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Foreword 
   

Ajax and Tale of the Sucoyan is a historical fiction.  Basically, the story consists 
of two parts.  Ajax, is a collage of childhood pastime, attending Sunday School, 
passing classes and memorable characters.  Tale of the Sucoyan, is about a 
superstitious belief in the existence of sucoyans and other unnatural beings. 
  

Ajax’s mom and dad ensured that their children developed a sense of pride, 
decency, respect, selflessness, and high moral values, in spite of negative 
distractions of their environment.  His mom, Medina, was a strict disciplinarian 
and did not compromise the importance of education and living in their own 
property in a decent neighborhood.  Freddy, his father, was a cooper and he made 
washtubs from pork barrels.  He was hardworking and on weekend nights he told 
the children several entertaining folktales. 
 

In the folktale of the sucoyan, the local residents of McKenzie, a bauxite town, 
twisted the facts of Lady Mora,’s death through ongoing gossip, into a tale of a 
sucoyan (vampire).   The behavior of the residents was observed by Ohini, the 
Elder of Ancestors’ Village. 
 

The villagers were descendants of runaway slaves. Through the years, they 
developed a lifestyle that made them self-sufficient and independent.  They 
maintained the beliefs and culture of their ancestors and did not give in to the 
dominating effects of the monstrous Bauxite Plant on the lives of the local 
residents. 
 

Structurally, the book can be regarded as several short selections that are 
connected by Ajax’s flashbacks, and in some cases, flashbacks within flashbacks.  
This style may encourage literary discourses about de-structuralism in literature.  

 
  
Ajax and Tale of the Sucoyan is my first literature book.  I hope that readers find 

the story entertaining and meaningful. 
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Part One  

 

Ajax 

 
1  

Tenement Building 
 

During the nineteen fifties, Ajax lived with his family in a tenement building on 
High Street.  It was a three-storied wooden, dilapidated, off-white building in front 
of St. Philip’s Grounds.  Bap, the landlord, was East Indian and he was good at 
patching his building.  He had a habit of stroking his beard and wobbling his head 
when he was talking.  Bap had a long white wiry beard and always wore a white 
Nehru hat and a white Indian cotton shirt.  The neighbors said that Bap was rich 
and that he owned two more run-down buildings like the one on High Street.  The 
apartment in which Ajax and his family lived was situated on the bottom floor, at 
the back of the yard on the right hand side.  The kitchen area was painted in dark 
green and the walls of the sitting room were covered with newspaper.  Cassava 
starch was used to paste the newspaper onto the walls.  His father’s workshop was 
below the back steps that went all the way up to the third floor.   

 
Buddy, his good friend, was living on the second floor in a back apartment that 

overlooked the common standpipe in the backyard.  Buddy’s mother, Ismay, had 
helped Ajax’s mother get the apartment on the first floor when they moved from 
McKenzie.  Ajax was two months shy of his ninth birthday.  Buddy came down, 
often, to the bottom of the back step to play with Ajax and his two sisters, Cindy 
and Candy.  Buddy was about one year older than Ajax and was better than him in 
many games; he was a better cricketer, extremely accurate in shooting his marble, 
and faster in running.  Ajax was better than him in table tennis, outsmarted him in 
checkers and definitely was better than him in drawing.  Ajax’s father beat 
everyone in checkers and, on some evenings entertained them with funny stories 
about McKenzie.   

 
 

Both boys had the medium steel marbles that were used in heavy machinery 
wheel bearings.  When they played for buttons, Ajax always had to pay up buttons 
and, as a result, many of his house shirts only had two buttons – the second button 
at the top and the second button from the bottom.  Freddy was surprised to find 
that buttons were also missing from a couple of his working shirts.  As a team, they 
were very strong and were able to beat the boys from Charlestown in playing 
marbles and holes for buttons.   



 

 

 
 

Buddy and his older brother were the only two children for their parents.  His 
older brother had friends of his age group and did not play much with Buddy.  
Also, the two of them didn’t get along and since their father developed a stroke, he 
always ordered Buddy around as if he were his father.  He felt that his father was 
too soft with Buddy and was allowing him to have too much of his own way.  
Once, he spanked Buddy with a leather belt and his father was upset about it.  It 
happened when his brother found out that he skipped school to go and hang out 
with some friends at Rio Cinema in Albouystown.  Albouystown had a terrible 
reputation for violence and people who lived in Albouystown were tough and did 
not play around.  There was enough space below the cinema for the boys to crawl 
under and watch the show through tiny holes in the walls of the floor section.  His 
older brother caught him skulking from school and gave him a spanking that 
stopped him from hanging out with bad company. 

 
Ajax remembered the time when the principal caned him and other students 

for arriving late to school.  It was the only time he was ever caned in school.  Even 
in Mr. Edward’s class, he was never caned at the end of a spelling test, or a 
multiplication test, because he was always among the top three students and not 
among the bottom three.  His big mouth sister, Cindy, told his mom that the 
principal had caned him for being late and, as soon as he came home, he received 
another spanking from his mother.  Ajax understood that his mother spanked him 
for his own good and that she also felt the pain of the past with every lash that she 
had given him.  Medina did not spank her children in anger, but to reinforce a just 
cause for punishment.  Thus, she always ensured that they understood fully why 
they were being punished.  
 
 
 
 

 



2  
Freddy The Cooper 

 
Freddy was a self-employed cooper.  He made washtubs from discarded pork 

barrels that were used to export salted pork from Europe.  He became a cooper 
after he had injured his back while he was working for a Canadian-owned Bauxite 
company at McKenzie, a mining town up the Demerara River.  Freddy left 
McKenzie after the accident, to join his wife, Medina, and the children who were 
already living on High Street.  Medina and Ajax helped to sell the tubs at Stabroek 
Market.  Soon, his family was able to save enough money to buy a Raleigh carrier 
bicycle.  His father used the bicycle, mainly, to carry the barrel and tubs in the 
large tray at the front.  Sometimes his father put him in the tray and took him for 
rides and when the bicycle was turning, he felt as if he was going in the opposite 
direction. 

 

 

 
Every morning, except on Sundays, Freddy woke up at the crowing of the cock 

in the neighbor’s yard.  He lighted the coals in the coal pot to boil sweet-broom tea 
bush in an aluminum kettle with dents and stains.  Medina, his wife, was also an 
early riser and when he heard her cleared her throat, he remembered that he must 
put on the pot of water to get hot by the time she and the kids were ready to 
bathe.  He had made a standup bathroom at the back of his workshop so that they 
did not have to use the common bathroom at the back of the yard that was 
constructed for tenants on the first floor.  Moreover, a guy in the yard on the other 
side was always going into the middle toilet to peep at the females in the bathroom 
and he did not want to end up on death row for killing the “peeping Tom.”  He 
stored a barrel of clean water in the kitchen, but his wife and kids complained that 
it was too cold for bathing.  So to make the water lukewarm, they mixed a bucket 
of cold water with some hot water.  He refilled the barrel in the kitchen every 
night, before he retired to bed.  The coal pot was kept lighted throughout the day 
and was used for cooking and boiling drinking water.   

 
Freddy sat on the back step, ate some bakes and sipped his tea.  He did not add 



condensed milk in his tea; he liked to drink it bare.  The soft light of dawn shone 
on his sculptured cheekbones, tapered jaws and strong forehead.  His high nose 
bridge ended in wide nostrils; the size of each was large enough to accommodate 
the tip of his thumb.  A firm crease on each side of his mouth, added to the 
precision of his expression.  He had broad shoulders and did not carry much fat on 
his body.  For working clothes, he wore a dirty vest that hung in cascades from his 
shoulders and dirty short pants that was secured at the waist by a tough leather 
belt that he never used on his children.  Instead, he encouraged them to be 
respectful and to do well in school.  The sole of his dirty rubber slippers was worn 
down at the heels; really, he did not have to wear them because the sole of his feet 
was thick and hard.  Sometimes, a piece of wood splinter would be stuck in his 
foot for weeks before he felt it.  Freddy always called his elder daughter, Cindy, to 
take out a piece of glass, or a splinter.  She had to use a razor blade to cut the flesh 
around the splinter and a large safety pin to take it out   Sometimes, her task was 
to burn a nail wound in his foot with a piece of pork fat.   
 

After he had finished his breakfast, he lighted a cigarette, took a couple of 
pulls, put it aside and checked the saw teeth to make sure that they were in 
alignment.  Then the sound of his sledgehammer punctuated the silence of the 
morning as he hammered the hoops to seal up spaces between the staves of the 
barrel.  Freddy worked tirelessly as he replaced the cover and tightened the hoops 
to stop any leakage.  Next he turned the barrel on its side and drew two parallel 
lines around the center, about eight inches apart.  He used a short piece of board 
and a piece of chalk to draw the two parallel lines to get the same distance from 
the top and bottom of the barrel, so that each tub had the same depth.  He cut the 
staves along the chalk line, except for two staves, directly opposite each other.  
Later, he cut the two staves at the center to separate the tubs, and at the same 
time, to make the tub handles.  He used an auger to make two holes in each 
handle for two fingers to have a firm grip when the tub was being lifted. The inside 
of the tub had a thin coat of candle wax that was used to prevent leakage during 
shipping.  He used a tablespoon to scrape out the wax.  His arm moved swiftly as 
he scraped the inside of the tub with the spoon.  From time to time, he stopped 
scraping and tested the smoothness of surface with the palm of his hand.  He 
scraped across the grain of the staves until the inside became smooth and clear.  
When he was satisfied with the smoothness of the inside, he used his metal plane 
to bevel the sawed edges and handles.   The tubs were ready to be washed and 
checked for leakage.  He filled the tubs with water and if he found any leak, he 
sealed it with melted candle wax.  He washed the tubs at the standpipe and put 
them to dry along the back fence.  Later he added a coat of paint on the hoops to 
brighten the appearance of the tubs.  Finally, the tubs were ready for the market. 

 
 



 
 

Freddy was fifty-five years old, but he still felt as strong as when he was 
popularly known as “Freddy the King.”  Medina still called him “Freddy” which was 
short for Frederick, his first name.  But she called him “King Freddy” whenever she 
was teasing him.  “Freddy the King” was his call-name when he was working in the 
bauxite mines.  He was one of the strong men who shoveled the bauxite into the 
train carriages.  He boasted that the work was physical and strenuous and as the 
men worked, the bauxite dust mixed with their sweat and literally cracked on their 
faces and arms.  As a result of his injury, he was forced to retire early.  Every month 
he received a check from the company that was enough to buy his monthly supply 
of cigarettes.  Freddy did not talk much, but he smoked a lot.  He took strong pulls 
on his cigarette and swallowed.  Then, after a brief period, two streams of smoke 
exhaled from his nostrils.  Sometimes he had the cigarette in his mouth without 
taking a pull until it had burned all the way to the filter.  Surprisingly, the ashes 
did not always break off while he was still working.  Smoking caused him to cough 
loudly and for long periods at times. 

 
Occasionally, his mind drifted back to his lifestyle at McKenzie and when he 

looked at his condition, he felt that he and his family did not deserve to be living 
in such an abysmal place.  He detested the bathroom area with the drains clogged 
with green moss and tiny red wriggly worms and the toilets always blocked up 
with newspaper and piles of feces and if he didn’t clean them, no one else did.  Not 
surprisingly, he felt guilty whenever Medina talked about her brothers who had 
their own property.  Sometimes, in consolation to himself, he wanted to tell her 
that they all sent their children to stay in the same rundown apartment to attend 
the high schools in Georgetown, because the schools in the country area were not 
good enough, and that he took care of her two children she had before they were 
married and she was ungrateful to him like her brothers, but he expected her to 
respond by abusing him about his filthy underwear and how his mother wiped his 



mouth with a dirty dish rag and he was nothing when she met him and she and 
her family made him somebody and he was not King Freddy, but King Fart!  So he 
did not say anything, because he knew, from experience, that he always lost in an 
argument with her.  Medina talked all day and the next and the next and went on 
endlessly.  Sometimes their quarrels became so intense that Ajax and Cindy had to 
get between them to prevent a fight.  By that time Medina was already armed with 
a rolling pin, daring Freddy to hit her.   

 
“Hit me Freddy …ah dare you to hit me.  If you have more seeds than eggplant 
you hit me and I will burst your head with this rolling pin!” 
  
Candy always cried loudly whenever they quarreled. 

 
 
 

3  
Medina 

 
Medina was very strict with her children.  Despite the negative distractions of 

the environment, she made sure that her children attended school everyday and 
went to Church on Sundays.  The driving force of her industry was to move her 
children out of the slums of High Street into their own home in a decent 
neighborhood.  She knew that “King Freddy” was a good husband, but she became 
critical of him, at times, when she felt that he was becoming too complacent and 
was not trying hard enough to get out of High Street and move into an uplifting 
environment.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Medina always had something wise to say to her children to build their self-

esteem.  She told them that poverty should not hamper their ambition to succeed 



in life, but should encourage them to gain higher grounds.  She sent them to 
school in clean uniforms that were well starched and pressed.  Ajax’s white school 
shirt was so stiff with starch that the loose ends on the inside of patches at the 
shoulders stuck him like needles.  Every Sunday, Ajax, Cindy and Candy went to 
regular mass in the morning and Sunday school after, in their “Sunday Best” 
clothes.  During Lent, Ajax attended the early morning mass, most days of the 
week.  On Good Friday, the children went to the morning mass and had to go back 
to the three-hour mass with their mother, to kneel, pray, stand, sing, sit, listen to 
the sermon, kneel, pray, stand, sing, sit, listen to another part of the sermon, knell 
again … It was indeed a Righteous Sacrifice.  After the service, Ajax had to stay 
indoors with the rest of the family, drink soup without meat and listen to more 
service on the radio.   

 
The late morning service on Easter Sunday was more exciting.  Ajax and his 

sisters went early to get their seats.  They normally sat in the left rows of seats in 
the pew by the picture on the wall with Christ carrying the big wooden cross.  The 
cushions were comfortable and the seats did not have termite dust from the 
ceiling.  Their mom did not attend because, to her, Good Friday mass was more 
important than Easter Sunday mass.  She said that “holy sinners” went to Easter 
Sunday mass to render their garments and not their hearts unto the Lord.  And 
their mother was right as usual.  Ajax observed that the Church was soon filled to 
the brim and people who did not get seats had to stand along the wall at the back.  
Many worshippers were attending service for the first time in the year and, most 
likely, did not return until the same time in the following year.  They were well 
dressed in fancy clothes and expensive jewelry.  The men wore three-piece suit, 
gold cuff links and several gold chains, while the women followed suit in attires 
that were not fit for the pious sanctity of worship.   The sermon was about the 
Parable of the Mustard Seed and Ajax knew that the priest was talking to the 
congregation as a whole, especially those who heard the Word and fell by the 
wayside.  When the children returned home, Medina called them to the kitchen 
table to talk about the service. 

 
“How was the morning service?” she asked. 
 
Cindy answered hastily. 
 
“Mom, you were right.  People who didn’t come to mass during the year were 
there.  Ivy and her daughter Bowma were there.  Both of them wore black 
dresses, but Bowma’s dress, as usual, was very tight.  Applewhite looked 
strange in his gray three-piece suit.  Sonny wore a cream suit and had plenty 
gold chains around his neck.” 
 
In a deliberate tone of voice, Ajax said, “The sermon was about the Parable of 
the Mustard Seed.” 



“Son, what is the parable about?” 
 
Ajax cleared his throat and responded casually.  
 
“A certain farmer went out to sow some mustard seeds.  While he was farming, 
some seeds fell on rocks and they soon died.  Some fell among weeds and grew 
for a while, but the weeds strangled them and they perished.  The farmer 
planted some seeds in fertile soil and they grew healthily and prospered.”  
 
“What do the seeds represent?”  
 
“Little children,” Candy answered. 
 
Ajax and Cindy were clearly shocked by her answer.  Their mother smiled 

approvingly.  Cindy looked at Ajax, waiting to hear what he had to say. 
   
“The mustard seeds represent the Word of God.  The rocks are the people who 
hear the Word, but show little interest in its substance.  Then some people 
hear the word and show interest, but they soon lose interest as negative forces 
in their environment pressure them.  The good people are those who hear 
God’s Word and embrace it wholeheartedly and share it with others.” 
 
“In this world, there are good people and bad people, regardless of color, 
religion, or nationality.  Never judge a book by its cover.  The goodness of the 
moral teaching may be in the very last chapter.  When you are embraced by the 
good, you will sense positive feeling, but when you are confronted by the bad, 
you will sense negative feeling.  Look at my hand, what do you see?” 
 
Medina held up her right hand with the fingers apart.  Each child saw the 

strength in her knuckles, but dared not make any comment, because they realized 
that their mother expected them to listen and not to make any silly comment.  She 
continued calmly.  

 
“Each finger is different and has its own job to do, even though they are all on 
the same hand.  It takes all sorts of people to make up this world.  Some people 
may be doctors and lawyers, and some may be teachers and sanitation workers, 
while others may be nurses and health aides. They are all important and you 
must learn to live with every one of them. Even a crazy person can teach you to 
have tolerance and empathy and other important lessons about life.  Be 
Respectful at all times.” 

 

 
The children looked somewhat puzzled.  Medina knew that it would take them 

some time, in their own time, to appreciate fully what she had said to them. 



 
 
 

4  
Giant and Two Feet 

 
Shortly after the conversation with his mother, Ajax was playing marbles with 

Buddy in the backyard, when they heard someone shouting, “Thief, Thief,” on 
Harold Street.  Then Two Feet came through an opening in the fence from the 
alleyway and ran to the front of the building with some gold chains in his hand. 
Giant was on a ladies cycle, waiting for him at the front.  Two Feet sprang onto the 
back seat and the two scamps sped away down High Street towards Princess Street 
and out of sight.  The yard chickens scattered when Two Feet was passing.  The 
commotion alerted Bony and he started to bark.  Freddy heard the noise and came 
out. 

 
“What is causing all this confusion?” he asked. 
 
Ajax answered quickly, “A choke-and-robber just ran through the yard from 
the alleyway,”  

 

“On Easter Sunday?” he asked disgustingly. “They have no respect for God and 
I hope that they get a horse whipping from the police, when they are caught!”  
 
“They should get a flogging from Law-and-Order,” Ajax suggested. 

 

“This is no laughing matter, Ajax.  They are giving the neighborhood a bad 
name.”   

 

Freddy and the two boys went on Harold Street to see the victim and Ajax 
recognized her from the morning service. 

 
Giant and Two Feet were former students of St. Philip’s Anglican School.  They 

dropped out of school early and became juvenile delinquents.  Almost everyday, 
they sat on the concrete blockade for the trench behind Miami Hotel on Harold 
Street, like a vulture and a gutter rat, waiting to rob helpless people of their jewelry 
and purse.   Giant was tall and bony and had a long neck sticking out of a curve 
back.  Two Feet was short, stumpy looking and had terrible rotten teeth.  He 
moved his head about constantly, almost every two seconds, unless he happened 
to sense a prey.  His complexion was like a speckled mango.  Both were dressed in 
the latest Ban Lon jersey and Levi tight jeans, folded at the legs to show their black 
high top Dunlop with broad white rims at the soles.  Giant, mostly, choked the 



person’s neck from behind, while Two Feet took the jewelry and money.  They 
used the dirty alleyway to escape.  Sometimes, one of them choked-and-robbed the 
victim, while the other rode the getaway bicycle.   

 
 

5  
Law-and-Order 

 
  Law-and-Order was a serious entertainer.  He was very dramatic and his 

shows drew a large crowd wherever he performed.  He moved about with a 
handcart and in the handcart he had about ten canvas rag dolls.  A rag doll was as 
big as a two year-old child.  He used canvas to make the dolls, because during the 
show he flogged them with a thick leather belt, or a piece of electrical cord.  The 
dolls represented convicts who were disobedient to their parents and ended up in 
jail.  While in jail they were either flogged with a “horse whip” (that was, a whip 
with strips of metal that looked like a horse tail), or hanged, depending on the 
crime committed.  Law-and-Order had a scaffold with a hangman rope in his cart 
that he put together for convicts who were sentenced to be hanged.  The convicts 
for flogging received their punishment on top of the cart.  The climax of the show 
was the flogging, or the hanging that was normally executed at the end.  Many 
spectators stayed until the end because they did not want to miss the flogging, or 
the hanging.   During the show, Law-and-Order was the Judge, Jury, Defense 
Counsel, Prosecutor, Warden and Prison Guard who did the flogging and the 
hanging.  Ajax remembered the story about Leroy who had been disobedient to his 
parents and ended up in jail. 

 
Law-and-Order said that Leroy was a good boy in Primary School, but as soon 

as he started high school, he became wayward.  He hung out with the wrong 
company and stopped going to classes regularly.  His class work and his behavior 
started to get worse.  When he was in school, he acted out and disrupted the 
lesson and was rude to the teachers.  He was caned on numerous occasions by his 
teachers and by his parents, but the caning and flogging did not change his 
negative behavior.  He was attending one of the top high schools and he turned 
out to be a disgrace to his family.  His family took him to an obeah woman to see if 
someone had put “bad eye” on him, but actually he had a weak spirit and was 
easily influenced by negative peers.  He was caught with two of his friends, stealing 
cloth from a store.  They went into the store and ran out with two bolts of cloth 
that they wanted to make shirts and pants that were fashionable at that time.  The 
Indian storeowner ran after them and, unfortunately for them, the police were in 
the area and they arrested the three boys.  The judge sentenced each boy to 
eighteen months to be served at a Juvenile Detention Center for male offenders.  
Leroy’s parents had expected him to get in trouble with the police, but they broke 
down in court when he was being sentenced.  Leroy was a great disappointment to 
himself and his family.   



 
Leroy was discharged from the Center after he had completed twelve months, 

but was put on probation for another six months because he did not comply fully 
with the program.  He was required to be at home by 9.00 pm. every night, stay 
away from bad company and to respect his parents.  The judge told him that if he 
did not comply with the court order, the police would arrest him and he would be 
sent back to the Center to complete the remaining six months.  Leroy complied 
with the court order; he came home before his curfew time, respected his parents 
and elders, and tried to improve in his class work.  At the end of his probation 
period, however, he started to change back to his old ways.  He told his parents 
that he was grown and came home very late at nights.  Sometimes he stayed out 
the whole night.  Again, he hung out with bad company instead of going to school.  
He and a friend planned to burglarize a home on Main Street in the “big shots” 
section.  They found out that the family was on vacation in Dutch Guiana and that 
a family-friend went to the home in the evening to feed the doberman pinscher.    

 
Leroy and his friend in crime turned up at the home, dressed like gardeners in 

dungaree overalls.  The doberman rushed them at the gate, barking furiously.  The 
boys came up with a bright idea to distract the doberman.  They searched the 
neighborhood and found a stray dog and threw it over the fence.  As expected, the 
doberman and the stray slut soon became connected.  The boys went into the 
house through a back window and had a field day.  The booty that they collected 
turned out to be better than they expected to find.  When they left an hour later, 
the two dogs were still at it.  Leroy and his friend were arrested the following week 
when the police caught them trying to sell some of the booty.  At the trial, the 
judge looked at Leroy sternly and said: 

 
“You are an intelligent young man and you come from a good home but 
instead of listening to your parents, you choose to disobey them.  You choose 
to be with bad company to do the wrong things.  You used your intelligence in 
a negative way when you threw a stray dog into the yard to distract the 
Doberman.  Use your intelligence in a positive way to help your community.  
You have totally disgraced your family and yourself.  You are hereby sentenced 
to three years imprisonment with periodic flogging, when necessary, as 
determined by the Warden.” 
 

The Warden (Law-and-Order) decided that Leroy was due for a flogging and was 
ready to implement the punishment.  The spectators became excited when they 
heard that Leroy was about to be flogged.  Then the Warden said loudly, 

 
“Leroy, by the powers vested in me by the Judge, I hereby execute ten lashes to 
be given on your bare buttocks.  Guards hold him down.” 
The Warden became the guard who did the flogging.  He placed the rag doll on 

top of the cart and deliberately slapped it several times on the back to get 



attention.  As he pulled the electric cord to make it taut, a hush prevailed 
throughout the crowd. 

 
“Leroy, you have disobeyed your parents,” said the guard. 
 

“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 
 
“One!” shouted the crowd. 
 
“You follow bad company and steal and cheat.” 
 
“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 
 
“Two!” shouted the crowd. 
 
“You disrupted the class and disrespected the principal and teachers.” 
 
“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 
 
“Three!” shouted the crowd. 
   
“You are intelligent, but you choose to use your intelligence to serve the devil, 
instead of doing well in the community.” 
 
“WHACK, WHACK!” echoed the cord. 
 
“Four! Five!” shouted the crowd. 
 
“You have disgraced your parents who worked hard to pay your school fee.” 
 
“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 
 
‘Six!” shouted the crowd. 
 
“You have become a scoundrel.” 

 

 
“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 
 
“Seven!” shouted the crowd. 
 
“A vagabond.” 
 
“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 



 
“Eight!” shouted the crowd. 
 
“A vessel for the devil.” 
 
“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 
 
“Nine!” shouted the crowd. 
 
“Get out Satan! Get out from this boy!” 
 
“WHACK!” echoed the cord. 

“Ten!” shouted the crowd. 

“Praise the Lord.  Thank you Jesus!” continued some mothers. 
 

Law-and-Order was soaked in sweat and had a look of salvation on his face.  
Many spectators threw their donations into his powdered milk containers before 
they departed. 
 

6  

Market Vendors 
 

Stabroek Market square was always busy and crowded.  Traffic from seven 
different streets converged at the market square.  The yellow bus depot in front of 
the market added to the congestion.  Across the street from the market and the 
bus depot was a huge wooden building with several liquor shops on the first and 
second floors.  A bottling factory for beverage was on the first floor of the building.  
Ajax went to the factory several times to get free beverage from the factory 
workers.  The workers gave him as much drink as he was able to consume.  A fast-
food shop that sold delicious ice cream and tasty fried chicken occupied a part of 
the first floor.  

 

Medina carried two tubs at a time to the market that was about a quarter of a 
mile from her home.  She balanced the tubs on her head on top of an improvised 
cushion that was made from folding a piece of cloth.  At the same time, she did 
other things with her hands without the tubs toppling over.  She had an uneven 
gait, as though her right foot was slightly shorter than the left.  As a result, her 
head appeared to tilt to the left in order to balance the tubs.  Some days the tubs 
sold quickly and she had to make several trips to the market.  When the business 
was slow, she gave credit to customers whom she knew well.  She was very 
meticulous in recording the names of creditors in a worn black notebook.  Every 



Friday night, Medina sat at the kitchen table and balanced her budget.  She tied 
her change in a handkerchief and kept it in her bosom.  The knots on the 
handkerchief distorted the shape of her bosom.  She was so good in common sense 
accounting that many times when Ajax tried to pinch her change when she sent 
him to the store, she was able to find out.  She also reinvested some of the money 
by buying provisions, such as plantains, cassava, eddoes and yam, and reselling 
them outside the market when it was closed.  She bought several bags of 
provisions from vendors who were pleased with the day’s sale and wanted to get 
home before nightfall.  She sold the provisions to the late shoppers at retail prices, 
making a good profit in return.  Some evenings, on his way home from the library, 
Ajax stopped at the market to help her carry home some provisions.  
 

The evening vendors set up makeshift stalls along the sidewalk of the market 
to sell to passers-by on their way to the ferry.  Their stalls were simply a couple of 
rice bags spread on the sidewalk. The rice bags were made from the same fabric 
that East Indians used to make rope. The vendors had a unique way of sitting on a 
small wooden stool.  They sat with their knees up, legs wide apart, but with the 
dress pulled in front between their legs, to avoid exposing themselves.  They were 
chattier in the evening and always had gossips, or spicy stories to share. 

 
“Ah can’t stop laughing,” Rosie continued to tell Bibi the story that she had 
already told her earlier that day.   
 
“What the husband say again?” Bibi asked, encouraging Rosie to spice up the 
story.  Every time Rosie told the story, she added details. 
 
“Little Man came home from the sugarcane field because he was feeling bad 
and when he walked in the bedroom, the woman was with her lover.  He 
bawled out, ‘Oh me mama, ah this you do behind me back?’  ’  Little Man went 
to get his walking stick from behind the front door to beat her and the lover, 
but they climbed through the bedroom window and ran up the road.  At the 
same time, she was shouting,  ‘Murder, Murder!’   They ran into the bush and 
Budram children ran behind them singing, ‘Bric-a-brac, police ah come, gal ah 
hallo murder!’  Little Man ran after them, but luckily Budram came out and 
begged him not to get in trouble and end up in jail.  He listened to Budram and 
next thing you know, he was bending over crying out, ‘Oh Dorothy why you do 
this to me, why?’”    
 

As they talked, their gold teeth glittered in the last rays of the setting sun.   
Medina blended in with the vendors, but she did not talk much in public. She was 
born in the country, in a small village on the West Bank of Demerara River.  Her 
parents had several acres of farmland and sugarcane land.  She and her brothers 
and sisters were accustomed to working hard on the farm and in the cane field.   


