


Anmerkung der Red.: Da seit dem letzten Bulletin inzwischen einige Monate ins Land gegangen

sind (und da die Troders fleissige Leute sind),

haben uns inzwischen zwei weitere Teile der

Brotchengeschichte erreicht. Es gibt also in diesem Bulletin einen ordentlichen "braata" (buy

one and get one for free!) an "Kleinen Brétchen".

Kleine Brotchen

eine wahre Geschichte ( Teil 11 )
von Anne und Werner Troder

Stand: August 2000:

Wir sind in der Gegenwart unserer
Brotchengeschichte angelangt, die damit
aber nicht enden soll. Berichte wber unsere

Jamaica today

Jamaika leidet immer noch an den Folgen
der Ubergriffe und Belastigungen der
Touristen aus den vergangenen zwei Jahren.
Viele der deutschen Fluggéaste bevorzugen
andere Reiseziele. Von einem Hotelmanager
aus einem der Superclub-Hotels in Cuba
héren wir: volle Belegung seit geraumer Zeit.
Wie schon immer so gut wie keine
Kriminalitét bei niedrigen Preisen. Karibik,
wie gewiinscht, allerdings bei
Schwierigkeiten, Kontakt zur Bevélkerung zu
bekommen Hier sind die Hotels in der
Umgegend schwach belegt. Das kleine Rio
Blanco hat seit Monaten keine Gaste mehr,
da der Charterflieger den Vertrag gekundigt
hat. Der Sommerpreis ist nun héher als der
im Winter. so daR nur mal gelegentlich
Jamaikaner  kurzfristig kommen. Das
Plantation Inn, von der FINSAC an Butch
Stewart ( Sandals, AIR JAMAICA ) verkauft,
wird gerade komplett renoviert. Das Ciboney,
(auch Butch Stewart nun) wird am 31.
August geschlossen, dann renoviert, und soll

Kinder,Kinder

Nach zweieinhalb Jahren Kindergarten
werden Marcus und Amy in die
Kindergartenklassen eins und zwei der IONA
Prep School in Tower Isle wechseln. Der
neue Term beginnt am 4. September.
Marcus bekommt eine Khaki-Uniform mit
Shorts, Amy einen rosa Rock und weiRe
Bluse. Die Schule ist nur 5 Minuten Fahrtzeit
von uns entfernt, somit schnell zu erreichen.
Auf dem gleichen Gelénde ist auch die IONA
High School.

Gestern waren wir mit den Kindern auf der
Food Fair am Mahogany Beach. Eine Menge
Aussteller hat auf dem Gelénde so gut wie
alles gezeigt, was Jamaica an Speisen und
Zutaten, Gewlrzen, Getranken zu bieten
hat. Alles war in geniigender Menge zu

kleinen Probleme und Uber Jamaica aus
unserer Sicht wird es jeweils aktuell geben.

zur Wintersaison wieder eréffnet werden. Bis
dahin stehen 350 Leute auf der StraBe, die
nicht unbedingt wieder alle Arbeit dort
bekommen.

Es gibt ein Gesetz, das Vermietern verbietet,
die Miete um mehr als 7,5 % zu erhohen.
Das Rent Assessment Board RAB kontrolliert
und ahndet VerstoRe mit 5000 JA $. Das
Board setzt auch Mieten fest fiir registrierte
Mitglieder ( Registrierung 20 JA $ ). Der
letzte Update des Gesetzes ist allerdings
schon von 1983.

Ein ganz anderes Thema ist der FuRball hier.
Er hat immer noch nicht die Popularitét wie in
Deutschland. Trotz Teilnahme an der letzten
FuBballweltmeisterschaft ist die Situation der
Ubertragungen im Fernsehen die gleiche
geblieben. Jedes Cricket-Match ist live zu
sehen. Die FuRball-Landerspiele werden,
wenn Uberhaupt, erst am nachsten Tag,
gezeigt, dann aber sp&t abends

probieren. Die Jamaica Flour Mill hatte einen
Stand als Kids' Bakery aufgebaut. Die Kinder
konnten in Gruppen unter Anleitung backen
und bekamen dann anschlieRend eine groRRe
Tate mit. Wir waren Gberrascht, einen Stand
aus Kingston zu sehen, das Crab
Restaurant, das wir mit Baguette beliefern.
Eine groRe Bihne war aufgebaut, wo
durchgehend etwas los war. Wir konnten uns
eine Gruppe Trommler und Ténzer ansehen,
eine gute Darbietung, die auch eine Menge
Zuschauer fand. Die Messe war gut besucht,
auch gut organisiert. Wer keine Lust hatte,
sich einen Parkplatz zu suchen, konnte am
Jamaica Grand parken, von wo Shuttle-
Busse dauernd hin und her fuhren. Unsere
beiden waren am Ende miide wie wir von der



Lauferei, aber es war eine schéne
Abwechslung.

Eine Episode zeigt, wie die beiden Englisch,
Patois und Deutsch miteinander verbinden:

Adoption, aber wann?

Marcus ist schon vier Jahre alt und Amy 3 %
und sie sind immer noch nicht adoptiert! Wir
telefonierten mit dem Immigration Office,
Spanish Town Road in Kingston wegen
unseres Antrages fir den Permanent
Resident Status. Das Ministry of National
Security hatte, nachdem sie alle Dokumente
erhalten hatten, im Februar zugesagt, die
Immigration zu informieren, wir bekamen
dann Bescheid wegen eines Interview-
termins. Der Officer bei Immigration erklarte
uns, da er das Schreiben vom Ministry im
April erhalten und uns im Mai ein Schreiben
zugeschickt hatte, darauf sollten wir doch
warten. Eine Woche spéter hatten wir das
Schreiben dann nach 5 Wochen Laufzeit.
Die Immigration wollte von uns Dokumente
Uber unser Einkommen haben mit
Bankinformationen und Uber unsere
Besitztimer in Jamaica, weiterhin zwei
Empfehlungsschreiben und die Passe und
Reiseunterlagen. Wir besorgten alles und ich
rief zwei Wochen spéter noch mal an, um
wie gefordert einen Interviewtermin zu
machen. Ein Office in dem entsprechenden
Raum fir die Pass-Angelegenheiten stimmte
meinem Terminvorschlag fiir den nachsten
Tag 11 Uhr morgens zu. Wir brachten die
Kinder in den Kindergarten und waren schon
kurz nach 10 beim Immigration Office. Leider

Giste

Unser Appartement ist nun fest vermietet.
Barbara und ihr jamaikanischer Freund
Ghetto sind eingezogen, d.h. sie wohnen
nun schon fast zehn Monate darin. und
Ziechen bald wieder aus. Barbara ist
Amerikanerin und arbeitet fir das Peace
Corps in Ocho Rios bei der Aids Hilfe.
Ghetto ist als Security fiir den Old Crafts
Market  verantwortlich. Beide haben
mittlerweile geheiratet. Ghetto hat die
Einreisepapiere fur die USA beantragt und
sie wollen zum Ende des Jahres ausreisen.
Beim Interview in der amerikanischen
Botschaft in Kingston ist wohl nicht alles klar
gewesen. Sie mussen nun mit einem
amerikanischen Anwalt weitermachen, um
die Papiere zu bekommen. Sie sind sehr
angenehme Mieter, keine Probleme. Ghetto

wir waren alle in unserem Pool auf der
Kuchenterrasse, als Markus einen Pup lieR.
Amy fragte daraufhin: "Hu dat?" Marcus: "My
Popo."

erlebten wir eine groRe Enttduschung. Der
Officer, mit dem ich gesprochen hatte, war
nicht im Office und Mrs. B. erkldrte uns, sie
allein wére hier zustandig fir die Termine,
diese Woche ginge es aber nicht mehr. Wir
soliten doch einen Termin fur die nachste
Woche machen, Dienstag hatte sie schon
ein Interview, aber Montag wére o.k.

Wir verlieBen é&rgerlich das Office und
suchten in einem anderen Raum jemanden,
bei dem wir uns beschweren konnten. Wir
fanden auch jemanden, der dann mit den
Leuten sprach und uns dann erkidrte, es
wére alles ein MiRverstidndnis. Es anderte
allerdings nichts daran, da wir in der Woche
darauf wiederkommen muBten. Am Montag
darauf kamen wir dann zum Interview. Mrs.
B. sah sich alles an und hatte noch ein paar
Fragen und nach einer Viertelstunde
konnten wir wieder gehen. Wozu eigentlich
dann das Theater die Woche bevor?

Das war Anfang Juli. Beim Ministry of
National Security wollte ich mich (iber den
néchsten Schritt informieren. Der Officer
erklérte mir, das sie zwei Reports erwarteten,
wovon einer bereits eingetroffen sei. Danach
wirden wir Gber die Entscheidung des
Ministry informiert. So heilt es dann wieder
einmal: warten.

hat sich mit einem unserer Hunde, Maxi, %
Rottweiler, nicht anfreunden kénnen. Wenn
er spat von der Arbeit nach Hause kommt,
wird Maxi immer bése und will ihn nicht so
recht reinlassen. Barbara pat dann immer
auf und schimpft mit Maxi. Maxi ist unser
bester Wachhund. Wir haben in Kingston
einen registrierten reinrassigen Rottweiler
dazu gekauft. Wir warten noch auf den
nachsten Wurf bei dem Ziichter mit anderen
Elternhunden, um ein Weibchen zu
bekommen. Mit dem spateren Nachwuchs
wollen wir unsere Hundestaffel wieder
auffrischen. Bérchen, so heilit der kieine, ist
im Haus, ist schon bald ein groRer. Diese
beiden sind so richtige Muskelpakete und es
ist versténdlich, daR jemand vor ihnen Angst
bekommen kann.



Der néchste Fahrerwechsel und wieder ein Helfer

Mr. Garfield Walters ist noch hier. Aber er
hat sich auch geéndert. Vor kurzem meinte
er, er muBte zuviel arbeiten. Die anderen
Brotfirmen schicken auch zwei Fahrer zum
Ausliefern . Die haben dann aber auch einen
7.5 Tonner LKW. AuRerdem kommt er immer
sehr spét zurlick. Er hat dann immer viel
Regen gehabt oder es waren Unfille auf den
StralRen. Was er denn so an Geld erwarte,
fragten wir ihn. was er denn an Geld erwarte.
Er sagte, 4000 JA $ die Woche. Er verdient
nun 2700 JA $ und hatte gerade vor zwei
Monaten 300 JA $ mehr bekommen. Nun
drei Wochen spéater macht er schon wieder
Probleme. Er kénne fiir das Geld hier nicht
mehr langer arbeiten. Familie, Busfahrgeld
und so viel weitere Kosten, da bliebe nichts
mehr Uber. Da im Sommer das Geschaft
recht flau ist und in diesem Jahr noch
weniger geht, als im Vorjahr, kénnen wir ihm

Hilfe in der Backstube

Wir haben wieder Hilfe in der Backstube.
Nerisa, 19 Jahre alt, backt fleiBig unsere
Tagschicht. Nach nun zwei Wochen macht
sie die Brote besser als unser
Musikerbacker, den wir vorher hatten. Der
hatte allerdings in einer Backerei gelernt, wie
er sagte. Die Hilfe ist aber auch nétig. Bis
Ende September miissen wir noch einiges
erledigen. Das Haus muR noch gestrichen
werden von auBen und von innen. Am i
Oktober wollen wir unsere beiden Kinder in
der katholischen Kirche in Ocho Rios taufen

Einkehrtip

Ein Tip (fir den ich Gbrigens keine Provision
bekomme) fir Insider zum gemiitlichen
Einkehren ist das Café Aubergine in
Moneague, etwa 20 km von Ocho Rios.

nicht mehr anbieten. Wenn er gehen
mochte, misse er den neuen Fahrer noch
anlernen, so wie wir das mit ihm auch
gemacht haben. Er meinte, es ware OK,
wenn ich in der ndchsten Woche den neuen
mitschicken wirde. Als der neue dann da
war, machte unser alter erst einmal Trouble.
Er schimpfte herum und wolite uns so richtig
schlecht machen. Ich sagte, wenn er hier
den Arbeitsfrieden stért, dann kénne er
sofort gehen. er meinte, das sei OK. Ich
machte sein Geld fertig und wollte ihn
bezahlen, das wollte er auch noch zusétzlich
das sogenannte notice-money, das anfillt,
wenn ihm gekiindigt wird. Ich sagte er wolle
doch gehen, da er nicht genug Geld
bekdme. Nein, er wolle bleiben, sagte er. So
warten wir nun ab, wie lange er das bei dem
gleichen Geld nun aushalt.

lassen. Bis dahin soll alles fertig sein. Wir
haben dann auch wieder Giste aus
Deutschland. Peter und Renate mit Daggqi,
diesmal mit lhrem Freund, sind eine Woche
bei uns. Wir werden die Woche und die
Folgewoche die  Backerei schlieRen,
allerdings hier in Ocho Rios schon noch
ausliefern. Unsere Backhilfe soll die eine
Woche im Haus helfen, der Fahrer bekommt
zwei Wochen Urlaub. Nach einem Jahr bei
uns steht ihm ja der bezahlte Urlaub zu.

Das Café wurde ausgezeichnet als "Best
Northcoast Restaurant in 1998" und bietet
internationale und jamaikanische Klche mit
guter Weinauswahl. Es liegt direkt an der
Hauptstrae, ist auch ausgeschildert. Rudi
und Neville fihren das Haus schon seit
Jahren. Rudi ist gelernter Accountant mit
speziellen Kenntnissen, die er vor kurzem
erst genutzt hat, um in Deutschland einen
Job bei einer internationalen Company
anzunehmen.

Er kam nach ein paar Monaten aber wieder.
Es ist doch viel schéner hier! Neville hat in
Minchen bereits ein Restaurant gehabt und
spricht flieRend deutsch. Das Café liegt
genau richtig, um auf dem Weg von
Kingston nach Ocho Rios eine Pause
einzulegen. Die Postkarte mit dem Bild von
1844 zeigt das alte wunderschéne Gebaude.

¥



Kleine Brotchen
eine wahre Geschichte ( Teil 12)
von Anne und Werner Tréder

Stand: Januar 2001:

Sechs Jahre Brétchengeschichte, d.h. sechs
Jahre harte Arbeit in Jamaica sind
vergangen wie im Fluge. Einmal, weil die
Arbeit trotz der kleinen Probleme SpaR

Jamaica today

Viele Hotels sind trotz Saison nur méRig
belegt (Beispiel Branco nur 25 % ) oder sind
geschlossen ( Boscobel Beach Hotel,
Golden Seas ). Das Ciboney in Ocho Rios
hat nach der Ubernahme von Butch Stewart
unter dem Namen Breezes wieder eréffnet.
Das Plantation Inn in Ocho Rios wird nach
der Renovierung demnéchst als ,Sandals”
eroffnet ( Butch Stewart hat das Hotel fir
zwei Jahre geleast mit Kaufoption ).

Panktlich zu Weihnachten sind auch die
Eierpreise um 20 % gestiegen.

Allerdings trifft ein anderer Preisanstieg die
Jamaikaner wesentlich empfindlicher. das
cooking gas. Durch den harten Winter in den
USA ist die Nachfrage nach dem Gas sehr
hoch und die Preise sind in den letzten drei
Wochen hier um 20 % gestiegen. Neben der
Versorgung im Haushalt ( meist mit Gas, da
elektrisch noch teurer ist und nicht tberall
verfugbar ) sind die kleinen 25 oder 30 Ib.
Gasbehélter hier sehr beliebt. Das
Government gibt Gbrigens beim Benzinpreis
die Erhéhungen von der Raffinerie z.Zt. nicht

Kinder, Kinder: Taufe

Am Samstag, dem 7. Oktober hatten Marcus
und Amy ihren groRen Tag Sie wurden in
der katholischen Kirche in Ocho Rios
getauft.. Marcus im weiRen Panamahemd
hochgekrempelt und weiRer Hose und Amy
im Leopardenlook. Anni hatte das Kleid in
Ochi auf dem Markt erstanden.

Am Morgen um funf startete ich in der
Backstube, um ein paar Brétchen fur das
Jamaica Inn und unser Fruhstiick zu backen
und ein paar Baguettes fir unseren Lunch
nach der Kirche. Anni wollte noch zwei
Kuchen fir den Nachmittag backen. Den
General Food hatten wir am Tag vorher mit
ein wenig mehr Brot beliefert. Ich hatte
gerade die Baguettes als Teig auf dem
Blech, die Brotchen waren geformt und Anni
kam mit den Kuchenzutaten von oben, als
das Licht flackerte und dann sehr hell wurde.
Anni meinte, drauRen sei Feuerwerk, es blitzt

macht, zum anderen, weil daneben auch
noch unsere beiden Kinder da sind, die auch
viel Freude bereiten.

weiter. Sie wollen die Probleme vom
vergangenen Jahr vermeiden, habe Angst,
das die Bevdlkerung wieder einen Aufstand
macht.

Die Kriminalitdt macht nach wie vor
Probleme. einiges, was passiert, ist
méglicherweise nicht zu verallgemeinern, wie
das Attentat auf den Car-Dealer Andrew in
Ocho Rios vor zwei Wochen, als vier
Gunmen ihn und einen Freund am Pool
seines Hauses beschossen. Er schoss
zurtick und killte zwei der Gunmen, Uberlebte
aber mit vier Kugeln im Kérper. Vom Hospital
in St. Ann's Bay wurde er nach Kingston
geflogen, wo man ihm zwei Kugeln entfernte,
die anderen beiden sollen in der Schweiz
entfernt werden, wo er nun weiter behandelt
wird. Etwa auch vor zwei Wochen wurden
die Besitzer eines Supermarktes in Runaway
Bay bei Feierabend kurz vor inrem Haus auf
der StraBe gestoppt und ausgeraubt. Die
Diebe hatte die Strasse blockiert und Geld
verlangt und fllichteten dann, ohne jemand
zu verletzen.

und brennt. Unser Stromkabel, ein Ast vom
Brotfruchtbaum hatte sich darauf gelegt,
brannte ab, sah sehr beeindruckend aus.
Beide Kabel gegeneinander geben 220 V. Je
eines gegen Masse 110 V. Da ein Kabel
noch ganz war, war das Licht und ein paar
Stromkreise noch o0.k. Der Kuhischrank oben
und der Freezer, sowie die Backéfen unten
waren ausgefallen.

lch packte die Brotchen mit Alufolie auf
schmale Roste vom Kichenofen und backte
dort die Brotchen. Den Baguette-Teig habe
ich weggeworfen. Ich rief beim Emergency
Service bei JPS an. Es war kaum zu
glauben, um 10 Uhr war das Kabel repariert.
Leider brannte das Teil genau an der Stelle
zwei Woche spéter an einem Freitagabend
wieder durch. Da fiel dann das Backen fir
Kingston aus. Das Kabel wurde dann



morgens komplett erneuert ( Marcus durfte
mit auf die Hebebuhne, fand er ganz toll ).

Um kurz vor zwolf waren wir mit Peter,
Renate (unserenFreunden aus Deutschland)
und Tochter Daggi (Patentante fur Marcus),
an der Kirche. Um zwolf kam Shawn
(Patenonkel fur Amy) mit Kind und Freundin
aus Kingston. Kurz spéter kamen Marge
(Patentante fiir Amy) und Tochter Tracy aus
Charles Town. Es fehlten nur noch Marcus’
Patenonkel und der Pastor. Shawn hatte
vom Gértner die Telefonnummer vom Pastor
bekommen und mit seinem Cellularphone
("Handy" auf deutsch) erreichten wir den
dann auch. Ob es denn schon ein Uhr sei,
meinte er. Nein, aber die Taufe sollte um
zwolf sein, sagten wir. OK, er komme sofort.
Nach weiteren 15 min begann dann die

Kinder, Kinder: Schule

Die beiden haben ihren ersten Term in den
Klassen eins und zwei der IONA Prep School
in Tower Isle hinter sich. Morgens um kurz
vor acht bringen wir die beiden hin und holen
sie um eins wieder ab. Die Zeit dazwischen
ist recht kurz: frihstiicken, Brot in Ochi
ausliefern, einkaufen, dann wieder zur
Schule. Am 19 Dezember war dann der
erste Term beendet , danach waren Ferien
bis zum 8. Januar. Es hat den beiden viel
Spall gemacht. Sie haben in den ersten
Ferientagen oft nach der Schule gefragt.
Weihnachten war ruhig. Wir ruhten uns von

Adoption, aber wann?

Seit fast vier Jahren warten wir auf die
Adoption. Die geht seit zwei Jahren nicht
mehr voran, da von uns ein Permanent
Resident Status verlangt wird. Den aber
haben wir vor einem Jahr beim Ministry of
National Security and Justice beantragt.
Nachdem alle Formalitdten erledigt waren,
kamen Ende September 99 auch noch zwei
Immigration Officers im neutralen Toyota
Corolla vor unseren Gate vorgefahren. Der
eine stieg aus, trank aus einer Flasche Sprite
und warf diese dann, was ich von oben sah,
auf das Nachbargrundstiick. Da sie sich
nicht sofort bei mir vorgestellt hatten, als ich
am Tor ankam, sagte ich zu den Gentleman,
er moge doch die Flasche wieder aufheben,
das sei schlieflich hier keine Mullschippe.

Der ndachste Fahrerwechsel

Mr. Garfield Walters ist nun nicht mehr hier.
Er muB wohl die Absicht gehabt haben, uns
zu verlassen, denn von heute auf morgen
begann er, sich absolut schlecht zu
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Taufe. Wir hatten vorher Peter gefragt, ob er
evil. als Taufpate fir Marcus einspringen
kénnte.

Als Entschadigung fir das Zuspétkommen
hatte der Pastor dann auch alles nach
weiteren 15 min Uber die Bihne gebracht. Er
hatte seine Brille vergessen und sprach alle
Texte, das Buch vor sich haltend, aus den
Gedachtnis.

AnschlieBend war Llunch bei uns zu Hause.
Wir hatten Kathy vom Trade Winds in Ochi
beauftragt, das Essen zu liefern. Fur abends
hatte ich Jerk Pork vorbereitet. Es war ein
wunderschéner Tag. Marcus glanzte mit
deutsch und englisch bei der Unterhaltung
und staubte tberall Chips ab, nachdem er
seine aufgegessen hatte.

der Backerei ein wenig aus, nur die Kinder
fanden immer einen AnlaB, herumzutoben.
Der Weihnachtsbaum war dieses Mal ein
klinstlicher, sah aber ziemlich echt aus. Wir
hatten den Baum auf der Terrasse stehen.
Leider hatte es bei der Bescherung so
geregnet, daf wir keine Geschenke darunter
legen konnten. Wir bauten alles auf dem
Wohnzimmertisch auf. Marcus und Amy
waren fir den Rest des Abends beschaftigt,
am liebsten mit dem billigsten Geschenk:
Malbuch und Buntstifte.

Der zweite blieb mit seiner Freundin oder
Sekretérin im Auto sitzen ohne sich
vorzustellen. Der Gentleman stellte sich
dann als Immigtation Officers vor, und sie
wéren vor zwei Tagen schon mal hier
gewesen. Unser Fahrer (Barry, spater mehr
Uber den Fahrerwechsel) hatte mir davon
erzahlt. Sie wollten wiederkommen und
vorher anrufen. Hatten sie nicht getan, dafur
stellten sie aber die gleichen Fragen noch
einmal, die wir beim Interview bei der
Immigration in Kingston vor Monaten bereits
beantwortet hatten. Ein Telefonanruf beim
Ministry im letzten Monat ergab, daR sie dort
noch auf einen Report warteten, wir
bekdmen Bescheid. Also: warten, soon
come.

benehmen. Er mochte darQiber hinaus sein
Friuhsttcksbrot nicht mehr. Er beschwerte
sich Uber die, wie er sagte, schlechte
Bezahiung, er kénne seine Rechnungen gar



nicht mehr bezahlen. Und die Autos
waschen als Fahrer, das sei doch
Sklavenarbeit. Er wére doch nicht der
Yardboy hier. Er verwendete Schimpfworte
bis zum geht nicht mehr. Wir wollten ihn
rausschmeiflen, aber auch da machte er
Probleme. Statt den neuen Fahrer, den wir
ihm dazu mitgeben wollten, an zu lernen,
verlangte er auch noch mehr Geld dafir und
beschimpfte den Neuen so, daR der wieder
aus dem Auto ausstieg. Winston, unser
Freund vom Shaw Park Hotel meinte, besser

bezahlen und wir sind ihn los. So gaben wir
ihm zwei Wochen payment fur Urlaub, zwei
Wochen payment fir die Zeit, die er hier
gearbeitet hatte, und seinen Wochenlohn.
Melitta ( Trade Winds ) empfahl uns statt
dessen Barry. Barry kannte sich in Kingston
aus und MoBay und Negril war einfach zu
erkldren, so daR er sich schnell eingearbeitet
hatte. Barry ist immer punktlich zum Fahren
da und fahrt ordentlich. Und: wenn er zur
Arbeit kommt oder am Feierabend lacht er
und ist immer fréhlich.

Hilfe in der Backstube und die Nachtschicht

Nerissa ist nun vier Monate bei uns und
macht die Tagschicht recht ordentlich. Leider
schleichen sich ab und zu ein paar Fehler
ein oder sie paflt einfach mal nicht auf. So
sind die Brote mal ganz toll, mal weich, mal
platt, mal klein, aber eben nicht immer
regelmaBig gut. Wir kénnen nicht alles
alleine machen und so versuchten wir fUr die
Nachtschicht jemanden einzustellen. Nerissa
meinte, ihre Freundin Kathrin hatte Lust am
Backen. Wir versuchten unser Glluck. Ich
lernte Kathrin zwei Wochen lang an und sie
machte ihre Sache sehr gut. Dann meinte sie

Das neue Jahr

Wir haben mit unserer Backerei und dem
speziellen Brotangebot eine gute Idee
gehabt. Dabei 4Bt sich die Menge
unseres Brotes, wegen des doch nicht so
riesigen Kundenkreises allerdings nicht
beliebig erhéhen.

Wir haben uns nach viel zu viel Arbeit vor
und zu den Feiertagen ein wenig
ausgeruht. Die Arbeit wird nicht abreiRen
bis Ostern, dann wird es nach unseren

aber, sie brauche mehr Zeit flr ihre Kinder
und wolle noch mal bei der Security Firma
nachfragen, bei der sie vorher gearbeitet
hatte. Ich dachte, tagstber arbeiten und die
Kinder schiafen nachts, das ist fur die Kinder
sicher nicht besser. Sie kam aber die Woche
drauf am Montag wieder und meinte, sie
wolle doch bleiben. Leider blieb sie nur bis
zum Donnerstag und hatte dann am Freitag
Kopfschmerzen. Dann kam sie nur noch den
Wochenlohn abholen am Samstag, das
war’s dann.

Erfahrungen in den vergangenen Jahren wieder
ruhiger.

Wir wollen unseren Toyota Corolla Kombi ( von
1991 ) und unseren kleinen Toyota Starlet ( von
94 ) demnéchst verkaufen und uns neue Autos
zulegen. Fur das Geschéft soll es wieder ein
Corolla Kombi sein, sieht dann so aus, als hatte
sich nichts geandert.

Das aber beim nachsten Mal, dazu dann noch
vielleicht ein neuer Kunde, vielleicht das neue
Sandals ( Plantation Inn ) in Ocho Rios ??



"Black Women" - Literatur aug der Karibik in Obertaifenbarg:
"Dac Paradiec liegt vor dem Fencter" und "Alabacter Baby"

Im Rahmen der D3G-Jahrestagung stellte am 23. 9. 2000 Marlies Glaser zwei Biicher aus der Reihe
"Black Women" des Lamuv-Verlags vor. Sie war als Herausgeberin bzw. Mitherausgeberin und
Ubersetzerin an beiden Biichern beteiligt und versuchte, den DIG-Mitgliedern in einem einfiihrenden
Vortrag und einer Lesung einen Eindruck von der Spannweite und vom poetischen Reichtum der
neueren Frauenliteratur aus der Karibik zu vermitteln.

Die Geschichten aus der Karibik, die in dem Band "Das Paradies liegt vor dem Fenster" gesammelt
sind (herausgegeben und iibersetzt von Marlies Glaser und Anita Jorges-Djafari), stammen von
Autorinnen aus dem weiten Bereich der englischsprachigen Karibik, von Jamaika iiber Belize, Antigua,
Grenada, Trinidad und Tobago bis nach Guyana. Aus Jamaika selbst stammen 6 der 14
Geschichtenerzahlerinnen.

Christine Craig, die manchen vielleicht durch ihre Kinderbiicher bekannt ist(illustriert von ihrem Mann
Karl Craig), lasst einen Gastprofessor aus England von seinem Aufenthalt an der University of the
West Indies berichten und von den beunruhigenden neuen Erfahrungen, die er dort macht. - Olive
Senior lasst in einem Monolog eine auf der Strasse lebende Frau von ihrem Schicksal berichten, dass
sie nach vielen Enttduschungen in einen psychischen Zusammenbruch getrieben hat. "Glauben Sie, ich
sei verriickt, Miss?" fragt sie immer wieder alle, die an ihrer Behausung aus Pappkartons vorbei
kommen. - Alecia McKenzie und Jean "Binta" Breeze (die vor allem mit Dub Poems bekannt geworden
ist) sind mit kiirzeren Texten vertreten, Michelle Cliff steuerte eine lingere Geschichte bei, und Velma
Pollard erzéhit in einer kurzem "Parabel” von einem beunruhigenden Vorfall.

Velma Pollard ist iibrigens die Schwester von Erna Brodber, deren Buch “"Alabaster Baby" Marlies
Glaser ebenfalls iibersetzt und herausgegeben hat. Erna Brodber erzihlt darin vom Weitereben
schwarzer Traditionen in Jamaika, in diesem Fall im Parish von St. Thomas, und der Bewusstwerdung
einer jungen Frau gemischter Abstammung, eben jenes "Alabaster Baby". Im Original lautet der Titel
des Buches "Myal", die Bezeichnung fiir eine aus dem 19. Jahrhundert iiberlieferte religiése Praxis der
ehemaligen Sklaven, die allerdings in der Geschichte selbst nicht dargestellt wird. Der Titel bezieht
sich somit auf verborgene religios-mystische Traditionen - eine zweite Erzihlebene neben der
realistischen lasst die Hauptcharaktere der Geschichte dann auch in Tiergestalt auftreten und agieren.

Diese Hinweise zeigen schon, dass Erna Brodber keine eingéngig-platte Erzahlstruktur anbietet.
Spriinge in der Zeitstruktur der Erzéhlung machen es schwer, beim ersten Lesen alle Zusammenhdnge
zu erfassen, das Wechseln der Erzahlebenen von der realen der Dorfbewohner in St. Thomas zur
mythischen der Tiergestalten (und zuriick) erfordert zusatzliche Aufmerksamkeit - Anstrengungen, die
allerdings durch ein Leseerlebnis belohnt werden, das innerhalb der karibischen Literatur ganz neue
und ungewohnte Perspektiven bietet.

Marlies Glaser hat dieses Buch, das im Original auch noch die verschiedenen Sprachebenen des
jamaikanischen Englisch als Ausdrucksmittel einsetzt, so zu iibertragen versucht, dass auch
Leserinnen ohne Spezialkenntnisse in jamaikanischer Geschichte, Mythologie und Dialektologie den
poetischen Kern der Geschichte verstehen kénnen. Das ist ihr gelungen, wie die Reaktionen der
Zuhorerinnen bei der Lesung in Oberreifenberg zeigten.

(Rainer Epp)

Glaser, Marlies, Anita Jorges-Djafari (Hg.): Das Paradies liegt vor dem Fenster.
Geschichten aus der Karibik. Zusammengestellt und aus dem Englischen iiber-
setzt von Marlies Glaser und Anita Jorges-Djafari. Gottingen (Lamuv Verlag) 1999

Brodber, Erna: Alabaster Baby. Aus dem Englischen und mit einem Nachwort von
Marlies Glaser. Gottingen (Lamuv Verlag) 2000
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Rhyging terror ends in May Pen cemetery

AS seen in the last instalment,
on October 7, 1948 the police
again failed in their attempt to
apprehend the escaped criminal
Ivanhoe Rhyging’ Martin, in the
Ferry swamp where he and a
few cronies had taken shelter. A
Gleaner report the following day
said the fugitives had been
warned by a lookout in time to
make their escape before the
police moved in. The story sug-
gested that Rhyging and compa-

ny had made it out of the swamp .

and into the hills in the Ferry-
Caymanas area, where they first
took refuge in a cave and even-
tually made their way through
the Red Hills area, to Molynes
and finally to Greenwich Town.

Then the story took a
strange twist, according to the
Gleaner, and especially in the
light of today's police attitude...
The police, it said, had been
observing Rhyging on the night
of October 9 in the vicinity of the
Greenwich Town bridge, togeth-
er with a character the newspa-
per identified only as ‘the
Gleaner's special photographer-
reporter undercover man’.

The story went on: ‘No
attempt was made to hold
Rhyging then as the police were
under instructions to the effect
that Rhyging must be caught but
no other person was to be killed
or injured. It was dark also and it
is difficult to capture a danger-
ous criminal in the dark.’

Intelligence reports said
that Rhyging would have been
taken to a cay outside Kingston
harbour and from there attempt
to board a boat which would
take him out of the island or to
someplace on the south-western
coast of the island. But the police
now had a clear drop on their
quarry, and as we have already
seen the next morning it was all
over.

Before the body was hurled
in a plain pine wood coffin in a

pauper’s lot in May Pen ceme- -

tery people, besieged the mortu-
ary in a bid to get a last look at
one who must have been
Jamaica’s most resourceful vio-
lent criminal. Among those
blamed for his downfall was Eric
‘Mosspan’ Goldson. According to
the Gleaner, Goldson insisted
that he wanted to see him dead,
no doubt to satisfy himself that
the police had got the right man
and he was no longer in danger.
The report said that after seeing
the body Goldson remarked:
‘The race is not for the swift.
Rhyging you gone at last!’

Small detachment

Then a small detachment
consisting of two constables:
R.A. Lindo and V.C. Morrison,
undertaker Madden and his
assistants set off for the ceme-
tery with their grim cargo. To
head off the vast crowd at the
cemetery the party announced
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‘No attempt was made to
hold Rhyging then as the

police were under

instructions to the effect

that Rhyging must be

caught...’

that they were heading for
Spanish Town with the body.
The body, clad in the same
clothes in which he had been
killed, was quickly interred
without benefit of ceremony and
with only a number to mark the
spot.

Later, giving his account of
the last hours of the chase the
so-called ‘Undercover Gleaner
Photographer-Reporter’  said
that after escaping from the
police at Ferry they had crossed
the Spanish Town Road into the
hills above from which they

were able to rest and observe the
police activities. They made
their way back to Kingston to
Cockburn Pen where they sepa-
rated with Rhyging going in
search of a new hideout.

According to this account
Rhyging’s friends managed to
secure a canoe called ‘Gloria
Again’ to take him to the cay.
“The boat was drawn up two
chains west of East Avenue,
Greenwich Town, but on arriv-
ing at the beach Rhyging had the
boat removed to face East
Avenue so that he could see up
the street. Rhyging was undecid-
ed whether he should take the
trip as he thought it would have
been difficult for two men to row
so far. He remained at the spot
for some time not knowing that
four palrs of eyes were focused
on him.”

In the aftermath of the grim
finale, the question on every-
body's lips was, “Who was
Rhyging, this little man who had
mocked the efforts of the entire
police establishment for so long
and who had either coerced or
inspired so much loyalty from
his friends. Was he truly ‘rhy-
ging’ in terms of the meaning of
the word or just an over-drama-
tised character? The Gleaner
would try to answer these
queries.

* C. Roy Reynolds is a free-
lance journalist. Wé 24/4 /0 4
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The coconut and the ruler

THE COCONUT AND THE RULER,
Josephine Joyce Benjamin

The soft, warm glow of the incipient day

seeped in through the window, fondling the sparse fumlshlngs of the room. Not much
to look at, let it be said, yet clean. More than clean; ‘immaculate. Sally prided herself
on the spotlessness of her cabin, cleanliness being next to godliness, as she

wholeheartedly believed.

She sat in front of her breakfast, praying ardently. She sat at a rickety table which
stood precariously in one comer, flanked by benches of equally dubious stability.
Home-made clothes covered her sinewy body. Many long, dark skirts brushed the

- floor around her. Her strong, muscular arms showed themselves underneath the

shawl which hugged her shoulders. She wore a flamboyant floral blouse, the flowers
apparently falling over themselves, pushing each other impatiently out of the way in
an attempt to be the most conspicuous. Her fingers were dry and old-looking, the
nails hard and brown. Those hands could have belonged to a woman in her fifties.

They could even have belonged to a man. Thick-skinned, working hands. Instead

they belonged to a young woman in her twenties, a young woman who had stopped
counting her years. Light ricocheted off the fumniture, off Sally's body. Patches .of

colour swam on the surface of the table, over Sally's hands as she broke pieces of. .

bread to put in her mouth. Another long morning. Another long day at the house
cooking for Mrs Williams who, aithough white, was a nice progressive lady who
treated her "workers" well, and was particularly fond of Sally, whom she allowed

" much liberty and a few small favours. She had generously donated much of what

was to be seen in this two-roomed cabin and had permitted Sally to return home at
the end of each long day. She was not totally insensitive to the problems of a
poverty-stricken woman who was also black and had a young child to add to her
troubles. After eating, Sally laid out her daughter's breakfast, then made her way
soundlessly into the child's room.
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The room was, in fact, nothing more than a small area of the very same. room in
which Sally: had beep sitting. An area designated as a room and separated
accordingly. by a length of cloth held up by tired-looking rusty nails which Sally
herself had hammered in, one in the wall and one from the roof, the nail being
secured in a wedge of wood which had been used to fill a sizeable hole. There were
three windowé in the entire cabin, one hiding itself shyly behind the fabric wall in
Tété's corner. Net curtains had been hung up in front of each. As Sally had acquired
enough curtain, she allowed herself the indulgence of gathering them into lush folds,
there to keep out prying eyes, although she lived a good distance from the nearest
neighbour. The material cornering. off Tété's section of the room had not been in
such plentiful supply and Sally had had no desire to patch it, so it had been stretched
drum-tight, with the hem barely kissing the floor. As compensation, the two wooden
walls had, long ago, been given a lick of light blue paint which, here and there,
ruffled open like a chrysanthemum. Yes, it was a snug little room and room enough.
No use giving a child more than it needed. Only make it turn out bad.

The child stept, mouth open wide with a look of contentment. This look belied the
shock of a sound thrashing in the middle of the night occasioned by one of her
mother’s spot checks on the cleanliness of the child’s feet. She had taken the risk of
going to bed without washing her feet in the cold water outside in the yard. After all,
Sally had stealthily lifted the bedsheets only the day before; she had felt the light
bre.ez:e up her legs and in her nightgown. Surely mama wouldn't check again so
soon. Sally smiled to herself as she recalled the child’s startled lock as she felt ihe
first whack of the beating-stick across the soles of her feet.
“Look how you - foot - dem - black!”
- Whack, whack, whack. Sally had a good ear for rhythm.
~ "Go - an - wash - you - nar - sti - dut - ty - foot - dem!”

Even as the child jumped up, screaming, jigging around .the roorh to avoid the
"beating-stick", so Sally followed, bending low and aiming at the feet, every now and
then catching the child on the calf, which sent her even higher into the air.

The child now lay almost horizontally in the bed, having arrived at this comfortable
position after much tossing and turning. This bed had not been bought, it had been
“made" and consisted of a wooden door balanced on four large stones. Blankets, old
clothmg. made a mattress with which the young body wrestled every night. A

~ multicoloured quilt covered the child. This was a luxury, and well the child knew it.

Other children simply had to wrap themselves up in the cloths which made the
mattress. This was not good enough for Sally, and certainly not good enough for her
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child, so she had accepted, grudgingly, the quilt from Mrs Williams, muttéring to
herself "wat bag na wam' im give shatova™

Sally left the dark room. As she did so, she slyly took something out of her pocket
and placed it into one of the deep pockets on the child's school skirt draped over the
back of a chair. She tied her head and checked her face in the mirror (no
jannimatta*? Check. No whitey-whitey round the mouth? Check. Ears clean? Check.
Hair 0.k.? Check). Quietly she left the house and barefooted the hour-and-a-half
stretch to Mrs Williams'. '

A smacking of the lips and a rubbing of the eyes to remove the green, crusty

‘deposits heralded Tété's retum to consciousness. She lay in bed, enjoying its

warmth to the last minute. Her day was as regimented as a trooper's. Up, make bed,
put on house dress, fetch water (the river was two kilometres away), breakfast, wash
up, wash self, put on school clothes, check school things, remove headscarf (kept on

till the last minute to keep hair neat) - SCHOOLI! The drill was finely tuned and Tété -

knew precisely how much time she would need for its execution. The unexpected
assault” in the night had interrupted her sleep to the effect that she had slept longer
to recover the lost time. When she woke up, she felt immediately that it was later in
the day then either herself, her mother or the schoolmistress would have liked. In a
word, Tété was late.

]

~ She berformed'her drill in record time (jénnimatta? Check. Whitey-whitey? Check),

grabbed her schoolhat and sped through the door. A passerby would have been
intrigued to know what invisible hand yanked Tété back as she ran to scheol. For she
was as surely "yanked" as a petulant puppy is by its new, young owner. Tété
appeaired to suddenly jump back and then to proceed at a dignified pace. The
invisible "lead” was in fact Sally's stern face together with her firm hand which had
both, in their own inimicable way, reminded Tété on not infrequent occasions that
she, that is to say Tété, was no dog, and that furthermore, up the road, there was no
bone. This was understood to mean that she should walk slowly, and like a "s'mady".
Awareness that she was late for school and that walkihg like a "somebody" would
make her even later forced Tété's knees, every now and then, to bend deeply as if
wishing to break into a trot; caught between not wanting to disobey her mother (her
running to school would, by some miracle, always reach her mother's ears) and not
wanting to be at the receiving end of schoolmistress' sarcastic remarks. Worse still,
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she might even be at the receiving end of some freshly snapped twig which she
could at this very moment picture in schoolmistress' hand as she stood at the
entrance of the school, making a big show of looking at her watch. Tété's stride
became longer, kicking out her long skirt in front of her. Stride, stride, bend, dip,
quick quick - yank! - stride, stride ("Me is a s'mady..."). She shoved her hands into
her pockéts as she concentrated on walking as quickly as possible whilst still being a
"somebody”. Her hand fastened onto an unusual shape in her pocket. Unusual
inasmuch as it wasn't usually to be found there. Usual inasmuch as Tété immediately
recognised the hard object, its hairy shell with its firm, grained interior. The discovery
brought a twinkle to her dark eyes.

Teacher Johnston stood on the threshold, eager to display her authority. She

‘savoured it as one does the sweet syrup of a mango roliing down one's chin as the

tongue, vainly, slides over the teeth to remove the slithers of mango flesh which have
lodged themselves there. What a joy it was to have power, to be looked up to in the
community when all around seemed to be bowing and scraping to the Powers that
Bel Teacher Johnston had education, could speak English “as fine as the best of

- them". Not satisfied with having made something of herself, she would have given

anything to be light-skinned, soft-haired and a good deal less strapping. Her .
disappointment at not being able to activ‘ely obtain these ideals had hardened her
into a bitter woman whose hatred she reserved for the unsuspecting and
undeserving darker-skinned children placed in her tutelage.

Tété she hated with a vengeance. Not only was she black, she had unnerving grey
eyes and she was damned intelligent. The child was dirt poor and would ordinarily
have become adept at field work by now had it not been for the pig-headedness of
her mother who, unfortunately, also had the support of her employers. The girl was
an eyesore; running around barefoot in her cutdowns. Never mind that the other

- children weren't wearing shoes either. At least they owned a pair and had them on

on Sundays. Tété's fatherlessness was frowned upon by the parents of the other
children. Not her illegitimacy, but on her fatherlessness, for although they called
themselves ‘Mr' and ‘Mrs', there were very few legitimate marriage certificates to be
found in the small black community. Tété had no father, or at least no-one had
publicly acknowledged her. This delighted Teacher Johnston, who never missed an
opportunity to speak of "your father” or "your parents”. She herself had never married
because, by some quirk of Fortune, her ideal man had always failed to see in her the
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ideal woman, her complexion being enough to hurl her headlong out of that category..

Nor was she ever allowed to forget her unforgivably unfeminine size of shoe, which
haunted her every time she dressed, undressed, looked down, or attempted to cross
her legs. It became a reflex action of hers to glance quickly over a woman's left
hand, to steal a look at the hem of the skirt, but rarely did she encounter such
recalcitrant feet as her own, may the skirts be ever so long. It was a private joke that
Teacher Johnston should thank her lucky stars for long skirts. It was rumoured she
wore men's shoes. Had to. And as she glanced down at the hem of a skirt, there was
always a wicked light in the other woman's eye which Teacher Johnston could not
fail to see, curling her toes uncomfortably and consoling herself with the fact that
she, at least, was literate and educated. The same could not be said for everyone,
may the skin be ever so light, the hair ever so soft, or the feet ever so small. Teacher
Johnston pictured Tété at her desk, working solemnly, rubbing her small dirty feet
against one another, and she set her mouth as the bitter thoughts drove in. She
would never ask Tété for the answer unless convinced that the child could not give a
satifactory response. When Tété calmly provided the correct information, Teacher
Johnston would sniff at the air, pull her head back and proceed, leaving the rest of
the class in a state of confusion.
"So. What's the answer? Brown!"
Brown would solemnly get to his feet and repeat Tété's answer.
""Very good, Brown. That's correct. Sit down.”

Tété approached the school. Schoolmistress stood swishing her stick in eager
anticipation.

"Late again, Myrie. Did your parents forget to wake you up?"

"Marning Teacha Jahnstan. Sarri, Teacha Jahnstan." She walked past the
teacher and into the school. ' ’
Whack!! Tété caught a swish on her thigh.

“Stan still wen me talkin to you, you facety* likkle pitnil” Strange, Teacher
Johnston could never carry off an outburst in "fine English".
Tété stood still, looking at the teacher inquiringly.

"Is what you deh tan up wait fa? Hin di classroom an sit down!"
Whack!
The children sniggered as Tété walked in. She took her seat. Her slate and chalk she
removed from her pocket. Let them snigger; she was a somebody and she had
something in her pocket. Nothing could spoil her day.
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Resourceful as ever, the children amused themselves in the “recreation area”, and

this in spite of the dirt patch assigned to them on which to live out their fantasies. No
swings, no ropes, no tyres to throw oneself onto. Nothing. But knowing nothing
different, and having their privileged position daily impressed upon them, the children
were more than happy.

Groups of boys, emulating their fathers, bragged aggressively about what they had
and what they could do. Each strove to outdo the others, to earn the admiration of
his peers. They all wanted to be like father; bold, intrepid, taking stick from no-one.
Two young boys, kicking around in the dust, warmed up for today's bout.

"Yu heva smuok ganja?"™ ‘

“Yeah man. Di stuff wikked like a bitch, eee?”

“Gu weh, yu too liell Yu too likkle an lie!!"

"Is who yu deh caal lia? Look pan yu hed, ho it favour button'uole!!”
The onlookers would jig around, laughing, slapping their fingers together, egging
them on. 4

“Look pan fi yu hed. Dry an roll up like a peppa cam! Tink me nay see yu
yestiday wen yu hask yu madda bout someting an she tell ho "yu too kitty lite up. Yu
kitty too lite up to much!*® he imitated his rival's mother, pushing up his chest,
sticking out his behind and opening his eyes wide, all the while scolding in a high-

‘pitched voice. "Den she leggo one bitch likk pan yu big ole peppa carn harsehed™

Thump! He clouted the boy.
Their friends rolied around in the dust, kicking their legs, screeching, howlmg It was
clear who was the victor today.
Angry, embarrassed, "peppa cam harsehed" tumed on the onlookers.

"Is who unnu deh skin unnu teet* at? Dyam piss-bed likkle pitni unnu!!" Off he
strutted, man-like, proud as he had often seen his father do after "words” with his
mother.

Time, however, would sooner or later take him gently by the hand and reveal to him
that father could be looked at from more than one angle: she would show him how to
walk a full circle around father, viewing him from the side, from the back, from angles
father was at pains hot to disclose to son. "Look!" she would say, "look how he

' squirrhs when you look at him from behind. Look how he is bold when you are

smaller. Look how he brags when you are equal. Look, how he licks his lips and rubs
himself when you are female, young and ripe. And look, watch his posture slink as
he comes into contact with his betters and now how his pride swells like a puff-adder
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the minute they are out of earshot." This patient, self-effacing Teacher; you begin to
understand why She is always chuckling to Herself, blowing the gaff, unmasking the
one-dimensional hero to expose the three-dimensional, vulnerable man. Time, the
best playmate one could ever have.

Teteé, having found herself a quiet littie space, stood nibbling at her piece of coconut.
She felt the very strong desire to sit down. This would mean dirtying her skirt, for
which crime she would surely receive a beating. So she stood. It was a gloriously hot
day. Movement had slowed down to a minimum. Even the birds seemed to be doing
slow motion, or so she thought. Last night's whipping and her lateness were worlds
away.

“Is wat yu gat deh?"
Tété jumped, a thief caught in the act.

"Hello, Mary-Jane.”

_ "Me say is wat yu gat deh deh nyam?"™

“Tété was not overfond of Mary-Jane. She was a show-off and a teacher's pet.

"A piece a coc'nat.”

“Gimme likkle bit, nuh?" It was not a question.

Taté's arm refused to extend itself in the direction of one greedy-eyed, big-mouthed
Mary-Jane.

“Bwoy! Di pitni craven*, eee?” Mary-Jane said in sham astonishment as she
made signs of going off in another direction. Suddenly, like a snake's tongue, her
arm Iashed out at the coconut in Tété's fist. Tété was, by this point, on full alert,
managing to swing her arm back a fraction of a second before Mary-Jane had made
a swipe at her prized possession.

~ "Yu craven papaless pitni yu! Keep yu dutty likkle piece a coc'nat. Me nay
even did wamt it." Off she went, swinging her hips and tossing her head as it was her
mother's wont to do in open defiance of her husband's belligerence.

In the classroom, try as she might to resist, Tété could not refrain from looking at
Mary-Jane, who in her turn threw dagger looks at Tété. Teacher Johnston was
writing sums on the board, her back to the class. Her ample behind rocked in time
with her arm. She looked ever so much like someone vigorously waving goodbye to
a friend at a station.

“Please, Teacha Jahnstan, Myrie eating a piece a coc'nat.." Mary-Jane
whined, then, with a smirk, gave Tété her "got you" look.
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Tété's heart jumped. Why! 1t simply wasn't true!
Schoolmlstress spun rpund in an instant, as if she herself had been personally
msulted i

"Myriel March yourself here this minute!”
Tété stood up, resigned, the thought in fact never having crossed her mind that she
could take anything more than a minute to transport herself from her chair to be face-
to-face, or rather face-to-waist, with schoolmlstress

"Show me the coconut!” The words forced themselves out between Teacher
Johnston's tightened lips.

- "] wasn't eating it."

The classroom hushed at Tété's audacuty Was she brave, or just plain stupld?

"Me say show me di coc'nat!”
The smali child dug deep into her pocket to produce the said offensive item. It lay,
pathetically, in the soft palm of her hand. Teeth marks decorated its circumference
which was now considerably smaller than it had been at dawn.
Schoolmistress glared.

"Eat it!"

- " wasn't eating it."

“Me say heat di coc'nat!!”

" was not eating the coconat, Teacha Jahnstan."
Furious, schoolmistress grabbed the piece of coconut from the child's hand,
scratching her in the process. She forced the coconut to the child's mouth. Our Tété
was an easy-going girl and up to this point she felt her honesty to be sufficient to free
her from this misunderstanding. When she gleaned that Teacher Johnston was hell

© bent on humiliating her, her Myrie pride shot to the surface and to her defence. Her

teeth clenched tight, not to be opened by the fingers forcing themselves into the
small, pink cavity. Maliciously, schoolmistress scratched the child's gum as the whole
class looked on, greedily, wide-eyed. In an instinctive reaction of self-defence, Tété's
strong teeth clamped down on the intruding digit, sending Teacher Johnston
springing back with a howl.

The point of no return had been reached. Boiling with rage, schoolmistress seized
the long, wooden ruler from her desk. The other pupils squeezed their buttocks
together, barely danng to breathe. The pain sliced through Tété's hand, the force of

" the blow knocking her hand down towards her waist. At the back of the classroom,

someone sucked in his breath, imagining the pain searing through his own hand.
Ruthlessly, Teacher Johnston: beat the child. Neither did she limit herself to the
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child's palm. There was a loud “Crack!” as the wooden ruler made contact with the
child's shoulder. Tété, hjting her lip, refused to cry, refused to give in.

Crack!
Smackl

Lash!

Teacher Johnston, exhausted, flung the piece of coconut into the straw bin and
shoved Tété into the comer of the room. Weakened by anger and pain, the child
stood facing the wall, undefeated.

it was some time before schoolmistress sufficiently regained her composure to
proceed with the day's leaming. Home-time came. The children, subdued, filed out of
the classroom, each casting a glance at the little girl in the corner of the room, the
little girl who had been standing there for the best part of five hours. Schoolmistress
gathered her pedagogic equipment, namely two sticks of chalk, her face mirror and
her handbag, then marched out of the classroom imperiously.

"Chile, is wat yu still deh do deh?™

*Teacha Jahnstan put me in di cama."
The old caretaker shook his head from side to side. He hadn't had any learning and
often he could be seen, balancing on his broom, beaming with pride at the children in
the yard. He himself had grandchildren. Proud he was of them, too. They could read
and write, look forward to a bright future, as he often told them, for with education,
nobody, but nobody, could take advantage of you. He had his own reasons for being
particularly fond of Tété, whom he now looked at through sad, paternal eyes.

“Pitni, is time fi yu go home, yaa." He enjoyed the responsiblity of permitting
the child to go home. The authority gave him a pleasant sensation, similar to but

stronger than the one he would feel whenever telling anyone he worked "in the town" .
- and not on the land. He felt like a somebody.

"Me tellin yu yu kyan go home. Ga lang now.” He had to say it again, it felt so
nice. Besides, he had the right to tell this child what to do, all adults having the right
to tell children what to do. Another thing, he could not stand that "batti deh jillap fike a
calabash™ Johnston, who delighted in making him feel inch high. Why, he was old
enough to be her father and felt that he knew a damn sight more about the things
that counted. He relished thwarting her authority, albeit in her absence. And why

The coconut and the ruler

should this child get a thrashing, which she was certainly in store for, on-aceount of

- her? Tété was a bright one. Just about as bright ag can be. He thought of Sally, then

sighed, his mind on the past.

Tété went home, late.

Joan Bursch
4 Impasse du Houx, 67240 Schirrhein, France

04.10.2000

Dear Jorg Wenzel,

My name is Joan Bursch. I am a Black-British writer of Jamaican descent and
write under the pseudonym of Josephine Joyce Benjamin. I recently became
acquainted with Prof. Dr. Christian Mair from the University of Freiburg who
not only informed me about your publication, but has also invited me to recite
from some of my work at the ASNEL/GNEL conference, English as a World
Language, to be held in Freiburg next year. Would it interest you to publish
some of my shorter fiction in The German-Jamaican Society? Please find
enclosed a synopsis of Mother’s Pride, from which I shall be reciting next year

in Freiburg, plus one of the shorter stories to whet your appetite.

- I look forward to hearing from you.

Best wishes,

K

Joan Bursch



Interview mit lan Randle, 15.10.1999, Buchmesse Frankfurt

Wahrend der Buchmesse 1999 hatte ich Gelegenheit zu einem Interview mit /an Randle, demGriinder und Besitzer
von lan Randle Publishers Limited, der auf Einladung des Internationalen Zentrums der Buchmesse in Frankfurt
war. Sein Verlag publiziert viele interessante Bticher fiir an Jamaika Interessierte, sie verschaffen Einblicke, die weit
Uber das hinausgehen, was in Urlaubsreisen erlebbar ist. Die Biicher reichen von Textsammlungen, wie das im In-
terview erwéhnte Buch Caribbean Freedom, Wiederveréffentlichungen von Klassikern wie Kamau Brathwaites The
Development of Creole Society in Jamiaca 1820-1870 (ber Kochblcher und Publikationen zur Musik, sehr zu
empfehlen z.B. Caribbean Currents: Caribbean Music From Rumba to Reggae von Peter Manuel, bis zu den Me-
moiren von Rachel Manley, Drumblair: Memories of a Jamaican Childhood.

Mein Interesse galt vor allem der Situation der Verleger in der Karibik, denn mir war schon langer aufgefallen, dass
traditionelle Verleger aus Grossbritannien wie Heineman und Longman ihre Karibikreihen, freundlich ausgeérﬂckt
nicht gerade pflegen. Aus der Karibik direkt kommen nicht sehr viele Veréffentlichungen auf den Ladentisch ode;
ins Internet-Angebot. Um so erfreulicher ist es, dass lan Randle mit dem Publizieren akademischer Texte eine
Marktnische gefunden hat, die es ihm offensichtlich erméglicht eine qualitétsreiche Reihe auf die Beine zu stellen.
Der ebenfalls im Interview erwdhnte Verlag Kingston Publishers ist Ubrigens letztes Jahr unter der alten Ge-
schéftsleitung als LMH Publishing Limited wiederauferstanden und hat prompt die Ubersetzungsrechte von The
Painted Canoe, ein Roman von Anthony Winkler (einigen méglicherweise als Author von The Lunatic bekannt) an
den Scherz Verlag verkauft, wo er letztes Jahr unter dem Titel Das bemalte Kanu erschien (eine Besprechung des
Romans habe ich fiir diese Ausgabe des Bulletins leider nicht mehr geschafft, aber sie soll noch folgen) .

Hoffentlich ein Lichtblick fiir die Verlagssituation in der Karibik, denn ansonsten sieht es, nach Auskiinften lan
Randles, nicht so positiv aus. Vielleicht wird auch die von ihm angedachte Belletristikreihe es den wenigen noch im
Land lebenden Autorlnnen demnéchst erlauben lokal zu publizieren und doch weltweit rezipiert zu werden, analog
der Verdffentlichungspolitik seiner akademischen Reihe. Zu wiinschen wére es allen Beteiligten.

Marlies Glaser, Frankfurt, Februar 2001

Marlies Glaser:
I am interested in how you as a person got started in publishing at all.

lan Randle:

Well, by accident, because | did not have an idea what | wanted to do when | left university, where | had studied
history at the University of the West Indies in Kingston. After university | was offered a job by a British publishing
firm — Ginn and Company, which is very involved in school books - and | just took it as a job and just kept going.

Don 't they publish children books as well?

Mostly school text books. They were then a division of the American company Ginn and Boxter which then sold out
and so Ginn and Company of London started selling a lot of school books in the Caribbean and then they wanted to
set up a small university press, that's what | was taken on to do. It was called Caribbean Universities Press and it
was established in Barbados in 1970. It published academic material and was set up as a branch of Ginn and | was
taken on to be the manager for Jamaica so that's how | started up. But | was always based in Jamaica. So although
the company was headquartered in Barbados they wanted someone to manage from Jamaica because Jamaica
was always the biggest market and still is for the English material.

And when did you start your own publishing company?

| started in 1991, in between that first job and 1991 | had 15 years at Heineman, we set up Heineman in the Carib-
bean , we set up Heineman Caribbean based in Jamaica, publishing again mostly school text material for the whole
Caribbean but also working with Heineman in London, to do things like the Caribbean Writer’s Series with James
Currey who was working at the time.

You were involved in this series as well?

Yeah, in fact the Caribbean Writer's Series started out originally as just a reprint series we were reprinting you know
books which had gone out of print published by Andre Deutsch and William Heineman and so it started out as a re-
print series. By the time | got there we started looking at getting new writers into the series. And one of the first new
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wﬁters we got' was Zee Edgell’s, Beka Lamb from Belize (auf Deutsch 1989 bei Orlanda Verlag, Berlin, unter dem
Titel, Beka. Ein Roman aus Belize erschienen, wahrscheinlich leider nur noch antiquarisch erhéiltlich). | think that

was the first Belizean novel to be published, so that was one of the first new novels we got into the Caribbean
Writer's Series.

And was this project successful, how many of Zee Edgell’s books did you sell, for example,?

Oh yeah, this was very successful, because it got on to the schools’ reading list very early after it was published.
And yes, | suspect this is one of the more successful in the Caribbean Writer’s Series along with people like Michael
Anthony (Author aus Trinidad), the early Michael Anthony books were very successful.

And how much books does a book have to sell to be called successful in the English-speaking Caribbean?
Well, of Zee Edgell, e.g., they sold 2 to 3 thousand copies in a year, that would be a very good sale.

In the whole English-speaking world?

That's right, all the English-speaking Caribbean, | doubt whether they would have sold many more elsewhere. |
would say 2 to 3 thousand a year would be an approximate sale.

When you were at Heineman and you had your idea of setting up your own publishing house, how did you go about
it?

Oh, it came fairly suddenly, you know, over the years things had changed at Heineman, people | used to deal with
had left the company. It was now owned by people who were not in publishing at all and the relationship between
Heineman and ourselves in Jamaica got very strange and it got to the point where it became counterproductive and
| think it was time to got out. So there was no long term plan to start anything, it was almost as a kind of response to
clear the frustration.

You do non-fiction at the moment, did you see this as a niche for you, did you think there was an opening in the
market?

Oh yes, | mean the opening that we went into was the scholarly and academic books because although the market
there is very small it is a niche market also, it is very specific, and nobody has as yet published for that market and
nobody else would publish for that market, it is very tempting to get back into that text book business but that is
what everybody is running after. But to begin with | was tired with the school text books | had been doing that for 20
years and | thought | wanted to do something different so | chose a niche where | always felt more comfortable
publishing books at this level so you know a lot of things came together and that's how we started out as scholarly;
and academic publishers.

What were the first books you published, how did you get hold of them, you built your contacts over the years, | sup-
pose? ’

Yeah, in fact that's the way it all happened and even now very few of the books we actually commission. Most of the
books we published are people who are actually sending us a list of manuscripts. But just to emphasize the impor-
tance of the contacts, on the day we actually started business | published my first books on the very day we opened
our doors. And that was as a result of a relationship with Lynn Reiner, an American publisher who at the time was
working on a book on Jamaican politics, heard that | was setting up a business and offered me Jamaican publishing
rights.

And a lot of the books were developed that way that people who you had contacts with in all these years in publish-
ing heard that you had started out, sent you contacts and once you started going, you know, you just build up. And
besides nothing else was in existence | mean there were no other Caribbean publishers publishing at that level. The
only othr ones were certainly not in the Caribbean and the books that were published were published in the UK or
in the US.

What is the advantage when you are publishing these books right in the Caribbean for the people who do this joint
publication?

The advantage, of course, is that most times you know the people personally and you can be in touch with them |
mean you are set::ing them regularly and | suppose also for emotional reasons a lot of people feel that after years
and years of having to depend on foreign publishers people actually like the idea of having a local publisher, al-
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though at the same time they want the international exposure and there are a lot of academics, for instance, who
feel the opposite that in order to get prestige you have to publish with a big house in New York or London altr;ough
the editors are not as likely to be as sympathetic neither to the material or to the way the books are edite& and pro-
duced. Whereas as | said there is that emotional bond and the emotional contact which we can bring to publishing
people within the region.

But again even those kinds of fears are disappearing now because over the years we have established this network
of international contacts so you know most books we produce now that have any kind of a market overseas we are
actually publishing simultaneously in Kingston and the US and in Britain simultaneaously. James Currey (Verleger
in England) has a first choice of all the books | produce and in fact James Currey now does not initiate any Carib-
bean books, his Caribbean list is made up of books which he takes from our list. And with Marcus Wiener in
Princeton we have the same kind of relationship. in fact he now takes even more books than James Currey, so he
has been able to build a Caribbean list based on our publishing

What is the advantage for you? | mean, you produce the books you have the costs and then you sell the rights, the
distribution rights ... ? '

No, no, we actually sell publishing rights. But there are lots of advantages. Number one, the American market is ex-
tremely difficult to operate in, marketing warehouse and marketing distribution in America is one of the toughest
markets to operate in, no book shop or book chain wants to import books from Jamaica it is just to difficult.

What is the problem, the customs, the transport, or what?

No, it is transport, that is one thing, one thing is transport, number two, American publishers irrespect for what they
say now are still very much frontier-oriented if it does not happen in the US ...

... it is not there ...

... the rest of the world really is just difficult and especially publishers who are not say in New York, take a mid-west
publishers, e.g. to think about exportees or importees is a major thing, that is a major thing, that is the first major
problem.

The second problem has to do with the American book trading structure, that virtually no sale is a firm sale and in
theory an American book seller having bought your books if he hasn’t sold them, wants to return them. So just
imagine the problems that would be involved having imported books that have to be re-exported and also the de-
mands of the American market now, that if your customer is interested in a book he wants to have it within 48 hours
and in fact it is made worse now by electronic commerce where you know if you go to amazon.com they will tell you
they can get you the book within 48 hours. That is why American booksellers want to know that there is a local dis-
tributor so that they may get the books.

So that is an alternative we could get to an American distributor who would import our books, warehouse them and
sell them. But who would do the marketing? You would still have the problem of marketing. And also if you go to a
distributor, the distributors terms are such that when you look at what's left, there is nothing left for the publisher be-
cause by the time he gives a discount to the bookshop and by the time he takes his margin there is nothing left. So
using an American distributor is not an option, the only option now is to find a co-publisher who is going to buy the
edition for his market and he publishes in the US market and he has all the headaches of warehousing, distribution,
selling, see, you don’t have to worry about that.

What it also means is that from day one you have a commitment from that publisher about the number of copy so a
lot of books that would be marginal for us on our market and would never get published because you have an
American publisher. For a lot of the titles we produce, e.g. our market would be 750 copies and an American pub-
lisher comes in and he orders 15 hundred.

What title would be a title like that, where you are dependened on an American publisher?

Take that book on Caribbean History , Caribbean Freedom, e.g., Marcus Wiener would probabely buy 2000 copies
of that, whereas our requirement would be 1000, so now instead of 1000 copies we are now printing 3000 copies
and so your unit price goes down.

When you say printing, are you printing the books in Jamaica or is the American publisher printing it in the States?
Well, we actually deliver finished copies, we put his ISBN on, we put his imprint on. He simply tells us how many

copies he wants, we put his, as | said his ISBN goes on the book but we do all the manufacturing and we deliver
finished copies to him. A lot of my books are printed in the US in the mid-west, but of the colour printing we do a lot
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of printing in Hongkong. If you have an American publisher you simply give an order for his requirement to be drop
shipped into America and the rest sent to us.

And who does the design, the lay-out, the covers and all that?

We do. We do all the design production work and then we do the manufacturing, as | say in the US. So really, |
mean, when an American publisher does a deal with us, he has to have confidence that number one, the book is
going to be delivered when we say that it is to be delivered, because in America when you announce a book it has
to come out. And secondly there has to be a guarantee that the quality has to be up to the standard of his other
books and, thirdly the price has to be right because he has to turn around and sell it on his own market. So I think in
away it is a big achievement for a small company like ours to be able to sell on to big American publishers and Uni-
versity Presses.

One question, though, you don't have your books printed in Jamaica, is that because of the price.

The price, yes, and the quality. The point is that, the way the world is now, the important thing is not where you
manufacture the book it is where the financial investment takes place and where the intectual contribution is. It
really does not matter where you manufacture it. You know if you are a car manufacturer in Germany, e.g. a lot of
the parts are not manufactured in Germany. For different components you go to different places, really in the end
you know it is not my business to develop printing in Jamaica. | am a publisher and therefore | look to the places
and sources from which | can get the best prices and best quality components that go into making a book.

You mentioned that when you started you were the only one to publish books in that field, what about University
Press?

University Press actually started after us, at the time we started University Press did not exist yet. They have since
come into the field.

| talked to them when | was in Jamaica in 1995 and they told me that are trying, well like university presses in the

States, that they are trying to publish for all the campuses of the University of the West Indies. | wonder, is there
some conflict between you and them or some cooperation?

No, no, there is some level of cooperation but | would not say there is any competition because the kinds of books
that we produce it is highly unlikely that they are going to produce one like that ... let's take that book which we
have coming up on Slavery, Freedoms Work, lets take a book like that, it is highly unlikely that University Press
would be producing something similar to that.

So when | produce it, people either want my book or they don't. It is not as if that they can go to another scource
and find a competing book, most of the books | produce mine is the only book on the subject. So it is not as if they
can go to University Press and find a competing book, so they have a choice between the University Press and my
books so to that extent there is no competition.

I suppose there is competition in trying to get authors in. But again that's a natural phenomenon, | think, and there is
no shortage of authors, there are lots of people running around trying to get books published. The question is, who
provides the best service and market, you see that is the other important thing about our international connections.
A lot of authors prefer us because we get them published in three centres immediately. And especially they like the
American connection, we get them hardback-edition, because the American publishers always insist on a hardback-
edition. So a lot of our books are produced both in hardback and paperback, which authors like.

In a lot of cases we have an edge over university because, number one, of the decision making process, they have
to go through the whole process, it has to go through committees before decisions are made, and very often aca-
demics want to have their books out because they want it to go on their c.v. quickly because it has to do with pro-
motion and that sort of thing. And again our turn-around-time tends to be much faster in terms of decision making.

Who all is involved in decision making, your wife and you and who else?

Well, my wife is mostly on the business side, so she comes into the picture once the book has been produced, but
in terms of development, | do that. | think our total staff is 11 or 12 now, but not many on the publishing side, be-
cause we have a sort of integrated operation where publishing is a co-opted business but we also have a small
academic book shop, we also act as agents for a few British and American publishers, and we have a school fulfil-
ment business where we import books and supply to schools.

So you have like different legs?
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That's right and in a small country like Jamaica you need other sources of income to supplement the publishing.
Who actually buys your books in Jamaica or the Caribbean, how many of your books do you sell locally?

That is hard to say, it is probably about near fifty-fifty, 50% locally, 50% outside of Jamaica. Who buys them in Ja-
maica? A lot of our books obviously go into the tourist market. Then you have books of specific local interest, like a
history of Jamaica, that sells a lot to local Jamaicans as well as to Jamaicans living abroad, they come back home
and buy copies and send away to their families and friends, of the general books we sell a fair amount to local peo-
ple, and the text books, obviously, the academic books we sell in to the university to university students.

So you do produce books specially for being used at university, like this one, Caribbean Freedom?

That is a university text, that is history we are doing, sociology and geography, but history would be our main sub-
ject.

That has got something to do with your past studies, | suppose?

Yeah sure, | think that is natural that you concentrate on areas where you feel more comfortable, where you know
the people and they know you too, you know who a lot of the authors are either ex-colleagues or ex-teachers or
people who you meet in the course of going around to conferences, etc.

When you sell to universities do you sell to the whole area of the UWI, or the whole of the English-speaking Carib-
bean?

Well, the whole of the English-speaking Caribbean, but the UWI now has de-centralised, it has three campuses it
has de-centralised it operations so you have four university courses which all campuses have to do, but within, you
also have other courses which are done by individual campuses so you might have say, e.g. a course in Caribbean
history but it starts in a different way on the three campuses it depends on how the lecturers want to put the courses
together, so they might use different text books. ... On the one hand it splits up the market but it also means that if
you don’t get an adoption on one campus there is a possibility of getting it on the other two, whereas in the past if
you did not get it at all that was it, so it has its advantages and disadvantages.

Your wife mentioned that you might go into fiction as well,

That is another area of publishing where nothing is happening in the Caribbean, | mean there is no fiction publish-
ing.

But there are a few local publishers though, aren’t there?

There used to be Kingston Publishers, but they are gone out of business, they went into liquidation about three
months ago, and even the quality of what they were producing was not ...

... | think they were trying into this popular fiction market they produced some women writers with this Mills & Boons
(dhnlich wie deutsche Groschenhefte) tradition...

And that is the toughest market to compete with, because number one they can't compete on price, they have no
brand name and people buy books on brand name. You can get Mills & Boons look alike which is imported from the
US at 50 Cents a copy but nobody wants that because it is not Mills & Boons, so branding is very important and |
think that they made an error, it is the toughest part of the market. And | think the more literary level is a better area.
Also they were distributing mainly locally or did they get get across internationally?

No | don't think they had any international titles, | think they tried but they did not have any serious international ...
They had a writer who was quite successful though, | don’t remember his name (es ist Anthony Winkler, siehe Ein-
leitung), but probably it could not carry through. And I think they did this thing for tourist too, this How to speak Ja-
maican and things like that....

Whatever they did was a copy of a more successful book like that. They went in very heavily for trade publishing but
the quality was not so high in terms of content and material and finished product.
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So when you talk about quality in fiction writing that means, that you would like to get literary good writers?
If 1 want to go into fiction publishing it would be good writers, | mean quality fiction not the Mills & Boons stuff.
Well it would probabely go along with the rest of your programme it would be aimed at the people at university ...

Exactly and that's the kind of material, you see, the other thing goes that if you worked with fiction publishing the
Caribbean would be only one segment of the market and | don't think there is any market outside the Caribbean for
the kind of books, we talked about a while ago, there is no market outside the Caribbean. So if you go into fiction
publishing at all it has to be serious fiction.

Do you have some writers in mind?

Not really, because | have not really ... we are just at the beginning stage and fiction publishing is very specialised.
First of all you have to be able to pick the right kind of writers, secondly | think you need — it would be extremely dif-
ficult to start a fiction which is based purely on new writers — so you need a combination of established writers and
new writers to publish together, and the third thing, | think, in order to start a list you need to line up at least half a
dozen books because the other important thing is the marketing: Having produced a book you have to market it,
and you can’t put a marketing effort in only one book. The same amount of marketing that you are going to need for
one book it is the same that you need for six books. You need to know at least where the first six books are coming
from. So | would not think about the same way of launching fiction without identifying where the first six books would
be coming from.

Would you concentrate on Jamaica?

No, no it could not be, it would be the entire Caribbean. It would have to start out as English-speaking Caribbean
because of course we don't have the facility with the language, not so much the translation but to select. if you don’t
speak Spanish how are you going to know what is a gocod Spanish novel, similar with French or German. The lan-
guage limitation puts a constraint on where to begin. Now obviously after a while you might get an advise of who is
fluent in Spanish or French would advise to say here is a gocod novel, but then you would have to trust your judge-
ment.

Well there are also literary prizes which can be helpful to select a book. 1, for example, am involved with the LiB-
eraturpreis, a prize given once a year to women authors from the so-called third world countries and the book that
got the prize this year was by Astrid Roemer from Surinam, | am not sure, whether you are familiar with her. This
could be an interesting book to be translated into English, it has a high literary quality, deals with the political situa-
tion in Surinam but also it is a love story and a kind of a detective story, all woven into one and written from the per-
spective of a 60 year old woman. The author herself is very eloquent she is very lively so in a way author and book
together can sell each other. So watching things like that could be of help.

Because | am not of the field and not publishing | am not
... not yet ...

I am not aware that these things are going on. But if you decide then you start to find out, what are the big prices
who are the good people in the field, and so on. That is a real possibility. '

And the schoolbook market is something you don’t want to get involved in?

Well, | have always said that as a company | would like us to be doing school books but | personally don't want to
be involved in it | have no interest in doing school books again although financially it would be a good thing for us to
do.

Because you know so and so many books will be sold.

That’s right. So if we can find the right person we can become a school book publisher and we would want to get
back into school books but | don’t want to spend my time with that.

So in a way if you want to work or exist as a publisher in the Caribbean that is what | gathered from what you said
you have to find a niche, you have to find the right market?
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And that includes a market outside the Caribbean because even if you find the right niche the Caribbean market
would not be large enough to sustain you. Given other limitations like financing, e.g.it is very expensive to operate
within the Caribbean, especially Jamaica where interest rates are very high so you know you have to have fairly
high margins in order to operate ... And even literary fiction, Jeremy Pointing of Peepal Tree Press (Verlag in Eng-
land, der sich auf Literatur aus der Karibik spezialisiert hat), he wrote an article recently where he said the markets
throughout the whole Caribbean are so small that in the case of his publishing the Caribbean which should be his
largest market is the least significant. So even in literary fiction you have to see the international market as an im-
portant segment of that business.

Are you then the last Jamaican publisher left to operate within Jamaica?

Well there is University Press which is still going but it is not a private company, and there is one successful school
text book publisher in Jamaica, called Carlong Publishers, they are the successor company to Longmans they are
still agents for Longmans so they have all of that Longmans backing behind in terms of the importation and sale of
Longmans schoal text books and out of that they started publishing some local school text books.

And Pam Mordecai’s (Jamaikanische Autorin und Herausgeberin) publishing company?

She lives in Canada now, she tried, but that project is dead.

And Savacou?

Died years ago, there was a Institute of Jamaica publication Jamaica Journal, that is dead.

Jamaica Journal is no more? For financial reasons? Olive Senior used to edit it.

Yes. That was one of her first jobs, Jamaica Journal was closed this year.

Sorry to hear that, that was a good journal. But then there is Caribbean Quarterly published at University?

That still exists but comes out very irregularly.

Yes the same with the Journal of West Indian Literature, because I subscribe to that, so | know. How it is like in the
other parts of the English-speaking Caribbean?

No publishing

None at all, you mean nothing in Trinidad?

In Trinidad they have some people who call themselves publishers, but number one, they are in text books, they
have no professional staff and they don't really seriously market their books outside Trinidad. And as | say, it is all
school text books, and the quality is very poor. And even when you go to Barbados which is supposed to be the
most literate country in the Caribbean, no publishers.

And Guyana?

In Guyana there is this NGO Red Thread, which is a women’s organisation, | think they get money from some
NGO’s across the world and they do some publishing.

Would these be purely literary or also advisory books?

No these would be quite a bit of literary books.

And besides that?

Nothing.

But that is now about the English-speaking Caribbean, it could be different in the other language areas?

It is very different there, in the Spanish-speaking area Cuba, Dominican Republic and Puerto Rico, there are many
publishers.
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Do you have an explanation for that, for this dirth of publishers?

Part of it has to do with the size of the market to begin with. Because when you think about what we call the Carib-
bean, the English-speaking Caribbean represents only 15 % in population terms, there are only 6 Million in the Eng-
lish-speaking Caribbean, whereas if you take the rest, the Spanish and French, the Dutch is always very small, well
really Spanish and the French which is Haiti, you are talking about 34, 35 Million people that is a complete differ-
ence and the population is different.

Do the 6 Million include Guayana and Belize as well?

Yes, only 6 Million, that is a very small market. Also the tenacity of the British publishers who completely dominate
the school book market and every time that you think that you got something to challenge them, they always find a
way to come back in, they lobby their governments to give grants and beneficiaries so they always find a way back
in. And as a result they don’t really invest in training or setting up publishing in the Caribbean, so where is the skill to
come from?

| don’t know what is happening in the Spanish and the French Caribbean but obviously they get much more support
in terms of training and support from Spain and France.

And as you say they have a bigger market.
And also they have access to all of Southamerica.
But in a way you would have access to all of the States and England and the rest of the English-speaking world

which is a huge market. So there is some hope.
Mr Randle, thank you very much for the interview.

C:\Eigene Dateien\Jorg\randle2.doc él{- Seite 8 von 8

















































































