seen each other or been together since the funeral.  He 

had loose ends to tie up and she still wanted him to be the one to reach out for help.  In 



  
 

the end, he had not reached out.  Instead, he had gone away to seek the answers he could 

not find at home; leaving his family to worry about him on top of the trauma of the loss 

of his father. 

 There were many times within the eight days that Krystal blamed herself for his 

leaving.  Maybe he felt that she did not care.  Maybe he felt that because she stayed away 

it meant that she did not want to have anything to do with him.  It was a possibility, she 

thought, because in the past, no matter what the problem was, she would always insist on 

reaching out to him.  She would fight him ‘tooth and nail’ to get into or through the 

cocoon he had built around himself.  Yet, now she had not.  Weeks had passed and all she 

had done was to phone him and, at the same time, gently steer the conversation from the 

unpleasant memory.  She had not done it because of a lack of concern or interest, but 

rather out of love for him.  She felt he needed his ‘space’ to come to grips with 

everything.  After all, she certainly would.  Was that part of the reason why he had left 

without a word? 

 Krystal hoped within her heart that wherever he was, somehow he was not 

blaming her.  She would not be able to survive the pain.  She wanted him to know that no 

matter how bleak things seemed, he still had friends and more importantly, he still had 

her.  Together they could face anything if he was only willing to try.  He could not expect 

everything to come back to normal right away.  Maybe some things would never come 

back.  Yet, he still had the memories and they never die. 

 Krystal went back to the dressing table and picked up the pen and a new sheet of 

paper in frustration.  She did not want to break down and cry.  She had to find some way 

to relieve the pain.  Focusing her thoughts on André, she wrote: 



  
 

 
 

     TRY 
  Sometimes it’s hard, even painful 
  But never give up too soon. 
  The road is rough and the journey long, 
  But, if you try, you’ll make it through. 
  It’s your opportunity to get ahead –  
  Success is Free; 
  Because Self-determination and 
  Discipline 
  Are found in you, 
  And are the vices used as key. 
  Rise up from your self-pity 
  And make an effort, 
  You’re needs to supply 
  Forget about the heartaches and Failures… 
  It’s easy … just TRY. 
  If you say you can’t make it … You won’t! 
  Stand up and be a man – 
  Face the realities of life 
  And strive to help your fellow man. 
  Nothing is impossible… 
  Aim for the stars on high 
  You can reach and even pass them… 
  If you will only but… 
  TRY….   
     (S.C.G.) 
    
 
 
 Krystal read the words repeatedly.  They sounded good to her.  The quality of the 

writing did not matter. After all, poetry (if you could call it that) was only a hobby to her.  

The real thing was being able to express her thoughts in some way that could offer solace 

to her troubled soul and possibly tell André how much she cared if he ever got a chance 

to read it.  She wanted him to take the process of living, one-step at a time.  Together they 

could go so far, if he would only just try! 



  
 

 Feeling slightly better, with her emotions and concerns lodged on the paper, 

Krystal decided it was time she got something to eat.  Descending the stairs and heading 

towards the kitchen, she scolded herself for her bad eating habits over the days since 

André’s disappearance.  She had been too busy, too tired or, just plain, not hungry, but 

she just would not eat.  Moreover, it did not matter what her Granny did to encourage her 

to eat.  Even fixing her favorite meal – Stew peas and rice with pig’s tail and salt beef – 

did not help.  Today she would eat something though and surprise her with the news 

when she returned in the night, because she was stopping by a Church sister in town on 

business after her appointment with the doctor. 

 As Krystal entered the kitchen, she heard a knocking on the front door.  Who 

could that be, she thought.  She was not in any good mood to see anybody right now.  

Yet, when she opened the door, she realized that it was someone she wanted to see. Yes, 

it was somebody with whom she even wanted to spend the rest of her life.  Her heart 

raced in jubilation.  A load eased from her shoulders.  She became alive again. 

 André stood facing her… 

 

She quickly erased the smile on her face.  Stiff lipped and obviously in anger, she greeted 

him, ‘Oh, it’s you!’ 

André was at a loss as to just how to respond.  Confusion reigned surrounding her 

initial spontaneous smile, which suggested that she was happy to see him, and the 

subsequent stern face that replaced the pleasant features.  He simply looked at her, and as 

the seconds rolled on with heavy silence, she ended, ‘Well, are you going to stand there 

or are you coming in?’ 



  
 

 ‘Well, I was thinking of doing the latter,’ André answered, ‘in fact, I was thinking 

that you may have missed me and wanted to see me.  So, since I rang the office and they 

said that you weren’t there.  I thought I might come by and see how you were doing.  

Now having come all the way from Town, I get this welcome!  Anyway, I’m sorry to 

have troubled you.  I’ll see you around.’  He was definitely angry. 

 ‘What other welcome did you expect?  What other welcome do you have a right 

to expect, Mr. Fulbright?’ (She never called him by his surname unless she was angry 

with him and she wanted him to know that he was not the only one angry.) ‘Well, tell me!  

Did you expect me to throw myself at you and say, “Welcome back, Darling, from 

wherever the hell you were”, after you gave me such a scare and had me worrying about 

you?  Not to mention the way your mother felt.  Is that what you expected?  By the way, 

have you been to your mother?’  She realized he wanted to say something, but she was 

not about to listen to him.  ‘But, you have a nerve Mr. André Fulbright!’ she continued.  

‘After you’ve caused so much pain, you come back here and talk about welcome.  

Welcome!  Where were you when you could have gotten all the welcome you wanted and 

more?  Where were you, eh?  You can go if you want to Mister, but don’t expect any 

welcome from me!’ 

 André could picture the agony she must have endured as her words crashed into 

him.  ‘I’m sorry,’ he said, as he reached out to her. 

 ‘I don’t want to hear anything from you and please don’t touch me!’ Krystal 

screamed. 

 Slowly André entered the house and closed the door behind him.  ‘Believe me, 

Krystal,’ he said, ‘I’m sorry.  But, I had to deal with the problems in my own way.  I 



  
 

know you wanted to help.  But, you couldn’t.  This was my crisis to solve.  The 

consequences of it, I would have to live with for the rest of life.  I didn’t mean to hurt 

you, or Mommy, or anybody for that matter.  I just wanted to straighten out my life.  I’m 

back because I need you and my family.  Please don’t send me away.’ 

 Krystal stared at him, anger burning in her eyes.  The anger burnt until it seemed 

to burn itself out, into obvious love and need.  ‘You hurt me, André!  You hurt me a lot!’ 

she muttered. 

 Moving closer to her, André said, ‘I know, baby.  I know and I’m sorry.’ 

 ‘You … You don’t know anything!’ Krystal screamed as she began heatedly to 

beat on his chest with her fists, ‘you’re a proud, insensitive, insufferable, pigheaded 

creature and I…I…’ she could not finish the sentence.  The tears rolled down her cheeks 

- tears of love, happiness and relief.  She held on to him.  She held on for dear life as with 

great effort she ended, ‘…I…love you!’ 

 ‘Oh, I love you too, baby.  And I missed you so much,’ André said.  Now it was 

his turn to hold her.  He held her for the horror he endured during the eight days he was 

away.  He held her for the weeks that he had not been with her.  For the many times 

during those weeks when she had not called his home and he wanted to tell her to come 

over but could not, because he was afraid he would break down and he did not want her 

to see him cry.  He held her because he loved her and because she was one of the three 

most important people in the world to him.  He continued holding her because he was 

partially home.  As soon as he reached his mother and Annike, the transition would be 

completed. 



  
 

 Then, he kissed her.  It started as a timid kiss. He was not quite certain how she 

would react – she had always been so cagey with her emotions.  Yet, Krystal responded!  

She returned his kiss with a yearning yield as if she had waited on this moment and it had 

finally arrived.  She kissed him with a fervour that mirrored the anticipation of a young 

bride who cherished the return of her, all too recent, husband and lover from the dangers 

of the battlefield.  André savoured the kiss.  She tasted great!  It was a taste he could 

spend the rest of his life enjoying. 

 He remembered the first time Krystal kissed him.  It had been a Friday afternoon 

at the office.  The working day had ended early, just as with most Government 

Organizations for that day.  She had entered his office while he was on the telephone with 

a friend and browsing through the newspaper at the same time.  On impulse, she had 

leaned over him and kissed him.  It had not been much of a kiss.  Yet, the fact that she 

had wanted to kiss him and did, even without his asking, (and there were countless times 

when he asked), was important.  Little things like that showed her affections for him. 

 Searchingly they explored each other’s mouths with their tongues, running the 

tips across each other’s teeth and savouring the aroma and taste of their mixed saliva.  

André felt his manhood stir and could feel Krystal’s response to its movement.  She 

moved closer to him so that her body could feel the length of him pressed against her.  

Rhythmically they moved as in a trance, as their fingers and hands explored the curves of 

their bodies. 

 The nature stirred within him and he whispered, ‘I hate to be the one who breaks 

this, but we have to be careful.  Isn’t your Grandmother home?  I wouldn’t want her to 

think that my intentions towards you weren’t honorable.’ 



  
 

 Hoarsely Krystal answered, in almost a daze, ‘Ah, no…no.  She’s not here.  She’s 

in Town at one of her church sister’s.  She went to the doctor today.’  Realizing the 

danger of what had almost happened, she pulled away from him.  André could sense her 

vacillatory nature returning and he almost kicked himself for breaking the moment as he 

did. 

 Nervously Krystal straightened her dress and said, ‘I was just going to get 

something to eat in the kitchen.  Would you like something?’ 

 ‘No, maybe later,’ he answered, ‘but you can go ahead.’ 

 ‘All right,’ Krystal said, ‘maybe you could look at something I wrote for you 

while I rustle up some thing.  They are in my room.  I’ll go and get them.’ 

 ‘O.K., but I’ll come with you,’ André replied, ‘you don’t want to leave me alone 

in your house, do you?’ he smiled, ‘and besides, I always wanted to see what your room 

looks like.  Annike’s room is very neat most times.  But, like when she empties her 

handbag or her suitcase after traveling, it can be a real mess.  I want to see if there’s 

much difference.  Plus it will give me a chance to see how you’ll keep our bedroom, eh?’ 

Krystal smiled at him and said, ‘O.K., as long as you’re just coming to see what 

the room looks like.’ 

 ‘Scouts honor!’ he said, making the sign with his fingers against his forehead. 

 They went up the stairs together and headed for her room.  Krystal quickly 

walked to the dressing table and picked up the two sheets of paper.  Hurriedly she turned 

and headed for the door.  She did not want to be alone in the room with André too long.  

What happened downstairs had shown her how she wanted him and she did not feel she 

was ready for that yet. 



  
 

 Standing in the doorway and blocking her path, André said, ‘Nice room!  It fits 

your personality,’ while talking, he took hold of her hand and pulled her closer to him, ‘I 

like it and you,’ he continued, as he kissed her. 

 ‘André,’ Krystal muttered, ‘remember your promise,’ as she feigned an attempt at 

loosening his grip. 

 ‘Oh, didn’t I tell you? He whispered seductively, ‘I was only in the Cadet Force.  

So, I don’t know much about the Scouts’ honour.’ 

 They both broke into laughter that ended in a deep passionate kiss.  Slowly he 

lifted her in his arms and, standing on one leg, he used the other to slam the door shut.  

Laying her gently on the bed, he lowered himself unto her.  Gently he kissed her as, 

again, Krystal responded with a yearning that only served to ignite the flame that existed 

in them both.  As they removed their clothing, they caressed the texture of each other’s 

body. 

 Slowly André explored her – her eyes, her ears, her hands.  He cupped her breasts 

tenderly as he feasted on her nipples.  As he kissed and whispered near the lobes of her 

ears, Krystal’s body shivered.  Trailing his fingers down the nape of her neck, she arched 

her body in submission to his desires.  For a moment, the thought crossed her mind that 

this should have been left for their wedding night.  Yet, as his lips claimed hers again and 

she felt him throb against the inside of her legs in wanton eagerness, the thought went as 

fleetingly as it came.  Moving her body beneath his, she made him know, without words, 

that she was ready.  André wanted to savour the experience longer, but his own yearning 

was too powerful to constrain and with an ease (as if they had done it before) he entered 

her. 



  
 

Slowly, rhythmically they moved, dazed as in a trance.  Together they made their 

own music, from a slow waltz to a quickening tempo as they riotously careened 

themselves to the climatic moment. 

 Minutes later, sweaty and utterly exhausted, they lay in each other’s arms.  ‘I love 

you,’ André said, ‘I love you so much,’ as he held her close to him. 

 ‘I love you too, André. With all my heart,’ Krystal whispered. 

 Laying there in each other arms, he told her about the time he had spent away and 

what it had taught him.  He told her how he had missed her and his family.  He told her of 

his fears and his memories of his father.  Locked within each other’s embrace, he shared 

his life with her.  The sharing she had craved before, which would help them to grow 

together.  Krystal showed him the letter and the poem she had written and told him of her 

own fears.  They ended in laughter.  Because, was it not ironic that they had been away 

from each other for so long, just because (notwithstanding that they wanted each other) 

they were afraid of eventually losing each other.  That was why André preferred to lock 

himself away when they had a problem rather than talk about it - so that Krystal would 

not know exactly how he felt.  Moreover, Krystal’s reasons for her vacillation were 

similar – being afraid of another short-term love affair that would end on the rocks again. 

 When they finally stopped laughing, André said, ‘Oh, by the way, I almost forgot.  

Will you marry me?’ 

 Krystal was slightly dumbstruck.  She looked at him and smiled.  However, there 

was not even a hint of laughter in his eyes.  He was serious.  The name ‘KRYSTAL 

EVADNE FULBRIGHT’ flashed across her mind – it sounded good to her.  In fact, she 



  
 

liked it - she could get accustomed it.  ‘Yes!  I will marry you.  Just tell me when,’ she 

replied. 

 He did not answer.  He simply pulled her unto him.  He had some more 

unfinished business to deal with first.  Krystal did not mind.  There would be lots of time 

for answers in the future. 



  
 

CHAPTER NINE 

JEFFREY St. Aubyn McDonald replaced the telephone receiver on the hook.  He sat for 

a few minutes in a complete daze.  Slowly the disquieting fears of impending doom swept 

over his being as Suzane’s words sank into his mind.  This was what he had feared all 

along.  Why had Annike not listened to him?  Why did she have to be so stubborn? 

 He picked up the sheet of paper on which he had written the information that 

Suzane had given to him, pushed it into his pocket and donned his jacket, as he headed 

for the door.  As he entered his car and turned the ignition key, his mind raced in 

countless directions. 

 Absentmindedly he pulled out of the driveway and headed in the direction of 

Papine.  Normally it would take, at least, twenty minutes for him to reach the College of 

Arts, Science and Technology, (C.A.S.T.), from home for Evening Classes.  But, at the 

speed with which he was traveling, it would take him considerably less time this morning 

to get to the University Hospital, which was opposite the College.  Mentally he cautioned 

himself to take it easy – it wouldn’t do Annike much good, (if she was still alive), if he 

ended up in hospital too. 

 His thoughts returned to the first time they met.  She had appeared so frail and 

agitated and was evidently ill.  He wondered what she was at Princess’ home and where 

she had come from because he hadn’t seen her around before and he knew the sort of 

friends Princess kept.  He had smiled to himself that evening as he thought of Princess.  

She was a drug pusher and most of her friends were dope addicts and yet, she never used 

the stuff.  She had a rough life yes, and most of the money she earned as commission 

from her sales for the ‘Dons’ was used wisely on her education and supporting an 



  
 

illegitimate child in the country.  But that didn’t compensate for the havoc she reaped on 

the lives of those she sold the stuff to, which was usually after luring them into her web 

by offering the ‘merchandise’ free at the initial outset and then awaiting the inevitable 

moment of total dependence. 

 He had met her at Evening Classes and, from discussions with her, realized that 

with her life she could assist him with information for the completion of his Thesis on the 

effects which drug distribution and addiction had on the young, and the society in 

general, in Jamaica.  He had met many like Annike before who were suffering from the 

initial trauma of the effects of the drug on their system.  But, somehow, he was drawn to 

her.  She didn’t seem like the sort of person who wanted to or who should get involved 

with this tool of death.  It was that thought that had brought him over to her and made 

him offer his assistance although on his previous visits he had preferred to remain in the 

shadows and simply observe the people around him. 

 He learnt later that Annike had also met Princess at Evening Classes too and they 

actually studied together.  Her first encounter with the drugs had been on an occasion 

when they were studying together though.  It had been consequent on her father’s death 

and unsuspectingly she had accepted Princess’ offer of giving her something to ease her 

tension.  Before she realized it, she had been hooked! 

 Together they tried to break her dependence and with the effort came his love for 

her.  She was still resisting his emotional offers though in the belief that his main concern 

was his Thesis and possibly just pity for her.  He hoped he hadn’t lost his chance to prove 

her wrong. 



  
 

Annike slowly opened her eyes as she stirred to consciousness, but quickly closed them 

as the lights within the room caused her such excruciating pain that the lids felt as if they 

had been hit by a volt of electricity.  Having been warned of the effect, she cautiously 

attempted to open them again.  This, time with a bit more success, though they continued 

to pain her.  She could vaguely make out the figure of her mother lying on the couch 

against the wall beside the door.  ‘Where am I?’ she wondered.  It certainly wasn’t her 

bed – it was much too high and narrow.  She looked up and saw the drip hanging from 

the metal frame and followed to tube to her hand where a syringe was strapped to it.  It 

must be the Hospital, she thought, and then she remembered the scene with Mrs. Smith 

and her running to her room.  She must have taken an overdose of the stuff because she 

couldn’t remember anything else after putting the syringe into her hand. 

 Her head pounded as if someone was beating it to some tune.  Slowly she turned 

her head to view the rest of the room and saw Andrev slouched in the chair on the other 

side of the bed.  But, Andrev!  Where did he come from?  When did he come back?  Had 

he come home?  Or was she dreaming?  Was that really her brother sitting there?  

‘Andrev?’ she whispered, ‘Andrev, is that you?’ 

 Andrev stirred slightly and then quickly moved closer to the bed.  ‘Annike, 

Annike!  Are you o.k.?’ he asked.  Love and concern flowed from his eyes as she tried to 

smile, but didn’t quite make it.  ‘Oh, thank God, you are all right’ he said, ‘it’s good to 

have you back, Sis.’ 

 ‘It’s good to have you back too,’ she muttered, ‘when did you come back?  I 

missed you so much.  I thought you weren’t coming back – that you had gone away like 



  
 

Daddy and left Mommy and me alone.  You aren’t going away again, are you?’ she 

asked, as she held on his hands in desperation. 

 ‘No, Sis, I’m not going away again.  I’m back for good!  You can’t or won’t get 

rid of me so easily again.’  He smiled at her in an attempt to reassure her. 

 Maysi, hearing them, had gotten up and came over to the side of the bed.  ‘Thank 

the Lord, you’re alive child.  You gave me such a scare.’  Maysi hugged her as if she 

wanted to reassure her own self, that her daughter was actually alive.  Annike had been 

unconscious for almost ten hours.  Andrev had returned about minutes to six yesterday 

and she had been unconscious from a little before until, what time was it?  She looked at 

the clock on the wall and saw that it was thirteen minutes after four in the morning.  Yes, 

almost ten hours.  Anything could have happened.  The doctors had said they couldn’t be 

sure of anything until she regained consciousness.  They cautioned her that Annike could 

develop brain damage or regain consciousness in a state of amnesia.  But her God had 

brought her little girl back to her just as she had left – in as much as he had brought back 

her son.  ‘Let me go and get a nurse or a doctor so they can look you over,’ she said, as 

she turned and headed for the door.  Momentarily she turned back to Annike as her hand 

grasped the doorknob, ‘It’s good to have you back, Baby – in fact it’s good to have you 

both back.’  She smiled shyly, almost as a young girl would who stumbled on a novel 

idea and quietly closed the door behind her. 

 Annike continued to hold Andrev’s hands as she stared into his eyes.  ‘I thought 

you weren’t coming back, Andrev,’ she said, ‘I’m so sorry about this.’ 

 ‘Never mind,’ Andrev said, ‘we can talk later.  Just concentrate on getting better, 

o.k.?’  he patted her hand and affectionately brushed his face against her cheek. 



  
 

 Maysi returned with a nurse who checked Annike’s pulse rate and her pupils.  She 

mentioned to Maysi that Annike wasn’t doing too badly, but when the doctor checked her 

later in the morning they would know more.  What she really needed was rest.  So they 

should just let her sleep. 

 Andrev sat beside the bed and coaxed her to sleep, but the escape of sleep from 

the pain, consequent on the withdrawal symptoms from the stuff she was taking, 

wouldn’t come.  Maysi went back to lie on the couch with a little more ease.  And 

Andrev eventually bowed his head in exhaustion.  They must be tired, she thought.  She 

could imagine the torture she had put them through. 

 She continued to try, but as she may, the sleep would not come.  Her thoughts 

went back to the death of her father.  The memories she had of him and how and why she 

had started taking drugs.  She had been at Princess’ house about two nights after her 

father’s death and she was really in a state.  She had been nervous and uptight and 

nothing seemed to ease her tension.  She missed her father and took his death, (especially 

the manner in which he died), real bad. 

 Princess had asked her if she wanted her to give her something to loosen the 

pressure.  She was so ‘hyped’ up that she would have taken anything then.  Eagerly she 

took the two innocent looking capsules from Princess.  That had been the start of seeming 

heaven, but eventual hell, for her.  Nothing mattered except keeping that feeling.  That 

night she had returned home late – very late, in fact, but Andrev and he mother had been 

so wrapped up in their own grief that they hadn’t even noticed it.  Or if they had, they 

hadn’t mentioned it. 



  
 

 She started going to see Princess regularly after that, in order to have easy access 

to the ‘stuff’.  After a while, she began to see changes within her that were possible 

effects of her usage of the drugs – she was less tolerant with even the slightest of things.  

Her breathing was labored at times; she lost hr appetite and she never could sleep – her 

body was always charged to be able to wind down.  She began to worry about these 

effects and what her mother would think if she found out.  At times she wanted to stop, 

but her crave had acquired such enormous proportions that it was not only impossible to 

do but, increasingly, she needed more and more of the capsules to satisfy her until she 

had to try the intravenous method. 

 

 If those weeks after her father’s death were hell, then Andrev’s disappearance was 

even worst. She tried her best to reach out to her mother to comfort her and to be a sort of 

shield in her storm of troubles, with Andrev’s disappearance, relatively consequent on 

Daddy’s death.  But, it hadn’t been easy.   One night her grief had been particularly 

terrible and she had taken so much of he ‘stuff’ that she hadn’t slept a wink.  She must 

have been unconscious though because she had stirred early in the morning to find herself 

still clad in her jeans and T-shirt from the day before. 

 In a daze and overwhelmed by fear, she had staggered to her mother’s room 

which showed a flicker of light beneath the door.  She had managed to regain her 

composure well enough to speak coherently with her mother and deal with the issues of 

Andrev’s departure.  That had been the following morning after he had disappeared.  She 

could tell that her mother had noticed a change in her, but she tried hard to conceal her 

own fears.  They had shared their emotions with each other that morning and Annike felt 



  
 

proud and secure in her mother’s presence.  They had even ended up having breakfast 

together with Annike preparing it.  That was something that rarely happened even if she 

was on Leave from work and at home.  She always treasured the thought of rising late, 

unlike her mother.  And she had definitely out grown the urge to do little things around 

the home that she had used as a child to remain in her father’s good graces. 

 Annike has reached the stage where, when she wanted to, she would simply tell 

him just how much she loved and appreciated him as a father.  And there were many 

times that she told him.  Even calling him at work in the middle of the day, sometimes 

just in order to feel closer to him.  They had shared a wonderful relationship for a father 

and daughter, in an era and Country where most children were devoid of the love and 

attention of a father. 

 Her body rocked with unshed tears as she silently recalled the poem he had 

written to her in a birthday card he had gotten her for her sixth birthday: 

 

HAPPINESS 
 
                        What is Happiness, 
  Daddy? 
  Asked my little 
  Girl… 
 
  She had heard 
  Me speak of 
  Happiness 
  So often, 
  And, like all children, 
  Wondered what it was… 
 
  I threw away 
  My sophisticated mind. 
  Locked the dictionary 
  In the closet – 



  
 

  Knelt beside my little Girl 
  And, smilingly, said… 
 
  Happiness 
  My darling, 
  Is you… 
 
  Happiness 
  Is what you are 
  When you feel 
  The world belongs 
  To you… 
 
  Happiness 
  Is everything 
  That brings out 
  The ‘true’ 
  YOU… 
   (S.C.G.) 
 
 Daddy had in fact, knelt beside her and read it because she couldn’t quite read it 

properly at six.  She had asked, ‘What is sop-pis-tate, Daddy?’  And he had smiled, for 

she had really been trying to ask, what was sophisticated, but she couldn’t quite 

pronounce it.  ‘In time you’ll understand, My Darling,’ he had answered, ‘but right now I 

just want you to know that I love you – with all my heart.  And that you’re a special little 

girl because you’re mine.’  He had finished his statement with a broad smile on his face 

as he patted her head and continued, ‘Now go and show Mommy your card.’  As she ran 

off to find her mother, he had called out to her, ‘Oh, by the way, happy Birthday!’ 

 Annike had treasured that poem and still did.  Constantly she read it until the 

words became almost like a prayer and something that brought her closer to him, even 

when he was away on Business trips.  She had come to know it by heart, almost as well, 

as she knew the Lord’s prayer.  He was a good father, she thought.  Why did he have to 

die like that, was a question that was still unanswered for her. 



  
 

 On the eight day of Andrev’s disappearance, all the pent-up emotions that were 

locked away in her mind and hidden from her mother had been released in exasperation.  

Mrs. Smith, (Dear, sweet, Mrs. Smith), had felt the brunt of it. Her constant questions and 

genuine concern had seemed to trigger a switch within her and she had blown her top at 

her.  In anger at her own self and the embarrassment she must have caused her mother 

because of her indiscretion, she had ran upstairs to her room and had a ‘fix’.  But, 

obviously, it had been too much.  In her rage, her judgment must have been wayward and 

the consequence had been her ending up here in the hospital with her mother and her 

brother worrying about her to the point of exhaustion. 

 ‘Annike, honey.’  Someone was stirring her.  Somehow, she must have fallen 

asleep after all.  ‘Annike.  Oh, Dear God!  Please don’t let me loose her!’  She opened her 

eyes to find Jef standing by her bedside and Andrev holding her mother who was crying. 

 Her head was still pounding and her limbs felt weak.  She was dried out – exactly 

how she felt when she wanted another ‘high’.  She wanted to answer him but the words 

wouldn’t come.  In agony, she closed her eyes again, partially because she didn’t want to 

see the pain in his eyes.  ‘I’m sorry,’ she finally whispered, her eyes still closed, ‘I know 

you told me, but I just wouldn’t listen.’ 

 ‘Never mind that now, darling,’ he said, ‘right now we just want you better and 

out of here.  You’ll be all right if you try.  And we’ll be right here to see you through.’ 

 Annike opened her eyes, but nothing seemed focus properly.  Everything seemed 

to have lost perspective.  The walls appeared so flat that she could swear that she could 

walk on them.  The bed had, somehow, taken on the form of a riotous sea and she swayed 

to and fro its tide.  Her skin crawled as if something was biting and tormenting her.  ‘Oh, 



  
 

Dear God!’ she screamed as she lost consciousness to a welcomed haven from her 

tormenting hallucination. 

 Jeff had been the real Saviour of the day.  Suzane, (one of Annike’s friends), had 

visited the house in the morning to see her and Mrs. Smith had given her the news and 

she had called him and told him about it.  When he arrived at the hospital he had told 

Andrev and Maysi, along with the doctors, about the problem with drugs and how he had 

been trying to dissuade her from using it.  It assisted the doctors in determining what 

methods to use to deal with the problem and save a lot of time in trial and error diagnosis 

in treating her.  Not much, (if any), of the drug had been left in the syringe that was found 

in her hand.  So, although they knew it was a question of an overdose, they didn’t quite 

know which drug.  His knowledge of it and her usual intake made a vast difference. 

 Jeff explained that they had been ‘seeing’ each other for a while.  But, she always 

insisted on his waiting a while before meeting his family.  She feared that he would tell 

them on of her drug addiction problem.  They had met at Princess’ home not long after 

her initial introduction to the drugs. She had been ill the evening and he assisted her and 

got her home safely.  Somehow, it seemed that he had always been getting her out of the 

problems she ended up in because of the drug effect.  He really loved her and wanted to 

spend the rest of his life with her.  But, she always his interest as being an indication of 

pity for her, though secretly he suspected that she felt the same way about him. 

 He was happy to meet her mother and Andrev.  His mannerism and maturity 

impressed them, though he couldn’t have been much older than Annike.  She was 

heartened by his obvious devotion and affection for her daughter and she hoped that, if by 

some miracle, Annike pulled through it that they would, in fact, get together. 



  
 

 Jeff wished for the same thing as he pulled up a chair beside Annike and all three 

waited for her to get over it.  They viewed her sweat-drenched body – each with mixed 

emotions, but with one common hope, they wanted her to make it.  They needed that 

stubborn, pigheaded, little devil of a daughter, sister and, possibly wife. 

 The doctors cautiously gave them some hope.  She was bad, but not that bad.  

With a little love and hope, she could make it.  She would probably need psychotherapy 

treatment. And that could be a long process.  But, many had survived similar traumas 

before and they were reasonably sure that she could too. 

 They waited in anticipation.  They waited with love, to see if God, in his wisdom, 

would grant them this small favor. 

 

 

 The doctors discharged her two weeks later as an outpatient with the 

Psychotherapy Unit.  It was fourteen days of watching her struggle with the agony of the 

withdrawal symptoms.  At times, not even love was enough.  Her body craved the 

dependent stimulant that it had become accustomed to and there was little that her family 

and Jef could do or offer as practical help.  It was a battle she had to wage on her own.  

She had to fight – yes, fight for her own survival.  The two weeks that she remained in 

the hospital and away from the drugs was only the beginning of the journey.  When she 

got out the drug would be available again and some elements of the dependence 

syndrome would persist.  She would have to decide on the part she would take. 

 Rev. Ramsay came to see her too.  He was a good booster for her.  She always 

seemed to cherish the association the family shared with him and Clarke Edwards too, 



  
 

when the latter was still alive.  On his family visit to her before she was discharged from 

the hospital, at the door before he left, he had turned and simply said to her, ‘The battle is 

yours to fight and it is hard, but God can make a difference.  Don’t leave Him out.’  

Solemnly he had left her with the stark realization that the choice was hers to make – hers 

alone! 

 

 The transformation was a traumatic one.  But over dinner, almost three weeks 

after her discharge from the hospital, while the family, (at least the extended one, 

including Jeff), spoke amicably about things not relative to her problems, she had cut 

them short with the words, ‘You know there’s always a better answer than drugs.  I know 

that now.  It was so stupid of me.  And I’m so happy that you all didn’t stop loving me.  I 

don’t think I could have could made it without your love.’  She hadn’t spoken to anybody 

in particular.  In fact, towards the end of her words, she had held her head down.  They 

could see that she had difficulty in expressing her feelings and that it must have taken 

great courage and a lot of thought for her to decide to relieve herself of them in such a 

setting. 

 Maysi stared at her and then turned her eyes to the ceiling.  Silently she said a 

prayer for the conscious return of her daughter.  Andrev smiled wryly at his sister as he 

stretched across the table and took her hands.  ‘Welcome back, Sis.  We’ve been waiting 

for the day,’ he said. 

 And Jeff, he got up from his seat, ‘Forgive me, Mommy,’ he said, ‘but this lady 

deserves a hug.’  But it was more than a hug – it ended in a kiss, (albeit ‘brotherly’), 

much to Annike’s embarrassment, and Andrev and Maysi’s amusement. 



  
 

 

 

 That night as Maysi retired to bed, she took time out to thank God for remaining 

on the job.  There’s hope yet, she thought, as long as He continues to work the shifts.  

She settled in slumber with that comforting thought. 



  
 

CHAPTER TEN 

ABSENTMINDEDLY, Maysi picked up the sheet of paper, which Harold had given her, 

from the center table and lying back unto the sofa, she re-read its contents: 

 
  HEY, LONELY ONE! 
 
 Hey, Lonely One! 
  It seems you’ve lost your will to live 
 And the Loneliness – 
    Like a sordid catch, 
       Is imprinted upon your face… 
 
 No…  Don’t walk away… 
  I don’t mean to ridicule you, 
 But, only to share in your loss… 
  For, I too. 
    Have lost my will to live… 
 
 I too, have felt the pain you feel 
  And cried the tears you try so hard to hide… 
 Come, Lonely One, 
    Let us share in our loss. 
 
 Let us remember – 
  And yet, not yearn 
 For the will that is lost, 
  Bur, rather see the beauty behind our loss 
 And welcome the strength it has created in us… 
 
 And, Lonely One, 
  As the seconds turn to minutes 
 And thus to hours, 
    Stretching on to days… 
 Let your heart be another shield against 
    the deception of reminiscence…. 
  And if these barriers fail, 
  Hold on to the one truth that exists… 
       PAIN… 
 
        (S.C.G.) 
 
 



  
 

 Harold was really a sweet man, she thought.  He was understanding and 

considerate.  Yes, Harold Agustus Edmundson.  He was the Program Director at the 

Young Men’s Christian Association, (YMCA).  That’s where she met him.  Having lost 

his wife recently, (though not to the tragic extent as she had lost John), they shared 

something in common. 

 Rev. Ramsay’s suggestion, she had gone to the YMCA to offer her services as a 

volunteer worker to better occupy her spare time and to lend meaning, (or at least, more 

meaning), to her life.  Harold was the partial result.  A friend who, somehow, understood 

and who cared about her as a person and responded to her need for simple friendship.  

The other result was the utter and complete rejuvenation and resuscitation of her spirits 

when realized that, out of her grief could come the possibility of her life making a 

difference in lives of others. 

 She became involved in the Street Corner Boys’ Project at the ‘Y’ and this lent a 

certain amount of life back into her existence.  She could not thank Rev. Ramsay enough 

for his help.  His time spent with her had been a blessing.  She enjoyed sharing their 

common love for Poetry.  And Harold, appreciating this love, had ardently searched for 

new poems to entice her interest.  ‘Hey, Lonely One!’, had been one of his latest ‘finds’ 

done by a young Jamaican poet.  Somehow, it captured their mutual concerns and 

emotions as if it was written for jut them.  She loved this one, of all those he’s had found. 

 Maysi had spent some time working at the Whole Man’s Centre, (W.M.C.), which 

Rev. Ramsay operated as a sort of Faith Mission with the help of the St. David’s 

Community. Though John and Maysi hadn’t been regular Church goers, their association 

with Rev. Ramsay; the St. David’s Chapel, (where John’s funeral was held), the Whole 



  
 

Man’s Centre and the St. David’s Community on a whole had spanned almost two 

decades.  Rev. Ramsay, over the years, had become a true friend of the family.  She could 

still remember the first time she met him at the center and what that experience had 

meant to John. 

 Yet, she sighed reluctantly, John was dead now and her life had to go on.  She 

couldn’t forget him and she knew she never would.  But, John had been a good man, a 

loving father and a wonderful husband.  He had been her companion and friend.  But, she 

couldn’t stifle her chances at life simply because he was no longer there.  Alone, Maysi 

could never have come this far.  John had been her life.  Their love had been the source 

from which everything else bloomed.  With his death, she wasn’t a Christian.  Not yet, at 

least.  But, at times, she felt it wasn’t a bad idea.  He had taken her through so much 

while she was still a wayward child.  She marveled at the thought of what he could do, if 

she surrendered her life completely to him.  But, she wasn’t quite ready – not yet, though 

she didn’t know why. 

 The YMCA had also been an answer in itself.  While there and trying to reach out 

to the youngsters and attempting to emphasize with their needs, she realized the value of 

giving and the joy it afforded the Giver who gave for the sake of giving.  She could better 

understand and preoccupation John had with his work at Rev. Ramsay’s Centre now and 

she could better appreciate the wholesome help that a young man there had offered them 

without the thought of payment. 

 And then, there was Harold!  He was an answer too.  With time, she felt she could 

become attached to him.  He understood her – he cared.  But, right association.  The 

trauma of John’s death had brought them even closer together as a family. The 



  
 

attachment had been further cemented with the fear concerning Andrev’s disappearance 

so long ago and Annike’s drug addiction problem.  Andrev and Annike had rallied 

around her supported her involvement with the ‘Y’.  There were many evenings when 

Annike would come home and prepare the dinner while she worked late at the ‘Y’.  And, 

before Andrev had left the home, he loved taking them out for a bite if they had both 

gotten home too late to prepare something at home.  Yes, the time had passed and, 

somehow, it was helping to heal some of the wounds. 

 But, she wasn’t quite ready yet to spring a new relationship on them.  Neither was 

she ready for another relationship herself.  After such a wonderful life and association 

with a man like John, a year and a half, (even two to three years), would seem like 

yesterday.  In everything that she did thought, his memory existed.  And it wasn’t 

something that she wanted to wean herself of them. 

 Maysi eased herself up from the sofa and reached for the other sheet of paper that 

had accompanied the first poem.  She wasn’t too certain whether she liked this one.  In a 

poetic sense, it wasn’t too bad, yet it seemed to slice open so many wounds and stir so 

many memories that it grieved her to read it.  Images of John, peacefully lying in the 

simply box which bore him home, confronted her.  His ‘last breath had been taken’ and 

his existence ceased.  Her chat with Annike in her room that morning, when Steven came 

to see Andrev, flashed across her mind – somehow, she had blamed John for leaving 

when, in truth, ‘he had not the choice to decline.’ 

  God, the answer! – The ‘Author and the Finisher’- takes in as much as he gives.  

The crowd that gathered at the Church for the funeral took the words of cheer and 



  
 

comfort could still be seen and heard.  But, the final separation had been effected and he 

lay, ‘oblivious of pain,’ and the living. 

 Oblivion wasn’t Maysi’s choice though. She had to watch as they lowered him 

into the earth.  She had to spend sleepless nights in torment, lonely nights without his 

warm embrace and gentle smile.  The hardest part was on her – while she continued 

living.  Yet, she had come a long way.  With the help of so many people, even, Mrs. 

Smith included, (Maysi smiled and chided herself, ‘Agatha’ – yes, and she must get 

innerved to calling her by her first name). 

 Today, her life was living proof that with determination, love and faith in God – 

life could conquer, (and, indeed, did conquer), death.  It wasn’t easy.  But, then, no real 

battle for anything that was worth fighting for was ever easy.  Yet, that was no excuse to 

give up.  ‘Ask me,’ she whispered, as she smiled to herself, ‘I know, because I’m living 

through it.’ 

 As she focused her eyes on the paper, she remembered Harold’s words, ‘If we 

can’t face the reality of the situation, then we’ll never be able to overcome it.  Because, 

always, we will have determined even before the battle started, that we were unworthy of 

victory!’  Strengthening her resolve, she forced herself to read the poem: 

 

   DEATH 
 
  The last breadth  
  Has been taken. 
  The final moment of existence 
  Has passed… 
  The senses have nulled. 
  Oblivious of life, Time 
  And, even, 
  DEATH. 



  
 

 
  Farewells were not offered 
  For notice was not given… 
  Loved ones cannot believe 
  The Invitation was accepted – 
  Unconsulted –  
  (Blame him not, 
  For he had not the choice 
  To decline.) 
 
  He who giveth Life  
  Likewise, taketh away. 
 
  The Crowd gathers, 
  Solemn, 
  Perhaps unworthily, paying homage… 
  “Abide with me…”, 
  “He was a good man…” 
  The tears fall –  
  If only they could just 
  Wake him with it all. 
 
  But, alas, 
  He who giveth life 
  Likewise taketh away. 
 
  DEATH 
  The final separation 
  Oblivion of pain, laughter, 
  Time 
  And, even, the 
  LIVING. 
 
   (S.C.G.) 
 
 The tears almost came.  But, Maysi was pleased that they didn’t.  She was getting 

there. She rose from the sofa and stretched.  It wasn’t quite exhaustion – more a question 

of relief. 

 Going over to the television, she turned it on, mainly on impulse though, because, 

since John’s death, she didn’t ‘fool’ around with it.  It had been one of their favorite 

pastimes and, again, she thought, as in everything else, his memory was there too. 



  
 

 Returning to sit on the sofa, she tried to follow the movie that was being viewed, 

but with great difficulty.  Finally, her thoughts settled on Andrev.  it suddenly dawned on 

her that she had never heard about what had happened when he had disappeared or even 

where he had gone.  It was obvious though, that he ha benefited from the time.  Yet, 

strangely, she wondered, why it had only just dawned on her, after so long.  At the right 

time she would make an effort to find out the details.  Or maybe, he would tell her when 

he was ready. 

 A few hours later, Maysi retired to bed.  There was a peace within her that she 

cherished.  She didn’t quite know from whence it came.  But, she was reasonably sure 

that Andrev was safe at home with Krystal in Stony Hill, where they had moved to after 

getting married six months ago.  Annike was fast asleep in bed, (she had checked on her 

too long ago.  A habit she had developed ever since Annike had been discharged from the 

hospital s long ago.  But she didn’t need to worry – Annike had learnt her lesson.)  Jeff 

had left a few hours ago – he was a regular visitor to the home now.  And she had seen 

Harold before she left the ‘Y’ that evening.  ‘All’s well, that ends well”, she thought, as 

she succumbed to sleep. 



  
 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

REV. Ramsay was not only a man of God.  He was also a practical man too.  He believed 

in principles of they Christian faith and love in action.  That was the basis on which he 

built his faith and the concept that had kept him in the Church for twenty-seven years.  

For the past fifteen years while he was assigned to the ‘St. David’s Community’ as its 

spiritual leader, he was involved with the ‘Whole Man’s Centre’, (W.M.C.).  It was an 

unusual and quite unique center.  Perhaps the only one of it’s kind, in Jamaica or even the 

Caribbean. 

 The Whole Man’s Centre was a voluntary, non-profit organization that was self 

sufficient, to the extent that it was totally supported by the men and women of the 

community who, in essence, formed a part of its very existence.  Support was anything 

ranging from love, time, interest, material, gifts, money and even, (last, but no means 

least), prayer.  Within the confines of the Centre, love, patience, understanding, 

forgiveness, fraternity, hope, and faith, took on living forms.  They were personified in 

the very being of the volunteer workers who assisted the Centre and even in the very 

naiveté, innocence and ignorance of some of the people who lived there. 

 For Rev. Ramsay, any time spent at the Centre was time utilized symbolically in 

the presence of God.  It wasn’t that you were any closer, (in a literal sense), to God while 

you were there.  But, in focusing your mind, thoughts and actions on the needs and 

limitations of the people whom the Centre supported, you were, somehow, brought closer 

to an understanding of those around you.  If you could empathize with their singular 

circumstances and yet, not experience that urge to give of yourself, in totality, whatever 



  
 

your gift might be – then, he felt, that you would have been truly immune to any 

influence of compassion and genuine love for your fellow man.   

 Penitence, for him, was spending a day working at the Centre.  Yet, in truth, it 

was a joyful experience that helped to build his faith and affirm his conviction in the 

sanctity and value of life.  There were many days when Rev. Ramsay literally dragged 

himself away from administrative duties of the Chapel to experience God alive.  Even in 

the Jamaica of the day, where entrenched values appeared to have been eroded and 

frivolity and promiscuity and certainly, what he termed, the ‘non-sacredness’ of life was 

rampant.  He could still take comfort, not only in the strides the residents took, (however 

simple), but also I the actions and life to their interest in their fellowman. 

 They came from all walks of life – from the rich to the poor, and even the in 

between.  They came to salvage their souls. They came in mockery and hypocrisy, to say 

to the world, ‘Hey!  Look!  “I’m a Good Samaritan”.’  They came to find God.  Some 

came because they had nothing better to do with their time.  There were others who came 

because they were Christians and wanted to put their faith in action.  Yet, (for whatever 

reason they came), Rev. Ramsay welcomed their presence.  Because it meant that, either 

through money and time or even simply more hands employed to the same task, at least 

one or more resident would be helped and given another lease on life. 

 They came to bathe the bed-ridden that were plagued with abrasions and bed 

sores.  They came to massage the joints of the old that were prone to arthritic pains.  To 

support the attempts at walking by those who were stricken by polio.  To feed the poor in 

need.  To comfort the abandoned or orphan children whom scarcely experienced the 

warmth of care and love and to give constructive help to the mentally retarded and the 



  
 

mentally ill.  They came to love - to learn – to understand – they came to live and to 

reiterate the value of life. 

 There were a few also who entered through the shabby, rusty and worn gates of 

the Centre that were also different.  They were not Christians; they were not rich; they 

didn’t have all the time in the world to give.  Yes, some even had naught, but prayer, to 

give.  Yet,, they came to give of themselves.  Perhaps, once a month, every two weeks or 

even just letters with a ‘smalls’ in it after a while, as a continuing gift.  And these were 

the ones that Rev. Ramsay cherished the most.  For they gave, expecting not to receive 

anything in return.  Not even with the thought of God in or, (some preferred to call it), 

‘lucky’ to have in, relative, abundance that they wanted to share. 

 John James Fulbright was one of those volunteers, his wife, though less 

committed because of her devotion to her family’s needs and her profession had also 

joined him many times at the Centre.  She was an impressive woman, preferring to 

remain in the shadows at times, but, at the same time, being a stalwart of support for her 

husband.  Rev. Ramsay liked her – he would have been proud to have had a wife like her. 

 Twenty-eight years ago, by accident, (but, Rev. Ramsay always believed that it 

was through the act of fate), John and Maysi had stumbled into the Centre one evening 

seeking help with car troubles.  They were flustered, being unaccustomed to the violent 

and poverty stricken community / which the Centre was located.  In their plight, fate had 

handed them an answer in the simple, but heart warming sign that read: ‘WELCOME TO 

THE WHOLE MAN’S CENTRE – IN GOD WE TRUST’.  Between them, they didn’t 

know how much about God.  Their live had been fortunate enough without him so far.  

But they were cognizant enough of the fact, that in this seeming jungle where the youths 



  
 

appeared to thrive on violence and, at any moment, would pounce on their relative 

ignorance -–any place purporting a trust in God was better than their combined efforts.  

 They entered in faith and were not disappointed.  Rev. Ramsay met them at the 

gate on his way back to the Rectory.  He recognized them as being new to the Centre and 

could not help noticing their troubled looks.  Though he was scarcely much older than 

they were, he greeted them in his usual manner which was quite ironic and which lent 

some humor to the scene. 

 ‘Ah, my children,’ he said, ‘what brings you to our humble abode and sets such 

deep fears upon your eyebrows?’ 

 ‘Oh, Father!  I’m so glad to see you,’ John said, ‘we’ve been…’ 

 ‘That’s Reverend – Rev. Ramsay, in fact.’ He interrupted John, ‘not Father.  

Though, I did, indeed, call you my children.  Come and tell me of your troubles over a 

cold glass of lemonade.  That should cool you both down.’ 

 It was one of the residents, (they made the usual, almost cardinal, mistakes of 

most strangers to the Centre of using the term ‘inmates’), who solved their car troubles.  

Something to do with the battery being run down and needing to be charged, along with 

faulty wiring.  John had vaguely recalled that a relatively, unknown Auto Shop had 

worked on the car recently, yet neither of them had taken much notice of what was being 

said about the car and why it had staled.  Their interest centered on the young man that 

was deftly maneuvering himself under the bonnet, while correcting the irregularities. 

 He was a young man in his late teens or early twenties.  He had only one hand – 

the other had been severed from the elbow.  His knowledge of cars was astonishing and 

his total interest in the vehicle, equally remarkable.  They learnt later, (over another glass 



  
 

of lemonade), while talking with Mark, (that was his name), that his knowledge had been 

gained from his simple interest in automobiles and his constant act of just watching other 

mechanics all over the place and every chance he got, working on cars.  ‘I guess you 

could just call it my gift,’ Mark had said in a prosaic manner. 

 Yet, if John and Maysi had been astonished at his ability, even with one hand, to 

fix their car – they were equally or even more amazed at his adamant refusal to accept 

any form of payment for his services offered, although they repeatedly beseeched him to 

accept their money.  ‘I assisted you because you had a need and I could help.  Not so that 

you could pay me, ‘he had said, and then ended,’ but if you insist, perhaps you could give 

“Daddy Ramsay” a donation, as a gift to our home.  That we would appreciate!’ 

 John had given Rev. Ramsay two hundred dollars.  A bit less than what a 

professional mechanic would have charged him, when you include towing the car to his 

place of business plus cost of material and labor.  By then, it was getting late, however, 

and having given their profound thanks, had anxiously departed. 

 Two days late, John called on Rev. Ramsay at the Centre.  He was obviously 

troubled about something and wanted to share it with him.  ‘Reverend,’ he said, ‘I can’t 

quite grasp what happened the other evening.  It was amazing how Mark fixed our car for 

us.  And, yet, he wouldn’t even accept payment for it.  He’s obviously in as much need 

for the money as your Centre is, even though he lives here.  Why didn’t he accept it?  He 

certainly earned it.  The car hasn’t operated so smoothly in ages.’ 

 Rev. Ramsay smiled at him and then he simply said, ‘Come with me, my Son.  let 

me show you our home and, hopefully, in what you will see, you will find your answer.  

A better answer than any I could give you.’ 



  
 

 He took John to the kitchen where a communal meal was being prepared – for 

they fed as many as those who lived at the home and any who had a need within the 

community and even beyond.  Many hands made the work light – in as much as he 

confessed that, at times, too many cooks spoil the ‘broth’.  He showed him the volunteers 

at work, helping the sick and the aged.  He showed him the drained and the dilapidated 

buildings.  And then he showed him the residents themselves – each one helping the 

other.  A crippled young girl, in a wheel chair, was leading a blind man to the dinner 

table so he could partake in the ‘family’ meal.  ‘Here,’ Rev. Ramsay said, ‘is life, 

perhaps, at its worst and, yet, its Best!  We are family here.  Each member has its place 

and his worth.  The loss of one is a sorrow shared by all.  The gain of one is a joy shared 

by all.  Our members are limited for we, somehow, represent the epitome of what our 

Lord asked, (and asks), of us – to love our neighbors as we love as and ourselves he loves 

us.  Mark helped you because you had a need.   But, in as much as he offered you help, 

you gave him so much in return that had nothing to do with money.  You made him fee 

worthwhile and useful.  You utilized his talent and appreciated him for it.  And that was 

all he craved.  But, isn’t that what we all want – others to recognize our worth?’ 

 Rev. Ramsay paused and looked at John to see his response.  He could recall 

giving similar explanations to other people for equally amazing things done by other 

residents at the Centre.  Usually, their response was filled with antagonizing appearances 

of guilt and a need for him to end his babbling quickly.  It was not something they 

wanted to hear.  It made them feel less human and, somehow, (but, rightly so, as far as he 

was concerned), inadequate in the use of their lives, time, interests, actions and 



  
 

aspirations.  For self-giving, (of whatever nature), without an inclination for payment, 

was not their idea of living. 

 But, the man stood before him and had a look of awe on his face.  He was interest 

in what he was hearing and wanted to hear more.  His eyes almost compelled Rev. 

Ramsay to go on, without the need for words.  And so he continued, ‘Therefore, having 

already paid him, he sought nothing else from you.  Excepting to share his joy with his 

family.’  As he said that, Rev. Ramsay spread forth his hands as if to remove a veil that 

had covered a hidden treasure.  ‘This is his family,’ he said, ‘this is his home!  Now do 

you understand?’ 

 John remained silent for a while.  He turned and looked around him.  A look of 

inspiration was in his eyes.  There was empathy.  There was love.  He then smiled.  It was 

a simple smile that broke out into a resounding laugh.  The residents around, turned in his 

direction to see what the laughter was about.  A little girl ran to him and smiled, 

obviously enraptured by his laughter out of sheer curiosity.  He swooped her up in his 

arm and turning to Rev. Ramsay, he said, ‘I’m not a Christian, Reverend.  I don’t even 

know if I’m ready to face the Lord as yet.  And I don’t want you to start on me!’  He 

smiled apologetically with the words and then continued, ‘But, I’d like to be a part of 

your family.  I don’t know – I must be crazy, but I feel something here.  It’s not pity, 

because, in as much as these people are evidently poor, I can see richness in their lives.  I 

can feel love in this place.  Yes, that’s it Reverend – I feel accepted here, although its 

among the sort of people that I’ve scarcely had to associate with in my life.’  John 

stopped to get Rev. Ramsay’s response.  But, he had only smiled with a smug look on his 



  
 

face as if he knew exactly what John was trying to say, but wanted him to finish it his-

self. 

 Somewhere in the recesses of Rev. Ramsay’s mind, the words of a familiar chorus 

came to him: 

 
    ‘….    Something good is going to happen – 
   I’ve got faith! 
   Something good is going to happen –  
   I’ve got faith! 
   For the spirit of the Lord is moving –  
   I can feel him in this place! 
   Something good is going to happen – 
   I’ve got faith!…’ 
 
 Rev. Ramsay had the inclination of faith that something good was going to 

happen, both in the life of the man who stood before him and the life at the Centre.  

Finally, he said, ‘Go on, my son, I’m listening.’ 

 ‘Yes, well,’ John stuttered slightly.  He was evidently weighing his words, to be 

sure he said exactly what he wanted to say.  And then, he continued, ‘If Mark could give 

so much, so freely.  Maybe I could too.  Because, believe me Reverend, Maysi and I 

really appreciated what was done for us, we could have been robbed and possibly killed 

out there, had it not been for the Centre.  Tell me, how can I, (or rather, we), help?  How 

can we be a part of your home?’ 

 

 That question had marked the beginning of a long association with them.  Yes, 

fate had sent them to the Centre – for they could be used in the service of God and man, 

though they did not know Christ personally.  For twenty-eight years they had given of 

themselves, in terms of time, money, love and patience and John had even offered the 



  
 

Centre the service of his Business acumen and expertise at times.  They came to give in 

gratitude, always remembering and being spurred on by the thought that, (as far as they 

could make a difference), the Centre had to continue.  After all, it could save others, by 

its very existence, just as it had saved them once. 

 Those years had brought rev. Ramsay closer to them and gave him a better 

understanding of their nature.  He had come to love them as friends and even children for, 

though not accepting the faith, they had confined in him on several occasions and sought 

his advice on some of their problems.  He came to respect John as a man of his word, as a 

patriotic citizen who never left the home without his flag pin secured to his lapel.  He 

appreciated him as a good and faithful husband, (as far as he knew), and an exemplary 

father and provider for his home. 

 

 Rev. Ramsay had married them, three years after having met them.  Two years 

later he had christened their first child, Andrev, and the second one Annike, two years 

after that.  He was present at every Anniversary dinner, which was a special family 

occasion and a frequent guest for simple meals at the matrimonial home.  He liked to 

match his wits with them at ‘Scrabble’ especially with the Latin vocabulary. 

 

 

 But now he was called upon in another role – to bury John James Fulbright and to 

comfort his bereaved widow.  It wasn’t going to be an easy task. 

  



  
 

 He knew John hadn’t been a Saint.  After all, Saints were usually deep-rooted 

Christians, and John certainly wasn’t.  Not that Rev. Ramsay hadn’t tried to bring him 

into the fold of the Lord either.  But, there had been a certain quality about the man.  A 

certain distinctive trait that had made him stands out from the rest.  He was a man of 

honor, possessing a faith in even that which he couldn’t reconcile unto himself.  Yes, 

John James Fulbright had been, essentially, a friend – one that you could rely on.  One 

that you could trust, how do you comfort a wife, daughter and son who had lost such a 

man to death?  How do you bring cheer or even a sense of hope?  How do you help them 

to understand the will of God in allowing their ‘corner stone’ to be removed in such an 

especially violent, hideous and unnecessary manner?  The questions haunted the very 

fiber of his being, as he searched, (seemingly, in futility), for the answers that would not 

some. 

 

 Maysi had visited him early on in the morning after John’s death.  She had 

entered the small study of the Rectory that he used as an office, in a somber mood.  

Recognizing her sorrow, but being unaware of its origin, he had directed her to a seat and 

asked in his usual comforting voice, ‘What troubles you my child?’  And the simple 

answer had been, ‘John is dead, Reverend.  He died yesterday  - NO!  Correction!  He 

was…KILLED… yesterday.’  She had spoken forcefully, the difficulty in pronouncing 

the words being evident.  He had seen the reaction to death before – if you say it, then it 

makes it true – and she wasn’t ready to face that truth. 

 Maysi had broken down then.  She cried as a child who lost her favorite friend 

who had moved to another community or migrated.  She cried in anger as a wife who had 



  
 

lost her husband and the father of her children.  And then, she cried, just to get it out of 

her system because there was nothing else to do. 

 Rev. Ramsay had knelt by her side as she cried.  He thought it best to allow her to 

unburden herself of the grief.  Anger, dismay, pity and love overpowered him in bisecting 

sequence.  He wanted to cry too for the loss of a good man.  But, this was neither the time 

nor the place.  As her emotions subsided he said to her, ‘Lets bring God into this.  I’m 

sure he can make it easier. Pray with me.’  And with that, he bowed his head to his 

Maker. 

 He didn’t know whether she had prayed or, (if she had), just what she had prayed 

of or for.  But, as he bowed his head, he prayed for guidance to choose the right words to 

say.  And then he felt it would be a lot simpler if God just took charge of the whole 

problem.  In faith, he knew he could – and he did. 

 

 Maysi recounted the events as far as she knew.  She spoke of the sorrow and the 

pain she felt consequent on the new vacuum created in her heart and life.  She spoke of 

her fears for the children, of their reaction to the occurrence.  She spoke of hr own 

survival.  Why!  Why!  Why! Had been as a recurring decimal on her lips. 

 

 In the time that followed, (both on that day and the ensuing days that followed), 

leading to John’s interment, Rev. Ramsay did his best to comfort Maysi.  Her needs to 

understand God’s will was important.  Her need to forgive even in the face of utter pain 

was also necessary, if she was to overcome her grief and be of any help to her children.  

She had to be strong for their sake.  He recounted that she was not to be singular in her 



  
 

grief, because thousands of other families had experienced the horror of her experience.  

She had to face the vile nature of he society, but still find hope, if her peace of mind and 

sanity was not to be shattered.  She needed to quickly channel her resources and energy 

into constructive work that would lend further meaning to her life.  Perhaps continuing 

her work with the Whole Man’s Centre, (or maybe not, since it held so many memories 

of John’s association), or assisting with some other charitable or Voluntary organization 

like the Young Men’s Christian Association, (YMCA), in its Outreach Programmes.  It 

would mean a total reorganization of her life, but she could accomplish it. 

 He had made it a point of his duty to see her daily.  Even after John’s burial a 

week later.  He brought her God’s word.  Not so much to convert her, (though secretly he 

hoped for the wonderful possibility), but more to comfort her – to ease her burdens and 

assist her to take it one step at a time.  To live daily and allow God to straighten out her 

life.  The Lord was willing to help if she would only put her faith in him.  The words of 

one of his favorite poems, which he had brought to her, said it better that he could: 

 

    EACH DAY 
 
    Each Day  
     Is a new Day 
    Is another day. 
    Each Day 
    I welcome 
    Each Day ends – 
    I long for another Day. 
    I have lived today 
    As on Day 
    Having lived…and forgotten 
    Yesterday 
    Now I kneel 
    To my God 
    Praying of Tomorrow 



  
 

    As another Day… 
    Praying to live 
    Each ‘Another Day’ 
    As 
    Each Day… 
    Not forgetting 
    To Pray. 
     
     (S.C.G.) 
 
 Maysi had enjoyed it immensely and had hungered for more.  It had taken the 

death of their mutual fried to have them realize their common love for poetry and its 

power to soothe the heart.  As he worked along with her, guiding her acceptance of the 

reality of her loss and her recuperation from it, he had increasingly employed the use of 

the poems a his disposal, much to her delight, as she also shared some of those in her own 

collection with him. 

 When Maysi asked him to read one of the poems she had written consequent on 

the fateful event, Rev. Ramsay was heartened by the strides she had made.  It impinged 

on the thought that, though the youths may not have only robbed John of his earthly life, 

but also his chance of Eternal Life without the opportunity at the end, to seek forgiveness 

– she couldn’t just sit back and lament the act. 

 It was something on which Rev. Ramsay had searched within his heart for an 

answer.  After having lived such a peaceful and rewarding life with so much to be 

thankful about; had John been struck down so viciously with without the time to make 

peace with his God?  It wasn’t fair!  It just wasn’t fair.  He was certain that, given time, 

and based on his character and caring nature, he would certainly have come to accept 

Christ as his personal Saviour.  Had he been robbed of that time?  Those youths still had 

a chance at forgiveness and Salvation as long as they remained alive.  Two or twenty 



  
 

years after having killed John – and even on their death beds – in penitence for their sins, 

(including the sin of taking John’s life).  They could pray for forgiveness and the Lord 

would be faithful and just and just and, as promised, he would forgive them and welcome 

them into His home.  They were still alive and had that hope – but what did John have?  

Did he have the time to even say, “Lord forgive me”?  Rev. Ramsay searched for the 

answer that did not come, he looked at Maysi who was moving away from her grief to 

stand in her faith, (however, unfounded, because it was still not necessarily based on 

Lord).  He appreciated her growth.  He acknowledged God’s goodness, knowing it would 

not have been possible without him, whether she knew it or not.  He smiled, even in his 

anxiety and confusion for the eternity that John’s soul would face, as he read Maysi’s 

handiwork: 

 

   MAKE THE FIRST MOVE 
 
   You and I know 
   That when you look at it, 
   It’s really a rotten world, indeed. 
   Yet, each day we awake 
   Repeating the same useless, agonous cries –  
   Never thinking, for even that small moment 
   Of the things we can do to change it. 
   Publicly we condemn 
   The fightings, stealings, killings, and wars, 
   Yet, when our chance comes along 
   To do our small part… 
   We shudder… 
   Seeking to escape the reality 
   Trying to tie the reigns to a “Brother’s” shoulders 
   To be able to go n condemning 
   Worldly…Stupidity. 
 
   Brothers, the world won’t change 
   If we simply, let it be. 
   We each have to stand up 



  
 

   And take our part in changing it 
   To what it ought to be. 
   Crying out ‘loud’ won’t change it –  
   Do something for your fellow man… 
   Your Country…Yourself. 
 
   The world needs a little help – 
   It can make it if we pull together. 
   Bring the shoulders up, put them to the wheel… 
   It will be hard, 
   You and I know – 
   But, if we really want to change it, 
   Lets make the first move and 
   Pull together –  
   Stand up Brother 
   It’s not that hard! 
     (S.C.G.) 
 
 Yes, Rev. Ramsay thought, Maysi was almost there, she wasn’t going to take the 

pain lying down.  She was going to make a difference.  She had dropped off the poem on 

her way to the YMCA where she had started working as a volunteer with the ‘Street 

Corner Boys Project”.  Love in action would bridge the gap between the hatred that 

boiled in our youths, stemming anywhere from parental ill treatment, rebellion, 

loneliness, lack of love or, just plain, unfulfilled needs.  God had given her an answer – it 

was the only practical and logical conclusion he could accept, but, what of John?  How 

did he fare from the useless act of tyranny?  Rev. Ramsay feared for John’s soul.  He 

feared even for his own soul and that of every other innocent Jamaican who could fall 

prey, at any time, on the maddening streets without being ready to die. 



  
 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

ON the day of John James Fulbright’s death, Rev. Ramsay was within the confines of St. 

David’s Chapel.  It was a day of fasting and prayer for the prosperity of the Church along 

with seeking God’s continued guidance and assistance in the steadfast on the goodness of 

God and the revelation of His handiwork within the growth of the St. David’s 

Community.  He was no where near that eventful scene that consequently brought him, 

(one week later), to perform the final rites for the man he had come to call ‘friend’.  And, 

yet, even had been at ‘the scene of the crime’, he would scarcely have known of the total 

lack of need for his unnerving concerns and searching questions. 

  

 If it had been possible, she would have known that, on that day… 

 

John stirred form what had been a restless sleep, plagued by tormenting nightmares that 

held the strange premonition of impending gloom.  Maysi had just stolen her usual 

morning kiss.  It had become a routine between them – just as his own stolen kisses as he 

left for work each morning.  His subconscious being expected it and almost in the 

instance of the contact of Maysi’s lips to his, he had stirred to consciousness.  He smiled, 

(least, he attempted to), through his half opened eyes, still laden with sleep.  He reached 

out to snatch a hold of her, but effortlessly she rolled off the bed.  She had expected him 

to try – she could always count on him to try – but she wasn’t about to have him start 

something they both didn’t have the time to finish.  Not that she didn’t want to start it 

herself, but there was a lot of work in the kitchen to be done before he and the children 

left for work and it was also going to be a hectic day for her with two dresses to finish. 



  
 

 ‘One of these mornings I’ll catch you yet, Hon,’ John said smilingly. 

 Maysi taunted him flirtingly, ‘That’ll be the day, Sweetheart.  You would have to 

wake before me – which isn’t very likely is it?  - And you’d have to be the one stealing 

the kiss.’  She blew him another kiss as she closed the door behind her and headed 

downstairs to start her day. 

 John watched the door closes behind her and an unnatural feeling of doom settled 

on him.  It was strange because he couldn’t recall ever experiencing such a feeling 

before.  The silent click of the door as it closed behind his wife was almost synonymous 

with the final closing of a door on his fate.  Visions of the scenes from his nightmares 

flashed across his mind.  This wasn’t going to be a good day if it started off so rotten, he 

thought.  He picked up his watch from the dressing table and pressed the light button – 

eighteen minutes past five.  ‘Maybe a little bit more sleep will help,’ he told himself.  He 

replaced the watch and turned to find a more comfortable position beneath the covers, 

while cautioning himself that, (at best), he could only spare about fifteen minutes more in 

bed.  Yet, that should be enough!  He thought, to get him out of this mood. 

 But, it wasn’t enough!  In fact, it was fifteen minutes of hell.  Scenic pictures 

paraded his mind.  They were not scenes he could describe, because they flashed 

incessantly without a warning or order.  Yet, the images he saw as he laid in torment for 

those fifteen minutes, (which, to him, seemed like years), were intent on wrecking the 

very fiber of his sanity.  He was a practical man though, and he searched within the 

confines of his inner being for some reason, some explanation that would satisfy his quest 

for knowledge as to the origins of his thoughts.  Was it that something he ate last night 

hadn’t been digested?  He smiled as he thought of his regular late night snacks after 



  
 

finishing the paper work he normally brought home from the office.  Not to mention the 

fact that it was not uncommon for him to wake in the middle of the nights and tiptoe 

down to the kitchen for a bite.  He wasn’t as bad as ‘DAGWOOD’ in the comic strips, 

but he sure wasn’t much better.  Infrequently, Maysi caught him in the kitchen when she 

turned but couldn’t find him in bed.  ‘What a day when you have a nightmare from all 

that late eating, honey!’ she would always say.  And, yet, more often than not, she usually 

ended up having the snack with him. 

 

 He didn’t have a late night snack last night.  In fact, he had gone to bed early 

because he felt tired and hadn’t even finished working on Mr. Stanton’s papers for his 

business loan.  That reminded him – he had a meeting with the Advances’ Manager at ten 

o’clock about his final recommendations.  He had to get to the office early to, at least, 

have a final look at the papers.  But, (as big a customer as Mr. Stanton was), certainly just 

worrying about that wouldn’t give him such terrible anxieties.  After all, he was 

accustomed to infrequently being a little bit behind on his work schedule when the work 

was heavy.  His having to oversee to add pressure to his time. 

 John, wondered, however.  If it wasn’t the effects of a late snack and not concerns 

of his job – then what was it?  There wasn’t much, (if any thing at all), that he had to 

worry about.  To be honest, he thought, there was so much that he had to be thankful for 

– so much that he had to be grateful to God for- that the very essence of what was 

happening to him puzzled him.  He thought of Maysi.  Any man would be proud to have 

her for a wife.  She was his wife, his children mother’s, his lover, his critic, his confidant, 

and his defender and most importantly she was his friend.  Coming home to her made 



  
 

lousy days end in the triumph of happiness.  He thought of his children.  Annike was a 

stubborn child.  Yet, he didn’t think that her love for him could be measured.  Her loyalty 

and devotion to her family was remarkable and he couldn’t imagine much of an existence 

without her in the home.  As ‘terrible’ as she was, (he smiled to himself, when he thought 

of the word ‘terrible’), he dreaded the day when she would take unto herself a husband 

and leave the home.  Not that he saw that eventually being in the near future – she was 

much too independent for that right now. 

 And then, he thought of Andrev – Andrev Antonio Fulbright – he repeated the 

name within his mind.  It sounded good to him; and the image it conjured up in his mind 

was one of continuity of himself – in fact, an improvement on the original model.  

Andrev wasn’t a saint, but he sure was a good son.  As he contemplated on the qualities 

of his son and his tenacity to stick to a task till its end.  He found himself being 

comfortable with the thought, that if for whatever reason he died and had to leave them 

he would be satisfied to know that Andrev would be there.  Andrev would carry on the 

baton and keep the vehicle of life moving, though the wheels would have changed hands. 

 John wasn’t a man to dwell on the thought of death.  His concept of death was 

borne in the words he had read some where, (he couldn’t quite remember the source nor 

the exact words, so he paraphrased it), ‘why worry about death, a necessary end, which 

will come when is shall come?’ he didn’t like these thoughts!  After all, at fifty, he was 

still a young and vibrant man with no health problems, according to his last medical, four 

days ago.  He wasn’t going to die, at least, not now.  The words from one of his favorite 

Bible stories stung him as it leaped to his mind, ‘Thou fool, tonight thy soul is required of 

thee!’ 



  
 

 In disgust at himself, he flung the covers from his body and got out of bed.  If 

sleep didn’t work, then a cold shower should.  He picked up the watch again – five 

minutes after six.  ‘Where did the time go?’ he asked himself, ‘wasn’t it just eighteen past 

five?’  It hadn’t occurred to him that, (for no explainable reason), he had laid for quite a 

while just concentrating on his family – quite unlike him!  He was more a man of love in 

action.  

 Beneath the cold shower running down his athletic looking body, he thought of 

sharing his concerns with Maysi.  But, in the end, he decided against it.  He didn’t want 

to worry her and, besides, she probably just say it was a nightmare and nothing more – 

which is what he wanted to believe anyway.  But, something told him it was much more 

than that.  Nightmares, he told himself, were borne from the subconscious mind 

concentrating its energies on some concern or concerns, which the conscious being was 

apprehensively contemplating in its waking sense.  By process of elimination, he had just 

ruled out that as a possibility.  No, it wasn’t a mere nightmare.  It was definitely much 

than that.  And, until he found out exactly what it was, he couldn’t speak to Maysi about 

it.  Mentally, he noted, however, that as soon as he found out what it was, he would speak 

to her about it.  Maybe this was something she had experienced too.  And, even if she 

hadn’t then she, then she could learn from him.  Yes, he thought to himself, as he 

absentmindedly finished drying himself with the towel that was part of the strength of 

their relationship – they shared with each other and each benefited from the other’s 

individual experiences.  Besides, she had a right to know something as disconcerting as 

this. 



  
 

Stepping from the bath, he tied the towel to fall to the carpet as he reached for a brief 

from the chest of drawers.  Unconsciously, his gaze fell on the picture of Maysi and 

himself as he remembered the occasion on which it was taken.  It had been their twelfth 

anniversary.  Without much fuss, (for they were both simple in their comforts), they had 

driven to Hope Gardens to spend the day together. The picnic basket with the different 

sandwiches laid before them on the table cloth.  On impulse, he had held her close to him 

as a prelude to telling her how much he loved her.  Barely having said, ‘I…’ he heard a 

‘click’ and looked up to see a photographer smiling down at them.  He was an elderly 

gentleman who was obviously pleased at the picture they painted together. 

 He introduced himself as, Clarke Edwards, and apologized for intruding.  His 

main objective had been to ‘get a sale’.  But he explained that he could see genuine love 

between them, unlike other couples who frequented the beautiful grounds of the garden.  

In fact, he was so moved that he offered them the instant photo as a present.  Clarke was 

even more ecstatic when they told him that they were celebrating their twelfth 

anniversary and that only increased his intent to have them accept the picture as a present, 

since Maysi and John had declined the offer and instead wanted to pay for it.  They both 

saw that he needed the money – yet, he wouldn’t accept any payment.  ‘Take it,’ Clarke 

had said, ‘and let it be one of the bonds that keep you both together for another twelve 

years as you view the love and laughter you both share, captured in it.’  They were both 

moved by Clarke’s words and had reluctantly, but graciously, accepted the picture.  In 

compensation, however, they had insisted that he join them for a little while and share 

their meal with them. 



  
 

 Clarke obliged them and they shared a wonderful period with him as he recounted 

the years of his life for them.  They were beautiful memories and he had a flare for 

talking, as was common with elderly people who had willing ears to listen.  They heard 

his tenure as a Service Man, his wife and his family.  And, as Clarke moved on to seek 

another ‘roast’, Maysi and John were overwhelmed with the thought that on their twelfth 

anniversary, apart from making each other happy, they had brightened the day of an 

elderly friend who had so much to share.  They visited him infrequently after that.  

Bringing him food or money or just their time in friendship.  The kids met him too and 

they loved him.  He was never out of stories to tell – never mind that some of them may 

not have been entirely true – (and John suspected that some weren’t). 

 The Fulbright family attended Clarke’s funeral last year.  Two years beyond the, 

‘another ten years,’ he had wished for them.  It was a simple funeral for a simple man.  

Maysi and John cried together for the loss of their friend who died peacefully in his sleep 

and hopefully, stepped over into the Maker’s home.  They had taken picture from the 

family album after that and crowned the chest of drawers with it.  They used it to remind 

them of him, of his love and his help to them through the years when they had problems 

and needed to just get away for a while.  But, they used it also to remind them of their 

love for each other. 

 John looked at the picture more closely.  It was a wonderful picture – spontaneous 

and lively.  It showed a loving couple entwined in a blessed union.  It was a gift they 

would cherish dearly for the rest of their lives, as the memory of Clarke Edwards 

continued to burn as an eternal flame within them. 



  
 

 Putting on his brief, John felt his manhood stir as he remembered his reaching out 

to Maysi as she stole her morning kiss.  ‘That Woman!’ he said to himself, as he steered 

his mind off what he definitely didn’t have time to do now.  Mentally, he promised 

himself, ‘Tonight!  Yes, tonight, we will settle that.’ 

 His mood had changed slightly for the better with the thoughts of Clarke and, (not 

to mention), the erotic ones for Maysi.  He dressed quickly in an immaculate blue suit.  

His mind followed every move of his hands.  He liked to dress neatly and this suit tended 

to bring out the best in him.  It would help carry him off today, when he had to deal with 

Mr. Stanton and the Advances’ Manager.  Maysi always teased him on the amount of 

time he took to get dressed and yet, never failed to remark on how elegantly distinguished 

he looked.  Splashing a bit of ‘Chaps’ on his face and neck, he turned to leave the room.  

As he reached for the switch on the wall to turn off the light, he thought to himself, ‘Blue 

has always been my favorite color – it looks great on the walls.  They seem to radiate 

their own light in this little haven we share together.’  Then he closed the door behind 

him and descended the stairs happily. 

 On the landing, at the bottom of the stairs, the ominous feelings returned.  John 

shrugged it off – not completely, but long enough and well had smelt the familiar scent of 

Banana Fritters on his way down – it was something he enjoyed immensely. 

 Andrev and Annike descended the stairs shortly after and breakfast was a hasty 

event, slackened, in time, only by one of Annike’s regular tantrums.  As usual, she 

wanted something from Andrev – this time it was his sports jacket. 

 The need to be conscientious with his time constantly on his mind John hurried 

Andrev and Annike along.  They seemed to be talking a mighty long time getting ready 



  
 

upstairs after breakfast though and calling out to them, he said, ‘Annike, Andrev, are you 

ready?  I wasn’t to get to the office a bit earlier today,’ as he went back into the kitchen to 

Maysi.  He stole his usual kiss while she busily cleared the table and left her with his 

familiar words, ‘lov ya’. 

 John scarcely knew whether Maysi had said anything on his departure.  He was 

too busy trying to get away to beat the traffic.  As he entered the car, however, the 

thought struck him that she hadn’t and, what was more, and quite strange – he wanted her 

to answer him.  He wanted to hear her say, ‘I love you too, honey! But he didn’t have the 

time to go back.  Inexplicably, he felt he had missed something he wouldn’t have the 

chance of retrieve.  The thought confused him because he knew he would get a lot more 

than words tonight.  With great effort, he turned the ignition key in the Lada and pulled 

out of the driveway. 

 Having dropped off Andrev and Annike, respectively, at work, he headed for his 

office.  As the feeling of gloom incessantly overpowered him, he drove extra cautiously, 

much to the disgust of another driver in a BMW behind him.  It was a young man who 

seemed, obviously ‘high’ on something.  ‘Yuh drive like a woman, yuh know Boss!’ the 

youth said, as he finally over took John, on a bend at that.  John smiled slightly and 

thought to himself, ‘It is better to be twenty minutes late in this world, than twenty years 

early in the next.’  - ‘You can always count on me to remember such apt maxims for 

situations like these,’ he told himself aloud.  About twenty-eight minutes after leaving 

home, he reached his office building.  He alighted from his car as the rain descended with 

a crashing fury. 



  
 

 The day started in a hectic pace as John had imagined.  It had been like this for 

the past weeks.  The fiscal year had just ended and most companies were trying to get 

their books in order for the Auditors.  The Banks always had a major role to play in this, 

in either approving major loans or negotiating more favorable terms with the companies 

so that their books didn’t balance too far in the ‘red’.  It was the Accountants’ job t help 

these customers in terms of advice and information on the services, which the bank 

offered. 

 The morning went by quickly with John busily trying to execute his various tasks.  

The meeting with the Advances’ Manager went off better than he had expected, (even 

though he was ill prepared), and they were able to decide on a pretty good packaged 

proposal for Mr. Stanton. 

 It was his job to convey the information to the customer and at eleven fifty his 

Secretary came to remind him that he had a twelve thirty luncheon with Mr. Stanton.  

There was hardly enough time for him to finish up some other urgent things on his desk.  

Hurriedly he sieved through the papers and completed as much as he could.  At precisely 

twelve minutes past twelve, he got up and donned his jacket.  Picking up his attaché case 

and leaving his office, he said to himself, ‘Here’s to you Mr. Stanton!’  And, to his 

Secretary, he said, ‘I’ll be back about two o’ clock, Mrs. Wallace.  You can dispatch the 

outgoing files on my desk, ok?’ 

 ‘O.K., Mr. Fulbright, have a nice lunch,’ his Secretary said. 

 

 Stepping from the building, John momentarily allowed his eyes to become 

accustomed to the changed scenery.  The rain had abated and he headed for his car about 



  
 

twenty yards away in his parking slot.  Half way to the car, three youths approached him 

in a suspicious manner.  John looked around him and noticed that perhaps because of the 

rain before, the vicinity was relatively deserted.  He fixed his gaze back on the three boys 

as they intercepted his path. 

 

 ‘Put up yuh han bway!  This is a hold up,’ one of the youths said to John as he 

brandished a small revolver and pointed it at him. 

 Reluctantly, John held up his hands as the two youths produced their weapons and 

pointed them at him.  ‘What’s this all about?’ he asked. 

 ‘Shut up yuh mouth, bway!  As a matter a fact – Dead men tell no…’ 

 

 John James Fulbright didn’t hear the end of the young man’s sentence.  Instead he 

heard an explosion and felt a stabbing pain in his left breast.  Falling to the ground, he 

uttered, ‘Oh, my God!’ he felt the youths rummaging through his pockets, but was unable 

to even move, let alone try to stop them.  He felt his body grow icy cold from his feet up.  

It dawned on him that this was the moment of death – his death. 

 

 Before his eyes, scenes of his life flashed in almost chronological order - his 

escapades as a youth with the ‘gang’ while at elementary school.  The comrade and love 

he shared with his family while growing up.  The love between his father and mother and 

the examples they had set for their offspring to follow.  He saw the pains of his growth to 

manhood – the sacrifices he had to make to achieve his goals.  The death of his father and 



  
 

mother returned in vivid reality, as did the pain and the trauma he experienced with the 

separate events. 

 His initial contact with Maysi gain rebirth, as did the ensuing happiness they 

shared, the birth of his son and daughter and the outpouring of love that transformed itself 

into life.  He saw the suffering and the pain he endured in his life – the joys and the 

triumphs.  The headlines of death and cruelty; of natural disasters; of miracles healings 

and hope in Christ, flashed across on the miniature screen. 

 John felt his body rock with pain.  It was an instant feeling, because in as much as 

it a came, it was no longer there.  He couldn’t reach out to touch himself – yet, he knew 

he was cold.  It wasn’t a cold that was consequent on the temperature of the climate, but 

one that emanated from within.  The thought struck him that, without life, his body was 

nothing.  Without life, everything was nothing and God was the giver of life.  Yes, God 

was life! 

 

 Several people moved above him.  He could not discern faces or voices, or even 

what was being said, but he felt their presence.  And then, he knew it was time.  He didn’t 

know how he knew; and it didn’t matter.  It was time!  As with a switch his nostalgic 

screen suddenly came back to life.  He saw the many times he went to Church; the words 

of the Pastors, (especially Rev. Ramsay), on the love of Christ and the value of his offer 

of forgiveness.  He heard them saying, ‘Come now.  Salvation is free.  Tomorrow may be 

too late.  Jesus has offered His life for you.  Don’t let it be in vain.  Accept Him as you 

Saviour now.  It is not too late…’ He thought of Maysi and his children.  He thought of 



  
 

how they would survive without him, because, yes, after today, he would no longer be 

there. 

 

 And then, the screen changed – he saw the many times he cheated his brothers out 

of their rightful possessions with lies and blackmails as a youth.  He saw his many acts of 

fornication, committed as a youth, with women he cared little, (if any), about.  He saw his 

manipulation of others and the glory it brought him to be subjective over them, then he 

saw the pain it had caused him in the end.  The terrible guilt he had endured and his hope 

to gain forgiveness from them, but it had usually been too late.  And a part of him died 

with the death of those friendships or the birth of those wrongs.  He wondered what 

would happen now – at the end. 

 

 He tried to open his eyes in desperation.  It couldn’t end like this.  He wasn’t 

prepared – he wasn’t ready!  But, he couldn’t.  On the verge of giving up, he heard a still 

small voice repeat the words the Pastors had spoken, ‘Accept Him as your Saviour 

NOW!  It is still not too late!’  A figure robed in white, with a smiling face beckoned to 

him – ‘Come!’  He saw rolling plains of green grass, happy smiling faces, a golden morn 

with a radiant Sun, in contrast to the morning he had awakened to only hours ago. 

 Within his heart, John muttered, ‘Yes, Lord Jesus, I come.  Just as I am.  Forgive 

me of my sins.  And forgive the sins of those who have done this to me.’  He wished 

Maysi could know that he had made his decision.  He felt himself being lifted from his 

twisted remains as he stepped and stood, with firm feet, on the leveled ground of the 



  
 

vigorously fresh green grass, as an untainted being. He was born anew again, even as he 

had died to the world of his earthly family, and it was good to be alive! 

 

 As he stood on the grass, his new friends and family urged him to forget his 

former life and come fully with them.  As a finale to the scene, he wished, with all his 

being, that, (though Maysi would suffer his loss, as he would have hers), somehow, 

someday, she would wake one morning and find happiness in Christ.  Knowing, within 

herself, that he had found his way home.  She would look down from their bedroom 

window and see Christ alive.  He was happy and ‘Home’ at last.  He turned to his friends 

and said triumphantly, ‘Yes, I come!’ 

 

 

 

 John James Fulbright was recorded as having died at twelve twenty in the 

afternoon.  Eight minutes after his donned his jacket to leave his office and five minutes 

after actually leaving the building.  Many people came to view the sight of his disheveled 

body, blood stained with the gaping gun shot wounds.  The three young men had, by 

then, fled the scene with his wallet, jewelry and attaché case.  Many cried, and many still 

looked on in indifference – it was just another Jamaican, shot down in the streets for no 

apparent reason.  Just one more added to the list and it wouldn’t make a difference until 

the victim was one of their own. 



  
 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

MAYSI woke to the barking sounds of Mrs. Smith dogs next door.  Rising from bed, she 

went to pull away the curtains and opened the windows to welcome the sunlight.  Just as 

that fateful morning after the disappearance of Andrev the night before, a cock crowed 

some where close by.  She took a deep breath of fresh air rushing in through the window.  

It awakened a spirit of life within her.  It was a good day to be alive, she thought. 

 Leaning on the windowsill, she peered out into the morning.  It was later than the 

time she normally awoke.  Yet, infrequently she did sleep late while savoring the 

opportunity to rise at leisure, although she was usually at her best when she rose early. 

 A ‘Doctor Bird’ flitted daintily among the flowers below her.  The Sun Flowers, 

brilliantly yellow in their sparkling array, seemed to welcome the warmth of the sun’s 

rays.  Settling her gaze on the manicured lawn, Maysi wished she had wins to gallantly 

soar down from her window and lye, unconcerned, in its comfort, beneath the shade of 

the large plum tree where a cat was busily pursuing a prey as he scratched at its roots.  

Nature alive! She thought. 

 Looking up into the immaculately blue sky, Maysi imagined the hand of God 

actually painting it for the comfort and beauty of man.  She watched a flock of birds 

flying south.  Was it south?  She hardly knew.  Yet, they did look beautiful.  If God can 

take such care of the birds above and even the flowers below her; then how much more 

could he take care of her and her family.  

 ‘…Oh, what a beautiful morning.  Oh, what a beautiful day.  I’ve got a beautiful 

feeling.  Everything’s going my way…’ seemed to ring out from her soul.  She sang out 

loud.  She sang with meaning.  She sang from her heart. She sang for the Beauty of life; 



  
 

for the love of her family; for hopes and dreams yet to come through.  Yes, she even sang 

for the past because it taught her to appreciate the value of the happiness she felt now and 

the happiness to come in the future, from the grace of God and His love. 

 

 

 Three years had passed since John’s death.  Three years of pain, hurt, growth and 

eventful out pouring of love and happiness.  Time did erase the memory.  If nothing else, 

it heightened it.  It didn’t heal the wounds, but they weren’t as raw as before.  And it 

didn’t erase the worth of love, faith and trust that she shared with John for those twenty-

five years. Instead, it had shown her how valuable and priceless those twenty-five years 

had been and she knew that, for having met him, lived with him and loved him, she was a 

better person.  And, ‘Life goes on’ – the words she spoke to Andrev, echoed in her mind, 

‘Death is final, but not the end!’ 

 

 Andrev had finished his Degree Course at the University.  He now had a Bachelor 

of Arts Degree in Accounting.  (Just like his father, although John eventually procured 

his Master’s Degree.)  He had also been promoted, through the ranks, to Administration 

Manager in the Utility Company.  Marriage to Krystal for the past two years had done 

wonders for him.  And, indeed, for them both.  They were happy and Maysi saw visions 

of the love and understanding she shared with John in their union.  He had moved out of 

the home a little before they got married, but Maysi saw a lot of them because they came 

‘home’ for visits regularly.  She would see a lot more of them too, even if she had to 



  
 

insist.  After all, her first grandchild was due in another five weeks – Krystal was 

pregnant!  It was an event she was awaiting with bated breath. 

 

 On the third anniversary of John’s death, (just two weeks ago), and the family had 

a small get together.  Partially because Maysi needed the moral support at home, but 

largely because, ‘In Unity Lies Strength’, reminded a tie that bond the family together.  

Just before Andrev and Krystal left, Andrev had pulled Maysi aside… 

 ‘I’ve got to talk to you a minute, Mom,’ he said. 

 ‘What’s the matter, honey?  Is something wrong?’ Maysi asked. 

 Andrev slightly jubilated and quite unable to contain himself. 

 ‘There’s nothing wrong,’ he said, ‘but I’ve got to tell you something.  I should 

have told you from the time I returned after my week’s absence.  But, we had gotten so 

tied up with Annike and her illness that we never got a chance to talk about it.  It never 

seemed important after that, but I thought you might want to know that I finally 

understood.  You see, Mom, its al about life.  How we live it and the value we place on it.  

Daddy’s death taught me not to take life for granted, but to live it wholly – to love and 

show compassion and understanding – to be the best that I can be!  Don’t you see, Mom?  

His death gave me life!  I don’t know why he had to die.  I wish he hadn’t.  And I would 

rather have learnt it another in fact, no, I KNOW, that he’s just as proud of me, now that 

he’s not ‘really’ here, as he was when he was here in person.’  Andrev kissed her, she 

didn’t need words to know that he was telling her that he loved her too, and then he said, 

‘Gotta go.  I’ll call you, ok?’  And, with that, he turned to leave with Krystal. 

 ‘Good-bye, Mom,’ Krystal said, ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’ 



  
 

 ‘O.K., my Dear, take care,’ Maysi replied. 

Maysi peered through the window, watching them leaving.  She contemplated on 

Andrev’s words and it wasn’t until this morning that the realization had come to her.  It 

was almost a new beginning.  Andrev had found an answer, a solace, for his quest.  Her 

son was going to be fine. 

 

 And, Annike?  She had finally pulled through the trauma of the withdrawal 

process and the psychotherapy treatment that she needed to balance her mind.  She was 

fine now.  She finally decided to accept Jeff’s engagement ring.  That was an indication 

to him that she no longer saw his offer as one bordering on pity, but rather one that truly 

centered on love.  she had just finished her Degree Program two months ago in Public 

Relations and had joined a small, but thriving, firm as its Assistant Public Relations 

Officer. 

Anyway, Jeff wanted to get married a quickly as possible, just in case she changed her 

mind.  The wedding would be in another two weeks time.  Yes, her daughter would be 

fine too. 

 

Maysi knew that Jeff had a lot to do with Annike’s triumph over her problems.  Jeff loved 

Annike – Maysi knew it.  And, for that, she loved him.  She could see them having lots of 

problems down the road.  After all, Annike was still stubborn and still pouted when she 

couldn’t have her own way.  But somehow, she saw them succeeding.  Love had a way to 

working things out, she thought. 

 



  
 

And, as for herself?  Maysi smiled at her thoughts.  Yes, there was Harold.  They had 

been trying a ‘ting’ for how long now?  She couldn’t remember.  But, she knew he was a 

sweet man – kind and gentle.  She didn’t know just where the association would lead to 

and she wasn’t ready to decide yet.  What was certain was that there would be times 

when she would need some one to lean on; to talk to or even just to be with to share a 

special thought or moment.  And, with kids going off on their own, she didn’t mind doing 

those things with Harold. 

She still wondered what Andrev and Annike would think of Harold and her spending 

time together.  Would they think that he was usurping John’s role and that she had 

forgotten John?  Yet, she needn’t have worried, for, somehow, they understood.  Daddy 

was dead!  And Maysi was alive!  She didn’t need to die too, emotionally or physically, 

to improve her love for him.  Their years as a family together was proof enough.  What 

they wanted, was for her to be happy. 

Maysi still continued her Social work with the Kingston YMCA.  She had gotten attached 

to the ‘Street Corner Boys Project’.  With her involvement, she saw herself bridging the 

gap to reach the needy and the unwanted.  Those youths who saw no hope for the future 

and who were liable to end up as Society’s rejected without the proper guidance of love 

and care.  Either in the classroom or in their general activities, she tried to pour herself 

and her love enthusiastically into the program.  Maysi wanted the boys to know that she 

loved them as her own.  At times, she thought, perhaps it was one of the boys like these 

who killed her John, boys who never experienced the joy of being loved.  She wanted to 

feel it was incumbent upon her to make a difference in these boys’ lives so that they 



  
 

wouldn’t travel the road of those three youths that tarnished their souls in an act of 

rebellion.   

Maybe none of these young men who attended the Centre each day were destined to be 

murderers and criminals.  Maybe none had any intentions of ‘running foul of the law’.  

But, Maysi wanted to be certain that, just in case, then she would vanquish their thoughts.  

In the ‘wake’ of John’s death, the possibility of – a few boys, (by and through his wife’s 

love), would be spared the agony of having to join the number of youths, who were 

roaming the streets seeking and finding trouble. 

 

 

 

Maysi turning from the window dressed hurriedly.  She overcame the compulsion to stop 

to tidy the room and a short while later, leaving, (if only for today), the slightly mundane 

task of putting the room in order behind, she descended the stairs.  Alone in the house, 

(Annike having decided to spend the weekend with Jeff and his family), she wanted to 

just relax and let it all hang out. 

Over breakfast, (actually, leftovers from the night before), Maysi thought of the trauma 

that her family had endured.  The reaction of the Community; their attempts at 

comforting the family with words of cheer and kind deeds.  She remembered the massive 

turn out John received as a final farewell.  And then she thought of the goodness of God.  

For she truly believed that it was only through Him, whether directly or indirectly, that 

they had survived such ‘hell’ on earth.  My God has been good to me.  My God, ‘…How 

Great, Thou Art…’ she thought. 



  
 

 

Yes, Andrev was on his way – the past behind him.  Annike had grown up, emotionally 

that is, and was on the verge of expanding her horizons.  Maysi, herself, had the support 

of a good friend and her sewing and involvement in the ‘Y’, to occupy her times and 

lends meaning to her life.  The Fulbright family had found solace for grief. 

 

Today, Andrev, in his quest for life, rendered the sting of death inconsequential.  Krystal 

had helped him to snatch from the ‘jaws of the grave’ the ‘victory’ it had claimed, and 

which he surrendered, as they laid John in the grave.  Yet, ‘the race is not for the swift, 

but for he that can endure to the end’ – and he did. 

 

Annike had come to understand that she had accepted responsibility for the consequences 

of her actions.  Love, faith, and trust were not excuses for letting someone else live her 

life.  She rose above her peer pressure.  She rose to find, that she could stand on her own 

two feet with the love of her family, Jeff and last, but by no means least, her trust in God. 

 

And, Maysi though not having forgotten John, had become a rounded and whole citizen 

playing her part in the development of her community, while fully participating in the 

affairs of her family.  No longer was she just housewife and dressmaker.  She had added 

‘Social Worker’ to the list and it made her proud to be useful. 

 

 



  
 

That night as Maysi retired t bed, she pulled the covers all the way up to her chin, it 

wasn’t a particularly cold might, but she just wanted to be particularly comfortable.  She 

wanted to condition her mind and her body to accept the peaceful sleep that she 

anticipated.  Even as she anticipated her waking to the dawn of a new day, if God, in His 

wisdom, allowed her to meet it.  Tomorrow evening Annike would be back – Jeff would 

be with her.  Andrev and Krystal were due for dinner also. And, she couldn’t forget 

Harold.  It will be a happy evening to be with those we care for, she thought. 

 

 

Just before she fell asleep, she thought of the tomorrow she retired to meet.  It was a new 

one.  They had left the sorrow and the hurt behind.  Grabbing on to happiness – a large 

slice of it – they faced the new day.  She departed that one, will the thought cushioned in 

her mind…  ‘My God is a good God….  He’ll keep us through…’ 



  
 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

‘DO you, Jeff, take Annike to be your lawfully wedded wife?  To love, honor and 

protect…till the day you die?’, Rev. Ramsay was saying. 

‘I do,’ Jeff replied. 

‘And, do you, Annike, take Jeff to be your lawfully wedded husband?  To love, 

honor and obey…’  (Annike looked at Jeff as she heard the word ‘obey’.  That wasn’t 

necessarily in her book she seemed to say), ‘…till the day you die?’, Rev. Ramsay ended. 

Annike continued to look at Jeff.  The mischievously defiant look that appeared as 

she heard the word ‘obey’ was slowly replaced by an outpouring of love from her eyes.  

Rev. Ramsay smiled at her.  He understood her look and though the seconds trickled by 

without her answering, he knew it wasn’t a question of hesitation.  In his mind Rev. 

Ramsay saw her savoring the moment – perhaps the one moment in her life.  When she 

would be able to recall that with two simple words she had, in faith, deliberately and 

confidently, taken charge of her life and opted for happiness irrespective of what had 

happened before or what was to some.  He was happy for her.  He had christened her as a 

child and wished her a long and fruitful life then.  Now it was time to marry her – another 

phase in her life – and he was happy to be a part of it. 

The Church was silent.  And as the realization dawned on her that they were all waiting 

on her.  She anxiously shouted, ‘I DO!’ and startling her own self at the high pitch of her 

voice, she repeated, in a slightly softer and nervous tone, ‘I do’, as she timidly turned to 

look at her well-wishers.  The gathering broke out in laughter.  ‘This wasn’t the strong 

and confident Annike they knew’, must have been the thought centered on their minds as 

the spontaneous laughter rang out. 



  
 

And Rev. Ramsay said, ‘I now pronounce you, Man and Wife.  You may kiss the bride.’ 

Jeff did kiss her.  He kissed her long and deep.  He kissed her for the happiness he felt 

within his heart, for the love he knew they felt for each other and for the happiness of the 

future that they would share together.  He kissed her till Steven, (somewhere in the 

gathering, Maysi couldn’t quite say where, but she couldn’t miss the voice), said, ‘Hey 

Boss, ah later a the honeymoon yuh know?’ 

 

Maysi was pulled from her reverie by a Nurse who asked, ‘Excuse me, Mrs. Fulbright, 

where is your son?’   She could hardly answer before Andrev came rushing down the 

corridor, he had seen the Nurse coming from the Delivery Room. 

‘How is she, Nurse?’ he asked. 

 ‘She’s fine Mr. Fulbright,’ the Nurse smilingly replied, ‘and Congratulations!  

You’re the lucky Father of a bouncing baby girl.  Seven and a half pounds to be exact.’ 

Andrev hugged Maysi in jubilation.  ‘A girl, Mommy.  A girl!  Can you believe I’m a 

Father?’ He asked. 

 ‘I can believe anything, Andrev!’ she said. 

Turning to the nurse, Andrev asked, ‘Can we see them/’ 

Andrev turned to follow the Nurse, but seeing that Maysi hesitated he asked, ‘Aren’t you 

coming, Mom?’ 

‘In a minute, ‘Maysi answered. 

As Andrev left with the Nurse, Maysi turned back to the window her thoughts.  A 

Daughter-in –law, a Son-in-law and now, most importantly, a Grandchild!  They evolved 

in time, consequent on the past and its misgivings.  Yet, they heralded a new day. 



  
 

What would they name the little one, she thought – Fay, Georgia, Alicia or Aiysha? – Oh, 

what the heck!  It wasn’t her job anyway, so why was she wrestling time thinking of it.  

Maybe because she would love her so much that there wouldn’t be time for anything else 

but love and happiness in her life.  She had gotten a replacement on life for the one she 

had lost. 

‘Exchange was no robbery’, she thought.  Yet, she wanted to make sure.  Laughing 

within her mind, till the smile broke on her face and then laughter roaring from her lips, 

she turned in the direction that Andrev and the Nurse had left in. 

The Matron passing and hearing the laughter asked, ‘Are you ok, Madam?  This is a 

Hospital, you know?’ 

Maysi could only reply, ‘I know, but it’s so good to be alive!’ 

 

The Matron didn’t understand and Maysi didn’t stop to explain.  Just as she was too busy 

then, trying to clear the dishes away to start her day, she was too busy now going to meet 

her Grandchild.  Maysi asked herself, ‘I wonder just what she’ look like?’, as she closed 

the door behind her.  Anticipation roared within her heart.  She quickened her steps.  She 

couldn’t wait to envisage God’s new LIFE. 



  
 

EPILOGUE 

MRS. Fulbright, Andrev or Annike never did find out whether the three young men, who 

committed the atrocity against John, were ever captured and made to pay for their 

actions.  Indeed, any thoughts of them were eventually shelved from their thoughts.  Not 

totally, but sufficiently enough to allow any thought of revenge for their actions to be 

transformed into life itself – the concept of living! 

 

This was easier for Maysi than any of the others because one thing was certain in her 

mind – if those young men were not made to pay by man, then God, in His wisdom, 

would exact due penance, at the appointed time, for their actions.  His judgment was sure.  

Escape from which, was only through the acceptance of Salvation and the forgiveness of 

their sins. 

 

Jesus was willing to offer such Salvation and forgiveness and, ironically, Maysi prayed 

that they would accept it before it was too late.  Too much pain and heartaches had 

already resulted from their actions and she wanted to think of another good now.  Even if 

that was the only sin they had to confess, then that would have been the means by which 

they would have entered the ‘Pearly Gates’. 

 

‘Thank you for your mercy and your promise of forgiveness, Dear God,’ she prayed, 

‘have mercy on their souls and forgive them for they know not what they did.’ 

 



  
 

The extended family lived on!  Forgiving new alliances, accomplishing goals and 

growing in their love and respect for each other.  They were not void of challenges, 

further heartaches and pains.  But, they’ve learnt to appreciate them.  For isn’t that a part 

of life?  Aren’t those the ingredients that distinguish between mere experience and the 

‘LIFE’ in the Living?  Yes, that sense of life was incomparable – they lived it to the 

continuous vanquish of Death.  
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