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To my family, especially you Irella. Thank you for encouraging me to write down these crazy dreams.
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The following is a work of fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents in this book are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead or actual events is purely coincidental.
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“For desire is the root of all evils. Some persons, hungering in this way, have strayed from the faith and have entangled themselves in many sorrows.”

(1 Timothy 6:10 CPDV)
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Chapter 1: The Priest and The Rasta
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An elderly, stately-looking man looked out the window of his hospital room. From the small old-fashioned radio by his side, the announcer reminded folks of the coming solar eclipse this afternoon. The sky was overcast, almost matching the grey walls on the inside of the ward. He looked down at the small bag he had brought with him.  In the bag were the clothes he had come in, a bar of soap, a toothbrush, and a tube of toothpaste. It’s funny, how your entire life can be reduced to an overnight bag, he thought to himself as he began to change back into his civilian clothes.

A pair of black shoes carefully polished. Black dress pants carefully folded. A light brown semi-formal short-sleeved shirt. He decided to leave the shirt untucked, as he would not be performing any duties today. He reached into the bag and picked up another small item. A priest’s collar. As he stood up to adjust the collar a small box slipped out of his pants’ pocket.

“You know you can’t take that with you right Father,” a concerned voice chimed in. It was the voice of his doctor who had just walked in. The priest felt a hot flush of embarrassment, rise in his cheeks.

“Of course, Doc. After all. It’s just an empty box, I will dispose of it on my way out,” he replied quickly shoving the cigarette box deeper into a corner of his bag.

“You should consider yourself lucky this time Father. But your history of smoking does pose a serious risk,” the doctor continued.

“I consider it God’s mercy, that’s what it is. And I thank Him for blessing you with the knowledge and the skill, of course. It was the wake up call I needed to finally drop the habit. You won’t be seeing me in here again, God willing,” the Priest replied as he gathered his things and retrieved his discharge papers.

He stepped out into the morning light and couldn’t believe that he was out. There were two pigeons sitting on a telephone wire angling from the corner of the hospital’s surgical wing to a telephone pole nearby. He remembered the story of Noah’s arch and made the sign of the cross while descending the stairs to the exit.

Halfway down, a nurse passed him as she was heading up and she said; “Good to see you up and about, Father Birmingham! But shouldn’t you be taking the elevator?”

He replied, “Dear child, I’ve been off my feet so long, I could use the exercise. I will be fine, thanks.” 

He slowly made his way to the front of the hospital, and as he neared the gate, he began to feel a little giddy. Perhaps the nurse was right, maybe I’m going too fast, he thought better of it and decided to sit on a nearby bench to catch his breath. There was a large overhanging tree giving shade. From where he sat, he had a perfect view of the entrance to the hospital. He could see the sign marked A & E Department, and one empty ambulance parked off to the side. People were walking in and out of the sliding-door entrance at a leisurely pace.

As he looked on, a man with dreads, a liberation-coloured vest, and khaki shorts, hopped toward him. The man had a cast over his left leg. Father Birmingham gestured for him to take a seat, and the man graciously accepted. The priest and the rasta sat in silence for a few minutes, both catching their breath and taking in the sites, on the small park bench overseeing the hospital.

The rasta then turned to the priest and said, “Life, funny you know, Father.” His dreads were partially wrapped up under a Tam hat. A faint bead of sweat ran down his neck, revealing a small gold pendant with the peace-sign on it. Father Birmingham turned to him, his own small silver crucifix gleamed quickly, reflecting off a passing car, in contrast to the Rasta man’s own neckless. 

“How so?” he said.

“My own scene, I was there checking, and this fella just swerved past me in his fancy iron. Near take out my leg!” the other man replied, lifting his cast leg up slightly.

“Oh, son. It couldn’t have been too bad. You’re out here now on this bench with me after all,” the priest replied, giving his best reassuring voice.

“Father, the man near jam my foot. Lucky, I jumped out the way. But now I got this cast for six weeks. Now I cannot do my fishing.” The rasta responded in frustration.

“Well, I guess we’re both invalids for the next few weeks then. I just had surgery,” the priest responded. “God has a funny way of snapping you back into focus.”

“Is so it is,” the rasta responded, giving a long sigh as he adjusted his crutches to one side. There were small scratches on his forearms. Superficial lesions mostly. One appeared slightly longer and was covered by plaster.  A siren could be heard growing steadily louder. The gates of the hospital gave a loud clank as the guard activated the mechanism to open it to accommodate the incoming vehicle. The priest and the rasta turned simultaneously expecting to see an ambulance first. Instead, they saw a large tow truck and then behind it was an ambulance. As the tow truck sped past them, they saw it was carrying a black mangled car. 

“Lord, have mercy!” Father Birmingham exclaimed in a slight raise of his calm, measured voice. “I wonder who the poor soul is, in the car.”

“Jah bless! It’s him!” The Rasta responded.

“I don’t follow,” the priest responded confused. He didn’t always keep track of local affairs. It was another habit he hoped to change.

“Everybody knows that piece of iron. That car belongs to the richest men on the island. Or so they say.” The rasta man continued. Another vehicle sped past them; this time it was a fire truck. A big commotion was developing around the entrance of the A&E department. It looked like the victim was still in the damaged vehicle. They could see the fire-officers had removed some equipment from the back of the fire truck. Some doctors and nurses came out from the hospital. The gathering crowd made it difficult for the two men on the bench to see what was going on.

“It’s Mr. Earl.” The rasta man said.
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Chapter 2: The Passenger
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The road to Pont Cassé was a dark dangerous dilapidated one. But Mr. Joseph pressed on anyway. As the only truck driver in the area, he had to make the run. His family depended on him. The streetlamps were quite far apart and large sections of the road were simply pitch dark.  He finally made it to the village, and came upon a modest house, a woman with a worried look on her face stepped out of the front door.

“Finally. I don’t know how you can see to drive in that darkness,” she said whilst walking up to greet him.

“Moon was out tonight, Birtha, I can see just fine,” the man retorted back, in a playful voice, as he stepped out of the vehicle. He turned to his left and shouted, “Come on Earl, let’s off-load.”

“Yes, Daddy,” answered a younger voice. 

A lanky adolescent stepped out of the passenger seat and began making his way to the back of the truck. Their vehicle was a large Bedford truck, light green in colour, with specks of brown where the paint was wearing out in some places, and rust was piercing though in others.

The muddy tires squeaked in the slightly damp track in front of the wooden house as they began unpacking boxes.

“Remember son, we have to get up early to take these to the market,” Joseph said to his son, “don’t oversleep eh boy. I am warning you.” The boy nodded in silent obedience as he took box after box inside the house. It was already almost midnight. 

“Joe, why do you have to get up so early nah? Look how late you reach already.” His wife muttered in protest as she helped them unpack.

“Strangest thing, there was a bad accident along the road. Took a while to clear out”, he replied. “Never seen anything like it.”

“Just as I was approaching the round-about, there was a big commotion. Another driver had somehow rolled over. All his bananas were lost. It was Frederick, oui. Good fellow. A bit of a drunk though. I guess he passed by the rum shop before he went to deliver,” said Mr Joeseph.

“Oh, oh...I know his wife. We do market together sometimes. She must be distraught.” Birtha said.

The family had unloaded the last box of bananas. Mr. Joseph closed the truck and locked it. He let out a tired stretch and looked up at the sky. The pale moon cast a grey shadow over the forest. Crickets buzzed. He looked out into the distance where he had come from. He could remember his friend’s truck turned sideways still; hearing his groans as he was being dragged out of the truck. 

He had seen some people from the area gathered around, trying to help the man, feeling the strain on his own back as he himself had rushed over and tried to help. From his house now, he still saw something in the road at this late hour of night in the distance, at the periphery of his vision. Maybe it was a trick of the moonlight. He went into the house and shut the door. He wiped his feet on the front mat. Mud and blood stains were left there as he took off his boots.

“Dad, if you’re too tired, I can make the next trip in the morning,” young Earl said, as he also took off his own sandals.

“You? You cannot even reverse the blasted vehicle, and you want to carry load. You not seeing that?” Mr. Joseph said accusingly pointing to the stains left on the front door mat.

“That’s where you will end up,” he muttered as he stormed off into the bathroom.

The moonlight shone through a tiny window over the shower, passing over the rusty curtain rod, holding a faded shower curtain, onto the mirror. Lines of pain and determination coursed through the man’s forehead as he splashed his face and washed the excess dirt off his hands. Then he went to urinate. One hand on the wall and the other rubbing his lower back.

After what felt like ages, his wife knocked softly on the door, finding him in the same position. 

“It’s getting worse, isn’t it? Maybe you should let the boy take the bananas in the morning, while you get some rest.” Birtha said.

Just then, with a triumphant grin, Mr. Joseph, let go a hot stream of urine. “Hah!” he exclaimed in response.

“Mind your business, woman! I’m fine. All you need to worry about is dinner,” he responded defiantly.

“If you say so. Think you is Paul Bunyan still.” Bertha replied impatiently and went to the kitchen. They did not notice the faint trickle of blood on the toilet seat. 

The air was utterly still that night, as the small family sat down for some bread and butter. A large mastiff was placed in the centre of a modest wooden table and divided. Mr. Joseph on one end, his wife Birtha on the other, and his son, Earl in the middle.

“Did you speak to the coach today, like I told you?” asked Mr. Joseph, cutting through the silence like a butter knife.

“Yea,” the boy replied looking down at his plate, nervous.

“Yes, father. And...?” Earl’s father pressed on.

“Yes, father. And I didn’t make it. Coach told me, maybe next year when I can hit the ball further,” Earl lamented.

“Georgey don’t know what he’s talking about,” Mr. Joseph replied, “Tomorrow self I go give him a piece of my mind before I reach the market.”

“No, Daddy, it’s fine. I wasn’t good enough. Coach George said he made up his mind already,” wallowed Earl.

“Aw, but you love cricket, just like your father. Did you know that your father and Mr. George used to play together?”, his mother chimed in.

“That’s why I don’t want to push it. I tried already and I didn’t make it,” Earl responded, staring down at his plate.

“Oh, Lord!” groaned his father, “Earl, look at me when I talking to you. How are you going to achieve anything in life if you don’t push, eh? That’s why you still cannot drive. Same thing. You keep throwing the thing in reverse and you expect me to let you do deliveries on your own!”

“Amm...” the boy responded sheepishly.

“I am going to see Georgey. Then you are going to try again. That’s all there is to it!” Mr Joseph declared.

>Tap, tap< 

It was much later in the night, and Earl woke up from his bed. He heard a knock at the door. Odd? At this hour? he thought to himself and quickly rolled out of his small wooden bed and was about to look out the window, when he stopped himself. 

“Nope. That’s how the Ladjablès will get you.” He whispered, remembering his mother’s cautionary tales. Instead, he grabbed an old T-shirt and made his way to the main dining area.

He looked over at the modest wall clock. The candles were out now, but the moon was as bright as ever. It was 3:30am. This was the time that his father would usually get up to pack the truck to make a trip to reach the market. Roughly a two-hour ride. He peeped into his parents’ bedroom and saw that
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