
	
		
		    
			
			    
			
			
			    
			    
			    
			 
		    

		                     
				 Home
	 Add Document
	 Sign In
	 Register


			
			    
				
				    
					
					
					    
					

				    

				

			    

			

		    

		

	

	
    
	
	        	    
		    		The Autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes, 1897-1991    	    

	    	    	Home 
	The Autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes, 1897-1991


	

    




    
        
	    

	    
            
		

		
		    		    
			
			    
				
				    UWI PRESS BIOGRAPHY SERIES The University of the West Indies Press invites the submission of work to be considered for ...				

				    				
    				    Author: 
										    Michele Levy					    				

				
			    

			    
				

				 147 downloads
				 1405 Views
				    				 10MB Size
								 Report
			    

			    
				
				This content was uploaded by our users and we assume good faith they have the permission to share this book. If you own the copyright to this book and it is wrongfully on our website, we offer a simple DMCA procedure to remove your content from our site. Start by pressing the button below!
				
 Report copyright / DMCA form

				
			    

			

			
			    
				
				     DOWNLOAD PDF
				

			    

			    
				
				    
				    
					
				    
				    
				    
					
				    
				

				
				    

				

			    

			

			

			

			

			
			
			
		    

		    
						    UWI PRESS BIOGRAPHY SERIES The University of the West Indies Press invites the submission of work to be considered for publication in this biography series. We recognize the need to record the lives and achievements of people of the Caribbean, but we would not exclude biographical accounts of expatriates who have lived and worked long and hard with us to our mutual advantage. The series will not be limited to accounts of those who, by whatever means, have achieved wide acclaim or notoriety. Far more numerous than the famous are the many individuals who, by stern and skilful performance in the fields, the workshops, the marketplaces and in the service of their compatriots, have contributed much but remain unrecognized. This series is also for accounts of them and is dedicated to the solid contributions of the unsung. A Man Divided: Michael Garfield Smith Jamaican Poet and Anthropologist 1921-1993 Douglas Hall Law, Justice and Empire The Colonial Career of John Gorrie 1829-1892 Bridget M. Brereton White Rebel The Life and Times ofT. T. Lewis Gary Lewis Bechu 'Bound Coolie'Radical in British Guiana 1894—1901 Clem Seecharan Breaking the Glass Ceiling The Stories of Three Caribbean Nurses Jocelyn Hezekiah The Autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes, 1897-1991 Michele Levy (ed.)
 
 This page intentionally left blank
 
 The Autobiography of
 
 ALFRED H. MENDES 1897-1991
 
 Edited by
 
 Michele Levy
 
 University of the West Indies Press Barbados • Jamaica • Trinidad and Tobago
 
 University of the West Indies Press 1A Aqueduct Flats Mona Kingston 7 Jamaica © 2002 by Michele Levy All rights reserved. Published 2002 06 05 04 03 02
 
 5 4 3 2 1
 
 CATALOGUING IN PUBLICATION DATA The autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes, 1897-1991 / edited by Michele Levy p. cm. — (UWI Press Biography Series) Includes bibliographical references. ISBN: 976-640-117-9 1. Mendes, Alfred Hubert, 1897-1991. 2. Authors, Trinidadian - 20th century - Biography. 3. Trinidad and Tobago — Biography. I. Levy, Michele. PR9272.9M45Z56 2002
 
 823.914
 
 Cover illustration: Rex Dixon, Conversation Piece (1996). Gouache and ink on paper. Collection of the artist. Book and cover design by ProDesign Ltd, Red Gal Ring, Kingston, Jamaica.
 
 Printed on acid-free paper. Printed in the United States of America.
 
 For Bianca and Bruce with love
 
 This page intentionally left blank
 
 Contents List of Illustrations
 
 ix
 
 Editor's Note
 
 xi
 
 Introduction
 
 Alfred Hubert Mendes, West Indian Writer, 1897-1991
 
 xv
 
 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY Chapter 1 Madeira Prologue, 1846-1897
 
 3
 
 Chapter 2 Early Memories, 1897-1912
 
 12
 
 Chapter 3 School in England, 1912-1915
 
 26
 
 Chapter 4 War, 1916
 
 41
 
 Chapter 5 War, 1916-1919
 
 55
 
 Chapter 6 Writing - Trinidad, 1919-1930
 
 66
 
 Chapter 7 Writing - Trinidad, 1931-1933
 
 76
 
 Chapter 8 Writing - New York, 1933-1940
 
 89
 
 Chapter 9 Writing - New York, 1933-1940
 
 99
 
 Chapter 10 New York, 1933-1940
 
 112
 
 Conclusion Trinidad, 1940-1972; Barbados, 1973-1978
 
 732
 
 Appendix A "Looping the Loop"
 
 755
 
 Appendix B Letter to Ellen Mendes from Alfred Mendes in Portugal
 
 757
 
 Appendix C Nine Sonnets "For R—"
 
 759 vii
 
 Contents
 
 Appendix D Extract from the remembrance delivered by Stephen Mendes at his father's funeral service
 
 164
 
 Appendix E Alfred H. Mendes's Family Tree
 
 166
 
 Chronology
 
 168
 
 Notes
 
 174
 
 Works by Alfred H. Mendes
 
 181
 
 Works Cited
 
 188
 
 Index
 
 190
 
 viii
 
 Illustrations 1. Isabella Mendes 2. The Mendes family home at 19 Stanmore Avenue 3. Alfred Mendes in uniform, c. 1916 4. Jessie Mendes 5. Ellen Perachini, aged seven 6. Ellen Mendes as a young woman 7. Alfred Mendes with Lea and Ellen Perachini, Long Beach, New York, c.l 936 8. Alfred and Ellen Mendes with their son Peter, 1939 9. Alfred Mendes, his eldest son, Alfred John, and his brother Frank, Long Beach, New York, c. 1937 10. Ellen and Peter Mendes, 1939 11. Acting Deputy General Manager Alfred Mendes on a tour of the Port with the acting governor of Trinidad, the Hon. P.M. Renison, and General Manager H.O. Culhane, 1950. 12. Alfred Mendes in London, 1950 13. Alfred Mendes and Eric Murray, Trafalgar Square 14. Alfred and Ellen Mendes, c. 1948-1950 15. Alfred Mendes in his "gardening cap", 1967 16. Alfred Mendes with colleagues from Singer Sewing Machine Co. 17. Alfred Mendes, 1972 18. Alfred Mendes on being made a doctor of letters of the University of the West Indies, 1972 19. Alfred Mendes with his son Stephen, grandson Jason and granddaughter Bianca, "Coolgardie", Barbados, c. 1975 20. Alfred Mendes at his son Stephen's home, Trinidad, c. 1982
 
 ix
 
 14 42 44 68 110 114 115 118 119 121
 
 735 136 137 140 143 144 146 147 148 149
 
 This page intentionally left blank
 
 Editor's Note
 
 The Trinidadian writer Alfred H. Mendes is best known for two novels, Pitch Lake (1934) and Black Fauns (1935), and for short stories that he wrote in the 1920s and 1930s, several of which were published in the Trinidadian journal, the Beacon, edited by Albert Gomes from March 1931 until November 1933. He began work on his autobiography in 1975, when he was already seventy-seven years old, and persevered with it for two years until physical exhaustion combined with failing memory and the suspicion that he would not find a publisher for his work, caused him to give up the project. By this stage, his account had carried him as far as the year 1940. A later draft written in 1978 covers the thirty-five years that followed. I have edited this draft into a concluding chapter that returns the reader to "Coolgardie", Mendes's home in Barbados and the departure point for his journey back through time. Apart from the opening chapters, "Madeira Prologue" and "Early Memories, 1897— 1912", which were typed and circulated among Mendes family members, the manuscript is handwritten, with a number of hiatuses to which Mendes evidently intended to return, together with passages needing restoration and emendation, and the usual mechanical errors. I have edited Mendes's writing with a light touch, to preserve the feeling of a writer recovering his memories and recounting them in his own resonant voice as he becomes aware of the patterning of his life. Where the chronological sequence is slightly out, provided that the sense is unimpaired, I have contented myself with explanatory notes. Reference to the chronology should also assist the reader to place events in sequence. Mendes was a prolific writer, with some ninety-nine short story titles to his credit. However, typescripts for a handful of these have not yet turned up, and a number of his stories have never been published. Those XI
 
 Editor's Note
 
 which did appear in print were never collected in a single edition before 1997. Along with his poetry anthologies and two published novels, I have listed in the bibliography all the titles of his short fiction of which I am aware, together with whatever publication details or other information I have unearthed in my research. Alternative titles are listed alphabetically if they have been published; otherwise, they are given with the title of the story as it appeared in print. The poetry collections are extremely difficult to find. They are listed for their historical importance as indicators of Mendes's writing interests in the 1920s. Many people have contributed to the making of this book, including several members of Alfred Mendes's family. I am deeply grateful to his sons, Alfred, Peter and Stephen, for entrusting me with the editorship of their father's writings; for patiently answering my queries, entertaining me and generally smoothing my way. Pennie, Valerie, Cathy, Ruth and Eve Mendes have all offered warm support and encouragement, and have helped in my understanding of "Airy" by their candid assessments of his character. Dick, Binna, Trevor and Liz Mendes told me hilarious tales of his escapades. Sadly, Judy Sanchez, who was a most generous hostess to me in Trinidad and helped me immeasurably in my research in numerous practical ways, as well as sharing her wide knowledge of the island with me, is no longer here to see the fruit of our labours. I owe a great deal to the following, not only for the information which they provided so willingly but also for their interest and encouragement: Leo Jones; John Mendonca; Mrs Indra Debysingh of St Andrew's Theological College; the librarians and staff of the West Indian References Sections of the Library of the University of the West Indies at Mona, Cave Hill and St Augustine; Professor Bridget Brereton; Michael Pocock; Father Theodore Taylor; Mrs Rowena Scott-Tindall, especially for permitting me to publish the sonnets written by Mendes in her honour; Liz and Clifford Sedansingh; Austin Nolte; George and Teresa Gomez; Charles Achong and the staff of the National Heritage Library, Port of Spain; Susannah Collier; Kathleen Manwaring, Archives/Manuscripts Supervisor, Special Collections, Syracuse University Library; John L. Speller, Special Collections xn
 
 Editor's Note
 
 Assistant, Washington University Libraries, St Louis, Missouri; Leah Rosenberg; Monica Johnstone; Professor Paul Tiessen, editor of the Malcolm Lowry Review, and the University of Toronto Press, for permission to republish three pages of manuscript previously used as part of an article ("Alfred H. Mendes and Malcolm Lowry in New York, 1936"); Linda Speth, Shivaun Hearne and the staff of the University of the West Indies Press for their interest and care in seeing this book through to print; and finally, Jennifer Thompson, my efficient typist. To my "Onlie Begetters" and the original Mendes-Levy connection, this book is lovingly dedicated.
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 Introduction
 
 ALFRED HUBERT MENDES, WEST INDIAN WRITER, 1897-1991
 
 Alfred Hubert Mendes, "Alfy" to his family and friends, was born in Trinidad in 1897, the eldest of six children in a rising Portuguese Creole family. He was educated in Trinidad until 1912 and thereafter in Great Britain, and hoped to continue his studies at university to develop a passion for writing that had begun early in his life. However, the outbreak of the Great War in 1914 fired him with the desire to experience conflict at first hand. After briefly returning to Trinidad in 1915, and very much against his father's wishes, young Mendes joined the Merchants' Contingents of Trinidad along with other like-minded young men, and sailed back to Britain. He fought for two years as a rifleman in Flanders, along the Belgian Front (chapters 4, 5), where he distinguished himself on the battlefield, and was awarded the Military Medal. Towards the end of the war, he accidentally inhaled the poisonous gas used as a weapon by the German army, and was sent back to Britain to recover. Mendes returned to Trinidad in 1919, and worked without enthusiasm in his wealthy father's provisions business. All of his spare time was spent in writing: poetry, short stories, his first novel, Pitch Lake, and in establishing contact with other writers, artists and scholars, most notably with C.L.R. James in the early 1920s. He married in October 1919, and had a son, Alfred John, the following year. His first wife, Jessie Rodriguez, died of pneumonia after only two years of marriage, and XV
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 Mendes remarried a year later, less happily. Juanita Gouveia, "Nita", his second wife, was not sympathetic to his literary aspirations and was, moreover, a devout Roman Catholic whereas Mendes, who had been caught as a child in a tug-of-war between his Catholic mother and Presbyterian father, was agnostic, and at this stage of his life, violently anti-Catholic (chapters 1,7). They were still sufficiently close in 1927 for him to have dedicated his long poem, "The Poet's Quest", to her, but by 1928 the marriage had disintegrated. A contributory factor to the split might have been Juanita Mendes's taking Mendes's son to her church, thus re-enacting the traumatic divisions of Mendes's own boyhood. In this case, the little boy, who was sent away to school in Britain at the tender age of eight, was the chief loser. After their relations had deteriorated, Mendes continued to live for some time with Juanita in the house that his father had bought for them on Richmond Street, although he quickly found other romantic interests. He continued to run an informal salon there for Trinidad's writers and artists. Mendes owned an extensive collection of books and gramophone records, classical and jazz, from which his friends were free to borrow at any time. The first Quarterly Magazine of the Richmond Street Literary and Debating Association edited by W.H. Dolly, probably took its title from Mendes's home. From 1924, when the Quarterly was first issued, Mendes wrote prolifically and was published in it, as well as in the Quarterly Magazine, edited by Austin M. Nolte; the Trinidad Presbyterian Magazine; Trinidad 1, no. 1 and 1, no. 2, which he edited with C.L.R. James; and the Beacon, edited by Albert Gomes. He also wrote articles and letters in the Trinidad Guardian, especially between 1930 and 1933, when public debate over the legislation of divorce in Trinidad was at its most intense. Before his departure for New York in October 1933, he and Juanita were living apart, though still married in name. Mendes went to live in New York to further his career as a writer, the year after C.L.R. James had moved to England, and at the time when the Beacon was about to cease publication through lack of funds. It is likely that he was spurred on his way by his failed marriage and by the "Sweetman" libel case of October 1932, which is discussed in the next section, "West Indian Writer". His brother Frank had settled in Long xvi
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 Island, and Mendes had been corresponding for some time with other writers living in New York. In addition, several of his friends lived there or were in the habit of passing through. Throughout his seven years in New York, he moved freely in all of the city's intellectual circles, met, and formed close friendships with several of the leading writers of the day, including especially Malcolm Lowry, William Saroyan and Benjamin Appel. Before leaving Trinidad, Mendes had made over his house and all its contents to his wife. He therefore had very little money of his own in a country gripped by recession. Although he sold several short stories to various magazines and literary journals, and published two novels, Pitch Lake and Black Fauns, with Gerald Duckworth in Britain, to considerable critical acclaim, his existence seems at best to have been hand-tomouth. Sometimes he was unable to find the money even to buy stamps for the volumes of letters which he wrote. He worked at whatever came his way: with the Works Progress Administration Writers Project set up by the US government; giving literary lectures to private women's clubs; and when the Works Progress Administration job came to an end, as a salesman for Electrolux, selling vacuum cleaners from door to door. In 1935 Mendes met Ellen Perachini at a party. They discovered that they had met previously in Trinidad, in 1919, when Ellen, then seven years old, had sung and danced in a variety show at the Olympic Theatre, staged by her family, a travelling troupe of acrobats, dancers and singers. She became his third wife in 1938, after he had obtained a Mexican divorce from Juanita, and their son Peter was born in 1939. Mendes applied for American citizenship at about this time, but was turned down on moral grounds because the federal government did not recognize Mexican divorces. He then obtained a divorce from Juanita in Trinidad in 1940, and remarried Ellen a month later. However, their finances were now in a desperate state. Mendes was forced to go on welfare and, in a fit of despondency, he burned seven novels still in manuscript. His father sent the money for their passages to Trinidad, and in August 1940, Mendes took his young family home. Back in Trinidad, he worked again with his father and Ellen worked for a while in a lingerie shop, Anthony's Arcade. They all lived in the xvii
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 family home at 19 Stanmore Avenue for the first six years after their return, and during this time Mendes's third son, Stephen, was born, in 1942. Alfred Mendes Snr was a true "paterfamilias", who enjoyed having his family around him. At one stage, Mendes's sister, Rita, and her husband, Charles Vincent, his son, Alfred John, and his wife, Catherine, also lived there. After Mendes joined the civil service in 1946 as accountant, Harbour and Wharves, he moved his own family briefly to houses in Maraval and St Vincent Street. But until he bought their own home, 48 Goodwood Park, in late 1951 or early 1952, they lived for most of the decade of the 1940s with Alfred Mendes Snr (Stephen Mendes, in conversation). Mendes had been recommended for his job by Albert Gomes, his friend and colleague from the Beacon, and most recently in the United Front Party, which contested the general election unsuccessfully in 1946 (see the conclusion). He did well at it, and found time to write reviews for the Trinidad Guardian as arts critic. He had joined the Trinidad Public Library in 1941, and was an active and faithful member of the committee of management throughout his working life, serving on subcommittees which included acquisitions and finance. He was promoted at work, first to deputy general manager in 1949 and then, in 1955, to general manager, the first Trinidadian to be appointed to the position. He retired from this post in 1957, unhappy with the politics which accompanied the high profile position, and once more worked with his father until 1966, when he joined the Singer Sewing Machine Company as personnel and industrial relations manager. In 1958 he was appointed secretary-treasurer of the Trinidad and Tobago Hotel and Restaurant Association, a position he held for thirteen years. Mendes worked with Singer until 1972. He enjoyed his job thoroughly, and was very popular with the staff. Old Singer hands remember him with great affection and respect. He edited Singer's inhouse magazine, and travelled widely on the job throughout the West Indies, occasionally writing stories about Singer salesmen set in different islands. He retired in 1972, the same year that he was awarded an honorary doctorate by the University of the West Indies for his contribution to the development of West Indian letters. He then travelled to xviii
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 Europe with Ellen, with the intention of settling there. It is interesting, in the light of what he says about the allure of islands in his boyhood, and his fondness for Grenada (chapters 2, 3), that they considered settling first in Mallorca, then in Gran Canaria, and finally decided on Barbados. Alfred Mendes began his autobiography in 1975. By 1977 he had written ten chapters. The tenth chapter is incomplete, perhaps because Mendes was describing an extremely upsetting period of his life: his final six months in New York. Necessity had forced him to go on welfare to support his wife and baby son, he had burned his seven unpublished novels and, with them, whatever dreams he had cherished of a career as a writer. In 1978 he wrote another long draft which covers the period of his life from 1940 to 1978. This has been edited into a conclusion, which brings Mendes and the reader full circle, back to his home in Barbados, "Coolgardie". Mendes belonged to a generation that delighted in writing letters. Before C.L.R. James left Trinidad for England, he and Mendes corresponded sometimes on a daily basis, even though they lived in the same city, Port of Spain. In New York he exchanged letters with a wide circle of friends and fellow writers, sometimes simply appointing a rendezvous but frequently discussing the writer's craft. He had written to the Jamaican writer Claude McKay before he left Trinidad. And after he arrived in New York they made contact, and socialized regularly, along with other writers of the Harlem Renaissance. Other correspondents with a strong literary interest included Benjamin Appel, William Saroyan and Malcolm Lowry, and especially Dorothy McCleary, to whom Mendes dedicated Black Fauns, and for whom he wrote a long short story: "Lulu Gets Married". No matter how busy he was as a civil servant and man of affairs in Trinidad, he always found the time to write letters. In retirement he continued to write to family and friends, maintained a lively interest in the literature of the region, and indulged his lifelong love of music by listening to records of operas. He and Ellen were always glad to welcome visitors to their home. Alfred Mendes's memory failed at about the age of eighty-nine, and like his father, he became senile in his final years. He and Ellen both died xix
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 in 1991 and are buried together in Christ Church Cemetery in Barbados, under a grove of casuarina trees. Their joint headstone reads simply and movingly: "Alfred Hubert Mendes, West Indian Writer, 1897-1991" and "Ellen Tosca Mendes, beloved wife of Alfred, 1912-1991". Above their names an inscription reads: "Here lie Alfy and Ellen. May they be as happy in death as they were in life."
 
 WEST INDIAN WRITER In some ways Mendes's career follows the stereotypical path of a young middle-class colonial. He was educated until his fifteenth year in Trinidad and then sent to school in Great Britain to acquire some polish. There he received a solid grounding in classical languages, Shakespeare, the Romantic poets, and the great European novelists of the nineteenth century. His favourite books when a schoolboy - Robinson Crusoe; Coral Island; The Last of the Mohicans; and The Swiss Family Robinson — provide fertile ground for postcolonial revisioning. His experiences of trench warfare in Flanders during the Great War are not uncommon throughout the former British West Indies. Even his departure for the United States in 1933, with the intention of furthering his career in writing, is in keeping with a trend which persisted in varying degrees until the 1960s, when the island colonies gained their independence from Britain. Mendes departed from the stereotype when, on his return to Trinidad from Europe in 1919, he set himself to write serious fiction from the centre of a clearly perceived universe: the island of his birth. His sharply observed stories of Trinidad life in the 1920s and early 1930s, together with his two published novels and articles written for the Trinidad Guardian in the 1940s, offer readers a clear sense of the life of a colony which was evolving, slowly at first, but steadily towards independent nationhood. Alfred Mendes wanted passionately to carve a career out of his writing. He began preparing himself at an early age. At Hitchin Grammar School in England he edited the school magazine, wrote poetry for it, and notably a prose account of his aborted trip to Paris with his English master in XX
 
 Introduction
 
 August 1914 (chapter 3). The same magazine carries a report of a school concert at which he performed conjuring tricks with great success, another early interest which was to remain with him: family members report that Mendes was always fascinated by the conjuror's art. His war experiences, coupled with the initial heady excitement generated by the Russian Revolution of 1917, helped to crystallize his intellectual position after his return to Trinidad in 1919, as left-wing egalitarian. However, until 1927 when C.L.R. James's short story "La Divina Pastora" appeared in England in the Saturday Review and opened up a world of possibilities for hopeful young writers in Trinidad, Mendes's writing, though prolific and firmly Trinidad-centred, did not really come into its own. He was working at the time in his father's many businesses, among which were the provision store at 52 South Quay; the cocoa estates Santa Carlotta and Grand View next door; a tonka bean estate in D'Abadie; land in Champfleure; an alpargata (sandal) factory; and Bacolet Estate in Tobago, which produced coconuts and copra, and which was the site of a guest house much used by holidaying Trinidadians. At the same time, he was involved in the social life of the Portuguese community, which in the early 1920s was extremely vibrant. Issues of the Trinidad Guardian for this period show dinners, dances, charitable fund-raisers, and a host of such community-based activities occurring on at least a weekly basis. Alfred Mendes Snr was president of both the Portuguese Association and the Portuguese Club for extensive periods, as well as vice-consul for Portugal. His name, and his son's as well, appear on the plaque of the Portuguese Club as founding members, 5 December 1927 (Ferreira 1994, plate 14). The Portuguese in Trinidad had their own dramatic club, and ran a Children's carnival during the annual carnival celebrations. (Mendes's son Alfred John won the prize for most original boy's costume dressed as a mouse in a trap, in February 1926.) A report of a ladies' night debate at the Portuguese Association on the moot: "That the factor of Love is more dominant in a woman's life than in a man's", in which "Mr. Alfred Mendes Jnr., leader for the negative, made a brilliant reply", says something about his early familiarity with a social circle from which he was later to distance himself as well as hinting at the proclivities so candidly outlined in his XXI
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 autobiography. His side emerged victorious in the debate (Trinidad Guardian, 13 May 1923, 16). Despite professed agnosticism, Mendes does seem to have been involved in the life of St Ann's Presbyterian Church, the "Portuguese Church", during the decade of the 1920s. The Mendes family, with its numerous ramifications, was well represented among the congregation, and Alfred Mendes Snr was session clerk and later church elder. Mendes himself assisted the Reverend Gilbert Earle to edit the monthly Trinidad Presbyterian Magazine in mid-decade, and published poems and short stories in it. He also wrote a monthly series of literary sketches, "Pen Portraits of the Poets" for the magazine from January 1926 until December 1926, with one more in March 1927. The parish news sections for 1926 and 1927, when Mendes was most active in the production of the magazine, offer the reader a strong sense of a way of life within a small but vibrant, largely self-sustaining community. Births, marriages, funerals, honours, the comings and goings of the congregation, are all faithfully recorded. There can be no doubt that Mendes drew heavily on his experiences and acquaintances within this enclosed world for his novel Pitch Lake, as well as for short stories such as "Torrid Zone" and "Bert and Betty Briggs - English". Mendes was also publishing poems regularly in the Trinidad Guardian in the 1920s, and brought out four slender volumes of verse: Three Poems and Spare Moments (1924); The Wages of Sin and Other Poems (1925); and a long poem, The Poet's Quest (1927). The meeting with C.L.R. James early in the 1920s and the subsequent forging of friendships with a strong intellectual focus (chapters 6, 7) seem to have triggered a new self-awareness and explosion of literary activity which culminated in the two issues of Trinidad (December 1929 and April 1930), edited in the first instance by Mendes and James, and in the second by Mendes alone. The excitement and controversy stirred up by Trinidad 1, no. 1 are reflected in contemporary issues of the Trinidad Guardian: a front page fulmination by one of its columnists, James Belmont (22 December 1929) and a spate of letters, both of protest and of support. The barrack-yard and other stories of workingclass Trinidadian life sparked intense interest in the Creole language. A column written in Creole, "Creole Punch" by "Philamena de Maraval" xxn
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 appeared in the Guardian in December 1930, and short stories written in Creole by Egbert Gibbs about working-class Trinidadian life appeared on and off in the wake of Trinidad 1, no. 1 and 1, no. 2. In July 1932 a series of articles was written by Victor Bryan about working-class Port of Spain "characters": "Poetical Harris the Advertizing Man" (this character was almost certainly the model for the bridegroom in Mendes's short story "Lulu Gets Married"); "Charlie the Cabman"; "Homer the City Constable"; "Looley the Fish Seller"; "Gumbo Lai Lai the Record Breaker", and others. Mendes's important "Commentary" in the less controversial Trinidad 1, no. 2 clarified his intellectual position as modernist and radical both for himself and for his readers. Austin M. Nolte's Quarterly Magazine, first issued in March 1927, ran until December 1935, with a break between June 1933 and May 1935. Nolte also had a hand in an earlier publication: the Quarterly Magazine of the Richmond Street Literary and Debating Association, which was issued from April 1924 until June 1929. Mendes and other members of his "Trinidad Group" contributed poems and stories to both quarterlies. For some stories he adopted pseudonyms: "Hubert Alfred", "Alfred Hubert", and "A.H. SeedorP, for reasons which have not become clear. Possibly he felt that his own name cropped up rather too often, as this was his most productive period of short story writing. These were stories which appeared before the publication of "Sweetman" and the libel case which ensued, which makes it unlikely that Mendes was afraid of prosecution. The Beacon, edited by Albert Gomes, with Mendes and Algernon Wharton as contributing editors, was launched in March 1931, ensuring that from 1924 until November 1933, when the Beacon folded, there were organs available for the publication of local writing.1 Some of Mendes's most controversial stories appeared in the Beacon: stories involving mixed-race relationships, such as "Boodhoo" and "Colour"; and sexual deviancy, as in "Snap-shots". The influence of the British writer D.H. Lawrence is evident in the frankly sexual content of "Boodhoo" and "Water Piece". At the same time, encouraged by James's success, local writers, Mendes among them, were sending off their stories to editors in Europe and the United States (chapter 7). XXlll
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 On a note of interest, one of Mendes's fellow Beacon writers, John Basford, who wrote as "John Vickers", made a film, Dead Man's Gold (Tucker Picture Production, Ltd), in which Mendes played the chief part of an escaped convict from French Guiana, who stumbles upon a chest of doubloons and pearls buried two hundred years earlier by "a Spanish desperado". Basford refers to this film in an article about sunken treasure (Trinidadian, 24-27), and reveals that Mendes's beard, grown for his role, became so well known in Port of Spain that street urchins used to yell "Dead Man's Gold' after him as he passed. The beard accompanied Mendes to New York in 1933, and appears as the "Van Dyck . . . in good trim" on the night when he meets Ellen Perachini for the second time (chapter 9). During this period (1929-1933), Mendes wrote occasional articles for the Trinidad Guardian on matters of topical and cultural interest, and letters in reply to his critics. The Great Divorce Debate, which ran from 1930 until the passing of the Divorce Law on 1 January 1933, gave ample scope to his satirical pen (chapter 7). As an agnostic and descendant of religious refugees, he resented the influence which he believed was held by the Catholic community, which was actively and very vocally opposed to the legislation of divorce in Trinidad. Moreover, he had an axe of his own to grind, as his second marriage, to the devoutly Catholic Juanita, had irretrievably broken down. Interestingly, in "Revolt!" (Trinidad Guardian, 15 March 1931), his scorching attack on Trinidad's Catholics and their beliefs, which had been provoked by the increasingly strident anti-divorce protests, Mendes stated: "I do not think adultery as strong a reason for Divorce as Incompatibility of Temperament." This progressive view was unfortunately not adopted by Trinidad's lawmakers. When Mendes's second divorce from Juanita Mendes finally came through in 1940, it was on the grounds of adultery, with his already-wife Ellen named as co-respondent. Mendes's relationship with the Guardian was fruitful in another way also. Many of his themes and plots are found in its pages for the 1920s and early 1930s: the opium traffic, with frequent arrests of Chinese shopkeepers; cocoa; obeah; hurricanes; escapes from Devil's Island (the penal colony of Cayenne); the numerous deaths by chopping of East xxiv
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 Indian labourers; and the appalling conditions of barrack-yards. He would have encountered many of them in real life as he travelled the length and breadth of the island on his father's business affairs. The ease with which he moved across the social spectrum gave rise to stories about mixed-race relationships; the humiliation of foreign wives by their husbands' adulterous liaisons with Trinidadian women; and the humiliations visited in turn by foreign wives on native women who had married foreign men. The freedoms which he took for himself are well described by the British writer Owen Rutter, who was escorted by Mendes on an all-night tour of Port of Spain early in 1933. The night included visits to a "Shakers" meeting;2 to a calypso tent; to two "brams"; to a Chinese restaurant for an early breakfast; and finished up in the small hours in a merry, drunken party at the country house of one of Mendes's friends. Rutter wrote of his experiences: I have not the least doubt that the ruling classes of Port of Spain would look askance at anyone who enjoyed such entertainment. Living in the place they could not with dignity, or even propriety, mingle with Shakers and brams and calypso singers. But it so happened that I did not live there; I was free to go where I felt inclined to go, and my friends were broad-minded enough not to care. Thanks to them, I found that there was something to do at night in Port of Spain after all. (Rutter 1993, 108) If the public debates over Trinidad and the Divorce Legislation helped further to crystallize Mendes's intellectual position, the "Sweetman" libel case (chapter 7) proved a severe setback. As he admits in chapter 10, his work is predominantly autobiographical. In fact, he put family members, friends and colleagues into his stories with as much enthusiasm as he borrowed the names of local politicians, clergymen, and leaders of society for his characters. It must have been difficult for him to come to terms with the implication that in so doing he had caused extreme emotional and material distress to a young man whose humble circumstances might have been expected to have claimed his sympathy. For this was the main thrust of the case which Septimus Louhar brought against Albert Gomes as editor of the Beacon, which published the offending story, XXV
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 "Sweetman"; Mendes as its author; and Lloyd Smith as the printer. The notoriety of the case, which was reported on the front page of the Guardian, affected Mendes so profoundly that he was wary ever afterwards of publishing anything that could be construed as libellous. There are many short stories that do not appear to have been offered for local publication, or were published in foreign journals in the mid-1930s, either written in his New York period (1933-1940) or taken there with him from Trinidad. As late as 1975, he wrote to his old friends Ben Appel and Algernon Wharton, telling them that he had begun work on his autobiography, and expressing doubts as to possible libellous content. And whereas Appel encouraged him, saying that no one bothered too much about libel any more, Wharton, who had represented Mendes in the "Sweetman" case, suggested that memoirs might be safer. Septimus Louhar was a feckless character who lived for the moment, in Mendes's accounts, but the psychological damage which the case inflicted on Mendes seems to have been irreparable, and might go at least part of the way to explain why Mendes burned seven novels still in manuscript at the end of his New York period, in 1940. This incident may never be adequately explained, at least for readers of Mendes's two published novels, Pitch Lake and Black Fauns. Mendes describes with bleak clarity his despair over his failure to be granted American citizenship and a growing inferiority complex which arose from the difficulty of finding publishers for his writing, coupled with the constant worry of providing for a young family without a reliable source of income (chapter 10). His son Stephen confirms that Mendes did have a nervous breakdown, which he attributes largely to financial problems and the resultant necessity of asking Alfred Mendes Snr for help. Stephen Mendes also suggests that the memory of the "Sweetman" case might have been a contributing factor, since six of these novels were, as Mendes admits himself, autobiographical. Mendes's sister-in-law Ruth feels that the burdens of family responsibilities quite apart from financial distress might have played a significant part. According to Ruth Mendes, Alfred Mendes did everything around the house after the birth of his son Peter in January 1939. He cooked, cleaned, and changed the baby's diapers, since Ellen Mendes, despite the adventurous life she had led with her family, xxvi
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 had been swaddled in a protective cocoon by her father and older brothers, and found it difficult to manage as a young bride and mother. Exhaustion from domestic chores; incessant worry over their financial status; the indignity of going on welfare; the blow to his pride at having to write to his wealthy father for assistance; perceived rejection by the country in which he had hoped to settle; the strait] acketing of his creative expression by the libel case; the hostile climate in which writers struggled to market their works: the cumulative burden of these influences might have simply proved too great to bear. Mendes's description of the bonfire suggests both renunciation of his former way of life and a sacrifice before household gods. And yet - the final phrase of his autobiography proper - he did not burn the short stories, which he always felt represented the very best of his writing abilities. And as will be seen, his creative life did not cease with the destruction of his novels. A letter from Ben Appel (6 July 1945), which reveals that Mendes, bored with his cost-accounting job, still hoped to return to New York, refers to a desire expressed by Mendes to write a novel that would "compass the whole of contemporary history". A letter in 1974 from the editorial assistant of Washington Square Press, which reprinted Mendes's short story "Afternoon in Trinidad",3 declines to publish his "novel Coolgardie' since her company specializes in educational texts. There is no indication that either of these novels was written. However, "Coolgardie" was the first home of the Mendeses after retirement to Barbados in 1973, and described at the beginning and end of his narrative, where he was completely happy and at peace. It may not be too farfetched to surmise that Coolgardie at least has been realized as Mendes's story of his own life. Mendes later remembered two of his destroyed novels as stories about family members opening a rum shop and their subsequent progress. In a letter to Mendes, undated, but probably written in about 1932 or 1933, the artist Hugh Stollmeyer mentions reading one of his stories, "A Day of Sorrow", that he recognizes as a chapter in one of these novels, which he had also read, and by which he had been moved to tears. A third was about his grandfather opening the shop on the Almond Walk. Yet another was based on a love affair which Mendes had had with an eighteen-yearXXVll
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 old girl from a highly respected middle-class family (chapter 7). A fragment of this novel may survive in an unpublished short story, "In a Restaurant", which describes his meeting with "Helen" at the onset of their affair. A fifth was a sequel to Black Fauns and probably set like the former in the barrack-yard. A sixth, Beti, was a love story set in the East Indian community of Trinidad, the loss of which Mendes particularly regretted. A short story which he wrote for the Trinidad Singer Magazine in 1966, entitled "An Ironic Sales Story", about a confrontation between a beautiful East Indian girl, Beti, and a Singer salesman named Peter Farley, may be a scaled-down version of the original plot, tailored to the demands of its new vehicle. On his return to Trinidad with his young family in 1940, Mendes began writing articles for the Trinidad Guardian (see the conclusion). The first part of a long, lively travel piece, "Orinoco Diary", based on a trip which he had made up the Orinoco River, attracted the unwelcome attention of a Venezuelan reader, whose sarcastic letter almost certainly caused Mendes to suppress the conclusion, with the "Sweetman" case a mere eight years behind him. He did, however, write a short story around this time, "Orinoco Interlude", which clearly draws upon his experiences in Venezuela. He wrote pieces off and on in the early 1940s, especially on the meaning of carnival after the celebrations were restored in 1946. His most productive period of journalism came towards the end of the decade, 1947-1949. By this time his third son, Stephen, had been born in 1942, and after the backward glance at his New York period in 1945, mentioned above, he had settled down into the life of the colony and turned his attention to making a success of his job with the civil service. His reviews of art and sculpture exhibitions, of performances at Beryl McBurnie's Little Carib Theatre, and plays written and performed by the Whitehall Players (Errol Hill, Errol John, Cecil Gray), are filled with enthusiasm for the developing arts of the island, combined with scrupulously constructive criticism. A letter from the political activist George Padmore (Malcolm Nurse) to Mendes in 1951, in which he writes of meeting Beryl McBurnie in London, reveals that Beryl McBurnie gave Mendes credit for much of the inspiration behind the founding of "Little Carib". XXVlll
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 At this period also he gave several talks and took part in panel discussions which were broadcast on radio. He contributed three scripts to Henry Swanzy's Caribbean Voices: "The Origins of Calypso" (16 January 1949); "Carnival" (19 February 1950); a critical review of "Christopher" by Basil McFarlane (18 June 1950); and took part in person with other West Indian writers in London in "A West Indian Symposium", mediated by Arthur Calder-Marshall (9 July 1950). Mendes's involvement in the formation of the United Party and his experiences on the hustings may have contributed to his belief that the developing arts of a nation-in-the-making were of greater importance to its maturing process than the antics of politicians. A year after his party's failure to make a significant impression in the general election, he wrote, in a review of an Art Society exhibition: all these people - our painters, our music-makers, our dancers, those who have sought salvation in the island heritage of immortelle and poui, of sweetman and "barrackyarder", of cornbite and canboulay, of bele and bongo, - they are all, I submit, more effective ambassadors of our fitness for, and certainly more telling advocates of our interest in, responsible government than our local politicians. (Trinidad Guardian, 13 March 1947, 4) Centrality of the Trinidadian landscape, its flora, fauna and peoples, is characteristic of Mendes's creative writings, especially in the short stories of the Beacon period. In his journalism, it provides the basis for an evolving theory of artistic criticism. Later in the same year he wrote about another Art Society show: Whenever I visit a local exhibition of paintings the tendency is to search out the stuff that so-to-speak smells of the frangipani, tastes like callaloo, looks like the immortelle, and sounds like the keskidee . . . I am unwilling to accept . . . that there is a Trinidadian culture until I am persuaded by eye, ear, tongue and nostril that its matter and manner are of the island's life and scene . . . I am . . . convinced that before a people can claim the right to call themselves cultured they first must have absorbed
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 into their creative expressions the texture and spirit of their immediate environment. (Trinidad Guardian, 9 November 1947,11) Mendes's interest in editing and shaping the writings of others, as well as his own, began with his school magazine, was continued in the Trinidad Presbyterian Magazine, Trinidad 1, no. 1 and 1, no. 2, the Beacon and, in his New York period, in the travel book on Long Island which he wrote with other Works Progress Administration writers (chapter 8), and the illustrated guide to the New York State Exhibition Building at the World's Fair of 1939. The same shaping impulse may be observed even in his description of the books which he put together while on his course with the Port of London Authority, and in the zest with which he tackled the challenge of creating a garden after his retirement from the civil service in 1957 (see the conclusion). The six years which he spent at Singer brought editorial control of its in-house publication, and a late-flowering cluster of short stories and the occasional poem, together with rather more philosophical editorials than perhaps the original concept had envisaged. Mendes was dismissive of his poetry in later years, recognizing it as immature and imitative of the European poets whom he had read at school and as a young man, and even going as far as to buy up all the copies of his published poems from Trinidad bookshops, so that they would never be read. However, in 1970 he developed a romantic attachment for a young woman of nineteen, Rowena Scott, who had recently returned from school in England. Rowena's brother worked at Singer with Mendes, and she herself worked next door in the book department of Stephens Department Store on Frederick Street. Mendes's daughterin-law Pennie Mendes suggests that Rowena became a Muse figure for Mendes, who proposed to write a cycle of twenty sonnets for her in the Shakespearean manner. He wrote nine of them, taking them in to her in her small office every two days or so. All nine have been printed for the first time in appendix C. They are remarkable not just for the wry depiction of the ageing self and the passionate spirit which infuses them, but also for their artistic control. Unfortunately, the relationship, which was XXX
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 platonic, ended abruptly when Rowena refused an invitation to accompany Mendes to Tobago, very reasonably asking what his wife would think. According to Rowena Scott-Tindall, Mendes became extremely upset, and demanded to know what his wife had to do with it. And there were no more sonnets. The award of a doctor of letters to Alfred Mendes by the University of the West Indies in 1972, in recognition of the part he had played in the development of Caribbean letters, probably helped to restore some measure of his self-confidence. It may even, three years later, have emboldened him to embark upon his final major writing exercise: his autobiography. One can only be grateful that he was able to recreate in it so much of himself for his family and friends, and for future students of his writing and times. The serene pastoral of his retirement in Barbados is an appropriate point for his narrative to end, with its sense of a full and generous life drawing to a fearless close. He was to live for another thirteen years and witness the republishing of his novels, Pitch Lake and Black Fauns, in the early 1980s as part of a growing interest among scholars in the literature of the 1920s and 1930s, the period of his most intense creative activity. However, with this extraordinary burst of memories "recollected in tranquillity", his writing life was effectively over.
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 Chapter 1
 
 MADEIRA PROLOGUE, 1846-1897
 
 "When and why did your family migrate from Madeira to Trinidad?" is a question frequently put to me when living abroad or visiting North America and European countries. For the purposes of this book it is an apt question, for the answer can give the background to much that the reader should know in order to understand in particular the earlier course of my life. The question involves a long tale, far too long for a book that promises to be large enough within the limited compass of my own life. I am therefore constrained to give a very brief account of the forces which gathered strength and exploded into violence against my ancestors more than a century ago in the small island of Madeira. The truth is that my ancestors fled because of religious persecution an old, familiar story. Scottish missionary zeal flamed at its fiercest in the 1840s. Dr Robert Reid Kalley, a medical missionary of the Church of Scotland, was advised by his doctor to leave his native country for a more salubrious climate if he wished to be rid of his pulmonary troubles and so survive. Madeira was recommended and the doctor arrived in that island around the early half of the 1840s, his spirit seething with the reformed faith of the Scottish Covenanters. It was said that he had the face of a martyr, lined with suffering from the convictions raging in his mind, and that his voice was strangely enough thin and squeaky - like a eunuch's. His impetuosity, made all the more so by the call of his destiny, as he saw it, 3
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 soon drove him with all his faculties into a furious exercise of proselytizing. At this time - and perhaps he was fortunate in finding it so - th island was in a state of economic depression brought on by an odd quirk in taste: Madeira wine, upon which the well-being of the population so heavily depended, had inexplicably gone out of fashion in the markets of England and Europe. Prices had dropped, and were still dropping; and by 1845 the vineyards were running to seed. Poverty deepened amongst a people long familiar with its ravages and this in turn, in a day when the heavens themselves appeared to be falling, predisposed them to an acceptance of an alien panacea in the form of a new Christian creed. The number of Kalley's converts swelled to the point where the hierarchy of the Roman Church fell back upon its old standby and began to persecute the converts. Soon mobs, in the grip of hysteria fanned by the priests, broke into the humble homes of the suspects, looting and destroying what little they could find, and physically assaulting the inmates with sticks and, in some cases, knives. The Government, centred in Lisbon, completed the picture by throwing into prison the most zealous of the converts, among them members of both the paternal and maternal sides of my forebears, and even Dr Kalley himself. In the meantime, and more or less coeval with the happenings in Madeira, the year 1834 witnessed the abolition of Negro slavery in Trinidad; and the apprenticeship system, designed to assist the former masters in their reluctant acceptance of this change so pregnant with foreboding consequences, and also to help the former slaves adjust themselves to their legal personal freedom, ended in 1838. These historic events left in their train an urgent need for labourers in the sugar plantations and cocoa estates. Towards this end, Sir Henry Macleod, who was then Governor of Trinidad, sought the permission of the home government to import workers from Madeira. Lord John Russell, Colonial Secretary at the time, granted the Governor's request on condition that the immigrants were to be employed on cocoa estates only where the conditions of work were infinitely more suitable for Europeans than the sugar fields that lay wide open to the debilitating heat of the sun's direct rays. 4
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 In May 1846 the first group of two hundred Madeirans arrived at Port of Spain in a ship chartered by the sugar barons; this meant that the Colonial Secretary's insistence that the labour of the Madeiran workers be used only on cocoa estates had been lost sight of and conveniently forgotten. There were no converts in this barquentine. The whole shipload of unseasoned immigrants was transported to the sugar plantations in the Caroni area. By the end of 1846 nearly half of them were dead - ninetyone, to be precise. Towards the end of the same year, three more ships arrived in Port of Spain with all of the converts - about seven hundred souls, men, women, and children - and amongst them were my grandparents-to-be, Mendes on my father's and Jardim on my mother's side. From time to time, groups of converts left Trinidad for other islands, some reaching up as far north as Massachusetts (I met Mendeses in Cape Cod during the 1930s, the decade of my residence in the States, obvious descendants of the original converts). Did they bring their Presbyterianism with them to the new world? They did indeed. One of the reasons for their willingness to flee from Madeira, an island they loved in spite of its poverty, was that they knew that in the islands to which they were sailing they would be free to practise their faith as they pleased. My paternal grandfather told me they felt a deep sorrow at having to leave behind the little stone church they had built with their own hands on high ground in Funchal. Like converts everywhere, the new faith inspired them with greater fervour and hope than the one they had discarded. After a few years of worship in the Greyfriars Church, a true test of their loyalty in that the congregation was largely Scottish and the minister himself a Scot whose language held no meaning for them, they realized that they wished to preserve their identity as a Portuguese Presbyterian group; and so, the Reverend Henrique Vieira, a convert like themselves and one who had been ordained by the Glasgow Presbytery of the Free Church, was appointed to be their pastor. In 1854, under his drive and passion, they set to themselves to building their own church with their own hands in Port of Spain. Even as late as 1873, by which time a new generation had grown to adulthood and adopted the English 5
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 language, one service each Sunday was conducted in Portuguese. This new church, the St Ann's United Free Church of Scotland, soon came to be known as the "Portuguese Church".
 
 But with the passing of the years, change succeeded change, another generation was growing up with new ideas and a new way of life, the latter thrust upon them largely by the introduction of the motor car and by the urge of the more well-to-do members of the Portuguese Church to send their children to schools in England;1 perhaps more important than all, the sons and daughters were marrying into other racial extractions. The de-Portuguesing process had been a slow one, but by the 1940s the church had ceased to uphold its ethnic claim and the popular appellation lapsed. Fortunate it was that the converts were spared the experience of working on the cocoa estates. While it is true that conditions in the sugar plantations were incomparably worse, what with their inhospitable "barracks" for living in, the brutal attitude, generally speaking, of the Scottish overseers, the miserable pay, nonetheless, labouring in a cocoa estate was no fun. There, too, the rewards were pathetically small; in the rainy season the humidity within the green shade of the cocoa trees was a menace to health; and in many cases the housing for the workers was very nearly as primitive as the sugar barracks. Willy-nilly, but certainly better than could be found in rural Trinidad, the converts took up menial and more modest jobs in Port of Spain, and a few were eager enough to become gardeners in the select residential sections of the town; still more, after they had picked up the patois, which was akin to their own Portuguese dialect, found employment in the many retail food shops in which they learned the trade that was to set them on the first rung of the ladder rising to eventual prosperity. In their native island, a number of them were onion planters who, in addition, helped load the barquentines with their cargoes consigned to Europe, England and the Caribbean. Others toiled in the vineyards engaged in the culture of the grapes and the stages through which these fat purple fruit passed on their way to being bottled as Madeira wine. 6
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 And, as was inevitable in a small island isolated in the vast expanses of the Atlantic, many of them, amongst them some of my paternal forebears, were fisher-folk who, over the ages, had come to be as familiar with the Atlantic as with the wooded mountains and lush valleys of their fertile island. They were tough men and tough women, hard-working though not hard-playing for want of the means, men who were not daunted by the rigours of their circumstances. They were men whose aspirations were thwarted by the poverty of their island and the poverty that surrounded them personally. The few who ascended to the top and there was room for no more except by death, and even then the place of him who died was taken by the eldest son - these few so fortified themselves that they were invulnerable. Now, however, these convert-immigrants found themselves in a new island with a new faith, an island that offered them larger resources from which to draw and thus more ample opportunities. Above all, the freedom they found about them was something startlingly strange, something heady with promise and pregnant with hope. At some point during the period of adaptation, my mother's people moved to Grenada, a smaller island distant two or three days' sail to the north. My father's folk remained in Trinidad. Francisco, my grandfather, was now a grown man and in 1868 had married the daughter of a family called d'Andrade, also of the convert migration. I never knew her for she had died before I was born; but I knew my grandfather quite well and learned what my grandmother was like from him. Both physically and temperamentally they were an oddly matched pair. She was a stout, large-boned woman, white-skinned, with a great mass of hair piled high on her head, and about three inches taller than my grandfather who stood at five feet, five inches in his shoes. Her photograph, taken after she had had her six children, three boys and three girls, reveals a strong will in the jaw and the expression in the eyes. My grandfather made no bones about it: she used every effort to rule him until she died a little short of my birth. On the other hand, my grandfather was small, swarthy, and, at times, almost obsequious in his manner, his dark eyes so gentle that they concealed his stubborn determination to pursue his own way after his own fashion. Hindsight tells me, however, that my 7
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 grandmother's attempts at dominating her husband were informed by her knowledge that he was feckless in his business, thus exposing the family she was raising to impecuniosity. Moreover, with his fecklessness went generosity to a fault. His store - he called himself a provision merchant - faced the Almond Walk, a green verge which, in turn, extended down the middle of the short, broad street (it is now called Broadway) to within a few hundred feet of the sea front. The store's stock comprised Madeira wickerwork chairs and tables, Madeira fire rockets for the Christmas season and other festive occasions, puncheons of Madeira wine, Madeira onions, tassajo, a salted fish from Venezuela, and other odd items. My grandfather had, of course, graduated from the retail shop to the wholesale store: he was now in the merchant class with perhaps a capital of ten thousand Trinidad dollars (approximately two thousand pounds sterling). There were other similar "stores" along the same street owned and run by other convert and non-convert Madeirans. Encouraged by my grandfather, his compatriots were soon joining him on the verge under the cool shade of the umbrella-like almond trees during the daily siesta, a custom they had transplanted from their native land, with a few tables scattered about, bottles of Madeira wine resting on them - and packs of playing cards. His eyes dancing at the reminiscences, he would tell me in his abrasive guttural voice, a throwback to the quality of his native tongue, of how their card game accompanied their wine-drinking - not the other way around as is customarily the case - how, as the afternoon advanced, they waxed more and more noisy, how some days he lost at cards and on other days won, how they regaled the crowds of idlers gathered around the tables with glasses of wine, during all of which time his business was left to the mercy of his clerk - as his sons were still at school - adding insult to injury whenever his clerk called out that a customer wished to see him by replying: "Tell him I'm busy and can't come now." His store began to decline and he soon found himself in financial difficulties. This o was the moment for my grandmother to go into action, and this she did with her usual clear-sightedness and energy. The eldest of her three sons, Albert (Portuguese first names were already being changed for their English equivalents), was snatched from school at the early age of 8
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 sixteen, and that very night she laid the law down in imperious tones of angry expostulation to her husband that left him limp with shame and remorse. The very next morning she went to the store, sacked the clerk and took charge of the business with her son, leaving her eldest daughter to perform the domestic duties. This marked goodbye to the siesta hour, goodbye to card-gambling and companions' wine-drinking; and even my grandfather's boon companions were so overawed by what she had done, and the manner in which she had done it, that they themselves dared not attempt to continue with their reckless habits. My grandmother, in saving her husband's business from bankruptcy, also saved some of the others from a similar fate. A chastened man, my grandfather was subsequently sent back by his wife to shoulder his responsibilities in the store, and my grandmother, suffused with a sense of having rescued the family from a perilous situation, returned to her home. She had not misjudged her son Albert, for not many years had gone by when he took over the store from his father and operated it so lucratively that it contributed substantially to the family's eventual affluence. My grandfather died around 1912 at the age of sixty-four, too young altogether for the longevity genes that he must have donated to his children. And yet, strictly speaking, he did not die a natural death. His antrums were causing him much pain and, occasionally, some difficulty in breathing. His doctor advised surgery; the operation was performed by cutting open his face. Soon after he developed gangrene - and that brought his life to a quick, untimely end. My grandfather had two brothers, Antonio and Joao, both older than he.2 Antonio was quite a rich man, as wealth goes in the Caribbean. Joao, on the other hand, being tall and handsome and irresistible to the ladies of all colours - black, brown, yellow, and white, and miscegenated shades - used all his earnings in living a gay life and dressing like the dandy he was. Moreover, he possessed a savage sense of humour which he practised in the form of what we know as practical jokes and which led him into all sorts of embarrassments and even serious confrontations with the police. One night Antonio was startled into wakefulness by a knocking at the front door of his large colonial house in Jerningham Avenue, and 9
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 wondered who could possibly be disturbing him at this hour of midnight. The knocking was repeated, an agitated knocking. Alarmed, and in his nightgown, he hurried down the stairs to the door and said in muted tones: "Who's there?" (In those years - and this was before the turn of the century - they spoke in the French patois commonly in use throughout the island. My father was fluent in it to the day of his death.) "Me," whispered Joao. "Open man, open - I'm in trouble." Antonio cautiously opened the door a crack and to his horror saw his brother lurch into the room, his hair dishevelled, his eyes wild, his face and clothes stained with blood. "God, Joao, what happen to you!" "Quick, give me some money. I killed a man, and I taking ship for the Main (Venezuela). Quick! I got to run." "But tell me how it happened," said Antonio. "No, no, I have no time. Give me the money now. I got to run." Antonio was now thoroughly alarmed and shaking in every limb. "Wait here," he said, and a few minutes later returned, both hands filled with coins. "This is all I have in the house, a few hundred dollars. Take it and run." Joao took the coins and ran. Three days went by, Antonio every morning searching the Port of Spain Gazette with dread. On the fourth morning, a friend came in to see him. Following the exchange of a few pleasantries, he exclaimed (again the local patois), "Eh eh, guess who I see on the Almond Walk yesterday wearing frock coat, top hat, shining black shoes, and a cravat, swinging a new walking stick like he just inherit big money." Immediately Antonio's face blanched with mortification and anger: mortification that he had been fooled again by his brother, and anger that he had thrown away such a large sum of money. It was the blood splattered on Joao's clothes that convinced him that for once his brother was telling the truth: only later did he learn that it had come from one of his own pullets in his own back yard! On an earlier occasion, Joao awoke at three o'clock one weekday morning and with a ladder, some wire and a few carpenters' tools, and accompanied by an accomplice, strolled down to the Almond 10
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 Walk . . . When the store doors were opened for business, the owners stood in consternation gazing up at the name boards: these boards on the dozen or so provision stores on both sides of the street had been taken down and reallocated so that the owners were gazing at names that did not belong to them. They all knew the identity of the perpetrator of this practical joke, but as there was no evidence to support any charge against him, they could do nothing but just lump it. I have told these two small stories as they illustrate that at least one of my immediate relatives was mischievously human. As both my father and I possess something of this idiosyncrasy (of which more later) I can only conclude that it comes from Joao.
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 Chapter 2
 
 EARLY MEMORIES, 1897-1912
 
 Many years passed before I could settle down to writing this book. There were several matters nagging at my mind. First, as I had ceased writing novels and short stories in 1940, it seemed to me that I could have lost whatever composing facility and technique I had acquired over a period of more than twenty years. Too, my memory had begun to fail me. Would I therefore be able to recall the details of a life that had already spanned seventy-seven years, particularly since I had never kept a diary? And, as a corollary to this, did I have a reservoir of energy abundant enough to carry me through the enervating exercise of writing a book, writing because I had lost the acquired aptitude to use the typewriter? Consider also the surroundings of a man retired from all bourgeois activities and living in the small island of Barbados, the cottage sitting on a white-sanded tropical beach,1 receiving the rolling waves, at times loudly, at times silently. What can such a man do but lie in a reclining chair and read every book that comes his way, suffering periodic bouts of boredom in reaction to the loss of an extremely active life? My other worry - and a much more serious one - was this: Could a book of my life be justified? Was my life rich and exciting enough to warrant the pouring out of so much energy from an already depleted reservoir, the punishment of so much doubt and anxiety during the long journey of the writing - if at the end of the journey the book could find no publisher? After all, what reputation had I enjoyed in the 12
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 heyday of my work as a novelist and short story writer? In New York and London such recognition as had come my way was limited only to a few fellow-writers; and the fact that the University of the West Indies had conferred on me an honorary degree of Doctor of Letters as being one of the two or three pioneers of West Indian writing really carried no influence with it outside the Caribbean. But I wanted desperately to come to grips with this urge; I wanted desperately to satisfy myself that I was not so old as to preclude my tackling the task - formidable but all the same challenging. My earliest memories are of my mother, whose baptismal name was Isabella. She had a lovely oval face, with the largest imaginable brown eyes, light brown hair flowing down to her hips, a fair complexion, a slim body - all tenderness, simplicity and charm. My childhood memories of her are static - tableaux that have no movement, only the arrested picture of the moment in my mind's eye. Her father had already died. Very early in his business career, around 1895, my father, whose name was Alfred and who was then twenty-one years old, sailed to Grenada to join a relative of his in a provisions business in St George's, the capital. While there, he visited the Jardim family who had anglicized their name to Jardine, and learned that a daughter had gone into a convent with the object of taking the veil. This surprised my father who knew the Jardines to be converts. My maternal grandmother then explained that she had reverted to Roman Catholicism soon after their arrival in Grenada, and that she had baptized all her children in the Church and that they were now practising Catholics. My father must have been quite upset at this startling piece of news. He and all his brothers and sisters were devout members of the Portuguese Presbyterian Church in Port of Spain and sedulously attended its services every Sunday, and three of them were teachers at its Sunday School. However, he regarded what he had heard as none of his business. And then my father met my mother at the Jardines' home one evening and the whirlwind impetuosity of his infatuation-at-sight swept all obstacles aside. In less than a year he had taken her out of the convent and back to Trinidad as his bride, joining his brother, Albert, in the Almond Walk store. 13
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 Figure 1. Isabella Mendes
 
 My earliest memory, then, is of my mother standing before a fulllength mirror in her bedroom, combing the long sweep of her hair. I was not aware of this reflected picture until my glance caught in the upper quarter of the mirror a bright coloured snake, its head oscillating from side to side, its body still unfurling in a slow downward movement closer and closer to my mother's head: this is the picture that I remember as if it were before me at this moment. The rest of the incident - my mother's recoil, her sweeping me up in her arms and scampering off into the tiny garden at the front of the house, screaming for help, and the killing of the snake by two of our black neighbours - is more imagined than marked in my memory. This theme of the reptile and my mother has been recurring in my dreams from the time of my adolescence. A slightly later memory is of my being awakened in my crib by the sound of an angry voice and the soft weeping of my mother. It could 14
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 only have been my father's voice, but my mother's weeping is indelibly fixed in my mind and it is again the tableau that frames her and her soft sobbing - and the disembodied male voice. If a child of four years can be said to have the capacity for being troubled, then I was, but in a very strange, amorphous way. I could not have known what trouble was at such an early age: maybe it was the fright that the angry voice, directed against my mother, inspired in me. A little later, I knew why my father was angry with my mother on that night that seemed to be so far away: he was angry with her because she had broken her pledged word not to take me, her first child, to her church. I have said that my father had swept all obstacles aside in taking my mother to the altar, but this, strictly speaking, is not quite true. There was one obstacle which he failed to smash and, I suppose, in the violence of his passion for her, and his refusal to lose her as his mate, he took the path of least resistance by signing the document that pledged him to allow my mother to rear her children in the Catholic faith - and then, later on, browbeating her into giving him the right not to observe his signed pledge. Although I did not rationalize it like this at the time, I must have apprehended something of its unjust and perhaps evil nature as I was profoundly affected by the incident throughout my adolescence. There were repetitions of hard words, of course, which tended to aggravate my alienation from my father and draw my mother ever nearer to me until I found myself conspiring with her to elude my father's surveillance — and this she succeeded in doing by taking me to her mass on weekdays when he was at his store. But this unhappy concordance of mother and child against father could not continue without quickly eroding family relationships - for by 1906 all of us five children, one girl, the others boys - had been born. An extenuating circumstance in my father's favour was the fact that he did not attempt (perhaps did not care) to prevent my mother from baptizing her children in the Catholic Church: he did not dare because the pledge he had signed was in the custody of the priests. As may well be imagined, the increase in the family every two years from my birth encouraged my mother to greater effort in her quiet resolve to bring us up in her church and not surrender us to his designs for detouring us into his church. 15
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 This, however, is exactly what my father was doing, much to the excitement of us children as we were shuttlecocks between the mysterious but colourful ritual of our mother's church and the austere but colourless service of our father's kirk. Here, then, was a perpetuation in kind, if not in degree, of the desperate struggle in Madeira which culminated in the converts' persecution and flight. But alas, my mother's health had been steadily declining all through these years, tense and bitter for her, and she was now in an advanced stage of consumption. The years left to her of life were few and she knew it. She just lay on her bed like the pale, waxen effigy of herself, a chaplet always in her fingers, resigned to dying at the early age of thirty-six, and perhaps even reconciled to leaving her children behind in the certainty that the Presbyterian Church would soon be embracing the whole brood into its Calvinistic bosom. Rereading the last few paragraphs, obviously written in hindsight, I appear to be taking sides in this clash between my parents. If this is so, then it certainly could not be on the grounds of religion, but solely because of my maturing love for and attachment to my mother; so that on the day of her death - I was then thirteen years old — grief was heavy within me. It appalled me that she was gone never to return; and yet there lurked hidden in the deepest recesses of my mind the feeling that she was at last free from the persecutions of my father. She was my sole concern. Dimly I was becoming aware of what my people had suffered in Madeira at the hands of the Church of Rome and this had predisposed me to sympathy for them all, not excluding my father. As far as I was affected by the widening estrangement of my father and mother, I can only say that it left me perplexed and miserable. And still this was not all. A few months before my mother died - she was already bed-ridden - my father entered into a flirtation with an attractive Portuguese woman, a member of the choir in his church, who had recently been widowed and left with a young son.2 Vaguely I perceived what was happening and I can remember shrinking into myself the first time he brought her in to see my mother - and the next moment I was out of the room. The black nurse who looked after us saw me in distress and asked what was wrong. I could not answer. She glanced 16
 
 Early Memories, 1897—1912
 
 through the open door of my mother's room, turned her head back to me, raised her eyes to heaven, and taking me by the hand, led me to the backyard, saying, "Go an' play with your friends up the alley." Needless to say, my father married the widow fifteen months after my mother's death. My father was five foot ten inches tall, with an olive complexion, a large, high nose and small bright eyes set far apart. As the phrenologists would say, his head was dolichocephalic. Up to the age of sixty, he was considered a distinguished-looking man. His taste in clothes was sober and conservative and he was a stickler for good material properly tailored. His education was elementary, but in spite of this handicap he spoke grammatically and with good pronunciation, and could even deliver an ex tempore speech with fluency and style. His large fund of energy was divided into two parts, the larger to be consumed in making money, the smaller to be devoted to good services to his church, in which he was at first a deacon, and then an elder. He seldom missed attending both the morning and evening Sunday services - and, after my mother's death, he used more often than not to take the older of his children along with him. Never shall I forget those boring sessions of sitting on hard wooden pews, hearing the sanctimonious voice of the pastor intoning the sermon but never listening to it, the congregation rising to sing the hymns to the often discordant accompaniment of an antiquated harmonium (much later it was replaced with an organ), and, most distressing of all, the prayers intermittently offered by the pastor during the course of the service in that affected singsong so inexplicably adopted by all nonconformist ministers. By this time the pastors were no longer Portuguese; they were English, or Scottish, or Canadian. The new generations coming along could see no future in the ministry, meaning of course that the salaries were too low. And by this time also, the ethnic composition of the Portuguese church's congregation had begun to undergo mutations, so to speak. There were Negro and Chinese, there were even Indian faces, and miscegenations of them all. And, most alarming to my father and other converts, the Portuguese membership was perceptibly thinning out; so that the time was not far distant when there would be only the older generation left; and when they died, well. . . 17
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 Swarthiness is a frequent characteristic of the Portuguese, not only in the West Indies, but also in Portugal, the Azores and Madeira and, for that matter, all the other Mediterranean countries. In single families it appears in some of the children, while the other members are fairskinned and often blue-eyed. Basque, Frank, Goth, Celt, Greek, Arab, Phoenician had been meeting and clashing from the earliest years of the first millennium in the Iberian peninsula - and all had commingled to produce a mixed people, as is common to all the world. For two Trinidad-born generations of converts, mfrvz-marriage was the rule, after which /rater-marriage with other European Creoles, with blacks and mulattoes and with Chinese began to occur - and today there is little of the hazardous practice of inbreeding left. As my father's business activities continued to flourish, he kept improving his standard of living - and I phrase it this way because all the evidence indicates that throughout his long life (he died of old age at ninety-six) he kept improving his standard in accordance with his rising income and swelling capital. I have mentioned the small cottage in which I was born in connection with the incident of my mother and the snake. He had bought this soon after marriage. It squatted in a backstreet in Belmont, a suburb of Port of Spain in which the lower middle class, predominantly black, lived in a congeries of slum shacks and small dwelling-houses of ugly colonial design. There was then no sewerage system (it came in the 1960s), and at night a miasma of stench floated up from the open cesspits to spread over the sprawling suburb and penetrate every aperture in the shacks and cottages - jalousies and Demerara windows mainly. The pot-holed streets, unsurfaced and swept by gusts of wind that raised clouds of dust to settle everywhere, were mainly lit by kerosene lamps; the mule-drawn tramcars clanked and crawled over iron rails laid along the left flank of the road; retail provision shops, owned and operated by Chinese, and Portuguese rum emporia, a favourite designation because of its grandiloquent sound (these were Portuguese who came specifically to trade) stood at every intersection. While there were much better sections of the town in which the more well-to-do resided, the poorer people lived in other sections ranging from the slums up. Of these I shall have more to say later in the book. 18
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 Moreover, my father's store in the Almond Walk, now served by the tramcar, was about three miles distant and the trams, stopping at every corner to disembark and take in passengers, were a long time in covering the distance. And so, in 1904, he built a new house in Victoria Square, a still smallish one with three bedrooms to provide accommodation in advance for the babies yet to come. This cut down the distance to his store to a short walk. A new development forming part of the rapid westward expansion of the town, the area was served with water closets, and electric lights in both houses and streets which were now paved. Not two years later, my father was offered a larger house on two plots of land on the opposite side of the square and, after selling the smaller, he bought it and we moved in. We Victoria Square3 children, representing a good cross-section of the racial composition of the population, took to the square like ducks to a pond, for romping and playing. Never had there been heard in our parents' home one single word or sentence savouring of racial prejudice. In the backward view, I don't think that this was deliberate on their part: it just had never occurred to them that the difference between a fair skin and a dark skin, between tangled hair and straight or wavy hair was of any consequence at all. Would that parents all over the island possessed this kind of sagacity, common sense and plain decency.
 
 This is where, in our games in the Square, I first became acquainted with the common practice of masturbation. Again in retrospect, and from the vantage point of being within touching distance of attaining octogenarian authority, if the Creator has chosen to confer upon this act such excruciating pleasure, who am I to judge those who indulge? All that I am prepared to suggest is that it appears to be unnatural, but how sure can we be of this when masturbation is common to most of the primates? In my case, as soon as I had experienced my first act of coition - I lost interest in masturbation and have held it behind me ever since. And then came a moment of inconceivable joy and excitement: my father announced one evening that he was taking us all to Grenada - in 19
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 a steamer - for a month's holiday. He would stay there with us for a few days at a time, using the interregna for visiting his Almond Walk business, of which he was now a partner with his brother Albert. Never had I even been in a rowboat at sea. And now, a steamer . . . it was too much for my young mind to grasp and from then until the evening we boarded the boat - it seemed larger than a hundred whales to me - I had crazy dreams every night. The next morning, as the early dawn was coming up, we arrived within the Careenage of the bay. The view that met our wideopen childish eyes could not evoke in us the wonder, the glory, the overwhelming recognition of nature in her most beautiful colours, and lines, and forms; the endless variety of colour in the water: azure, emerald, mauve, purple, lucent with tropical light. That came later and inspired the same evocation every time I saw it.
 
 We stayed with my father's first cousin on his father's side, John Franco, and his large family of girls, two or three of my age. The family lived in a spacious house in St George's, as quaint a little town as I have ever seen. The atmosphere was quiet, peaceful, benign. We used every morning, the whole tribe of us, to walk to the Fontenoy beach about two miles away to play and splash in the blue pellucid sea. Sometimes my mother's sister joined us with her children; and always on our return we would stop at the entrance into town to buy acevas and floats (salt-fish cakes and flourbakes) delicious to the taste, especially of ravenously hungry children after their exercise of the walk and the swimming. I saw my maternal grandmother nearly every day. She looked like a very old woman on the verge of senility, so that there was little I could say to her and even less that she could say to me. She died soon after we returned to Trinidad. For me, Grenada was the Eden, the paradise of my earliest years. There was a Portuguese family by the name of Alves living in the town. I met them and soon became a constant visitor at their home. The youngest daughter, Maria, was not particularly pretty, but attractive in my eyes. I was eight years old, she one year younger. Obviously precocious, she made the first tentative advance. I wasn't sure what role I should play but nature soon took over and I was responding timidly. The 20
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 furthest development our relationship reached was the foreplay known later in the century as "necking" and "petting", minus the variety that comes with experience. Soon, however, revulsion seized me and I found myself for some unfathomable reason disliking this girl. Could it have been that she had wounded my amour-propre by assuming the role of aggressor? But I kept my peace by saying nothing, at the same time keeping my distance from her. The Alves family was a bigoted Roman Catholic family but, in spite of this, or because of it, they were a benighted lot, believing in all kinds of superstitious nonsense like jumbies and soucouyantes.4 One day the eldest son invited me to what he called a "seance" at his home. I did not know what the word meant but in my folly and so as not to appear ignorant, I said I would be there. If only I had had some childish intuition of the drama that was to befall me and for which I was responsible! And yet, why did the fool not realize that it was just plain dumb of him even to have thought of asking me to participate in an exercise which was far beyond the grasp of my childish understanding? Did his sister have anything to do with the invitation? The whole family was there, including a niece with her husband, both of whom were strangers to me. From the talk around, in the subdued tones of people in a church, I gathered that the married niece was to be the medium. They all quietly set about the chore of preparing the room by closing all the windows and doors, drawing a round table into the centre of the floor and placing chairs close up to it. I heard the medium's husband ask his wife in a hoarse whisper, "D'you feel up to it, my dear?" She hesitated for a moment and then shook her head affirmatively. When all were seated, myself and Maria included, the lamps were blown out one by one until darkness enveloped the room. It was an odd situation. There was I, a child of ten,5 with another sitting beside him (I realized she was beside me only after the lights were out), and all of us directed by Mr Alves, the father, to hold each other's hands. And this girl was not only holding my hand but was soon making every effort to place it high up her thighs. In the peculiar circumstances, the extent to which I could go in restraining her was limited. And so pull as she might, and try to withdraw my hand as I might, there was little 21
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 cessation to the silent tug-of-war between us in the dark. Were I not working myself up into an angry determination to resist her with all the slender means at my disposal, it could have been comic - instead of which it was a deadly serious struggle. And then, above the tumult in my own being, I heard a hoarse breathing and a voice murmuring: "She's in trance." This was it - and my childish instinct informed me at that moment that I could use this quackery (bear in mind that I am recalling the incident seventy years after the event) to free myself from the little fiend beside me. And then a female voice hovered about us in sepulchral tones, too sepulchral to be genuine: "At last, Uncle Joaquin, your sister is here, is here to greet you after her long . . . " There was suddenly a brittle metallic scream racing all around the black room, into every nook, corner and cranny of it, and I sprang onto the table and crescendoed the words: "Look at the devil there! Look at the devil there against the wall. Look . . . " The room exploded, with the lamps relighted, into a bedlam of harsh human hysterical noise and pandemonium. The medium was stretched out on the floor writhing in an agony of pain. "Quick, quick," the distracted husband cried. "The baby ..." I heard no more as I fled into the real night outside. Later, I gathered that the medium was with child. My scream felled her to the floor in a fit of abject fear. The miscarriage had nearly taken her off, for she lay on a hospital bed wavering between life and death for weeks. It did not seem that the deliberate attempt I had made so successfully, but so dangerously, to poke fun at the whole tribe of them had been understood for what it was! Even worse, I was regarded as a promising potential medium - so that the aftermath of it all proclaimed me innocent of any responsibility for the medium's near-brush with death. The crowning stupidity of it all was that the very next morning a priest came to the home at the evident request of the family to exorcise the house of the devil I had seen during the seance. Today, however, at this distance in time from the comi-tragic happenings of that night, I think I can recognize the first intimation of that intransigence in me which has always refused to accept any phenomenon 22
 
 Early Memories, 1897-1912
 
 that cannot be demonstrably proved to the satisfaction of the reason. In other words, faith as a substitute for reason leaves me cold. Many years later, my father gave me a story in which he was the protagonist and which made it clear to me that my penchant for the practical joke, as it developed as time went on in my own life, stemmed from him and, farther back, my great-uncle Joao. He was back in Grenada with us all on what had become a regular annual holiday. My mother's health was slowly deteriorating and the doctors considered these holidays good for her complaint. We were again with my father's cousin John Franco, and his, by this time, even larger family - another girl baby. His wife, whom we called cousin Clementine, was as busy as a beaver with her many interests, the main one being the bakery located next door to the Franco house. Cousin Clementine had migrated to Grenada, above all places, from Malta, also above all places. She must have been an absolute stunner in her younger days, but now, after so many children I suppose, she was running to obesity - but this did not lessen the indefatigable manner in which she managed and controlled her affairs. Her relationship with her husband was rather amusing. She doted over her two sons, both together running their own wholesale provision business on the other side of the hill from their father's store; because they were in fierce competition, the one with the other, the father had grown to hate the sons with an abiding fervour. Whenever he had drunk too much Madeira wine - and this was almost every night at this time of his life - he would rise from his chair, throw the empty bottle through a window and the glass after it, knock his booted toes (he wore only boots) against the walled partition of the room in order to ease the pain in his toe corns, wobble into his bedroom (he was a short, fat man with a vast paunch, his large round head as bald as a husked coconut shining white under the naked electric bulb hanging from the ceiling) take off his clothes in inelegant swaying motions, don his long nightgown reaching to his feet, bathe his head, face, and neck in bay rum, presumably as a deodorant of the wine, go to the side of the bed, kneel, and in a loud voice reverberating through the house, pray to his god in this fashion: "Holy Mary, Holy Mary, the Mother of my God, throw brimstone and fire on the heads of those two sons-of-bitches over 23
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 the hill and kill them dead. They robbed me, oh my God, of nearly all my money and are now ruining me in my business in my old age. I curse the mother of those two sons-of-bitches over the hill. She has robbed me too and is now richer than me. Strike them all dead, Mary, Mother of God. Amen," roll into his bed and within two minutes be snoring as stentoriously as his voice in prayer. With every reconciliation of husband and wife, a baby was born nine months later. The Easter season was at hand and cousin Clementine was busier than ever preparing for the bumper Easter sales of buns, cakes and bread black, brown and white. A week before the Easter weekend, the St George's newspaper ran a story about a soucouyante (a sort of legendary evil spirit that sucked the blood of its victims). Overnight the whole town knew of it and was discussing in solemn tones and solemn nods of heads the approaching confrontation between the evil soucouyante and the risen Christ. Obviously, no backdrop could be more conducive to grave concern over the stealthy movements of this wicked wraith about the town on the devil's business than a bakery which is at work in the dark night hours; so that cousin Clementine's bakers, all Negroes, from the moment the story broke could discuss nothing else, their speculations rising into higher and higher flights of fancy — that the soucouyante would be a tall white mist; that she would have fingernails of steel and eyes flashing flames, that she would strike dead anyone who attempted even a glance at her, that she would kill whole groups of human beings at one lethal swoop. The last night of baking, the Wednesday night, arrived and the bakers' fears were at white heat, each keeping his head averted from the open back door lest his eye be caught by the soucouyante if she chose to visit them that night. The ovens were loaded with bread and cakes and buns, and large trays rested on tables with their burdens as replacements for the ovens. Every baker was silent, afraid to hear his voice, waiting in agonizing anticipation for ... he did not know what for. And then, from the distance, the bell of the Roman Catholic Church boomed out the midnight hour. The bakers, all of them, stood still. A wind fumbled at the open door, closing it on creaking hinges. The bakers froze. The door 24
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 opened slowly, still creaking and croaking, and a tall figure draped in an immense white sheet rising to a sharp point where the head should be, came silently floating in towards the backs of the petrified rows of bakers and stood immobile. Then a strange thing happened. Silently, stealthily the thirty-odd bakers, not daring to turn their eyes towards the apparition looming in their midst, like one man made for the door. Still not a sound from them: instead, a deadly struggle of thirty-odd men to break their way through a door that could offer exit to only three men at a time. Both halves of the door collapsed outward with the cracking sound of wood after which silence and the deadly struggle in the open space backed by night. And then, nothing. They had fled, every one of them, leaving bread, buns, cakes in ovens and trays, ovens burning with heat. When cousin Clementine computed her losses, they were considerable. But being a woman whose life had been dogged by hardship and misfortune, she tossed the thought of the loss over her shoulder and went forward resolutely to new business gains. Her one regret was that she could never be sure who had inflicted this blow upon her. She died a few years later leaving her modest estate in equal parts to her two sons in the certainty that they would be disinherited by the father. And then I fell in love. Apart from Maria, I have grown to regard Audrey as my first genuine flutter of the heart - and the experience, platonic and innocent as it was, opened up for me a new and enchanting prospect. We were once again holidaying in Grenada, and again with the Franco family. One of the many Franco relations was married, with two daughters. The younger, Audrey, was about my age and her face was the image of the face I always imagined my cousin Clementine, Audrey's great-aunt, to have had in early womanhood. She was vivacious, a variant of cousin Clementine's nervous energy. We held hands, we whispered, we kissed. The sensation somewhere inside of me was boiling up and over and, perhaps seeking expression in a form that would counterbalance the ecstasy, broke out into verse, childish and sentimental - but an anodyne. I couldn't dam the flow: almost every day I dashed off a lyric to Audrey. She died of Hodgkin's disease in her late teens, but I shall never forget her for having driven me to my first tentative literary efforts. 25
 
 Chapter 3
 
 SCHOOL IN ENGLAND, 1912-1915
 
 In the early part of my fifteenth year, my father took me to school in England. From the time I had begun to be aware of the world and to have some ideas of my own, I wanted to go to England for my schooling, until it had almost developed into an idee fixe. Up to the time of my mother's death in 1911,1 pestered her and she kept repeating, "Ask your father." I did, at every opportune moment. I had of course been at kindergartens, private schools, and then at Queen's Royal College, the equivalent, I suppose, of the English grammar school, before leaving Trinidad. I was soon reading and writing with fertility and books I devoured with an ever increasing appetite. Coral Island; Swiss Family Robinson; The Last of the Mohicans; Robinson Crusoe — the whole lot. Coral Island and Crusoe exercised my mind in a most exhilarating and romantic manner. The mere memory of the impressions they left on me stirs up a nostalgia for deserted islands, a longing to discover myself marooned on one and exploring its sandy coves, its secret caves with stalagmites and stalactites, its green hidden copses, its white beaches, and the spectrum of green, blue, brown sea surrounding it. In addition to my Trinidad schools, my father had engaged the services of a private tutor whose duty it was to coach me in my weak subjects. This was the only time before leaving the island that I applied myself to my studies with any degree of resolution. The efforts I made during the twelve months with my tutor did not spring from my own volition but rather from the singular face-to-face relationship with him. 26
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 Where up until then I was one of many in a class, I now was alone sitting opposite this startlingly odd man. He hailed from Barbados, his Barbadian accent the broadest I have ever heard. His oddest feature was his brick-red kinky hair fitting his head like a wig - which at first I thought it to be. His skin was a light brown, his lips thick and everted; and when he spoke the spittle shot into my face and eyes. He seldom smiled. I was a little afraid of him but his command over the subjects in which he coached me and his exceptional gift for teaching - he held my complete interest throughout every session - equipped me well for making future studies.
 
 My father had married his new wife who was, with her son, installed in the house before we left for England. I was unhappy at finding my mother's place taken by my stepmother and kept out of her sight as much as was possible. I resented her presence in the house. I think that my father felt that I could make it difficult for him, that this hurried him into taking me abroad earlier than planned: from which I derived a grim satisfaction. Later on I realized that she was a woman of charm and poise, eager to have all of us like her, kind-hearted, and beautiful: her smile was irresistible. London was cold. The first thing about this ancient city that struck me from the silence of the room on the third floor was the muted roar of street traffic, a sound with no break in it and no variations in volume; secondly, the city's size: it seemed to have no enclosing boundaries; thirdly, white-pink faces everywhere, particularly epitomized in the theatres where, under the bright electric lights, the white sea of faces fused and shone. My school was the Hitchin Grammar School in Hertfordshire. I don't know how my father came to make this selection: maybe it was recommended by his London agents, Dawson, Shores, Punch Co. It was, in those years, a boarding-school with about two hundred and fifty boys, half of whom were day-boys. The buildings were all of brick, ivycovered, with lofty mullioned windows, and the grounds, with playing fields and wooded areas, encompassed perhaps as many as ten acres. The 27
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 lawns, much greener than the grass in the tropics, were rolled out like vast carpets upon an undulating ground - all so trim and civilizedlooking. Even the copses scattered around the borders of the grounds, were of a brighter green in the summer than I had ever seen. The headmaster's name was Jabez King, a large-boned Englishman well over six feet tall, untidy in his personal dress, and about fifty years old. He moved slowly, as if his size was too much for him: it turned out that he was just plain lazy. This suited and pleased us pupils for he could seldom allow himself the energy for caning us. His wife, who spoke English with a marked accent, was French, a big blowsy woman who arranged the pecking order with her husband first in line and never ceased to bully and nag him. To cap it all, she was an alcoholic - French brandy was her specialty. The pathetic husband was hard put to it in his desperate efforts at keeping her away from our inquisitorial eyes. Needless to say, we knew at all times when she was drunk, and even, in spite of its rarity, when she was sober. We were well aware of the dread in which Mr King lived that the skeleton in his cupboard would be exposed at some time or the other to the School's Board. She was more than a dipsomaniac: she was stingy at the expense of our food - for she ran the kitchen. As young growing boys we regarded the latter as a more odious crime than the former. I did not suffer a single pang of homesickness. To the contrary, the period that should have been given over to this disease was instead filled to overflowing with the stimulation of my new surroundings: fresh faces, unfamiliar clothes, winter, strange landscapes and stranger skies, almost a new speech - all in all a new way of life. I revelled in it. Hitchin is a medieval town, the school about two miles from the railway station . . - 1
 
 Following Audrey's death,2 I went on writing verse and tried my hand at a long narrative poem in decasyllabic rhymed couplets - nearly a thousand lines. After six months of struggle with it, my enthusiasm mounting as I plodded on every night after my school work, the task came to an end. I put the manuscript aside for a few days and then took a look at it 28
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 . . . and consigned it to the waste-paper basket. I attempted a one-act play in free verse: this received similar treatment. After reading all the English Romantic poets, I realized that my talent, if any, was certainly not verse, but still the fury drove me, and I fought doggedly on. By the time of my sixteenth year, the obsession was near to being total. I could then see more and more clearly that the only way out, if I wanted badly enough - as I did - to practise the profession of letters, was by constant and compulsive practice in writing and equally constant and compulsive reading. In writing, this regimen took the form of describing views that caught my fancy, people who stirred my curiosity, and human situations that intrigued me; and short stories. In reading, I concentrated on most of the great novelists: Russian, English, French, and Don Quixote. It is upwards of sixty years since I last saw the best friend I made during my two and a half years at Hitchin Grammar School; and yet, closing my eyes I can see him complete in my mind's eye at this moment. Our relationship was at all times free of any erotic impulse, but this did not mean that we were not fond of each other. To the contrary, it probably cleansed our feelings of all impurities and harmonized our affections. His name was Robert Goodliffe - we were about the same age. His mother was Irish; as no member of the family ever vouchsafed me any information about the father's ethnic antecedents, I judged him to be an English Jew. They lived in Letchworth, one of the earliest, if not the earliest of England's "garden cities 3 - perhaps two miles from Hitchin. Robert was short, lean, his head and face chiselled to an aquiline pattern. His complexion was pale, his hair chestnut and wavy. At the School's Easter concert in 1914, on which occasion I performed as a conjuror and ventriloquist, we became friends and remained close to each other until the day I left precipitately in 1915 to escape, as my father must have thought, the dangers of the war. Robert and I soon discovered a wood on the grounds of the school in the shade of which we could wander and pretend that we were lost in a jungle. It was fun and it excited our burgeoning imaginations. We introduced some other boys to our private arboured retreat and before long we had invented a number of games which included the use of the upper heights of the more accessible trees. It was during one such game that 29
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 Robert and I discovered a tree with forked branches springing up and out from the main trunk at a height of about forty feet from the ground. At once we knew that we were on to something with provoking possibilities and at each subsequent visit we examined the branches carefully until at last one of us said, "What about building a hut by using these branches as a floor base?" At once we set about scrounging for the materials and tools we would need, not difficult things to find in this school with its toolshed and lumber yard. It took the three of us (we had asked Robert's brother to join us) about a fortnight to complete the construction of our hut and, once it was complete, we looked upon our work and found it good. The canopy of leaves served as a roof - and most effective it proved to be. There on that lofty floor we found peace and quiet after school hours for our study, for reading, for talking; and sometimes we would buy buns, pork pies, and a container of hot tea, climb up the ladder we had made by securely nailing short lengths of scantling in horizontal steps to the tree trunk, and settle down to a high tea in both senses. It was the nearest I ever came to my dream island. And it was on that tree perch that I wrote most of the juvenile pieces published in the school magazine. The cold did not bother me, not in the least: Spring had not yet arrived. That I suffered no discomfort in the cold, that I used less underwear than my companions who, with the exception of a Persian and an Argentinian, were all English boys, that I never caught cold — all this gave me a slightly superior feeling, particularly when surprise was expressed at my immunity. I was from the Tropics - why should I not suffer the cold more than they? It was a question I could not answer. The one fall of snow we had, though not heavy, was the first I had seen in my life and it affected me as all things seen for the first time during adolescence affect us. As I woke that morning and looked out of the dormitory window, I had to restrain myself from reacting to the scene like a mad child. The green lawns and trees and buildings had undergone a magic metamorphosis: the lawns were white, the trees drooping like white clouds fallen to earth, the buildings unimaginably beautiful in their new coats; and the contour lines obliterated to the farthest horizon. I stood transfixed, silent, and allowed the wonderment churning inside of me to subside, to settle. I finally 30
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 returned to my bed not uttering a word because I dreaded to break the spell, because I dreaded exposing myself to the derision of my friends. Taking up Latin and Greek at the point to which my Barbadian tutor had so thoroughly conducted me in Trinidad, I surrendered myself to my new tutor, T.G. Williams, a graduate of one of the Cambridge colleges.4 Very soon it was borne in upon me, under him, that these two "dead" languages, largely because of the works enshrined in them, were much more alive than others regarded as living tongues. Even so, as we may speak of Latin and Greek as dead languages, may not future generations of men speak of the English, French, and Russian languages that were lifted to their highest perfection, perfection in the all-encompassing sense, by Shakespeare, Balzac and Tolstoy, as dead tongues? To paraphrase the aphorism that "a people gets the government it deserves", does a people also get the language it deserves? That I could read Greek and Latin with some degree of fluency, unfolded for me a pageant of reading that absorbed my ever-contracting apportionment of time and frequently found me frantically snatching a little from my writing exercises, a little from my studies, as much as I could from my sleep - and certainly very soon all from the school's games. Alas that today they have altogether abandoned me for the simple reason that I ceased to use them from the time I went to war. As read the Greeks and Romans I must, I resort to translations. I was making good progress in my class, and yet formal examinations terrified me. The result was that I never enjoyed a good pass in any that I sat, performing badly even in my favourite subjects. I would have to repress my examination phobia if I wanted to get into a university. In spite of my swagger and bravura, my gregariousness and hail-fellow-wellmet attitudinizing, all compensations for a small body - I was only 5 feet 61/2 inches tall - I am a shy creature, a creature who, in seeking to appear to be what he is not, is forever longing to be alone; and ever since I have attained an age when I knew I could claim the privilege, without causing offence, of avoiding my fellowmen, of going off on my own, of communing with myself, I have been doing just that. Moreover, competition as such, like the transplanted heart, is alien to my make-up and has thus been rejected whenever it has presented itself to me. I sometimes think 31
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 that because I have been woefully weak in games, which after all are inspired by the competitive spirit, I have transliterated this into weakness in examinations which are also competitive in nature - and so both games and examinations were anathema to me. I may be quite wrong in this analysis, but I state it because it reveals so much in me that appears to be irrational. I have often wondered what course my life would have followed if I had gone to an English university, and I have wondered this because from the time my preoccupation with books asserted itself, I made up my mind that I would enter university life - but, alas, I proposed and war disposed. So do good intentions come to grief all too frequently upon evil happenings. A short time after entering Hitchin, my friend Robert one day told me that his parents wished me to spend the approaching weekend with them. Mr Goodliffe, the father, fetched me at the school on the Friday afternoon in his car. It was the first time I had seen him and I liked him instinctively. Small and dark, with a shock of unruly black hair and rather carelessly dressed, he asked me in a gentle voice, "Do you speak Esperanto?" I was taken aback by the oddity of the question and glanced at him to see if he was trying a not too subtle tease. He was not. I told him no but that I had of course heard of this new synthetic language. Did he speak it? At which Robert intervened to say that his father was a member of the hierarchy of the Esperanto Society and that he spoke the new language with fluency, "and we all speak it pretty well too, including Mother," Robert added. "The rest of the family are looking forward to meeting you . . . may I call you Alfred?" "Certainly, sir," I said. "How many more are there?" "Robert and Frank have three sisters," he murmured, "who are all agog to meet someone from the West Indies." In a few minutes we were in Letchworth. This was the first occasion on which I was entering a middle-class English home. As we walked up the footpath to the front door, I observed expansive green lawns interspersed with tidy beds waiting for the Spring to burgeon with flowers. 32
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 The moment I walked into the house I saw that the Goodliffes were well-to-do folk. Though the house had only one storey, the living-room was large, the furniture in good taste, the wall paper in pleasing pastel shades, the fireplace burning and crackling merrily - the tout ensemble warm and cosy. It was here that I met Margery. With her two sisters - one was older, the other younger - and her mother she came into the room with a gay smile, her dark hair hanging down her shoulders and her dark blue eyes sparkling. She was a cross between her parents: her mother was fair, and, as I learned later, a little older than her father. For myself, the weekend passed all too quickly. Margery filled and overflowed the hours as they sped by and, shy and timid as I was, in the home of people of whose way of life I knew nothing, painfully aware that I was still a teenager, I was afraid to open my mouth lest I give myself away. I was silent for most of the time. And Sunday evening came and Mr Goodliffe drove us back to the school. I was to see Margery regularly. Her parents seemed to have taken a fancy to me, or perhaps felt that they should give me a home away from my own home, four thousand miles distant from England. I grew to know them, I grew to understand them and to like them, especially Mrs. Goodliffe who in some misty way reminded me of my mother, and who adopted a maternal attitude towards me. She soon saw that I had a "crush" on Margery and kept reminding me that Margery and I were still adolescents. The family was full of enchanting surprises: I thought the mother to be about fifty - she was over sixty; I thought the father to be about sixty - he was a few years younger than the mother; they had met each other in Manila and were married three months later in Paris; the youngest child, a daughter, was born eight months after her elder sister; the unexpected moments when the whole family broke into conversational exchanges in Esperanto and then suddenly realized that I was listening intently, grasping only the subject of their argument. They would switch over to English so that I could participate. They talked exuberantly, gesticulating their points, except the father whose voice was always gentle, who never used his hands to help his ideas. They were the most argumentative family I have ever met, and the subjects they argued about 33
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 were, well, anything. Looking back upon this time, upwards of sixty years ago, it was my first schooling in keeping abreast of what is happening in the world in which one is living. And more than this, every member of the family was highly intelligent and so they gave me my first lessons in the art of disputation. They were a self-contained family of intellectuals. After that first weekend, Robert remarked to me, "My parents are remarkable people as you will see when you get to know them better." "I see that already," I replied.
 
 I have said that field games - cricket, football, tennis [sic] - are nothing to me. And yet, cricket is in a class by itself - not as a game but rather as what it symbolizes and what it means, at least to me. Created by the English, I believe during the earlier years of the building of their empire, it was fashioned in the image of the Englishman, quite naturally: his high civilization, his slow and deliberate pace, his anxiety to appear fair at all times, his dignity, the too aesthetic accent and artificial timbre of voice nurtured in his ancient universities of Oxford and Cambridge, his sense of order and discipline: all of these characteristics are reflected in the game, and, it seems to me, much more too. I cannot be sure of how conscious he was that cricket was destined to be his ally, his "public relations officer", so to speak, in the protracted struggle of empire-building. Maybe he simply stumbled into perceiving its disarming value. Be that as it may, every green field in the British Caribbean colonies, in the vast sub-continent of India, in the Anglo-Saxon extensions of Australia and New Zealand saw, pari-passu with the growing colossus, black boys and men, brown boys and men with sticks for wickets and improvised bats, clad for the most part in rags, and white boys and men with immaculate impedimenta, revelling in the game and learning its multitude of fine points fast. If national temperament is taken into account - the ebullience of the Negro alongside the dignity of the Englishman, the obsequiousness of the Indian alongside the silent self-assurance of the Englishman - then certainly these black and brown boys playing cricket looked like a contradiction in terms. But not at all, for the Negro at once 34
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 proceeded to impose his personality upon the game, his subtle version of its spirit, and this was vividly illustrated when teams from England played Test Matches against black West Indians. I am not trying to animadvert against the game. After all, it has perhaps served an historical purpose (to the benefit of the English, let it be said) in that it has certainly exercised a restraining influence over the colonial masses against a too premature and impetuous, and thus bloody, attempt at destroying something that, by the evidence of all history, was inexorably moving towards destroying itself. The English themselves were so charmed with and impressed by this black transformation of their national game that their queen first of all knighted Learie Constantine, the brilliant exponent of West Indian cricket; and, not satisfied with this, later elevated him to the House of Lords, that extraordinary anachronism in the modern world, as Lord Constantine of Maraval, fully rigged out in the ermine of the ancient institution - an honour, so far as I am aware, never conferred upon an English cricketer. Note that the new peer no longer needed the identification of his first name: the prefix "Lord" was in effect deification. When I contemplate this diabolical astuteness of the English ruling class, I am overawed by the magic of a game which requires little intelligence for outstanding performance in it, playing the role, no matter how imperceptibly, of a buffer cushioning the impact of an imperialism in full marching order.5
 
 I have forgotten to mention that we had a German boy, Uhlandt by name, who was a boarder at the school even before my enrolment. He was the son of a wealthy ship-building man in Hamburg and perhaps two years older than I. As far as I can remember, one day in June of 1914 I met him in one of the corridors of the school building and, as if by prearrangement, we stood and greeted each other, something we seldom did. "When are you returning to Trinidad?" he said, as if there was little time to be lost. I was puzzled and hesitated a moment before saying: "Why do you ask me that?" 35
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 "Well, I shall be leaving in a day or so for Hamburg. I'm awaiting a cable from my father." "To return to England, of course," I said, more to draw him out. "I'm not returning," he replied. "Not returning? But surely you haven't finished your studies here." "True enough. But war is coming and the sooner you get away too the better for you," and he continued quickly down the corridor. I stood still trying to assimilate the ominous words he had uttered with such conviction. We all knew at the time that there were danger spots in Europe, but nothing had recently happened to give anyone the feeling that war was imminent, as Uhlandt's words implied. I mentioned the incident to Robert later that day, and he laughed. "Nonsense!" he said.
 
 But Uhlandt's "message" — it was nothing else — still haunted me. True or not, it filled me with alarm for I knew that my father, at the first hint of war, would peremptorily order me to return. Our French master, M. Perrin, was due to attend a conference in Lausanne in the first week of August and my father, bowing reluctantly to my importunities, had agreed to my accompanying him. As M. Perrin had to leave early to see the French education authorities in Paris about the conference, I left England under the care of Mr T.G. Williams, my school's English master, who was to hand me over to M. Perrin at the Hotel de Paris, on the Friday evening before the conference began. My one hope now was that, if war was inevitable, it would not break out until after my tour; and further, that the news in my father's part of the world would give no intimation of early hostilities. I sat down to wait, hoping against dwindling hope as the news worsened. Mr Williams and I arrived in a Paris in ferment over the assassination of Jean Jaures, a prominent socialist, on 31 July. The Hapsburg Empire had sent an ultimatum to Serbia, and without waiting for a reply, its armies were invading the little Balkan state. This was the signal for an accumulation of events that moved with accelerating speed towards war.6 36
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 But M. Perrin could not be found in the Hotel de Paris. Mr Williams and I went out into the streets now surging with people and soon made a quick retreat back into the hotel. M. Perrin greeted us with a grave face and a copy of the Echo de Paris whose black headlines announced mobilisation of the French armies. In a few hours ordinary railway traffic would be suspended and troop trains would be on the move to the north. Proclamations advising foreigners to leave France immediately were already appearing on hoardings. Within half an hour of meeting M. Perrin, we were bidding him goodbye: he was awaiting his order to join his regiment. We made our way to the Gare du Nord by the Underground. The station was dense with thousands of people trying to find trains. After a two hour struggle, we bought tickets, but could get nowhere near the turnstiles. What time the next train for Boulogne? No one knew. We would take any train moving west. What platform number? No one knew. The situation was now hazardous in the extreme: if we did not get out of Paris before the troop trains started, we would never get out. Mr Williams grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to the extreme left platform. It was unguarded. We walked through the turnstile between sixfeet-high walls of luggage. This meant a passenger train. Taking advantage of every cover, we walked quickly down this platform, saw a train fussily steaming into No. 2, dashed across the rails just in time to gain the platform as the train braked before it. In a twinkling, hundreds of people joined us. In a twinkling, the carriages were overflowing with passengers. To our joy, we learned that the train was going to Creil, where we would alight and await the Boulogne train. At Creil, collarless and hatless men in shabby clothes and with canvas kit-bags slung over their shoulders, in their hands axes, picks and forks, spades, kettles, obviously obeying the mobilisation order, were crowding into the station. We waited for two anxious hours for a Boulogne connection, but there was none. We boarded the next train - to Lille - filled with reservists from Paris. One o them told us that he was on his way to Lille to say goodbye to his motherless ten year-old son who was at school there. He proudly showed us his papers: marriage certificate, his son's birth certificate, and his military attestations. He had worked for some years in the Tottenham Court Road. If he survived the war and we were ever in Paris he would 37
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 be delighted to show us his beautiful city - and handed Mr Williams his card. At Lille we took leave of our friends with many exchanges of Vive I' Entente. Our next stop was Hazebrouck where we tried in vain to sleep on a platform seat for two and a half hours before dawn. A slow workman's train took us to Calais, but we had surrendered our tickets on the Lille train! However, Mr Williams explained, and we were allowed to carry on. In walking through Calais to the pier we saw a massive gun on a chassis being drawn by twenty horses. A boat was about to leave and we embarked just in time, to find ourselves in almost sole possession of it. When we arrived at the school a week later, exhausted, dirty, hungry, certainly showing the ordeal through which we had passed, we were greeted by the headmaster, the tutors, and many of the students, Robert amongst the latter, as if we were returning heroes.7 The First World War was already well on its way and, to use Lord Grey's solemn words: "The lamps [were] going out all over Europe." What I expected came even sooner than I had bargained for: a cable from my father recalling me to Trinidad. This was August 1914, I was seventeen years old and deep in my studies at a school that I had no intention of leaving until I was fit and ready to go up to the university. Because I liked Hitchin in most respects, I was enjoying it immensely. And there was Margery. As time moved on, I was becoming more and more attached to her and she to me. So in the end, between my school's Headmaster and Mr Goodliffe, who had kindly offered to come to my rescue, my father consented to my staying on, satisfied by the argument of my being under age for acceptance by the army. I had indeed been bitten by the bug of war and had contracted the disease of wanting to share in the experience. It never occurred to me to consider why it was being fought and what were the aims of the participating nations' leaders. Or was war a component of man's nature as appeared to be the case when examined historically? Even prehistoric man had resorted to the arbitrament of war for the settlement of disputes, and wars have punctuated the course of written history with such repetitive force as to seem almost to belong to Shakespeare's "Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow." 38
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 We at school, not unlike the rest of the world, followed the course of hostilities from day to day, our hopes and fears alternating with the fortunes of the embattled armies in France and Flanders. I was studying harder than ever and writing every day, a rigid routine. I felt uneasy, unhappy. Most of the stuff was fiction: short stories, all of them with the Trinidad background, its scenery, its variegated peoples, their ways of life, their variety of broken English dialects. I had shown nothing of my work to Margery: I was terrified that she would not like it, as indeed she might not for no other reason than that it would be all so unfamiliar to her. Too, I was reading as much as my time would allow me to, and had become a member of the town's library, where most of the contemporary novels were available. As the Easter term of 1915 was coming to an end I had a call from the Headmaster asking me to see him in his office at once. Wondering what the matter could be, I knocked at his door and walked in. Mr King said: "Mendes, this is Mr Brown from Dawson, Shores, Punch, Co., your father's London agents, as you probably know." I shook Mr Brown's hand, wide awake to what I suspected was coming. Mr King offered me a chair and I sat. "You are to leave us, Mendes, and I personally regret it as you are an excellent student. Your father says that Mr Brown will make the necessary arrangements and that you may leave any time during the Summer holidays." I was desolated for days and then rebellious. What was I returning to Trinidad to do? Was this the end of my schooling? And Margery . . . That weekend I gave the Goodliffe family my sad news. "Well, Alfred, as sorry as we all are, you can do nothing but obey your father. And, as you must know, I cannot intercede in your behalf a second time; it would be invidious of me to do so."
 
 The Goodliffes rented a houseboat on the Norfolk Broads in the Summer and had me with them for a fortnight. By that time I had resigned myself to leaving England, but this could not alter the determination that was hardening in me to return as soon as I could. 39
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 My affaire de coeur with Margery was intensified by the prospect of separation. She was not her usual gay self, and even the family forbore from their customary discussions. A few days after my holiday with the Goodliffes, I sailed for Trinidad in a boat called Quillota. What with zig-zagging to elude the U-boats and some ugly weather, we were nineteen days at sea.
 
 40
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 WAR, 1916
 
 On my return to Trinidad, I found my father and the family in a large house on Stanmore Avenue but a stone's throw from the Queen's Park Savannah, mecca of Trinidad's aspirants to social status. Two-storeyed and topped by a tower, the front facade was imposing and pleasing to the eye. My father bought it from an Anglo-Saxon family who had been domiciled in the island for many generations. It was said that the house had been prefabricated in Britain and imported packaged in its component parts — but this is probably apocryphal. Its one incongruity was the plot of land upon which it stood, far too small to give the building its full aesthetic value. On the other hand, the whole large block of land in front of it was occupied by tennis-courts; and this, added to the fact that the house was constructed almost exclusively of hard wood for keeping the termites at bay, and that it faced the east, ensured that it was kept cool throughout the year by the perennial trade winds blowing from the north-east. My stepmother was charming and kind, and made me feel at home. Soon after my return I learned of an organization called The Merchants' Contingents of Trinidad. Initiated by a wealthy merchant, who must have sensed in his scheme an easy path to knighthood,1 and fortified by the financial help of the merchant class, its main object was the enrollment and transportation to England of those young men who wished to serve in the war "for King and Country", as the patriotic exhortation was phrased in those distant days. The first contingent had 41
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 Figure 2. The Mendes family home at 19 Stanmore Avenue sailed just before my arrival: I would try my best to be a member of the next contingent. I did not tell my father. Instead, I went to my stepmother who could do nothing to thwart me inasmuch as two of her own brothers had embarked with the first group. She promised to say nothing to my father about it: I would present it to him as a fait accompli. I did, a month later. He was purple in the face with anger at my duplicity, or so he termed it: but it was too late. I have often wondered what motives urged me to go to war. Patriotism was out: I did not care a hoot about country, flag or king; indeed, I regarded both flag and king as symbols often used for evil ends; and country . . . I'm not sure that country, good or bad, right or wrong, is a concept worth risking one's life for. There have been very few wars in history where either one of the belligerents has had the moral support of right on his side. The only war that I can think of that had to be fought, was the Hitler war; and this had to be fought because the enemy, in this case, was the enemy: evil, insane, and prodigiously powerful. I think I know why I wanted to go to war: my insatiable curiosity. History had proved war to be a fact of life, therefore I must savour it. 42
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 And always at the back of my mind lurked the suspicion that in order to write novels one must live. I could not then know that such talent as I had would fall far short of my aspirations and my dreams. But that is a story yet to come in this chronicle.
 
 My memory mistily estimates that there were about sixty of us enrollees on the steamship Trinidad, one of the two boats used by the Government for Trinidad-Tobago service. The Trinidad was already quite old and I do not suppose she was more than 1,500 tonnes burthen. The accommodation was poor, as was the food, and her speed was lamentably slow. We arrived in England in December 1915. During the voyage I had become friendly with my bed-neighbours. I did not know them in Trinidad because of my absence at school in England, but the family names were familiar: they were R— and J—, the former French Creole and the latter Spanish. We decided that we three would join the same regiment. These two men were typical white Trinidadians: both devout Roman Catholics and arrogant over the infallibility of their church, rabid racists, and expert only in small talk. As soon as I could after arrival, I phoned the Goodliffes, who invited me to their home immediately, but the document I had signed with my sponsors forbade my leaving their charge until enlistment. J—, R— and I joined the ranks of the King's Royal Rifles immediately after the turn of the year, and a few days later were in uniform under training orders; but a short time before departure for France, we were transferred to the First Battalion of the Rifle Brigade. In early May 1916, we arrived at Abbeville at the mouth of the Somme. Even in the dark we could see that the town had undergone destructive batterings. Rain was falling heavily, we were soaked and exhausted from a rough Channel crossing, and finally were billeted at midnight in a building that must have received direct hits from all calibres of guns: it was open to wind and rain and our rest was fitful. At odd moments during that night, we could hear the distant booming of the guns and even see through a large hole in the wall the flashes in the wet sky. I wondered what it would be like when we were in it. 43
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 And sooner than we thought, we were in it. Never shall I forget that long trudge along a shell-pocked road darkening with night. When we came to the communication trench leading up to the front line, we were halted for a rest. With a drizzle falling, we talked in hushed tones, intermittent salvoes of shells hurtling down a little way off, their detonations 44
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 hurting the eardrums. The area was alive with men to whom shouted orders were being directed. There was grumbling, there was muttering, there was confusion generated by the appalling return to the conditions, the ways and habits, of primitive man; there were stretcher-bearers with their heavy burdens wobbling in the mud and slime, uttering obscene words to the dreadful night sky, all of a piece with the language of the shells shrieking their swift and unerring flight through the night heavy with menace. The menace was a living presence: you could feel it, you could smell it. And yet, strange to tell, I sat there at the side of that road, my steel helmet dripping like rain from the eaves of a house, in a state of intense excitement and no fear at all. Time and again, this sense of elation in moments of danger was to return; and I shall have more to say of this later. "This is it," I said to J— and R—. A voice from the road replied, "Wait till you get to the front line, mate, before talking." "What does he mean?" R— asked. "I suppose he means this isn't it. 'It' is up there where the lightning is flashing," I said. That voice knew what it was talking about. We were on our feet again, our boots squelching in the mud. We were in the communication trench on our way to the front line: our first visit. The shells kept on whining over, weird, worrying sounds, worrying because you could never be sure where and when the whines would end. We kept ducking our heads as the whines came over, reflex action that was utterly useless. But we continued to duck until we had gone beyond the point of concentration: the meeting-place for the relieving troops while they organized for the journey up. It was pitch-black, no stars visible above, the drizzle falling in thousands of tiny drops blown by the wind and seeking their way under the tunic collar to dampen the bare chest, the back, the private parts. Every now and then I would slip on the duckboards laid out on the mud floor along the whole length of the communication trench to ease the passage of the men in their to-and-fro movements between the support and front lines, and slipping, daub my hands, my face, my uniform with more and more mud, the lower parts 45
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 of my legs heavy with clinging mud. Our steps became slower, each an agony in lifting the boot out of the viscid mud. Part of our training was devoted to keeping the rifle at all times clean and oiled, and in no circumstances were we to allow mud to touch it. In spite of the exhaustion, I held this admonition in my mind and succeeded in observing it. As we drew nearer and nearer to the front line the roar of the guns rose in fury, Verey lights rocketed into the sky and burst into balls of blinding light floating down to earth with a slow and wavering motion. Then new sounds reached our ears: machine-gun fire, most frightening of all, as we were soon to learn. In this cacophony it sounded like the kettle drum in an orchestra, an abrasive, metallic, staccato beat. It hit our ears in bursts of a minute or two, each burst of each gun identifying itself as does each tree in a wood the nearer the approach. Yet another explosion, of gargantuan proportions, splintered the circumambient night and rushed down upon us miserable men with the force of an avalanche in full blast as we floundered through the last five yards of the communication trench. We were relieving a unit of the Gordon Highlanders. In the glow of the Verey lights we could see them standing on the step of the parapet, ready to hand over to us — and at that moment death's odour assailed me, overpowering, revolting to the queasy stomach. The countless putrefying dead lying in No Man's Land were getting their own back upon those for whom they had died. "Jesus Christ!" muttered R— beside me. "Smell that?" The machine-guns and rifles from both front line trenches facing each other across a No Man's Land of a few hundred feet were grimly celebrating the relief, the bullets pinging around and about us setting astir little vortices of air the percussions of which fanned our cheeks or ears as the bullets passed by, near enough. After what appeared to be an interminable wait, I took up my position on the parapet step, my gas mask ready, and my rifle. What with the incessant exchanges of machine-gun and rifle fire and the occasional flight of a battery of shells exploding here and there, the excitement inside of me was rising like a tide. The Verey light pictures were a series of Dali fantasies at his most monstrous: the desolation of the tormented earth, not even the fractured bole of a tree 46
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 standing; the round, inky shadows that were shell-holes; an object in the posture of two arms upflung from where the body lay a few yards away; the thick, pungent smell of death, and the sky of cloud levitating, as it seemed, just above our heads. This was the No Man's Land I saw on that first night in the front line. "Good luck," said the Jocks as they took the first few steps of their journey down to the communication trench. We settled down to the long night's vigil somewhere in the Arras sector. A few days later the three of us, R—, J— and I, were in the dugout allocated to us. I estimated it to be about twenty feet deep. The floor, because of the recent rains, was covered with mud, the sucking kind. There were a few steps leading into its gloom; negotiating them down and up required a little practice. The life we were now living was utterly strange to us and we were finding it difficult to accept it, difficult to adjust to it; but survival depended on our doing both, and the sooner, the better for us. R— had already begun to have regrets and moved about in a perpetual state of despair. We were unshaven, unwashed; invisible fleas were setting up house in our pubic hair. With the relief over, the activities of guns, and machine-guns, had slowed down; only the snipers were very much awake, and they appeared to be ubiquitous. Notices on the parados wall warned of the danger spots: "If you like dying, expose your head here"; "If you want to live, don't expose your head at this spot"; "If life is sweet, keep low here", and so on. A wag had written in block capitals on a large sheet of thick paper: "Live to f— another day by hiding in a deep trench bay!" All the simple four-letter words were as common currency as were pennies in those days: there were no drawing-rooms in the trenches. Later that evening R— was instructed to parade at ten o'clock for ration fatigue. He returned to us a worried man. We asked him what was the matter: he was silent for a moment and then ejaculated: "The f—s! The bastards!" We could not believe our ears: R— using an obscene word! R— swearing! And he immediately made the sign of the cross by way of expiation. He left the dugout a few minutes before ten, a dejected and frightened man. 47
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 J— was on trench duty that night and I was alone in the dugout. The rats were bothering me and I was kept busying hitting out at them with a piece of wood until they retreated. The fleas in my private parts then took over from where the rats left off and made merry with my tender skin until R—'s return - with both a bang and a whimper, to paraphrase T.S. Eliot. In his fatigued condition he just sat and slid down the entrance to the dugout, landing on his arse in the mud floor with a thud and a splash, and at once began to cry like a child. This was a bit too much for me, so I said with a sharp edge in my voice, "What the hell's wrong with you?" He took no notice of me but just carried on with his mournful jeremiad. He sat there weeping bitter tears, calling upon his mother to witness how he had disregarded her advice not to go to war, how he had left his comfortable home and travelled four thousand miles to find himself in this hell of mud and death. He wept without shame, choking with self-pity, his manhood lacerated and shredded. Intoning as one haunted by horrors, "Oh Holy Mary, Mother of God, have mercy on me and save me!" he fell back upon the mud floor whimpering like a baby, until, beyond endurance, he lapsed into a deep sleep. The Mother of God responded. Two weeks later he was stricken with trench foot, taken to a hospital in England, and finally demobilized as unfit for work of any kind. He lost no time in returning to Trinidad. Not two months later J— came down with enteric fever and was entrained for England and hospital. I never saw him in France again; and it was only after the war that I learned that he too was demobilized as unfit for any service; whereupon he returned to the island. By this time I had got to know that my battalion was composed almost completely of north-country men from the coal fields. Their dialect was a source of constant surprise and pleasure to me; and because I liked it so well, I was soon understanding most of what they were saying. They were delightful companions and safe men to fight alongside: brave and tough and self-sacrificing. With one of them I was particularly friendly. His name was Rigsby and he came from a small town in Lancashire. He was a little over forty to my eighteen. In spite of being married with a large number of children, he always looked on the bright side of things, even in the face of the gravest danger. But alas, our friendship was short-lived. 48
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 We were in an observation post: a spur of trench running into No Man's Land from the front line, the length varying with the distance between the opposing front lines, and used as a take-off position for night raids, night reconnaissance, observation during daylight, and other purposes. At the terminus of the spur there was usually a maze of short trenches constructed on the grid principle, affording maximum protection to those manning the post. As a rule, only men who had proven themselves in battle were sent out to these posts and, depending on the severity of the ordeal, these groups were relieved with much greater frequency than was found necessary for front line reliefs. The tension in these outposts was at moments unbearable, and could mount to such turbulence as to drive a man dangerously insane - dangerously against himself. On this afternoon following a midday of shattering confusion created by a German raid on the outpost during which two of our men were killed and one taken prisoner (we gave better than we received; they left a few dead on the field) minnewerfers — Black Marias, we called them started dropping around our post. I could see the ungainly contraptions somersaulting with a steep trajectory into the bright, hot sky and then falling with an unnerving crescendo of sibilant sound directly onto our heads; an optical illusion more often than not. Twelve of us were in the post with a second lieutenant. We were in four groups, each group of three occupying one of the many grid bays. This disposal enhanced our chances of survival. After the midday enemy raid, we realized that it had been launched mainly for taking a prisoner or two in order to learn what mischief we would be up to that night. The Black Maria assault was now intended to abort our raid. There was nothing new in these tactics. I was in Rigsby's trio and we were crouched in three balls buttressed against one side of the trench, trying frantically to make ourselves as small as possible. The minnewerfers kept on rising to their peak and falling about us, their explosions blasting the earth into soaring clouds of dirt and stone mixed with the innumerable pieces of hot metal from the disintegrated Black Maria case and its lethal contents. Our light batteries in the rear immediately joined the evil chorus by sending over a barrage of fire, some of the shells racking No Man's Land perilously close to us. 49
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 We three were stiff with fear, largely because of our total helplessness. Our faces were bathed in sweat and dirt and our eyes smarting from the flying dust. The dust and dirt had got into my mouth and I kept spitting it out. Rigsby was pressed up against me, a much larger man than I; the other man was against my other side. I distinctly heard Rigsby saying, "F— 'em all but three," which he turned into a low Vaudeville song with the refrain, "F— 'em all but three, you, Bill, an' me," screwing his face into a crooked smile as he glanced at me. Just on the tick of that dreadful second, the thing struck the floor of the bay about ten feet from us three on Rigsby's side. What happened to Rigsby cannot be imagined. He disappeared with the searing flash and thunder, we other two flung upon our backs and bleeding from Rigsby's shambles of flesh, bone and brain as if we too were dead. We were very much alive, and without a single scratch! Rigsby, by himself dying, had saved our lives. Earlier in this section I wrote of the tension generated by action in war that can hound men into madness. The incident I shall now tell of occurred around July 1916. My memory seems to say that our attack was made near Bethune, on a day very much like the one on which Rigsby died, warm and bright, except that the ground was harder. This action was not on the grand strategic scale. Its front was limited and its objectives, the main one of which was capturing some high ground recently lost to the enemy, restricted. Nonetheless, in my two years of trench warfare and "over the top" about a dozen times in minor and major assaults, this Bethune engagement was as vicious, as costly in men (my battalion lost half its strength) and as prodigal in its use of artillery, in the proportional sense, as any I have known. An odd thing about it is the time at which we left our trenches to move forward into attack: three o'clock in the afternoon. I suppose this was part of the tactic of surprise. The concentration of guns fired during the thirty-minute barrage was incredible: the consolidated sound of what must have been thousands of shells in trajectory, together with their massed detonations a hundred yards or so ahead of us (many of our own shells that afternoon wreaked havoc amongst our ranks) cut off all other sounds from our ears. There was Captain Greene, the battalion's adjutant, revolver in hand, gesticulating, shouting and screaming orders to us a few feet 50
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 away, and we could not even hear the sound of his voice. As he was a martinet of the most brutal kind and, to boot, possessed of an uncontrollable temper, we watched him as best we could in this tumult of battle. We were moving slowly forward watching not only Captain Greene but also our slowly advancing barrage. You may be sure that we kept a safe distance from it. The Boche line on this front was a few hundred yards from ours and so far we had seen no sign of any German. His light guns, however, were now in full blast and it was impossible to tell which were our shells and which his - a point counterpoint of lethal fire that was taking its heavy toll of our side in full view of the enemy waiting in his front-line trenches, as we thought. And suddenly, above the din of the shells, we heard the coughing rat-ta-tat of machine-guns and the ping of their bullets screeching through the troubled air. We held on to a slow forward movement, but the enemy's machine-guns were cutting down the phalanx of the advancing body of men. We were passing through a field of large, inviting shell holes, inviting us to the comparative security they offered from this nightmare shower of destruction; but we still held on. Fear and excitement alternated inside of me, the former trying to hold me back, the latter urging me on. Captain Greene was still with us, his steel helmet bobbing on his head, his revolver in his hand; he was still bawling out his orders, not a word of which we heard. The enemy's fire from both the trenches and his field batteries had intensified, but the latter had now swung over our heads and the shells were dropping in our rear, a sign that we were near the Boche front line. We could now see gaping shell holes and great mounds of earth where his trenches should have been and as we breasted them we saw their dead and wounded everywhere, the few alive, dazed and dirty holding up their arms in surrender. We continued moving past the enemy's front line and down the declivity of a hill, searching for a shell hole. There were six of us in the one we occupied and, as the fire from the German whizz-bangs maintained a merciless hail, we kept low. The shells were striking the lip of our crater, lifting loads of dust and dirt over us lying flat on our faces. Gradually the firing subsided and we began to take stock of our situation. 51
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 There was no officer, commissioned or non-commissioned, with us and I appeared to be the senior rifleman. I suggested my taking over and they all agreed with alacrity. Two of the faces were unfamiliar: they were from another company on our flank. One of the two couldn't have been more than nineteen or twenty. His one striking feature was his hair, a flaming red. Peering over the lip of the crater, I noticed at once that we were alarmingly far out into the new No Man's Land and that if we were not already cut off, we could be quite easily. I knew that the Boche were quick to recover from a reverse. Indeed, even as I was considering our plight, machine-gun bullets were coming our way and whizz-bang shells in spurts of four at a time. This shell hole was not going to be a healthy hole for us and it was already too late to make a dash for the rear: the machine-guns would mow us down in this transparent visibility. We would have to wait for dusk and even then it would be touch and go. To use a hunting phrase, we were sitting ducks. We had certainly recaptured the height we were after for we were now on its downward side. Would we be able to hold on to it? Only if we could get back to the enemy's old front line and, with reinforcements, man it. But this in turn was contingent on what had happened to our flanks during the battle; and of this we knew and could know nothing. We had one machine-gun in the crater with enough ammunition to stop a weak counter-attack. Apart from this, there were only our rifles, a number of hand-grenades, and no means of communicating with our rear. So we waited. I glanced at my wristwatch: five o'clock. Nightfall was at least three hours off. All we could do was to take it in turns to watch cautiously over the rim of the shell hole. These were our plans, but "The best laid schemes o' mice an' men / Gang aft a-gley", as Burns reminds us. At six o'clock the Germans resumed their shelling of our crater, not only with their whizz-bangs but with some heavier guns of steeper trajectories that would lob their shells into our crater, difficult to do but possible on a one in thirty ratio - good enough to silence once and for all the six of us. Without eliminating our post it would have been risky for 52
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 them to launch a counter-attack, so they came at us hammer and tongs. Until we knew how far they were prepared to go to dislodge us, it was futile to look ahead. But we soon knew, for the shells were coming over in ever heavier salvoes, feeling their way to the target. Redhead's eyes were becoming glazed (I never knew his name) his hands twitched, his mouth twitched. I sensed trouble. He was crouching on a spot of his own, apart from us. I nudged my neighbour and as best I could in the pandemonium, told him to keep an eye on Redhead. So far, no shell had fallen onto our post. They were dropping all around it and sometimes near enough to the rim to simulate an earthquake. I kept glancing at Redhead: he now gave me the impression that the tension of fear had so taken possession of him that he was oblivious to his surroundings, just recoiling to spring. It happened before he could. A great shell (it may have come from a howitzer) landed a few feet from the rear lip of our crater where Redhead was squatting and heaved up a mass of earth which cascaded over the rim and into the crater. At that instant Redhead disappeared. The earth had buried him. We were stunned for a second and then sprang to action like one man, with our hands shovelling at the mound. I don't suppose our combined effort lasted more than two or three minutes, for when we tugged him out he was more alive than ever, fighting us like one of the Furies, biting, scratching, spitting. Redhead was stark, staring mad. We held on to him while the battle of the shells raged outside our post. He managed to slip through our collective hold and was scrabbling his way up the crater's side to escape to the open, to his death. But again we held him and dragged him down to the floor, and held him there in the hope that his hysteria would wither away. It did, after a while, and he lay there on the earth floor, his face ashen beneath the dirt, his eyes popping out of their sockets, his red hair dishevelled. Thirty minutes went by and the guns had quietened down. The silence was uncanny, ominous. We reverted to taking turns in looking over the lip of the crater while the others watched Redhead for any symptom of returning hysteria. 53
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 At eight o'clock dusk began to come down. I peered across No Man's Land for any sign of movement, but all was still. As soon as we thought it dark enough to take a chance, we bound Redhead's hands behind his back with my belt, with another we bound his right arm to my left arm, and with another we bound his left arm to the right arm of the largest member of our group. I gave final instructions. We climbed out of the outpost - for that in effect is what it w as - and without more ado sprea out and ran as fast as we could up the rising terrain. Needless to say, we three bound together were the last to top the hill. Not a shot was heard, not even a Verey light in the sky. We gathered together in the black night and I released myself from Redhead, who had so far given no trouble, and bound another of the group to him, warning them that I held them responsible for bringing Redhead safely to our line. "It's dangerous for us all to go together lest our own troops mistake us for the enemy. I shall either hail you when all is clear, or return for you. Stay here and wait." And I moved down the hill. As it turned out, my worst fear that the Germans had at least partially surrounded us, proved groundless. I found my battalion, or what was left of it; my voice was recognized by some of the men, and I fetched my group back. When we were relieved that midnight, we still held the ground we had been ordered to take earlier in the day. And later on I heard that Captain Greene had been killed. Redhead was sent to England and I never saw him again.
 
 54
 
 Chapter 5
 
 WAR, 1916-1919
 
 I arrived in the town of Oisemont in the Autumn of 1916 to do a course in signalling. Why signalling puzzled me. I had no interest in the subject - not that one's aptitudes or tastes were ever considered in time of war — and I should have preferred something like a course in how best to use the machine-gun: at least that would have fortified my chances for survival. As it turned out, my four weeks' stay in Oisemont, a little northeast of Dieppe, was to offer me a course in love-making. I do not say this flippantly because in retrospect I think that I loved Lucille Sannier with the ardour and passion of few other loves in my long life. It lasted only for the four-week period, but while it lasted it drained me of so much energy, of which I had a superabundance, and filled me with so much rapture, that it left me with the feeling that the relationship spanned four years instead of four weeks; as it certainly could have done were the conditions at the time not so disruptive. In defence of Lucille, and so many other thousands like her, bear in mind that all the world was at war; and this included not only the fighting forces, it included the civilians too, who were equally exposed to danger. The aeroplane and long-range guns had, so to speak, brought the civilians, old men, women and children, into the firing lines; and this had given rise to a new decalogue, the first commandment of which was: "Thou shalt make the most of the physical pleasures for life is brief." All too brief, these young women said, to leave this world a virgin. 55
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 I met Lucille my first night in Oisemont. I was strolling along the town's main street when my eye caught a signboard reading: Estaminet. I walked past the building, stopped, turned round and entered it. Maybe my sixth sense had compelled me to do what I did. I went up to the bar and, as I was in France, ordered a Pernod. My French was quite adequate then. In fact, I later became the unofficial interpreter for my battalion. The publican was a short, stout man with a paunch and a swarthy complexion, a jolly man as most fat men are, and talkative. Realizing that I understood his chatter, he warmed to me at once and went into a long dissertation on the fighting qualities of the English, the French, the Algerians, the Portuguese . . . I interrupted him to say that my grandparents were from Madeira, and asked if there were Portuguese troops in France. He assured me that there were and, at this moment, a lovely young woman - she was eighteen then - joined the publican behind th bar. "My daughter," he said, "Lucille." He turned to the daughter and said "Un petit Portugais." "Portugais!" she exclaimed merrily. "Oh la la!" And that was the beginning. She spoke English with a quaint accent: she had picked it up from the British soldiers billeted in the town from time to time over the past two years. She was, like myself, petite, unlike myself, blonde, blue-eyed, her hair tawny, her figure perfect in its proportions, and she spoke her language as if it were music. Always there was a hint of mischief in her expressions, bright or sombre. She was very simply clad in a dark fabric the night I met her, the dark fabric heightening the white skin, darkening the blue eyes. She was an exquisite creature. That first sight of her caused my heart to spring to attention. I offered her a drink: she replied that she did not take liquor - not yet, she added - but she would sit with me and keep me company while I sipped my Pernod. We talked and kept looking at each other in surprise. She told me that she was the eldest of nine children, that she had lived in Oisemont all her life, that her father had started life as a poor man and would end it as a poor man; that in the earlier days of the war they had had a hard time, but things were better now. "And you?" she said, looking into my eyes. I gave her my story and she listened, now and 56
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 again the hint of mischief flashing across her face. She heard me out in silence, then said: "Four thousand miles apart, and now we meet in this small town in France." That was all she said. She followed me to the door as I was leaving later that evening and she held up her mouth to be kissed, and I kissed her on the lips. The next night we became lovers, and I discovered her to be a virgin. We saw each other every night, and each night was more ecstatic than the night before. On my last night we clung to each other in desperation, and in the morning bade each other au revoir. I did not see Lucille again, and heard nothing from her until 1950. I was in Paris then. I took a train to Oisemont and walked to the estaminet, wondering if I would find her there after more than thirty years. The estaminet sign was still up, but the name it bore was not Sannier. My heart fell and I was about to turn and go on my way - and I remembered how I had very nearly missed knowing Lucille on my first night in Oisemont. I knocked on the door and heard somebody scampering down the stairway from the living quarters. A boy, freckle-faced, opened the door and gazed at me. I was about to ask him if his mother was in when I saw a fat middle-aged woman wobbling down the stairs. She looked at me, screamed: "Le petit Portugais, le petit Portugais!" and almost tumbled down in her excitement. Enfolding me in her arms, she kissed me again and again on the mouth. She was, of course, married with nine children. Her husband came in later and both insisted on my spending the night with them and the children. She said to me in her quaint English, "I told him all about us, so you don't have to worry." The hospitality she showed me was warm and tender, but I still cling to the 1916 image I have of her. The Ypres Salient was a marsh of mud and a killer of men. Walking from Poperinge to the Salient, an area in which countless men, the flower of Britain and Germany, lost their lives, an area into which countless shells plunged destroying whatever tree, plant, bush, or grass there was and left behind a surface of moon-like desolation, many shell craters as traps for sucking in live men and drowning them - to this sector we came in October of 1917. A heavy mist was settled over the wide expanse of mud, a mist that appeared to be so much of a piece with this primeval 57
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 land that it could have been there since the dawn of the hominids. There were no trenches here, there could not be any because of the spongy nature of the land and water everywhere, seeping up from beneath and drizzling down from above. So the men sought shelter and what modicum of security there was in shell holes, all of them with three or four feet of water in the bottom. It was a case of taking them or leaving them, and leaving them meant a form of suicide. The one advantage here (and I use the word "advantage" where the word "disadvantage" could with equal relevance be used) was that there were fewer wounds and deaths from flying shrapnel than on hard ground. We came into the Salient by way of Poperinge, a Flanders town that was no longer a town. It nevertheless supported a few restaurants, a few estaminets, and many whores, most of them older women who could find patronage only where young women refused to risk their lives. The town was, of course, always packed with soldiers whose tastes, in the primordial conditions of their lives, were not so refined as to refuse "Hobson's choice" in a biological emergency. We were billeted there for one night and I got drunk in order to avoid seeing the world as it was like in the day of Neanderthal man. We had been brought here to participate in an offensive the main objective of which was part of the Passchendaele Ridge.1 The Fourth Division, to which our battalion was attached, would be on the right flank, and my C Company, commanded by Captain Craigmile, was assigned the task of entering and holding the village of Poelcappelle which straddled a ridge in serrated line - the ruins of houses - against the misty sky. The assault was to commence at 8.30 a.m. In the meantime, and in the absence of trenches in which the attack troops would have sheltered, we spent the night of October 12-13 about a mile from our jumping-off position. We therefore started the trudge to it about an hour before zero hour. How we ever got there, let alone on time, will always remain a miracle to me. Muddied, cold, and scared, the drizzle still falling, we could hear to our left the reverberating roar of the massed guns concentrating their fire on Passchendaele, their muzzle lightnings reflected on the low dark sky. There was little cannonading in our sector. 58
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 At 8.30 sharp we moved forward towards Poelcappelle through the pallid dawn light. Where before all was quiet but for the distant thunder, bedlam was now let loose with barking machine-guns and whizz-bangs propelling their swift, low-flying shells at flesh and mud targets. The mist, the drizzle and the shy dawn conspired to offer us some concealment from the machine-gunners and the snipers, but this was not enough to halt the massacre as we waded through. We came to a dead stop, flat on our bellies in the gluey mud, frantically wriggling towards a nearby crater. I saw Captain Craigmile ahead of us, and we followed him. There were two bodies in the crater, mutilated and sprawled in the mud-water, their German uniforms barely recognizable. With the Captain assisting, we rolled them up the embankment and as far from the edge as we could manage without endangering our own lives: they would soon begin to smell. It turned out that one of them was still alive for he began a keening wail that rose and fell intermittently, but there was nothing we could do. The sounds of battle were dying down. We could see Poelcappelle, still distant; and in the nearer terrain a tall enemy pillbox standing sentinel. Our assault had failed, and we were now awaiting the counterattack, which never came because of the weather conditions, the heavy losses, and the utter exhaustion of the enemy. We were equally exhausted. At 9.30 a.m. the message from Battalion Advanced Report Centre reached Captain Craigmile. It read: "Should the enemy counter-attack, go forward to meet him with fixed bayonets. Report on four companies urgently needed." After reading it to us, he called for a volunteer, saying: "The report Ferdon House needs is a dangerous assignment, let that be clear. There may be no return." I had done a signalling course and although it bore little relationship to the job at hand, I felt myself under an obligation to the battalion. I volunteered. Captain Craigmile looked at me. He knew that I had already received a card from the Major-General commanding the Fourth Division congratulating me on what he termed my "gallant conduct on the field". This, I think, is what persuaded the Captain to accept my offer. 59
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 When I started off on my journey, the drizzle had propitiously ceased, the mist had lifted and the cloud mass was breaking up. In a way these changes in the elements were in my favour, and in another way not so at all, for they gave the snipers and the nests of machine-gunners better visibility. Moreover, movement on the ground on which the drizzle had ceased to fall thickened the mud and made the going more laborious. Most upsetting of all was the question that kept nagging at me: how could I know where Companies A, B and D were located? And even if I did know, who or what was to guide me to them in this welter of unidentifiable shell holes? In the event, I found all three companies, and in spite of the snipers, the machine-gunners, and the shells, arrived back at C Company's shell hole without a scratch, but certainly with a series of hair-raising experiences that would keep my grand- and great-grandchildren enthralled for nights on end. My "capturing" ten German prisoners amazed and amused me rather than caused me any fear. I was struggling past the pillbox mentioned earlier when I noticed two men emerging from it, the first with his hands in the air waving a piece of white cloth. My eyes opened wider and wider and I prepared to defend myself as they continued to come into my line of sight until they totalled ten! They were genuinely eager to be made prisoners of war! One of them gave me a Luger revolver, but this was too precious a thing to remain my property for any length of time. As there was no one in sight, I directed them to my Company's crater where a bemused Captain Craigmile sent them on to Ferdon House with a guard. I have often thought that if I cared to exploit this incident I could have won myself a Distinguished Conduct Medal instead of the humble Military Medal. The snipers got wind of me and their individual bullets were soon seeking me out, until I came to the comforting conclusion that they were so nonplussed at seeing a lone man wandering in circles about No Man's Land, as must at times have been the case, that they decided, out of perhaps a secret admiration for my nonchalance, to despatch their bullets safely out of my way; or they may have thought me plain crazy. Both Captain Craigmile and I were awarded medals for bravery in the 60
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 Poelcappelle action, he the Military Cross and I the Military Medal. My citation was quite flattering; it read: On October 12th and 13th, 1917, this man acted as Company runner during the fighting around Poelcappelle. He belonged to the right Company that formed part of the defensive flank. For the whole of these two days he was continually on the move from Company Headquarters to Platoon and Battalion Advanced Report Centre at Ferdon House, and this in spite of continuous machine-gun and sniping fire from the flank. It was largely due to his coolness and his complete disregard for his personal safety that his commanding officer was kept informed of the state of affairs on that important flank. His activity and untiring energy under the worst possible conditions of ground and weather was remarkable. He set a fine example of devotion to duty and every soldierly quality. But on 24 March 1918 Craigmile was killed while moving into an attack on the Scarpe river near Arras. I was alongside of him — and again came through unscathed.
 
 In 1918 I went to London on a fortnight's leave and walked at once into the poshest barber shop I could find for a complete clean-up of my head: haircut, shampoo, shave, facial treatment. The only regret I had was that the barber could do nothing for the fleas in my pubic hair, except sympathize with me. I then took a room in a hotel on the Strand, stripped off the filthy uniform, and luxuriated in a hot bath for a full half-hour. The clean uniform was like a new skin on my body, and altogether I felt as if I were the reincarnation of a new human being. I could now face the civilized city outside the hotel with equanimity.2 I walked along the Strand trying my best to feel at home in an unfamiliar world. The difference between it and the gruesome jungle from which I had just arrived aroused in me an unreasoning anger that threatened to spill over and run amok. What brought me to my senses was my hunger, and I entered a Lyons Corner House, and there I met Rosanna. 61
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 She was alone at a table for two giving her order to the waiter, and as I passed by she looked up at me, large black eyes that spoke a universal language. As most of the tables were taken, I stopped and asked if she minded my joining her. She smiled and I sat. Later that night she told me that she had come to London before the war in order to work. She had found a job as a secretary with a firm needing someone who spoke and wrote Italian, and was still in the same job earning quite a fat salary. Her English was flawless with just the suspicion of an accent. Her background and intelligence were obviously above the average and her knowledge of books, especially fiction and poetry, all-embracing. She was about my age and though not beautiful, except for her eyes and as sensuous a mouth as I have ever seen, her body was superb. What could I do better with my leave than spend it totally with her? The fortnight proved to be an orgy of passion interlarded with exciting discussions on books and politics. We squeezed every drop of juice from this all too brief session of love and life up to the very moment of my entraining for the front. I never saw . . . you know what I am going to say. It is a refrain in all times of war.
 
 The truth is that I do not remember in what sector of the line I was gassed, except that it was shortly after the Boche had broken through the Portuguese Division holding the La Bassee Canal sector. We were in support to them and were immediately ordered to close the wide open front and halt the enemy's advance. On the march up we encountered the Portuguese troops in headlong, disorderly flight and at that moment realized the enormity of the task assigned us. However, the right flank of the enemy's attack was aborted by the stiff resistance of the Portuguese defenders and this resulted in the Germans advancing too deeply past the breach, at which moment they found themselves exposed to encirclement and were forced to fall back upon their old defences across the Canal. We simply followed them as they retreated, our artillery in the rear and machine-gunners in the advancing position harassing their stragglers with good effect. And so we were back in the front line very much to our chagrin. I had an awkward time warding off the taunts of 62
 
 War, 1916—1919 my mates for the behaviour of my blood-brothers. It was therefore probably in this sector that I was gassed in May, I think, of 1918. A thick haze was hanging around when we found ourselves on our way back to the La Bassee Canal to relieve, strangely enough, the Gordon Highlanders once again. The Canal trenches were quiet and had been quiet since the Portuguese debacle, desultory firing heard in the distance, desultory Verey lights lighting up the Canal's water and casting sinister shadows here and there. The Highlanders were about to leave (a little after midnight) when, to our horror, the gas gong was heard all along the line. I was already on the parapet step standing next to Sergeant Hoskins. Quickly we had to close ranks on the step to make room for the Highlanders to join forces with us in case of an attack or a heavy night-raid in the wake of the gas wave. In their frantic haste, many of our men, and especially the Highlanders, failed to adjust their gas masks securely, and in consequence we suffered heavy casualties. In company with the enemy, we opened rapid fire from the parapet step, our machine-gunners and light artillery compounding the volume of dissonant variety of sound. In the meantime we could see the opaque cloud of gas rolling very slowly towards us. The direction and pace of the wind were ideal. The mask was uncomfortable, and gave me a feeling of claustrophobia. The muzzle of my rifle was getting hotter with every magazine of bullets despatched. The gas reached us and the claustrophobia intensified. I couldn't see even my hand before my face, and the blindness magnified my fears: what if the enemy sprang out upon us from his complete concealment? I heard the screams of men who, wounded, were ripping the masks off their faces in the fancied hope of relief. Instead, they inhaled the gas and quietly fell to the floor of the trench in their last agony. No attack came and after the gas had done its dirty work and passed on, and the gong bonged the all clear signal, I snatched my mask off and took in deep inhalations of the night air. My neck was excoriated by the chemical in the mask-visor coming in contact with the gas, and very painful. I was relieved to find Sergeant Hoskins beside me, and immediately some of us survivors got busy with our gassed and wounded, making them as comfortable as possible until first-aid with
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 stretcher-bearers appeared. The remaining few manned the parapet step against any eventuality. It was now half-past two in the morning. Sergeant Hoskins (there was no commissioned officer around) decided that those of us who had used our remaining ounces of energy in helping the unfit should have the first rest. Another sergeant took command and Hoskins and I went into a shallow dugout in the flank of the parados and immediately fell into a deep sleep. This was a serious mistake, especially for Hoskins, who died a month later. We had forgotten that the gas, being heavier than air, would settle in a dugout. We woke at dawn gasping for breath, our faces blue-grey, and were taken down the line. Two days later, we ended up in neighbouring beds in a Sheffield hospital.
 
 I was out of the war for good, as it proved, for I had not completely recovered by the time the Armistice put an end to hostilities. I was demobilized in March 1919 and immediately went up to visit the Goodliffes in Letchworth. It was a happy reunion, and it did not surprise me to discover that my teen love for Margery and hers for me had fizzled out. Mr Goodliffe asked if I was going up to the university. I said no, that it would take time for me to sort out the conflicting ideas and emotions boiling inside of me, and to reorient myself to the ways of a world without war, and to make up [my] mind about my future.3 I sailed for New York at the end of May and spent a wild and hectic month in that most modern of all cities trying to shed from my mind the nightmarish memories of my two and a half years of French life. The affluence, the conspicuous spending, the masses of concrete, steel and stone rearing up to the sky, the cruel waste everywhere as if nothing had happened to change the values cherished up to 1914 - all of these things were ominous signs of what the future held for mankind. I was aware of why I had abandoned a university career and instead returned to Trinidad. By this time there was nothing I wanted more than to be a novelist and short story writer. Such acumen as I possessed convinced me that the material available to me in the West Indies would be new to fiction and as rewarding and rich as any other to be found in 64
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 any part of the world. And in any case, I was born into the West Indian way of life and it would be fatuous of me to seek to learn how other societies lived; societies, moreover, which had been the substance of the writers of fiction for so long that traditional techniques used by them were outmoded by the 1930s and new and uncommunicative ones being invented. I therefore felt that even if I used a derivative method, the West Indian society with all its startling innovations and singularities would ease the passage of my stuff into the London and New York markets.
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 WRITING - TRINIDAD, 1919-1930
 
 Back in Trinidad I resumed my reading and grew more and more eager to start writing a novel. I could not get the war out of my system, which is only another way of saying that adjusting myself to a way of life of which I knew and understood little before leaving for my school in England, was an uphill undertaking. I could not succeed in putting the war behind me by a mere act of will and could only do so by busying myself with work of a kind that would possess me wholly. In the meantime my father, looking with alarm upon what he considered to be my idleness, and finding it an opportune moment at which to inveigle me into his provision business1 (as, I am sure, he had long since planned), made an oblique approach to me by suggesting that I come into the business until I discovered what I wanted to do. My reply was noncommittal. That very night it was my turn to be alarmed. My stepmother, finding me writing in my room, came in, and to my surprise, sat on a chair. "Writing letters?" she asked. "Yes," I said. It was easy to perceive embarrassment: the assignment was distasteful to her and she didn't quite know how best to go about it, particularly as her role was to make it appear that the suggestion she was putting to me came from her and no one else. I felt a little sorry for her and waited. I could see the inward struggle. At last she was able to bring out what she had been sent to say: "Our church needs young people; the younger Portuguese men seem to have 66
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 no interest in the church their grandfathers built with their own hands. Can you tell me why?" The question was rhetorical because she was aware of my long absence. I said: "I haven't the foggiest idea," and left it at that, and left her in a cul-de-sac. I again felt sorry for her as I watched her leave the room. This was a warning that I should be forearmed. Because of the ironical coincidence to which the incident led, I insert this paragraph in its proper chronological spot. There was a "theatre" (all cinemas are called "theatres" in Trinidad) the Olympic, in Port of Spain which I frequented after my return home. One morning I noticed an advertisement in the paper announcing the arrival of "The Olympian Troupe", a family theatrical group billed for a show at the Olympic. I went, and enjoyed the dancing, the acrobatics, the tableaux representing classical themes, and the singing in Italian, Spanish, and Portuguese. The piece de resistance was the singing in all three languages with a ditty in heavily accented English thrown in for good measure by a little girl of seven years. She was so charming, so inimitably naive, that she captured the hearts of the audience, and when at the intermission she came round selling pictures of herself in costume, everybody bought - and so did I. It sounds incredible when I say that by the sheerest chance I met this girl sixteen years later in Long Island without realizing who she was. I worked on my novel every day, four hours a day. It was not going as I wished, and there were days when despondency was heavy within me. There were other days, especially in the mornings, when I was sanguine and even elated. During that year, all my moods were informed and controlled by the novel. Apart from my choice of theme — the destructive force of racial prejudice - I had done nothing to prepare myself for the actual writing: no synopsis of the narrative, no sketches of the characters, no division into chapters for the form the novel was to take. There was nothing except a short report in the Port of Spain Gazette about a murder to account for its genesis. I simply sat at the table in my room, headed the sheet of paper "Chapter I", thought of the town of San Fernando in the south of Trinidad - the area known as the Oil Belt - remembered a male cousin of mine who lived in San Fernando at the time, and started to write. This is more or less how all 67
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 Figure 4. Jessie Mendes my fiction was made. Once the main characters were etched in and the narrative had reached the point where the end could be foreseen, the work progressed a little more smoothly. I completed it in fourteen months, went out and got drunk that night, and forgot about it for a long time. 68
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 One evening, soon after my stepmother's visit to my room, the Ferreira family called to welcome me back home. They too were descendants of a convert Portuguese family. I had known the three boys before leaving Trinidad, two of whom were older than I. With them was their cousin, a girl whose name was Jessie, a gorgeous creature in the Latin mould: dark eyes and hair, and a sad, tender smile. We were soon going around together, and it was generally recognized that we were sweethearts. In less than six months we were married; and it was this responsibility that gave my father victory over me. I took up a job in his store. Jessie was a delightfully gay person to live with, very tolerant of my reading and writing, and we were altogether happy. Our son was born a year after our marriage. Four months later she was again pregnant, and in her sixth month of pregnancy she went down with double pneumonia. The doctors obviously did not know how to treat this affliction: they ordered the cold treatment one day, and the next day the hot. One week later she was dead. I was then twenty-three years old, with a baby son. "Violent fires soon burn out themselves," wrote England's greatest poet:2 my grief was no different. I took a steamer for Canada soon after Jessie's death to spend a few weeks with one of my brothers-in-law in Montreal, fell in love with his wife's sister, and very nearly settled down in that country. My infant son pulled me back like a magnet to Trinidad. Rightly or wrongly, I now regarded the need for finding a mother for my child as my main problem; but, alas, I committed the irreparable mistake of selecting the wrong woman in one overriding sense: she was a devout Roman Catholic. My impetuosity in matters of the heart blinded me. I could see that she was a good woman, a woman with most of the domestic virtues, and she was physically attractive. What I failed to perceive, or perhaps did indeed perceive but repressed it, was the probability that she and I would repeat in our relations the unhappy discordance between my father and mother over religion. My case was far from being on all-fours time with my father's, for whereas he viewed his church through the mind of a fanatic, I was an agnostic; but an agnostic with a fanatical hatred of the Church of Rome. My new wife-to-be laid it down as a condition of her acceptance of me as a husband, that I sign a form similar to the one my father had signed which pledged him to allow my 69
 
 The Autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes
 
 mother to baptize and rear her children in her church. I fought this for weeks. There were bitter quarrels between us, threats on both sides to break off the engagement, and on one occasion she threw the ring at me and bade me go about my business. Her temper was volatile: not for nothing was she a mixture of Portuguese, Spanish, and French, and this alone should have been the red flag. But the more we fought, the nearer she appeared to dismissing me finally, the more I wanted her, the more I lusted after her. And so I found myself in the church one bright afternoon, my whole being so at war with itself that I strode up the aisle past the wedding guests, stood on the front pew, stepped over its back to the next pew, repeating this until I was back at the entrance of the church. I suppose this was my protest not only against myself for my hypocrisy and pusillanimity, but also against the Church for the crimes it had committed against my forebears. Our marriage was doomed before it had begun. Moreover, I soon discovered that my new wife was barren and cold. Sex, as her church had taught her, was a synonym for sin. I knew before I married her that she had never menstruated. I had tried every trick in my book to have premarital intercourse, but she was adamant in her refusal because of the confessional. And so I was never given the opportunity for discovering this potential threat to our union. We both could have been saved much regret and anguish. We ceased having sexual relations about two years after marriage,3 and it wasn't long before I found a mistress, a young uneducated Indian girl who was as knowledgeable in the technique of making love as any sophisticated woman. This liaison I conducted quite openly, and with no shame whatsoever. But as time went on it dawned on me that the girl was becoming more and more possessive, and would often threaten to use a knife against me if I ever hinted by word or action that I would put her aside; and I knew that she meant it. But I bided my time and carried on as if I did not take her threats seriously.4 The Ferreira boys and I resumed our relationship following the night of their visit. In respect of our feelings towards the Catholic Church, we stood on common ground, and often met to vituperate the Church between ourselves. This acted as an outlet to our sick emotions. During 70
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 the Lenten Season, it was the custom of the priests throughout Trinidad to deliver hate sermons against all the nonconformist denominations as part of the "Retreat" Masses. Although these tirades aroused anger and rancour in the hearts of those against whom they were aimed, there was never a complaint or counterblast from them. The Ferreira boys and I determined to be the first to break this timid silence. We selected one of the most popular churches for our assault, an assault against the priest in the midst of his imprecations; and to this end we armed ourselves with short, stout sticks we could conceal within our clothes. There were three of us: Wilfred and Gerald Ferreira and myself. We each of us swore not to reveal our intent to anyone. We arrived early in order to obtain seats immediately under the pulpit. In another fifteen minutes, the church was overflowing with devotees and the mass was about to commence. Amongst the choristers who faced us from an elevated platform was a young woman who knew the Ferreiras and my family and me very well: she was a regular visitor at the house. I kept my eyes on her. The moment she noticed us, a frown lined her face. She was quite obviously perturbed, and I could almost sense what was passing through her mind: Why are they here? Why are they here? As the priest emerged from behind the altar clad in his robes, she rose from her seat, said something to him, and they both disappeared behind the altar. Two or three minutes later the young woman returned to her seat and the priest appeared and began the ritual of the mass. At last he mounted the steps into his pulpit. We three sat tense as his sermon rolled on and on with not a word about the pagans, the false religious, the hell-fires awaiting the dissenters. He spoke as if we had never existed. When we left the church and had got beyond earshot, we wondered what kind of victory we had won. Something, someone had silenced his pet theme: could it have been ourselves? I told the Ferreiras what I had observed in the church and they both said that they too had noticed it. What followed, however, left us with no doubts that we had attained our objective, for during the remainder of the Retreat animadversions against the non-Catholic churches were toned down to mild criticism. We were jubilant.5 My father's provision store, although it bored me, proved to be of value to me in a vital way: I met numbers of Indian and Chinese 71
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 shopkeepers and commission agents of all ethnic groups who were rich grist to my fiction mill. I was writing short stories all of which flowed from these people whose lives, I discovered, were being more honestly lived that those I consorted with socially - but this is much the same with other societies. To cure my boredom with the actual job of selling, I took upon myself the task of putting my father's business and his other investments - he was operating a tannery and tobacco and soap factories by this time, and in addition, he was buying land as fast as his capital allowed it - upon a proper double-entry accounting system. This I did merely by following step by step the instructions contained in a book on the subject. My father considered this a waste of time, but much later when, in his senility, which began from the age of ninety-two, I had to take control over the gradual liquidation of his assets, voluntary of course, this exercise of mine proved its worth. It was at this period that I met C.L.R. James.6 As this man influenced my life considerably for the better all the way, I must say something of him now. He was a Negro to all intents and purposes; and I put it like this because he always assured me that one of his forebears was a European, French as far as my memory serves me. He stood about six feet three inches, as lean as a pole, and possessed the kind of rough charm that women of all complexions succumb to so easily. His intelligence was of the highest order, his memory for music and literature phenomenal; all of this seasoned with a sharp wit and a sardonic sense of humour. He was then a teacher at the Queen's Royal College: English Literature and History with a style so austere and at the same time so colourful that his pupils listened to him in thrall. His life was free and untroubled, his obsessions, books and cricket: later in life he succeeded Neville Cardus as the authority in cricket for the Manchester Guardian. I date my meeting him as the early beginning of the intellectual group he and I brought together and nurtured to a maturity that pioneered a West Indian literature. Inasmuch as the Caribbean land is broken up into an archipelago of islands curving one thousand miles northward from Trinidad to Miami, we called ourselves the Trinidad Group, and this long before any other such group arose. It was a good title because Trinidad's cosmopolitanism was greater than that of any of 72
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 the other islands and our group comprised almost all of the races: Negro, Indian, Chinese, Anglo-Saxon, Latin and Middle East whites, and mixtures of them all. Its economic and its occupational ranges were equally wide. Because Barbados was a near neighbour, a group similar to ours and sponsored by the magazine Bim, edited by Frank Collymore, came next into being a few years later. Mrs Esther Chapman's West Indian Review followed, by which time Claude McKay, the Jamaican novelist who acquired a wide reputation, had emigrated to the United States.7 In England there have been many literary groups, the authority of each of which was small or brief. For example, an early one gathered around the Countess of Pembroke in Elizabethan times and another around Dr Samuel Johnson in the eighteenth century. The one I shall use for purposes of comparison with our Trinidad Group came after the turn of this century, around 1905, and adopted the name of "Bloomsbury" after the London district in which they regularly forgathered. Led by Virginia Woolf, Clive and Vanessa Bell, Lytton Strachey, Desmond MacCarthy, Roger Fry, Lady Ottoline Morrell, and later by others including Leonard Woolf, Virginia's husband, the two books around which they orbited were G.E. Moore's Principia Ethica and Clive Bell's Art, books that are now out of fashion. "Why dress for dinner?" they said. "Why tolerate bores?" they said. "Why not make friends with people who would talk about art, literature, music and love without 'humbug'?" they asked themselves.
 
 The First World War had come and gone; the Russian Revolution had not as yet consolidated itself. These two enormous events had already begun to shatter a whole body of beliefs in the western world. New ideas were in full spate everywhere, the Caribbean receiving their backwash. Those of us who had fought in the War were so changed in outlook and attitude that our memories of our past selves were dead and buried, never to be resurrected. Church, Royalty, Nobility, Government, Empire, Law, all of these sacred cows found themselves in grave danger of either extinction or change so drastic as to alchemize them into new and 73
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 strange substances. Even Economics in the industrialized states was posing insoluble problems; and the Bolshevik expropriation of all the means of production in their vast Empire was terrifying the bourgeoisie everywhere. That the Russian Revolution excited us is an understatement. We were all, without exception, socialists standing on the brink of sympathizing with, if not indeed joining the Communist Party which was winning as adherents influential men and women in the western democratic countries and large numbers of the bright young men in the universities. We were young and naive in those days and not averse to indulging the wishful thought that the brand new power laboriously coming to birth in eastern Europe would one day destroy all the European empires: that was the very heart of our hope.
 
 I had begun to build up a library from the time I took on the job with my father. When I married my second wife, my father bought a house for me at 45 Richmond Street, one block from Victoria Square; and there, with about two thousand volumes, I added a large room for housing them and the others that were to come. The main part of my collection at this time was contemporary poetry and novels. Had I those books today (1975), the first editions would represent a small fortune. I was also collecting records: the symphonies of Beethoven, Brahms, Elgar and so on, and chamber music: those marvellous last string quartets of Beethoven's continued for a few years to move us profoundly. James had long since collected a large number of records, all of which were there to be listened to almost every night. These collections of literature and music helped to bring our group together, the members of which had access to them at any time. The movement sprang up spontaneously and developed of its own accord. We had no rules, there were no fees to be paid, no schedule of meetings to attend, no formalities of any kind. We just fell into the habit of meeting, sometimes in James's room, sometimes in de Boissiere's8 house or mine, and talked at random, discussing the matters as they rose - and what lengthy and heated discussions some of them were! Politics, 74
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 the world situation, Colonialism, which was anathema to us. There were nights when we argued throughout the night, the dawn finding us hoarse and exhausted, but strangely exhilarated. Art, like Truth, was a neverending topic and its very abstraction led us into the oddest definitions. I have in an earlier passage referred to other similar groups in England and such influence as they exercised over the literatures of their day. My claim that our Trinidad Group's influence was perhaps even more proportionally penetrating and dispersive in the Caribbean than the English in England may at first sight be considered presumptuous, but is this so? Consider the fact that up to publication of our magazine Trinidad in 1929 and the two novels, Minty Alley by C.L.R. James, and Pitch Lake by myself in London,9 there was nothing that could be termed indigenous to the region. True, a few books had appeared in the past which purported to be of and about the West Indies, but these were written by "colonial administrators with a gift of the gab, above all by European and American novelists on their winter holiday", to quote Aldous Huxley.10 These books, most of which I have read, were certainly not of the West Indies. Moreover, there was no reading cult in the islands: very, very few people ever read even bad books, let alone the classics. We, not of set purpose but quite unconsciously, created a West Indian literary climate which eased the way for young men in the future who possessed the urge to write. They were the ones who created the literary tradition, an extension of the literary climate: Naipaul, Lamming, Selvon, Mittelholzer, all of the generation following ours. We established the norms - dialect, way of life, racial types, barrack-yards, West Indian character and poverty - and these were the postulates that brought a West Indian literature into being. In contradistinction to my argument, England had lived with a solid literary tradition for hundreds of years. England's reading public was large enough to support dozens of publishing houses and hundreds of "quality" magazines: we had none of the former and few of the latter. The island was as barren as a childless woman in this respect.
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 WRITING - TRINIDAD, 1931-1933
 
 Our magazine, Trinidad, was published and edited by James and me. There were only two numbers, the first late in 1929, the other in 1930, but they were certainly landmarks in the birth of West Indian literature. The measure of the quality of the short stories in both numbers is best reflected in, first, the listings in EJ. O'Brien's Best Short Stones of 1929 and Best Short Stories of 1930 of five titles published in the two numbers,1 and secondly in a letter we received from Aldous Huxley commending the stories in quite flattering terms. Our best literary "find" was R.A.C. de Boissiere, a young coloured man who came from an illegitimate branch of the aristocratic family of the same name. His talent was genuine. All of his fiction had a delicate lyrical touch and his delineation of character was sure and precise. He later emigrated to Australia and there published two novels.2 One day James came to me and confided that he was in a money jam: could I help him in any way other than cash? I immediately suggested a magazine under our joint editorship: the advertisements could bring in tidy returns which, after meeting the cost of the magazine, could leave a substantial net profit for him, as I did not wish to share any of it. This was how Trinidad made its first appearance. The second number was launched without James's name as an editor, but this did not preclude his putting as much work into the second as he did into the first. In the light of James's political activities as a Trotskyite Revolutionary after he emigrated from Trinidad to England in 1932, his apparent lack 76
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 of interest in the politics of his native land up to the time of his departure I found strange. Even during the political fight over the passage of the new divorce bill through the Legislature, so doggedly and fiercely opposed by the Catholic Church, he behaved just as if he were not in the least interested. We suspected at the time that his apathy was his negative defence of Captain Cipriani who was in strong opposition to the bill in the Council. James greatly admired this white man who introduced trade unionism to Trinidad's workers. Our little group was drawn into the maelstrom of this political struggle (for that is what it was) and many a predawn night found me in the streets of Port of Spain sticking prodivorce posters on walls and running from the police. It was a hectic time. Any fight against an institution that was determined to keep its stranglehold on the minds of the people was for me a just one. Not satisfied only with our nocturnal adventures, I started writing the occasional article for the Trinidad Guardian in support of the Government's Divorce bill. And as the days went by and my pieces in the newspaper came under hotter and hotter fire from the Church's letter-writers, I in turn waxed more and more acrimonious until I fell into a trap of my own devising: by uttering, under an archaic law, what is so ingenuously termed "blasphemous libel". My Oxford dictionary, latest edition, defines the word to mean: "talk impiously; utter profanity about; revile", from the Greek word for "blame". In turn, profanity is defined as "treat (sacred thing) with irreverence or disregard; violate, pollute (what is entitled to respect)". The first point that occurs to me is: how is it possible to libel (or slander) a metaphysical concept like the Church? If the answer is that the Church has its human representatives on earth and that these representatives, from the Pope down, are the aggrieved, the damaged, my reply is that inasmuch as the Church is infallible, and is therefore God, to say that human beings are the representatives of God is the most egregious libel of all. Moreover, if I live in a political democracy, I am free to libel or slander the State, another metaphysical concept. I realize of course that the State (or Government) has the power to make the laws; but laws that seek to filch any fraction of man's freedom are evil laws. Most assuredly, this applies to that body of jurisprudence that treats of civil law in respect of libel and slander: the 77
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 freedom to dissent is the sine qua non of man's freedom. And what are our institutions, or our metaphysical concepts, if you prefer it, but the creations of man transmuted over a span of generations? And does transmutation ever cease? All of this is not to say that I do not accept the laws of libel and slander where they treat of damage to my fellow human beings: I unreservedly regard them as just laws. This takes me to the suit of libel against me by Septimus Louhar, a young dougla (cross between a Negro and an Indian), during these exciting times. My father, in conjunction with his tannery, was operating an alpargata factory (an alpargata was a cheap slipper of leather sole and knitted top of bright colours) and this young man was an employee. He was tall, very dark, his hair was thick and tangled, his features more Indian than Negro, all in all a handsome young man from the slums. I soon gathered from his talk that his life was undisciplined, and so this encouraged me to know him better: excellent material for my fiction. The story, which I called "Sweetman",3 sobriquet for a man kept by a woman, was published in a local magazine. As this was the first suit of libel brought against a writer in the island, it took on the semblance of a cause celebre as it proceeded in the higher court. The plaintiff was represented by a King's Counsel [KG], a Negro who came to be known as "The Black Englishman": suave, intelligent, immaculate in his wig and gown, his accent more Oxbridge than the Englishman's, his boutonniere a red rosebud, his manners impeccable.4 My counsel was another KG, Louis Wharton, who was President of the Oxford Union Debating Society in his Balliol days, and who was so charming and brilliant that Margot Asquith remarked to him after he had successfully debated against her husband: "Mr Wharton, it's young men like you our Party needs in Parliament." But alas, Louis, who became one of my dearest friends in Trinidad, was a very ill man: he died early in life. His brother, Algernon (their mother had given him the nickname of "Pope" because of his unbending dignity), assisted Louis as Junior in the case, and both had undertaken it as a free personal favour and had warned me that there was little or no chance of the matter ending in my favour. A crowded Court greeted the opening of the hearing. The case was straightforward and simple. The plaintiff was claiming a libel on the 78
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 grounds that I had used his full name for the character in the story; that the character bore a description that fitted him like a glove; that I had damaged him in both the title and text of the story as his affianced girlfriend, reading it, had broken off the engagement, and he had been held up to ridicule by all his friends; and that he would indeed lose his livelihood, as he could no longer continue working for my father. Louis and Pope fought the hopeless case for more than a week before they advised throwing in the sponge. We were called into the Judge's chambers and a settlement arranged: the damages amounted to a little over £20.0.0 and the legal fees for the plaintiffs counsel a more or less equivalent sum, all paid by a furious father. The story enjoyed good fortune subsequently in that I sold it to This Quarter, a Paris emigre magazine, and to Story, edited in New York by Whit Burnett and Martha Foley. As for the damages awarded the plaintiff, I learned a little later that they were all frittered away in the handsome wedding party he threw his bride and his guests a fortnight after the hearing of the case. I was not invited. I shall now narrate the story of the blasphemous libel mentioned in the preceding section. The first intimation of this came to me from, above all people, my father. One morning he received a letter from the Governor asking him to see him at his office at the earliest convenience. My father called me in and showed me the letter. In acid tones he inquired if I had any knowledge of the reason for it. I said no. On his return from Government House, I at once saw that he was in a state of great perturbation. He did not call me in until after lunch and by that time he had worked himself up into a towering rage. Very strangely, when I did join him, his passion was under control and I would not even have noticed it were it not for his flushed face and a metallic note in his voice, in my father unmistakable symptoms of inward turbulence. He told me that His Excellency (this is how he always referred to the Governor) had explained that although he wished to be as impartial as possible in the Divorce Bill Debate, both in and out of the Legislative Council, it was his duty to see that law and order were preserved and peace maintained. It was, however, his considered view that the articles I was writing for the Guardian were not contributing either to the preservation of law and order or to peace: to the contrary, 79
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 they were exacerbating an already bitter controversy that had taken on the distinctive marks of a religious disputation, a most sensitive subject for most people. He was not suggesting that I abandon my right to comment; he was merely advising that I tone down my comments. He wished my father to know that the leaders of the Roman Catholic community had hinted to him that they were determined to file suit against me for blasphemous libel if I continued with my scurrility, and this would also involve the newspaper. He had called in my father because of his standing in the community and because he had felt it to be his duty to pass on the information to him. My father expressed appreciation, and wished His Excellency to know that he stood foursquare (a favourite word) behind him in that he too had the same sentiments about my articles as His Excellency - but what could he do with an intransigent son who had long since attained his majority? And at this I could visualize him throwing out his arms to express his helplessness. The Governor, shrewd and knowledgeable in human nature, kept his silence for a moment and then remarked in a casual, offhand manner that if he were in my father's shoes he would quietly persuade me that it would be best for all concerned if I were to go to a neighbouring island for a holiday until the anger and bitterness had died down. I went to see my friends Louis and Pope Wharton who shared chambers. Although engaged in consultation with each other, they showed me their graciousness as always. They listened while I repeated my father's story. Louis pulled a desk drawer open and extracted some newspaper clippings, and said that he was expecting me. "These," he said, "could put you into prison, the editor of the newspaper included. I have discussed the matter with Pope, and we feel exactly as the Governor has advised. Go to Barbados, Grenada, any of the other islands and stay there until this thing has blown over - or do you prefer going to jail?" he added with a twinkle in his eye. As I was not prepared to sacrifice my freedom to an attempt at contesting a charge of blasphemous libel in the courts, I went to Grenada and stayed there until the Divorce Bill was made law.5 My father relented towards me and we became less unbending with each other. 80
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 One day I had a telephone call from Louis Wharton telling me that Aldous Huxley was in Trinidad with Maria, his wife, and that they wanted to see me.6 I asked him to bring them over. Huxley was as tall as a beanstalk and as lean, whereas Maria was very small and highly strung. They were both dark, she with green eyes. While he browsed around my shelves of books, I talked with her, and she told me that she was Belgian. Her volubility was accompanied by quick gesticulations and an enormous expenditure of energy which was in startling contradiction of her small body; and yet she never seemed to tire. She kept asking me questions about Trinidad. Then her husband joined us. "Louis tells me you've done a novel," he said. "Trinidad background?" "Yes," I said. "Let me see it, if you can. We shall be here for two or three days." "I have it here," I said, went to my filing cabinet, took the manuscript out and handed it to him. He opened it and brought it very near to his eyes: there was obviously something wrong with his sight. "Have you sent it to any publisher as yet?" he said. "No, I should like to revise it first," I said. "I may not be able to see you again before we leave. I'll leave it with Louis and with a note if I like it well enough." "Thanks very much," I said. Before they left later that evening I invited them to dinner with me, but they demurred, saying that they already had a dinner engagement. I corresponded with Maria for many years after: her letters were charming. When Louis handed me the manuscript, there was a note with it: "I have written to Duckworth telling him you are sending your novel to him and suggesting that I do an introduction. Was glad to meet you. Keep on writing. Huxley." That was all, but it was more than I could assimilate at once. When it did sink in, I became euphoric, called my friend James, and he and I strode out into the town. I knew that, for reasons which he refused to express, he did not like my novel and I am quite certain why he did not like it: the race theme was too brutally articulated. While he was writing his only novel, Minty Alley, a story based on the people he lived with for a while, I was writing mine, Pitch Lake, and we fell into the 81
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 habit of reading chapters to each other as the two books developed from week to week. I liked Minty Alley and admired the way in which he handled the personal pronoun technique, and told him so. He had already had a short story called "La Divina Pastora" published in the Saturday Review, a London weekly. Robert Cunningham-Graham had something to do with it as he was the one responsible for its acceptance. It was the first story by a Trinidadian to appear in England. I envied this "first" of James's and was determined to win the distinction for my novel and thus become his peer. As it turned out, I succeeded: Pitch Lake, the first novel I wrote, was published with Aldous Huxley's introduction in 1934 and Minty Alley in 1936. James emigrated to England in 1932, abandoned fiction and went on to history. I consider his Black Jacobins a little masterpiece.
 
 I had done two more novels, each with a Trinidad setting; and although Duckworth kept asking for more stuff, I did not dare submit these two manuscripts as I harboured a suspicion that they both contained libels. I had had my fill of litigation and now was afflicted with court-phobia. The first of these came out of an amorous experience I had with a white girl, the daughter of a highly respectable middle-class family. When her father discovered that his beautiful eighteen-year-old daughter was on intimate terms with a thirty-three-year-old married man, without being sure of the degree of intimacy, he wandered all over Port of Spain searching for me with a pistol in his pocket. He could, of course, have been bluffing, but I avoided him like the plague: after so many narrow escapes from bullets on the battlefields of Flanders and France, the prospect of dying from a bullet-wound in peaceful Trinidad was unacceptable. I had also been writing short stories and had had some success in selling them to metropolitan newspapers and periodicals: the New English Weekly, edited by A.R. Orage; the Manchester Guardian-, New Stories, edited by H.E. Bates; John Lehmann's New Writing, the London Mercury-, This Quarter, all of this before I emigrated to the United States in late 1933. 82
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 The factor that drove us all into self-exile not only from Trinidad but from other West Indian islands, was the utter inhospitality of the whole region to writers, painters, sculptors generally. Marketing our works was a bore, and as far as the writers were concerned, even literary agents were of little help. Moreover, living in London or New York, one met established writers from week to week who stimulated with their talk and generated a psychological atmosphere which excited the creative urge into activity. These are the reasons why I left Trinidad.
 
 The Great Depression struck Trinidad with the power of an earthquake. Even the banks, those solid marble structures of middle-class enterprise, symbols of Capitalism, seemed to be teetering on the brink. In common with those of other businessmen, my father's affairs wobbled along without knowing which direction to take. World market prices for sugar, cocoa, tonka beans, coffee, copra plummeted down and down, and the value of the lands on which these crops were cultivated dropped in sympathy with their product prices. In the days when the system gave hope of a permanent paradise for the few, my father had overstretched himself by borrowing money from the banks, for buying more and more estates. Now the banks, afraid to go too far with their pressure on mortgagors and afraid of taking no action at all, fell between two stools and shook their heads in perplexity. The world they knew, the world my father and his colleagues knew, was now standing on its head with its legs beating the unresisting air. My father took the shock badly, pacing his room at nights and moaning with distress. In the face of financial ruin he lost his nerve, lost his self-confidence, lost even the solace his Presbyterianism could give him in less harrowing days. He had also lost his second wife in childbirth and was already on his third. He lost her too — double pneumonia, before the Depression had spent itself. As soon as less menacing clouds were appearing in the sky and his nerve, his self-confidence, and his religion were returning to him, all the more welcome because of their terrifying absence, he married his fourth wife to complete the quartet of the returned influences in his life. From then on he applied himself 83
 
 The Autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes
 
 assiduously to his ailing investments and one by one nursed them back to health. For him, and the patrimony for us all, his six children, it was a close brush with total loss. As the most colourful member of our Trinidad Group, I have left Tony de Boissiere for the last to be mentioned. He was a white cousin of R.A.C. de Boissiere's, his full name being Jean Valleton de Boissiere. His paternal ancestors had fled to Trinidad from the Black Jacobins of Santo Domingo, but Tony's mother was an American woman of great beauty and forceful character. His great-great-great-grandfather was a Napoleonic count; at least, this is what Tony always said, and I believe it to be true. I usher him into this chronicle for three reasons: his genuine homosexuality; his high intelligence; and his physical beauty. With no wish to use a cliche and yet because I must, he was like a Roman god. Tall and slim, his head crowned with waving hair of a golden brown tint, the high-bridged aquiline nose set on a triangular face of marble white complexion, he was at all times clad in outlandish garments. And yet, for all his attributes, his mind was sadly twisted and he tortured his heart into ugly bitterness and malice. He hated all mankind, even his lovers upon whom he invariably turned as does the scorpion. Women he despised. True, as a boy, as an adolescent, as an adult, in all these stages growing up with a natural aberration that exposed him to the contempt of his fellow men and to ostracism by the island's society, he had been made to suffer intense mortification and anger. His defence took the form of the biblical exhortation: an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, fortunately only with his tongue and pen as weapons. Indubitably, he was the most malicious man I ever met, but because I understood how and why this had happened to him, I continued to like him to his tragic end.7 The more the opprobrium heaped on him for his homosexuality, the more he flaunted it in the faces of his detractors; so that his notoriety had spilled over into most of the other islands in the Caribbean before he quit Trinidad for a protracted sojourn in the United States. His talent, if any, was minor, and this he perceived, for he was wont to say of himself, by way of compensation, that his life was a work of art; it would have been more true for him to say that his life was a work of alcoholism and self-destruction. At the time of slipping into the fold 84
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 of our group, his "friend" was a young white painter of much promise who was one of our earliest members.8 They both gave our movement the colour of scandal that helped in building up middle-class outrage against us. Tony actually published and edited two periodicals which lasted for some years, one called Callaloo, a local word for a bush soup mixed with other herbs and vegetables, and the other Picong, a patois word meaning "tease". As he wrote most of them himself, every issue reflected his bitchery and bitterness. But both magazines served the purpose of lampooning the affectations and hypocrisies of the people who placed the emphasis on respectability. These people bought and read Callaloo and Picong in order to justify the cruel and slanderous things they said about him. The Beacon, owned and edited by Albert Gomes, a Portuguese Creole of Trinidad birth, was the most advanced, influential, and revolutionary magazine Trinidad, if not the British Caribbean, has ever known. It shook and shocked the island into an awareness of values which had been taboo to its people. Even today (1975) the changes wrought in the social, economic, moral and cultural spheres of Trinidad's life by this magazine are still in a state of flux. I am not saying that the Beacon by itself was responsible for what has been happening in Trinidad over the past fortyfive years; what I am saying is that its antennae caught all the winds of change blowing from every corner of the world and translated them in terms of Trinidad's social, economic, moral and cultural life, which gave the people an understanding of what had been mysteries to them before. The magazine went into every nook and cranny of the island and was read and shared by all classes, races, and church people. Its impact was so rousing that its monthly appearance was eagerly looked forward to. It carried short editorial comments on local happenings and events in the world at large, all critical, the writers of these being largely the members of our group. When warranted, as often was the case, Gomes did a fulllength editorial. The style of these was pungent, pulled no punches, and avant-garde in outlook. The Beacons great service was that it prepared the grass-roots for those who were to lead them in the future, including Gomes himself. Although Gomes was never a doctrinaire socialist, he 85
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 was magnanimous, and leaned heavily on the side of the underdog in most confrontations, and these qualities gave his magazine the look and spirit of a socialist organ. Moreover, his contributors enjoyed the freedom to say what they pleased and how they pleased provided what they said was intelligently argued and how they said it was lucid and in good literary style. Every number carried an article that was apposite to the time and more often than not controversial: the letters to the editor section reflected this to the end. No subject was verboten: the race question up to the arrival of the Beacon was out of bounds: the newspapers, the pulpits, the cinema, the radio, all held a conspiracy of silence on this burning problem. The Beacon smashed this conspiracy with a resounding and somewhat strident prose-poem addressed to the island's Negroes, and written by Gomes under his by-line.9 This prompted the police to visit his home that week with a warrant to search. They found nothing, but left Gomes's parents filled with fear. The questions they put to him were gems of inanity and, I daresay, characteristic of policemen everywhere. For instance: "Mr Gomes, how did you come to write this article?" "How did you get the information used?" "How did you know the information was reliable?" "Did you know that this sort of writing was dangerous in Trinidad?" "Were you in communication with any organizations in the USA?" "Was the magazine getting financial backing from the USA?" "You were aware, of course, that Negroes in Trinidad were treated quite differently from those in the USA?" - this in 1931\l° The need for commentary on this interrogation is non-existent: the forces of fatuity could go no farther. This, however, was only the first of subsequent regular police visits, during which he was treated with a circumspect consideration strongly suggestive of sympathetic connivance; so much so that he became quite friendly with them and the later visits usually ended with a little "refreshment!"
 
 Gomes had returned to Trinidad in 1930 from the United States after two years of study at City College, New York. He was then eighteen 86
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 years old. He very soon convinced himself that politics was his destiny and, wisely, used the Beacon as his training ground by turning it into a political organ. Bertie Gomes - we all called him Bertie - was the sort of man you met...11 . . . the mere thought of Trinidad's gamey viands made his mouth water; he relished good dry wines and large cigars; Shakespeare, Shaw, Ibsen, Chekhov drew him to the theatres when abroad, and he often was. He had not the slightest touch of the snob in him and I don't think he ever understood race prejudice because it was alien to his mind and spirit. His sense of humour was mordant, his wit, especially on the hustings, sharp. His oratory, in keeping with his massive proportions, was grandiloquent and sonorous, and he gloried in large and sweeping gesticulations. But - and there is no humanity without buts - Bertie had his faults and his weaknesses. For one thing, he was self-opinionated: he refused to entertain any point of view that differed from his; and no matter what reasons you gave him for abandoning it, he remained obdurate. This was part of his undoing in the end. His pride was at times offensive and his superior dismissal of his critics was often more hurtful than an invective: this alienated friends who could have advanced his political life. Most important of all, as a politician he was anchored to no corpus of convictions inherent in any of the political ideologies. This sometimes has its advantages, but in the Trinidad of his period of political activity, during which his loyalties vacillated, or appeared to do so, the black nationalism pathologically mushrooming with raucous unanimity rejected - and would destroy if it could - all those who were not wholly with it. In its proper time, I shall have more to say of Gomes.12 Before leaving Trinidad for good, as I hoped, I conveyed by deed of gift to my second wife the house in which we lived, including all its contents and the five thousand books I had collected. When my father heard of this, he was rabid with rage and went to the extreme of attempting to abort the transaction; which proved impossible as the deed had already been registered. He refused to bid me goodbye. I had also sent my eightyear-old son to a Quaker school in England (Saffron Walden) when I saw that his stepmother was quietly taking him to her church. The fact 87
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 that she had grown to be attached to him and gave him all the maternal love he needed failed to sway me from my design for his future. I did not then know, so indifferent was I to our formal relationship, that she was already in love with a man who was at that time my best friend. Unfortunately, he was married with a grown son and so they had to wait for some years before they were able to become man and wife: too long to wait for the marriage bed, as I learned later. I have often wondered how the problem of infidelity in the view of Catholic doctrine was resolved in the confessional box between the priest and my wife.
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 WRITING - NEW YORK, 1933-1940
 
 I arrived in New York late in 1933. A brother1 who had been settled in Long Island since his university days was at the docks to meet me, together with Norman Macleod, an American poet, and Benjamin Appel, a novelist of the "Tough School". I had been in correspondence with these two writers for a few months and had read some of their stuff: Macleod's book of poems, Horizons of Death, and Appel's novel, Brain Guy. Both were men in their early twenties, Macleod cadaverous and obviously an alcoholic, Appel powerfully built with a massive head and a tender smile.2 My brother took us into a bar3 where we had a drink, chatted for a while, and parted company, both friends promising to get in touch with me soon. I had arrived in an America stricken from coast to coast by the most dangerous crisis the free enterprise system had ever suffered. This rich country's mood was black with hopelessness. The soaring city of New York was more moribund than alive and there were silent queues everywhere listlessly waiting for food. This was a depressing country to be living in in those days. When fifteen million people are unemployed in a population of one hundred and fifty million, violence and bloodshed lie ahead: miraculously, nothing of the sort happened. I had left Trinidad with little or no money, intending to find a job in the new country. Although I was comfortably settled in my brother's home in Baldwin, Long Island, I began searching for a job, and after a month of this realized that my prospects were . . .4 89
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 . . . Frank then married Nina, a seventeen-year-old Italian-American girl whose beauty was startling. I soon saw that their relationship was a sort of armed truce, and as the days went by my brother introduced me to a German-American girl with whom he was having an affair. I was puzzled: how could my brother exchange his bewitching wife for a woman who was dull and plain-looking? I became even more puzzled by Nina's complete indifference to what was happening under her nose, so to speak. She actually teased him about it now and then, laughing as if his infidelity did not concern her, as if he were somebody outside of her domestic life. Nina possessed a personality that was irresistible to most men: extrovert, uninhibited, inviting. Her impulsiveness was uncontrollable and the indiscretion that went with it sometimes shocking. She was auburnhaired, her skin was alabaster white; her most alluring features were her eyes, grey-green and slanting upwards, giving her face a soup^on of the oriental. Nina had a job: what it was remained a mystery to me to the end. She would frequently be away for a few days; "on the job" was her way of accounting for these absences. On her return from any one of them I would feel within me the lifting of a heavy load of apprehension. I found myself growing angry with my brother for permitting her such uncontrolled freedom. She was, after all, still his wife living with him under the same roof. But he did nothing, never uttered a word of inquiry, let alone reproof, at least in my presence. Like all men of romantic temperament, I was highly susceptible to women, especially the promise of those unknown. And as yet I knew nothing of Nina. I was afraid of her without knowing why. I tried desperately to shut her off from my mind, to accept the fact that she was my brother's wife and as such no concern of mine. But this I did not succeed in doing and very soon it dawned on me that I was falling in love with her. And yet I was not so sure that it was love in the romantic sense; it could very well have been love in the physical sense: either way warned me of unhappy consequences. In spite of what I had observed of my brother's strained relationship with his wife, I was dismayed by this 90
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 awareness and my one aim now was to escape as soon as possible. I waited until she was on one of her job absences to tell my brother that Jim, my painter friend, had asked me to join him in his flat for a while. He gave me a searching look and then said: "It's up to you, if you feel you should go"; and I caught and understood his gentle emphasis on the word "feel". Jim Patton, whose father was well-to-do, came from the South. I had met him in Trinidad before migrating and we had become so friendly that he stayed in my house in Richmond Street as my guest for about three months. I showed him the island, everything he wished to see of the customs and folk ways of the poor black people. When he left me to return to the States, he took away with him most of the canvases he had done while with us. He was tall, lean, and young. His studio on Eighth Avenue, near to Columbus Circle, was large and furnished in good taste, and he settled me in a corner of it. I felt relieved and at once proceeded to complete Black Fauns: in less than a month it had been posted to Duckworth, my London publisher. And with this off my mind, I resumed my job-hunting. It was Jim who said to me one day: "Why don't you try the WPA Writers Project?" To my rescue, as to thousands of other writers throughout the country, came the Writers Project of the Roosevelt Works Progress Administration, a Government organization for assisting the country's creative people: dancers, musicians, writers, painters and so on, through the Depression. A unit was being set up in New York State and I applied for a job with the Manhattan group. The salaries were not high, but they were adequate for our living needs and, more important, the opportunity this programme offered us writers for exercising our urge saved whatever talents we possessed from atrophy. Our group was assigned the task of doing a massive book on New York City. The atmosphere in the office was expectant and at times exciting. The desk I used was adjacent to Richard Wright's. Countee Cullen, the black American poet, a short, obese man with a brown round face and a pleasant, innocent expression that I could not reconcile with his "Shroud of Colour", the poem that had aroused such enthusiasm amongst his critics, was located in the same room.5 91
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 Wright, also black, was as different from Cullen, who looked like a character out of Uncle Tom s Cabin, as Wright looked like Thomas Bigger, the protagonist of his own Native Son: the scowl he wore seldom left his face. Moreover, he was an unpleasant man to talk to, always brusque, a brusqueness that often bordered on incivility. When he was in a contentious mood, we all tended to avoid him. On the other hand, I struck up a friendship with Countee Cullen and later on he came to a party thrown by my brother and Nina in their Baldwin home and, although he carried most of the idiosyncrasies of the homosexual, Nina enchanted him to the extent of his dancing attendance on her throughout the party. He had rivalry, however, in Claude McKay, the Jamaican novelist, who was brought along by Cullen. Claude's Banana Bottom, published in the United States in 1933,1 today consider one of the two or three best West Indian novels. He was the sort of rough-hewn aggressive male for whom women itch and that party night Countee did not stand a chance with Nina, who evinced her preference as only a consummate flirt can, with skill that was innocent of any offence. She played her woman's game so adroitly that both men tried to date her subsequently. Harold Jackman, who edited a Harlem magazine called Challenge with Dorothy West, also came to the party with Countee. Dorothy I had met before at a Harlem party with Langston Hughes who introduced me to her. She was an exciting girl, intelligent, highly strung, her large dark eyes and wide full mouth moist with desire. Much later that night, I saw her to her flat. She fulfilled my image of her: she was a tempestuous bedmate. We carried on the affair for a month or so and ended it with what at the time appeared to be a frightening assignation, but which in retrospect appeals to my sense of humour. She 'phoned me one Saturday noon and asked if I could meet her at a friend's flat at 2 p.m., giving the address. I was there a little before the time and pressed the bell button, to which there was an immediate response. I went up to a flat on the first floor. The building was quite posh and when I entered the flat I saw at once that it was de luxe. I suppose Dorothy observed my surprise and felt that I should have an explanation. "My girlfriend lives here," she said.6 I said nothing as I watched her shedding her clothes. Nothing loth, I followed suit, and 92
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 soon we were ensconced on a most commodious couch. The ring of the bell inside the flat struck us like an explosion and we froze into immobility. I gazed at her inquiringly. The sound of someone outside fumbling with the lock alarmed me even more. A dreadful suspicion took possession of my mind: could it be that Dorothy was married and that she was at the moment in her conjugal flat entertaining a stray lover? Come to think of it, I had never even thought of asking if she were married and she had never touched upon the subject. If my suspicions were valid, my predicament was a serious one fraught with all sorts of probabilities. But what could I do? Dorothy rose from the couch and put an ear to the door, listening. "Anybody in there?" said a male voice loudly. She gave me a sign to be quiet. The voice repeated the question; and then silence. We waited. Not hearing the voice again, Dorothy returned to the couch obviously to resume the interrupted love-making. I was amazed at an appetite that would take such perilous chances. "Did you recognize the voice?" I said, making no move to join her. "I think it was the caretaker," she said hesitantly. And at that moment there came again the ringing of the bell and then a heavy knocking on the door. "Who's in there?" said the voice, more boldly than at first. There we were, both stark naked - and by this I was pretty certain that there was a suspicious husband or lover on the other side of that door. We sat without moving, without even whispering, until we heard retreating footsteps. I sprang to my clothes and donned them in haste, but without bungling. I wasn't prepared for a scene, even if that was all it would be, and I was determined to get away before that male voice sounded again. I strode over to the door, realizing what I was about to do was foolhardy, pressed up the latch and disappeared from that fearful room. I didn't take the lift. I went hurrying down the stairway and was out in the street breathing the cool air with such relief as I have never enjoyed since. This experience ended my intimacy with Dorothy. I had met Dorothy McCleary soon after moving into Jim's studio through a story of hers in Story, a magazine edited by Whit Burnett and Martha Foley who had brought it from Vienna where they first issued it 93
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 from 1931 to 1932, and Palma, Majorca from 1932 to 1933. The McCleary piece was as good as anything Katherine Mansfield had ever done. Frequently in the Story office Whit and I held long discussions on the short story form (he was a good writer of them) and occasionally he would show me the manuscripts of stories he had already accepted.7 One I recall was the McCleary piece (the title has gone out of memory) another was William Saroyan's "The Daring Young Man on the Flying Trapeze", another was Eric Knight's "The Flying Yorkshireman", all of which were subsequently published in individual collections of these authors. I soon met all three. Whit had warned me that McCleary was a shy woman in her mid-thirties and a far-gone neurotic, was married to a man called Hamilton and had a boy who was a mental case. They were quite indigent. She had entered the novel competition organized under the imprint of HarperStory and, he confided, had won it with her novel Not for Heaven. The announcement was to be made in a few days. She and I were soon on intimate terms, during which time I was writing my novel Black Fauns, which I dedicated to her immediately after the publication of her first book in 1935. Having completed Black Fauns in Jim's studio, I started work on its promised sequel, using the same unity of time and place and the same dramatic technique for revealing the characters through dialogue. Dorothy McCleary was also engaged on her second novel which was later to appear as Paved with Good Intentions. We met regularly to read our respective works in progress to each other, making suggestions as we laboured along. As compared with a similar arrangement I had with C.L.R. James in Trinidad, and about which I wrote earlier, the arrangement with Dorothy was much more reciprocal and exhilarating, and of greater value to Dorothy and me. Unfortunately, Dorothy's second novel was not as good as her first. Eric Knight was a tall, debonair, blond Yorkshireman who had migrated to the USA in order to enjoy larger sales for his books and a much more lucrative magazine field for his short fiction. The most charming thing about him was his thick North Country accent: the Americans delighted to listen to him talking. I used to meet him regularly at literary parties, but we were never on close terms. 94
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 On the other hand, my relationship with Bill Saroyan, an American of Armenian descent, was quite close. He was living in San Francisco and writing stories that can only be called "Saroyan" stories — they were startlingly new - which welled up from deep down inside him and took the form of "thinking aloud". They were all pieces of his imagination, his memory, his views of life and were all enlivened by an optimism, a radiance, a joy in living that was most infectious and stimulating. His stories so bore the stamp of his personality that it was impossible not to recognize their origin immediately. And his output was prolific: Story was often swamped with his manuscripts, ten and twelve at a time. He burst on his country's reading public like a movie star: fanfares everywhere and raving reviews. Where the country woke one morning never having heard of William Saroyan, it woke the next to feel itself remiss in not having known of him from his cradle. When this occurred, there was no alternative to Saroyan's entraining for New York, the main theatre of his triumph. He came and saw what he had conquered, and this in a winter of discontent for capitalism, including, of course, the publishing houses and magazines. In spite of his youth and the adulation of his people, his head was not turned, his ambition remained true to his purpose: he continued to write as if no great change had come into his life. Around this time I met him:8 an attractive-looking man of medium height, large dark eyes deeply set in the forehead, straight black, abundant hair, high Roman nose. He was neatly and simply dressed. I had been in correspondence with him before he came east. He had read a story of mine in the Magazine, a San Francisco publication, and had written to tell me how much he liked it. The story was called "Marie and Rampatia". I have forgotten the name of the man who financed Whit Burnett's Story magazine. He lived in a penthouse on Central Park West, a highly expensive area. Occasionally he would throw a party in his penthouse for Story's contributors and I met Saroyan there from time to time. At one such party he and I and Peter Neagoe, a distinguished RumanianAmerican novelist, were standing near a window covered by a heavy Venetian blind. Under the influence of many drinks, we decided to raise the blind in order to have a look at New York's night lights from thirty 95
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 storeys up. Bill pulled up the blind and held it high. Instead of just standing where I was and looking through the window, I thrust my head out above the sill: the cord slipped through Bill's fingers and the blind came clattering down. What happened next was reflex on my part, for the blind missed me by the fraction of a second. Had it caught me, it would have broken my neck and possibly catapulted me out into the night sky to a fall of about five hundred feet. I relate this little incident because of its strange consequence: it drew us three together so that wherever one went the other two must bear him company. Indeed, there was a warmth in our relationship that was the direct result of our confrontation with the idea of death that night.
 
 I met Charles Rathbone and his charming sculptress wife, Marty, through two Trinidad friends: Alfred Agostini, known as Sogata,9 and Noel Vicentini, whose nickname was Goose, both as colourful characters as it has been my good fortune to meet. Alfred was a painter, but it was his reputation as raconteur and conversationalist that attracted his large circle of rich friends and intellectuals in New York and bound them to him. A little younger than I, he had been domiciled in the USA for years but, in spite of this, his accent, his manners, his dress all remained upperclass English, obviously from his English schools. His panache was superb: to sit around a dinner table seating twelve in Charles Rathbone's penthouse facing Central Park, eating dishes ordered from the Rainbow Room and drinking the best of the vintage French, German and Italian wines, all served by liveried waiters, and listening to Alfred's conversation with Ernest Boyd, the famous Irish wit, punctuated by the laughter of their listeners, was a memorable experience - Boyd with his red hair and red beard, Alfred with his black Corsican hair, olive skin, and aquiline nose. The performance was worth miles of travel to see and hear. Noel Vicentini, the other Trinidadian, was largely of Corsican-French descent, a tall, mischievous-faced man whose legs buckled into odd shapes as he walked. He drank heavily and womanized even more heavily. He ran a photographic shop in Manhattan, but drink and his uncontrollable urge to bed every woman he met closed its doors in not 96
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 too long a time.10 The wonder to me was that he went through his life without once having been brought to court for molesting, or on even more serious charges. And yet he was a kind man: although he never had much to be generous with, his generosity was acknowledged by all who knew him. He too had been living in the USA for many years, but unlike Agostini was as typical a West Indian Creole in his speech, his crude manners and his behaviour as if he had only just arrived in the big city. His talent for telling bawdy stories fashioned out of his own experiences was inimitable and his repertoire inexhaustible. Anyway, it was because of these two men that I met Charles and Marty Rathbone. Charles had inherited a fortune, something to do with Rockefeller oil, and lived in the style that goes with a fortune in New York. Extrovert and ban vivant, something of a dilettante and certainly a man-about-town, he had a large number of friends from the worlds of art, fashion, wealth - and oddities. He was killed in a motor car accident in Florida in 1940, with Marty sitting in the same car, unscratched. I remember a 'phone call one day at Jim's flat: Charles inviting me to his penthouse for drinks with a few friends, then on to the Rainbow Room for dinner and dancing. "White tie and tails," he said. That stumped me. Where the hell was I to get "white tie and tails"? I didn't have enough clothes properly to cover my body and now these symbols of respectability and affluence? Jim said: "I can lend you mine and with top hat." "Top hat!" I screamed. "What would I look like in tails and top hat, especially when you're taller than I?" "Your beard will carry it off. It's a fine Van Dyck." In the end, he had to lend me the whole preposterous outfit, down to socks and pumps. Either I was taller than I thought or he had bought the dinner clothes when he was shorter, for they fitted me. I added injury to his goodwill by borrowing the taxi fare from him: nothing on earth could have persuaded me to travel by public transport. As I entered the Rathbones' drawing-room, I noticed with relief that their guests had already had some drinks, for the sound of the talk was like the hum of bees in swarm. Marty greeted me with her warm smile and introduced me to three or four strangers; the others I knew. Agostini was there, of course, and so was Ernest Boyd. There were fourteen or 97
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 fifteen in the room, among them a distinguished composer of music, his brown beard sticking out like [Joseph] Conrad's, the usual deprecatory smile around the corners of his mouth. He was conversing with Joe Carstairs, a wealthy American woman whose main claims to fame were her lesbianism and her rivalry with Sir Thomas Lipton in the Atlantic yacht races, in that order. So male was she, she seemed to be clothed in masculinity. She had a heavy voice and a close-cropped, dark head of hair. I had met her two or three times before and, in spite of my prejudice, liked her. She owned an island, Whale Cay in the Bahamas: this I knew because Agostini was her frequent guest. He was too brilliant an entertainer not to be present on special occasions, and the relaxation of a small island's life acted as a foil to his gifts and an inspiration to his hostess's guests. When we arrived at the Rainbow Room we were levitating from the effects of the scotch whisky. I found myself sitting next to Joe Carstairs. The guests were so diverse in their respective interests that the conversation held no surprises, no continuity, no amusement; it was more like the good-natured banter of intelligent people in a frivolous, drinking mood. Even Ernest Boyd and Alfred Agostini could do nothing to lift the talk. The substitute was hilarity for hilarity's sake, and after dinner, dancing for dancing's sake. I had my first dance with Joe Carstairs who was altogether larger than I: we must have looked a comic pair on the floor. I was a bit alarmed to discover as we swung into action that my partner was a most vigorous dancer, had taken command, and was twirling me around so rapidly that I feared that at any moment I would be thrown off from her into a satellite orbit around her sun. Instead, she thought she had lost her balance and, grasping at my shirt to restore it, tore out all of its studs. They were lost beneath the multitude of dancing feet. She made amends by taking me sixty storeys down in the express lift and having my shirt-studs replaced in a charming shop past the hour of midnight. I did not dare dance again that morning.
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 WRITING - NEW YORK, 1933-1940
 
 The telephone bell in Jim's studio rang; he was out and I answered it. I recognized the voice at once: it was Nina's. "At last," she said, "I have found you." I was silent. "Are you there?" she said. "No," I said, "I am not here," and placed the receiver quietly on its cradle. The tips of my fingers went cold, my heart beat faster. I sat there in silence, half shocked, half afraid. The phone bell rang again. I did not move, just sat there murmuring "No, no," and "no, no" again as it continued ringing. Then silence. I waited in an agony of suspense. It did not ring again.1
 
 In those far-off days, young writers coming to New York to be in the vortex of the publishing world were sure to find themselves drawn into Charles Studin's literary salon.2 Charles's writing friends, young and old, established and not established, were legion. Most of the writers who became my friends I first met at his house at 12 East Tenth Street, just around the corner from the old Brevoort Hotel on Fifth Avenue. Ford Madox Ford lived with Janice Biala, the last woman in his life, in a flat at 10 Fifth Avenue, a few steps from the Brevoort. Ford was one of the few I did not meet at Studin's. He had read my Black Fauns and written me a note telling me that he considered it "a distinguished piece of 99
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 writing", and would I have tea with him? I went. Ford was then about sixty-five, a large man with a large paunch and an untidy appearance. Because of his gout he walked slowly and laboriously, like an ape. He spoke in such a soft voice that I had difficulty in hearing what he was saying. He asked me why the book had not been published in the USA and I told him that I had never tried for American publication. He was willing, he said, to help me find a publisher by giving me an introduction to the book, and I thanked him. Then he said: "But don't be importunate. I am very busy and I must be allowed to write it in my own time." This was the first of many such visits and I learned more about Ford and Janice as time passed. He had met Janice Biala in France and they had been celebrating the anniversary "with champagne" ever since. Janice was Jewish, young, pretty, and less than half Ford's size. Ford said: "Janice has had a distinguished career as a painter," and he showed me some of her canvasses hanging on the walls. He was obviously quite fond and very proud of her. One day I asked him if he knew Charles Studin and he said: "No, but I know of him." "You probably also know that he lavishly entertains writers," I said. "Yes, we've had a few invitations from him but we've never been to any of his parties." "So near and yet so far," I said. "That's what I keep telling Ford," Janice said. "Why not come with me to the next one?" I said. "Studin would love it." "Indeed," Janice said, "I think we should go with Alfred." And they did. Studin was beside himself with joy when he greeted Ford and Janice at his front door. Sherwood Anderson happened to be there that evening and he came up with his hands outstretched to Ford and Janice. "I'm glad you're here," Sherwood said, "as I have an important announcement to make." And he gave me one of his fetching smiles with just a suspicion of mischief in it. We circulated among the guests: Tom Wolfe, Tess Slesinger, Dorothy McCleary, Bill Saroyan, James T. Farrell, and many others. Malcolm Lowry, the English novelist whose work of 100
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 genius, Under the Volcano, lay in the future, approached me for a chat. Malcolm was a good friend and I shall have more to say about him. As I left Lowry, a pale-faced man with pale blue eyes and an almost deferential manner, approached me and said gently, "You're Alfred Mendes. I'm Edward O'Brien." "J.?" I asked. "Yes," he said, and we shook hands.3 We talked for as long as it was possible with so many people around. And then I spotted Priscilla who was very young — not more than seventeen - very pretty, intelligent and adventurous. Marty Rathbone had brought us together with the bright idea of having us fall in love with each other. Marty's hope did not come to fruition, but Priscilla and I were warm friends and certainly fond of each other. "A little bird has just whispered into my ear something that you may already know because I spied you talking to Sherwood Anderson." I gave her a searching look and said, "He told me nothing worthwhile." "Oh? Well, if you'll let him go ahead, I'll tell you what it is," Priscilla said. "Shoot," I said. "He's going to announce our engagement this evening." "Yours or mine?" I said. "Ours, I told you!" she said. "/can only be flattered, but you could be damaged by it," I said. "Damaged?" and she laughed. Sherwood did make the announcement in his most mock-serious manner. But before doing so he waited until the drinks had made the third and fourth round. The result was a deafening chorus of mock congratulations, Priscilla and I holding hands, and, to satisfy the clamorous demand, we kissed each other in a close embrace. Then Sherwood, like a satyr with his ruffled hair and "warm Italian eyes", to quote Gertrude Stein, came mock-menacingly towards the plump Priscilla, enfolded her in his strong arms, and kissed her too. And that ended the ceremony. Alas, Ford Madox Ford died before he could get round to writing the introduction promised me.4
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 When I returned to my brother's home in Baldwin, I asked for a transfer to the Long Island Writers Project unit, which was granted. Very soon, however, I had a letter from the State Director asking if I would be willing to undertake the preparation and writing of the brochure for the New York State Exhibition Building at the 1939 World Fair: about one hundred and fifty pages of text illustrated with colour photographs. Special financial and office arrangements would have to be made, the letter said, and the Director asked for my decision within one week. I discussed the offer with my brother and he advised that I accept. I soon found myself in a train for Albany, the State capital. I was in Albany for four days, covering with the employers, the State Government, every aspect of the assignment. All the material for the book would be fed me by Albany; the salary and perquisites were good, particularly as compared with what I was earning with the Writers Project; my office would be located in the Empire State Building; I would have one secretary and five typists (how I hoped they would be unattractive, and nearly said so) and I would have a car at my disposal for commuting from and to Baldwin daily, and driving out to the Fair site near to the Floyd Bennett Airport whenever I needed to do so. I would also be provided with a Police permit for breaking the speed limit (I have kept this card as a memento and still have it). The time given me for completing the actual writing was eighteen months. This was something new to me and, as such, not as simple as I had thought. The style has to be intimate, warm, simple. The hundreds of thousands of people flowing through the State Fair Building over a period of six months must be made to feel as they read snatches of the brochure that they are listening to a gentle voice, a voice that gives them a sense of comfort, a sense of identity with everything exhibited in the massive host building, a sense of belonging. At least, this was my conception of how the job could most effectively be done; and the event proved me right. I worked hard and, as has always been my way, I played hard too. Having six beautiful young women - for the secretary proved, although a little maturer, to be as attractive as any of the typists - at my beck and 102
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 call, so to speak, for one year and a half, a supreme effort on my part was required to control what the middle-class people call "the baser instinct". But then, I asked myself, to what purpose? And whatever purpose, was it worth it? Frankly, I was a little perplexed at the stupidity of the question. I was far too normally endowed even to attempt to persuade, let alone force, any woman to do what she didn't want to do. Looking back upon this aspect of my life, "necessity's sharp pinch" for adventure was stronger in me than the sex urge. Moreover, I have tended in my life to romanticize almost everything I have done, every experience of whatever kind that has come my way, so that the other half of sex that is called love has invariably been present in all of my affairs, no matter how protracted, no matter how brief. My new office, on a lofty floor of the Empire State Building, was fit for a chief executive. My footsteps sank into the carpeting as I walked across the floor. The desk in my office was the latest in design and in colour, with an expansive top upon which I could rest the piles of printed material from Albany that I needed each day. When the wind blew hard, I could not only feel but also watch how the tallest building in the world oscillated from its perpendicular; watch by fixing my eyes upon a right-angle corner of the room as the joined partitions opened and closed with the slow movement of volition, to the accompaniment of a rising and falling creaking sound. It was frightening at first, but I soon took it as a matter of course. The brochure was completed in good time and I returned to the Writers Project at the Freeport office. In the Freeport office in Long Island I had become friendly with Jimmy McKnight, an Irish American who was a newspaper man. His mother had made a fortune in real estate and had lost a good part of it when the Great Depression struck. He and I had worked together on the Long Island book for the time I was at Freeport, driving around Nassau and Suffolk counties doing research and gathering information for the book. When I left to take up the New York Fair assignment, we had kept in touch with each other. He rang me one evening to tell me that he was throwing a party at his mother's home in Long Beach, and would I come with any girlfriend I wished to bring along. 103
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 At that time I was still with my brother and Nina in Baldwin, commuting to and from the World Fair office in Manhattan every working day. The relationship between my brother and his wife appeared to have improved after he broke up with the German girl. Nina still, however, was absent from the house on her job once in a while and my brother still continued to show no interest in her absences. She was not as amiable as she once was and I took that to mean that I had hurt her feelings over the 'phone call she had attempted while I was at Jim's. About a week after my return to Baldwin, I began to feel uneasy again and to regret my return. As long as I did not see her it was possible to control the inward turbulence that could well have simmered down with time, but with both of us under the same roof, evading her altogether wasn't that easy. As I had no wish to find myself drifting into a relationship that might upset my brother, in spite of his apparent indifference to her, I decided once again to leave his house as soon as was practicable. At one time there was a family called Sagar who lived in the house next door to my brother's and with whom I was very friendly. I liked them. Both the father and mother were about ten years older than I and, I suppose sensing the nature of my problem, had often invited me to live with them. They had moved to a larger house on the south side of the railroad. The more I considered the prospect of taking them up on their invitation, the more I liked it. I went to see them. We arranged terms, the mother fussing over me as if I were an eldest son. They showed me the room I would occupy, they expressed the pleasure my presence would give them, and I left promising to be back in a few days. I knew I would be happy and at home with the Sagar family. But this is anticipating and I must return to Jimmy's invitation to his party. My New York State Fair assignment had three more months to run. Of the six girls in the office, I decided to ask the one I liked best - I shall call her Pauline - to accompany me to Jimmy's party. She lived in Long Island, in Lynbrook, which was near to Baldwin and I told her that I would call for her at her house at eight o'clock. When she saw me later, she said: "I like your outfit, Alfred." I was wearing dark blue corduroy trousers, a dark red turtle-neck sweater and a light pair of boots. My Van Dyck was in good trim. She was wearing heavy yellow slacks and a black 104
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 sweater. Her natural red hair and her sleepy hazel eyes completed the colour composition. The season was late Spring and the night was cool. We drew up before the entrance to a small hotel in Oceanside, owned and operated by a friend of mine, to book a room for the night. We found my friend at his bar and had a drink with him. He showed us our room (I had slept in it before) and he saw us off a few minutes later with the words, "Have a good time at the party." A good time? The occasion turned out to be a strange manifestation of the part played by destiny in our lives. The McKnight house was in festive mood when we entered: bright lights and dozens of young, attractive people clad in odd ensembles. The day of long hair and beards for men was a long way ahead, but the diversity of costumes worn that evening was an adequate preview of what was to come: the rebellion of youth against the mores and customs of their parents. "Petting" and "necking" were already in fashion and were establishing an expanding permissiveness in sexual behaviour. The concept of virginity, Victorian symbol for purity, was losing its sanctity, and even the institution of marriage was being sniped at. The phenomenon of Hitler had captured the stage of the western world. His Nuremberg fulminations were in full blast and the youth of America were being more and more deeply disillusioned with the manner in which their fathers were trying to appease this unappeasable paranoiac by sacrificing small countries to his growing appetite. Books were being published on both sides of the Atlantic and the young men and women who were children when the First World War was fought were reading them and discovering everywhere the evil motives behind the leaders of the victorious alliance who fashioned the Treaty of Versailles. The slogan of "unconditional surrender" seemed to them to be the prelude to another world blood bath in that it had gone a long way towards creating the new monster. Our host, Jimmy, came to the door to greet Pauline and me and to have us meet a few of his guests, among them a young married woman by the name of Lea Perachini, a lovely blonde girl with a sensuous smile. In between drinks, I danced with Pauline and then with Lea who asked me if Pauline was my wife. I said no, just a friend I had brought along. I 105
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 stabbed in the dark by asking her to point out her husband to me. To my surprise she did, a good-looking fellow who was talking to Jimmy's mother, a plump woman with a mass of curls on her head. Lea then said: "You engaged to Pauline?" This question rattled me and I said sharply, "No. I told you she's a friend." "Don't be angry with me," she said quickly. "I'm not prying." I said nothing as an embarrassed look crossed her face. At this point her husband joined us and she said, "Peter, this is Alfred Mendes." From the moment I saw that smile of Peter's I liked him, and we greeted each other, exchanged a few pleasantries, and Peter said, "You have an English accent." "Yes," I said. "I picked it up at school in England." "Are you a writer too, like Jimmy?" he asked, and I said "Sort of," and left it at that. A little later I was dancing with Lea when she said, "Alfred, my sisterin-law, Peter's young sister that is, would love to meet you." "Oh," I said. "How do you know that?" "You're her type," Lea replied. I waited for more, but nothing more came so I said, "Well, where is she?" "She's not here, but I could go and get her in my car. I guess I must let you know that I may not succeed. Her mother died in San Antonio a short while back and besides being cut up over her mother's death, she's tired from the long drive with her father from Texas. But I'm going to try. Is this OK with you?" "OK," I said, and off she went. It was nearing midnight and plates of food were coming along from the buffet table. At the best of times I am a poor eater and I have as little interest in food as I have in clothes: in the former case enough is as good as a feast, and in the latter enough is better than too much. I soon began to wonder why I had so readily fallen in line with Lea's eagerness to have her sister-in-law meet me. After all, I already had Pauline with me, and Pauline was a lovely creature; indeed, we had booked a room to go to after the party. What more could I want? I 106
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 suppose Lea's suggestion had aroused my curiosity, my instinct for the challenge of the chase. So I waited. More than an hour later, I spied Lea entering the room. There was a young woman with her whom I could not see clearly as there were too many people about. In a few minutes, Jimmy, our host, came up to me with Lea and the stranger. He said, "Alfred, Ellen wants to meet you. She's a good friend of mine. In fact, I've been in love with her for a long time, but she won't marry me for the simple reason that the love is not mutual. I know you, and I know what you are with the women. Be careful with her." "That's a long, unnecessary speech, Jimmy," I said - at which Ellen said, "Let's dance," and we moved off. She danced with the grace and lightness of an accomplished dancer, which gave me the feeling that I was not such a bad dancer as everybody said I was. She answered my question by saying that she loved ballet and had been taking lessons for a long time. She was small. Five feet two, she said: fair, blue eyes widely spaced on either side of a long, ill-shaped nose, and a wide mouth. I asked if her name was Italian and she said, yes, her parents were from Florence. "The Renascence city," I said. "I was born in Montevideo, Uruguay," she said. "My parents were very poor in Florence so they emigrated to Argentina. My father opened a physical training school in Buenos Aires and did well. He also became a boxer, and became well known." "Is he still alive?" I asked. "Oh yes," she said. "I live with him. I have four brothers and one sister who is married to the famous trapeze artist Lalo Codona. You must have heard of him; he and his brother are the trapeze fliers with Ringling Brothers." "And then?" I said, interested in what she was telling me. "And then, my father decided to make us into a theatrical family group. We were in Brazil by that time. You see, my father had long since decided that we would settle in the United States when we got there, and he thought that a theatrical group would have the best chance in the States. We were living on a part of our earnings and saving the rest for 107
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 the States. My father kept changing his money into gold coins. He had five heavy and broad leather belts with pockets in them built for himself and my four brothers. He put the gold coins into the pockets of these belts and the five of them wore the belts with the gold all the time. My father warned them never to expose the belts; he was afraid of thieves and pickpockets. When we arrived in New York, we had twelve thousand dollars in coins, each a hundred dollars." By this time we were sitting on a couch. Her last remark amused me and I laughed. I had caught a slight accent in her speech. "Why do you laugh?" she said, not quite sure that I was laughing with or at her. "Go on with your story," I said. "We all spoke three languages then," she said. "Italian, Spanish and Portuguese, but my father said that we would have to speak English before we could offer ourselves to the American theatres. And then there were lots of laws against child labour, so my brother Peter and I could not be in the troupe. I cried for a long time when my mother told me this. You would have loved my mother; she was the sweetest thing on earth . . . " and tears glistened in her eyes. I said: "This is not the place or time for weeping." She pulled herself together: "So the troupe was only my sister and two of my brothers and, of course, my parents. My father and mother did the tableaux: classical subjects and the Christ Resurrection. My sister danced and sang to castanets, my brothers did acrobatics and gymnastics, and Alberto was a contortionist. They must have been a good troupe because they were never without work on the New York stage and became well known. They could draw crowds. I know they made good money because we lived in a large apartment, dressed well, and ate well. It was hard work, though." We danced, and returned to the same couch. She said, "My sister-inlaw told me that you brought a girl here with you. Your girlfriend?" "Not really," I said. "I like her, but I'm not in love with her." There was a moment's silence before she said: "Where do you live?" and when I told her, she said that as I lived so near she'd like to drive me home after the party. 108
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 I explained that as I had brought Pauline with me, I'd have to take her home and, without thinking, I added: "I think I should tell you that I'm a married man." She gave me a startled look. "But where's your wife?" she asked. I told her. "Ah, in that case then you must have broken up with her." "We have broken up," I said. "Did I hear you say that you left your wife in Trinidad?" "You did," I said. She knitted her brows as if in thought. "You know, we were in Trinidad once," she said brightly. "Who are 'we'?" I asked. "Our family theatrical troupe. We gave a show in one of your movie houses, and I sang and danced. I sang alone in Portuguese, Italian and Spanish, and even in English, and then with my brother Peter who is standing over there." And she pointed. I looked and saw him, but my mind was far away and something was moving vaguely in my memory as I strained backward in time, searching without any definite awareness of what I was searching for. "What year?" I said. "Year? What do you mean?" she asked. The thing that had begun to take shape and substance in my memory was so preposterous, so unbelievable . . . and y e t . . . "I mean, what year were you in Trinidad?" I said, and she said "1919". "And how old were you then?" I asked. "Why don't you ask me my age instead of beating about the bush?" She said with a sardonic little laugh. "I'm in dead earnest," I said. She gave me a chastened glance and replied, "I was seven years old at the time." "Impossible," I murmured, "impossible." I think she was now becoming a little anxious and scared. "One more question, and I may have something astonishing to tell you, so hold your breath. Did your family troupe have a name and . . . " "Yes," she interrupted. "The Olympian Troupe." I was now so perplexed, so overwhelmed by the part fate appeared to 109
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 Figure 5. Ellen Perachini, aged seven. Alfred Mendes bought this photograph from her at their first meeting.
 
 play in man's life that I sat drained of emotion, except wonder tinged with fear. The admonition was clear. I could not afford to disregard it, to treat it as my mind informed me it should be treated: an instance of the human being's tendency to dismiss all apparently unaccountable happenings as superstition. There must be some natural explanation that was now eluding me. And yet, I could perceive no causal connection between the first incident and the second. How then interpret these happenings so wide apart in space and time? I did not know. 110
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 "Let's dance," I said. We danced, and were silent as we danced. "There's something troubling you," she said as we sat on the same couch. "Yes, there is." "Well . . . ?" "I don't know if I should tell you," - and realized at once how silly the remark was. No woman would accept it. So I added, "We met each other sixteen years ago when you were seven and I twenty-three. I bought a picture of yourself from you. I was a member of your audience in the Olympic Theatre in Trinidad." She considered this for a while and, with a smile, said, "It looks as if we are intended for each other." This was such an obvious and naive reply that I was both charmed and repelled by it. It soothed my vanity, therefore I was charmed by it; it put me immediately on my guard, therefore I was repelled by it. This girl was no neurotic intellectual with whom I could take such liberties as I had been taking with others; this girl was simple and almost childlike, but like so many simple and childlike young women, endowed with a passion that could make her easy prey. In the end, I gave Pauline my car key, told her what had happened, and drove home with Ellen. When we arrived at the Sagars's house, I kissed her goodnight and went up to my room, to spend a sleepless night.
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 Chapter 10
 
 NEW YORK, 1933-1940
 
 I had long since applied for citizenship and my papers had already come through. The time was fast approaching for my final papers and I was looking forward to the day of full citizenship. Amongst immigrants in the United States, it is an occasion for celebrating. When the time was at hand, I would make my plans. In the meantime, I was seeing Ellen three or four times a week. She had a job as hairdresser with McCreery's Department Store next door to the Empire State Building, another odd link in the chain that was binding me to her, for I used to meet her frequently at the Empire State Building main entrance. Her brothers had given her a small Chevrolet car which was now old, but which worked well. Early on in our relationship I introduced her to the Sagar family,1 with whom I was now happily settled and whom I liked more and more. The father, Lestar, had been in pre-Depression days an impresario on Broadway and was then enjoying a large income; now he was out of work, on relief, and facing up to adversity with courage and humour. He was actually enjoying life on the plane of poverty, he told me, as much as he had ever enjoyed it on the apex of prosperity. His wife, Jessie, was as hard-working a woman as I had ever known. She cooked for a family of six, she was always on her knees scrubbing floors, she did all the family laundry - her home was as spick and span as a new-minted silver coin, all of this work accompanied by an incessant flow of words which at times was quite entertaining. The husband took it all in his stride, now and again interpolating a facetious or sardonic remark. 112
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 He had lost a leg in a train accident early in the Depression and had been fitted with an artificial one which caused him pain occasionally; but he never complained, except to poke fun at the leg that was not flesh and bone. Ellen had taken me to her father's home in Long Beach to meet her family. The father spoke no English, but after a while I could grasp much of what he was saying in Italian. It was obvious that the father and two of the older sons had reservations about me, mainly, of course, that I was a married man. Not so the youngest son, Peter, and his wife Lea, who had been responsible for my meeting Ellen. They liked me, and approved of me as Ellen's boyfriend. Besides, the father considered me much too old for his daughter and was suspicious of my intentions and my sincerity, and made it awkward at first for Ellen in her ripening relationship with me. When she gave him the story of how I had met her in Trinidad sixteen years before, he was convinced that I was a cunning imposter playing upon his daughter's credulity and innocence, and his elder sons agreed with him. As I kept telling Ellen, "You don't have to resent what they think about me. After all, I'm a complete stranger and a married man at that, much older than you and, as far as the evidence goes, they have none that could commend me to them." I felt safe in saying this because her affection for me had gone too far and too deeply for withdrawal. I had also discovered that there was intransigence in her total loyalty to me: nothing could impair her affection and she fiercely defended me at every turn. The more they badgered her, the deeper her affection took root. A letter from a good friend of mine in Trinidad gave me news that surprised me. Before coming to the States, my constant companion was a man named Manuel d'Ornellas, a Portuguese whose wife was from Madeira. My second wife and I were on close terms with them, and when d'Ornellas's wife fell seriously ill, my wife was constantly in the sick room helping to look after her and keeping her company up to the day of her death. I knew that d'Ornellas was in love with my wife, and I knew that his dying wife was aware of this and was suffering grievously because of it. What I did not know was that my wife reciprocated the love and, as my friend said in his letter, that they were having an affair. 113
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 Figure 6. Ellen Mendes as a young woman
 
 Anyway, this knowledge cauterized my conscience and prepared me for my first step to marrying Ellen. I was concerned over my drift into marriage. My two previous ones could tell me nothing of myself as a husband: the first was too shortlived; the second an error in judgement from the start. I was certain that I did not possess the discipline that was necessary for the control of my urges; and moreover, my attitude to marriage as a concept was purely rational. It was indeed one of the institutions that could not be what the churches said it was: there were too many unions that broke and ended in suffering, recrimination, and hate. And did I love Ellen? In the face of the uncertainty about my feelings, was I doing the just thing by taking her as my wife because of my certainty of her love for me? I went to Jessie Sagar with my problem, but I should have waited until her husband was out. She welcomed the opportunity for expressing her 114
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 Figure 7. Alfred
 
 Mendes, Lea Perachini (left) and Ellen Perachini (right), Long Beach, New
 
 York c. 1936 views, as she always did, but as long as Lestar was present there was little hope that she would be allowed to give full rein to her tongue. To my surprise, however, she asked, "Do you love her?" I was taken aback because it is difficult to evade a straight answer to a straight question. I replied that I wasn't sure either way. Lestar said, "If you don't mind my butting in, Alfred, the big difference between you and Ellen is that your individual ideas of what is right and what is wrong are so far apart. In any case, this is your problem and it should be kept to you alone to resolve it. If I may say so," - and I knew from his expression that a barbed remark was coming - "Jessie herself badly needs advice on more or less the same subject and this disqualifies her from . . . " Jessie interrupted acidly, "Oh no, to the contrary; you've stated a reason that qualifies me ..." 115
 
 The Autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes
 
 The interview broke off at this point, but Lestar's statement set me thinking. About two years after my arrival in the USA, I wrote to my wife suggesting that she sell the house and join me. I told her that I was anxious to make another try with her, that in the new surroundings of my new life we might succeed where we had failed before. I told her that in Trinidad the Catholic Church was an overpowering presence whereas in the vastness of America its ambience was lost, even its existence; and, as she well knew, it had helped to put us asunder. My letter went without a reply for some time and when it did come, it was to reject my proposal out of hand. The day Ellen told me that all of the family was leaving Long Beach, New York for Long Beach, California, and that her father and brothers were insisting that she go with them, I was in a dither. Because this was unexpected, it shook me. "For how long?" I said. "Oh, Alfy," she said, "please don't make me more unhappy than I am by asking questions." Tears were falling down her cheeks as she clung to me. Shaking off her fit, she told me that her father had agreed to let her return to me as soon as the divorce came through. I had already consulted an attorney-at-law, a friend of mine. After briefing me on the weakness of my case, he had suggested a Mexican decree as being the best in the circumstances, and I had instructed him to start proceedings. Lestar Sagar came up one night with an idea that appealed to me. I had more or less decided that I would marry Ellen and that I would therefore need to supplement my earnings. Indeed, the job I was doing for the State Government would terminate in the earlier half of 1939. So that when he said, "Alfred, what about lecturing to the women's cultural clubs scattered about Long Island?" I was intrigued. "There are many of them, composed chiefly of the wives of professionals and businessmen. They pay, I understand, one dollar per person attending each lecture; the lectures are held in the homes, and the average attendance is twenty-five. After the lecture they offer a buffet (damn good food, I'm told) and anything you want to drink. Let's reckon you select ten of these clubs. This 116
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 means ten lectures which, rotated, you could use a hundred times. This would mean earnings of twenty-five hundred dollars a year, maybe an overly optimistic assessment, but I think it's worth trying." "How will I get bookings from the clubs?" I asked. "A small classified advertisement is all you need," he said. I wasted no time in preparing five lectures: D.H. Lawrence's fiction, Thomas Hardy's, Aldous Huxley's, Ernest Hemingway's, and Sherwood Anderson's. My advertisement soon offered me five clubs and I arranged a schedule with each. The first lecture was given in a school house and about forty women attended. My enthusiasm over the attendance was such that I lost my head and very nearly lost all the audience. I was talking about Lawrence's work and to brighten up the introduction repeated a remark recently made to me at a literary party by Tess Slesinger. Tess was a sparkling, pretty little creature with a rare short story talent. She stood in a corner with her gaze fixed on Tom Wolfe2 who was a handsome giant of a man. I approached her and said, "Why that rapt look?" She gave me a guilty glance and said quietly, "You've caught me in flagrante delicto, Alfred." The women's faces froze in a frown and one by one, then two by two, they rose from their seats and strode out of the room. I could scarcely believe what I was seeing and was tempted to stop talking, but continued to the end. The fifteen or so who had stayed on assured me that they were glad they had done so. I had learned my salutary lesson and never again repeated the faux pas. The Mexican decree came through in March 1938, and Ellen took a bus across the continent to be once again with me. Her brother Enzo, making ready to join the Perachini family in California, and at last aware that my intentions were "honourable", threw us a premarital party, which was very gay. Alfred Agostini and Noel Vicentini were there. The champagne came round in tray after tray, to be followed by bourbon and real scotch and soon everyone was so high that Noel got away with stripping himself to his underpants and appearing before the fuddled guests wrapped round and round in streamers of pink and blue toilet paper. I marvelled at the uninhibiting effects of alcohol when I saw Enzo enjoying the Goose's near-nude parody of a ballet dancer. 117
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 Figure 8. Alfred and Ellen Mendes with their son Peter, 1939
 
 Ellen and I were married in Arlington, Virginia; the civil ceremony was simple. We crossed the Potomac back into Washington D.C. to spend our honeymoon in a luxurious flat loaned us by a well-to-do friend. Our son Peter was born ten months later.
 
 Alfred, my son by my first wife, arrived in January 1937 from the Friends' School in Saffron Walden, Essex. He had just turned sixteen. My father had sent him his fare by sea and asked him to book the voyage to New York via Trinidad so that the family could see him after his long absence. He stayed in Trinidad for a month. When he reached New York, I met him at the dock with my brother who was now separated from his wife and living in a Long Beach apartment. In size, Alf was a replica of myself, but his head and face bore the stamp of his mother's people. Like me, he was shy and timid and spoke only when spoken to. 118
 
 New York, 1955-1940
 
 Figure 9. From left to right, Alfred Mendes, his eldest son, Alfred John, and his brother Frank, Long Beach, New York, c. 1937
 
 His self-reliance was evident, but he possessed nothing of its bastardbrother, self-assurance. I had told the Sagars that he would soon be on his way to me and they at once proposed to place an additional bed in my room for him. I then enrolled him at Hofstra College in Nassau County for a course in aeronautical engineering, his choice. He had done so well at Saffron Walden Friends' School that my father offered to see him through his college education. My writing progressed with only brief interruptions. I had now completed seven novels, including the two already published, and I was halfway through the eighth. For two reasons I had offered none to the publishing houses: they were all, with the exception of the sequel to Black Fauns, heavily autobiographical and, I was afraid, riddled with libel. The memory of my traumatic experience with "Sweetman" in Trinidad was still very much alive. And secondly, I could not make up my mind about the literary quality of these new novels. One long short 119
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 story that Dorothy McCleary asked me to write3 was taken by New Stories, edited by H.E. Bates, Calder-Marshall and others. Edward J. O'Brien reprinted it in his 1936 anthology of Best Short Stones. The Manchester Guardian in consecutive Sunday issues printed eight shortshorts; and A.R. Orage, the Social Credit exponent of Major Douglas's new economic theory, printed five of my short-shorts in his New English Weekly. Owen Rutter of the Golden Cockerel Press was interested in publishing a novella of mine - twenty-thousand words - called "Barrackyarders",4 but the project was abandoned when I decided that Duckworth should have the Aldous Huxley introduction for my first novel. After I married Ellen, my doubts lingering to the last moment, we obtained an apartment in Long Beach and moved into it with Alf.51 was sorry to leave the Sagars, my relationship with whom had developed into affection, but we continued to see each other as frequently as we could. My life with Ellen marked the beginning of my entertaining two or three of my willing friends on occasional weekends. We seldom had any ready money to spare, but my friends knew this, were themselves no better off than we were, and always brought along enough food and drink to satisfy themselves in both respects. They fell into the habit of coming out to us on the Saturday morning and leaving on the afternoon of the next day. Both Alfred Agostini and Noel Vicentini came to see us frequently. Noel - "Goosie" as we called him - was born to the art of th cuisine. To eat a charcoal-broiled steak prepared by him was a feast for the palate. Both Sogata and the Goose were heavy drinkers; and whenever I was in their company, I toed the line with them. They always brought gallon bottles of California red wine and as the meal was being cooked by the Goose we talked and drank, getting higher and higher as the minutes ticked by. At the best of times the Goose was an untidy cook; under the influence of liquor he seldom failed to leave the kitchen in a shambles. Ellen, already in the family way, looked on with mounting alarm at the work that she and I would have to do after the party. I shall never forget the day they came to us, loaded up with packages of food and large bottles of wine, towing along Tony de Boissiere with them. He had arrived from Trinidad a week before, and we could see that the 120
 
 New York, 1953—1940
 
 Figure 10. Ellen and Peter Mendes, 1939
 
 trio had come all set for a real binge: they were already one sheet to the wind. Tony brought a pile of back numbers of his Callaloo and Picong magazines for me. It was five years since I had seen him6 and although he couldn't have been more than thirty, he looked ten years older. Even before I left Trinidad he had been drinking heavily and the alcohol had already begun to take its toll. He was still a handsome man but running to heaviness and a bulbous distention. The conflict between his self-disgust and his contempt for his fellowmen was thrusting him inexorably towards impulses of self-destruction. I was always glad to see Tony in small doses, but this visit gave warning of a long, unpleasant evening. The Goose opened a bag, held up a three-pound cut of prime steak, and soon busied himself with the preparation of the charcoal fire in the backyard of our flat. A gallon bottle of red wine was opened by Sogata with a graceful flourish. He filled our glasses and the talk and drinking began. By the time the steak was ready, making our mouths water from the odour permeating the air, we had two empty gallon bottles standing in a corner of the room. While we ate and drank, our volubility waxed, our tongues were no longer under the control of our minds, our voices 121
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 were sounding off-key - and this was the signal for Ellen to rise and go into her bedroom, locking the door from the inside. Through the mist of the drink in my eyes I saw Tony's face spotted with perspiration, then tighten like the skin of a drum along the cheekbones, his eyes buried in their sockets, and I said: "Tony, your face is a green ghost." This silly remark unleashed a jungle spring in the man, for the next minute a shower of abuse shot from his mouth and he abused me in the vilest language, all the venom and poison in him distorting every feature in his face, even his body in a posture ready to spring. Lifting his plate above his head, he flung it at me, missed, and it crashed against a wall. Grabbing other pieces of crockery, he threw them too. I kept ducking, and they all missed their target. Sogata and the Goose recovered from their shock, flung themselves at him, bringing him down to the floor and pinning him there. Ellen opened the door, took a glance, and banged the door shut from the inside. After a few minutes Sogata and the Goose, each holding Tony by an arm, led him out of the flat without a word. Relieved, I sat, dead sober from shock and utterly exhausted. Ellen, frightened and distraught, came out of her room and asked if I was hurt. I was not. I said, "The man went berserk." She asked where they were and I said I did not know. Then she said: "Good God, Alfy, he's smashed a lot of my crockery." "Better that than me," I said. I advised her to go back to bed and then set about clearing up the disorder. Halfway through there was a knock at the entrance door to the flat. A boy handed me a note from Tony saying how sorry he was for what had happened, and would I see him so that he could apologize personally, naming a nearby pub. I told the boy to say that I would see him at some other time as I was going to bed. The closest of my three writing friends were Benjamin Appel, Stoyan Christowe and Malcolm Lowry. Ben Appel was a big-boned blond who looked like a boxer. His first novel, Brain Guy, was a reflection of himself: tough and resilient. And yet he was one of the kindest men I ever met. He hammered out his books on an old typewriter that he was using up to the last time I saw him before leaving the States. His wife Sophie was also large and blonde: physically they were aptly matched, and from this assonance you derived the impression that their relationship was good. 122
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 After I left the States, Ben continued with his writing and to date (1975) he has published fourteen novels, two collections of stories and some fifteen books for children, and has won for himself a national reputation. Stoyan Christowe was a better creative writer than Ben Appel. His style was simple and sensuous. Two or three of his short stories of the time were little masterpieces. His bucolic novel Mara, the only one I read, was definitely a work of a high order. He arrived in the States when still in his teens from the Macedonian province of Bulgaria, full of the revolutionary struggle of the Comitadgis to free their land from Turkish domination. His book Heroes and Assassins tells this story: it is a distinguished piece of historical writing as seen through the eyes of a young, gifted writer. Stoyan was a gentle, shortish, balding man who, like Ben, had little use for liquor: when they visited us with Malcolm Lowry, Malcolm and I did the drinking. In the summer, if the weather was fine, we would sometimes put on our swimsuits and walk to the beach a block away, Malcolm with his guitar and I with a bottle of bourbon, and sprawl on the beach and listen to Malcolm's soft singing to the accompaniment of his guitar. Recent news of Stoyan surprised me. He was in the OSS during the last Great War and was dropped down into Yugoslavia from a plane on a secret mission. After the war, he and his wife Margaret, an attractive and charming woman, went to live in West Dover, Vermont, and there discovered that his colonel in the OSS was a Vermonter running for that State's governorship as an insurgent Republican. Stoyan worked for him in the elections and the colonel became Governor. Stoyan was subsequently elected State assemblyman and then a State senator and won such popularity that he was re-elected even in the Kennedy landslide. He has just completed a new and long book called The Eagle and the Stork, which is soon due from Harpers. Malcolm Lowry was an Englishman who came from a rich broker's family. While at Cambridge Malcolm was the centre of a scandal concerning himself and Fitte, his undergraduate friend who committed suicide. According to the Cambridge Daily News's account of the inquest on Fitte, Lowry did not reject his friend's homosexual advances. In the eyes of the Lowry family, Malcolm was now a black sheep. He was offered an allowance by his father ample enough to keep 123
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 him in reasonable comfort — provided he left England for good. His first novel, Ultramarine, recounting a sea voyage, was published by Jonathan Cape in 1933. When I got to know him, he was living in a flat in Manhattan with his pretty wife, Jan, who was writing short stories at the time. Paradoxes abounded in his character, the main one being his irresistible urge to write as against the difficulties he encountered in trying to do so. He was then engaged on several manuscripts and he would occasionally speak of the ordeal of suffering they caused him. He was misleading and yet candid. To some of his friends he was a sore trial and at the same time disarmingly charming. Scrupulously honest in his writing, he was nevertheless a significant creator of autobiographical fictions. Basically a happy man, he was suicidal. Those of us who knew him frequently discussed his genius and uniqueness amongst ourselves. Every time he came out to see us in Long Beach,7 usually with Stoyan Christowe and Ben Appel, he brought his guitar with him, settled down to quiet drinking and, when in his cups, he would pick up his guitar, strum it for a while "to get his ear attuned" as he phrased it, and in a soft voice begin to sing obscene ditties for hours on end, the accompaniment impeccable. It was enchanting to watch him sipping tall drinks of neat bourbon and listen to the low voice that never rose and seldom stopped, once in a while a delicate smile suffusing his heavy face. At such moments you loved him. His repertoire was large, a number of them his own composition, and all of the tunes were hauntingly sad. He was always a melancholy man.
 
 One morning at the office I had a call from Jan, Malcolm Lowry's wife. Could I come to her flat immediately? There was anguish in her voice and I asked if her trouble was Malcolm. She said yes. I was on the point of asking more when the line was cut off. I was worried. All my instinct told me that Malcolm was suicidal. I had known him for well over a year and this conviction had been taking hold of me soon after meeting him. His sea novel, written when he was very young, was a difficult book and obviously autobiographical, as was all his work. Malcolm himself was a difficult man who alternated between periods of elation and depression, 124
 
 New York, 1933-1940
 
 a psychosis aggravated by his heavy drinking. Their flat was within easy walking distance of the Empire State Building. Jan greeted me at the door and said: "He has taken an overdose of sleeping pills and is now in hospital. The doctor says he'll recover, but he came pretty near to passing on." I asked her when this happened and she said, "Yesterday. It's a long story." She sat and I sat opposite her. Her pretty face wore a strained expression, there were double rings under her eyes and I could see that she had been weeping. "It all started with Tony," she said quietly and bitterly. "Tony?" I said. "What Tony?" "There's only one," she said, "the Frenchman." And she went on, "They've been going out together for the past week, drinking day and night." "When did Malcolm meet Tony?" I asked. "I think Tony said you gave him Malcolm's address." "It certainly wasn't I," I said. "It could have been the Goose." "It makes no difference now," she murmured. "I saw little of Malcolm for the week. You know that Tony is a queer, don't you?" "That's why I didn't give him Malcolm's address," I said. "But surely Malcolm is normal!" I added. "That's what I thought," she replied, "until this week." "But why the sleeping pills?" I said. "I don't know, unless it was the shock and the heavy drinking. They were drunk all week. I think Tony de Boissiere set out to break up Malcolm and me. He can't see anything that is decent and true without wanting to smash it to pieces. He's the most revolting man I've met." I asked: "What has Malcolm told you?" "Nothing," she said. "Nothing at all. He's been too drunk to talk, too shocked by whatever has happened." "Have you seen Tony?" She told me that she had seen Tony during the week at odd moments and had had some bitter exchanges with him. Now she didn't want to see him ever again. She had called me to let me know the kind of "animal" 125
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 he was and to beg me not to encourage him to see Malcolm again. I reassured her that I had played no part in what had happened, and went on to say that I could have no control over Tony's and Malcolm's lives. Malcolm made a rapid recovery. He never mentioned Tony to me and I responded by holding my silence. He resumed his relationship with Jan as if nothing had interrupted it.8 Malcolm died by his own hand in 1957. This I learned in an odd fashion. My wife and I were visiting a good friend of ours in Trinidad one afternoon, a highly intelligent Lebanese fellow who, although an architect and civil engineer, was interested in literature and was then writing his memoirs. I was ensconced in a comfortable chair and was reminiscing about my writing friends during my years in the United States, prompted now and again by my wife. I had got onto my friendship with Malcolm Lowry, who by this time had become a cult hero in England as well as across the Channel and the United States of America and Canada, and was reliving those days as if they had returned to me in actuality, when I picked up a current copy of Time from the table at the side of my chair and, without any conscious effort, began to turn the pages, remarking, "I often think of Malcolm and as often long to see him again," or words to that effect, when my attention was arrested by a picture as it flashed past my eyes with the turning of the page. I turned the page back and there, indeed, was a picture of Malcolm. I read the text: he had committed suicide in England. His novel Under the Volcano, which the critics on both sides of the Atlantic have proclaimed a work of genius, was published before his death. To date, three biographies have appeared: one by the Canadian Tony Kilgallin, which reveals his cabalistic sources; another by Professor Douglas Day, an American; and the third from Cambridge by M.C. Bradbrook, Mistress of Girton, called Malcolm Lowry: His An and Early Life. Moreover, in Paris, the magazine Les Lettres Nouvelles devoted a whole issue to him and his work. Lowry was not really a novelist at all, except "by accident" as Professor Day says.9 Lunar Caustic, Dark as the Grave Wherein My Friend Is Laid; Ultramarine; Under the Volcano; Hear Us O Lord from Heaven Thy Dwelling Place: not one of these (and I know of no other title) carried 126
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 any plot (external action), any realized conflict between characters; indeed, not even characters in the form in which the tradition of writing in the Western world has conditioned us to recognition of them. Lowry's miraculous mind provided the movement of the work, the tension of conflict in the work: he was essentially a cerebral writer. And when his hero, who is always himself, thinks, the writing grows in meaning and beauty. Like all visionary artists he scarcely noticed the external world, the world of reality. He didn't have to, for his world, like Blake's, was in his mind and spirit; and what he saw there with the inward gaze was infinitely more than he could see in the real world.
 
 The time for preparing the celebration of my citizenship was near at hand. Although there were a great many ugly things happening in the country, especially the active prejudice against the Blacks, and to a lesser extent the Jews, there were so many other things that I liked; so that there was no doubt in my mind that this was the country in which I wished to live. Where I had so deeply despised in Trinidad the sycophancy and obedience of the "lesser breeds" towards the Anglo-Saxon colonial overlords, indeed, the whole Crown Colony system of divide and rule in accordance with gradations of pigmentation, I now found a rough-hewn democracy which could be used as a means to higher ends. Moreover, the variety of life in the USA was exciting and gave me a sense of a broader and deeper choice for fertilizing my own life. On a lower plane, I had found a new wife, and the relationship appeared to be developing much better than I had dared to hope; and I had made a new circle of friends, intellectual as well as bourgeois, to some of whom I had become quite attached. By this time I had completed seven novels in addition to the two already published. True, all of these seven unmarketed manuscripts were lying in my cabinet: I did not offer them to the publishing houses because, with the exception of the sequel to Black Fauns, they all contained libels. In addition, uncertainty as to the literary value of my fiction had begun to take hold of me. I was already at the age when I must make perhaps the most important decision in my life: should I continue 127
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 writing or move off to some other activity? This was yet vague in my consciousness but every time it surfaced it assumed a more precise shape and a less timid urgency. Actually, as I approached the impasse a dreadful fear was taking possession of me, the fear of having to abandon the raison d'etre of my life. An obsession with which I had been living for more than twenty-five years now appeared not to be weakening, but to be in question as to whether it was worthy of my loyalty. We were poor, we were hopelessly poor, and to add to this spectre that was haunting both my working hours and my sleep with dark fantasies and darker dreams, our first baby, a boy, was born in January 1939. My earnings had therefore become inadequate to our needs. My writing, plus my lectures, obviously could not support us. I was so conscious of this that I read in every look or glance my wife gave me a regret, an accusation, a disappointment. With it all, she was cheerful, doing the best she could with our slender means. Returning to our arrangements for the celebration: Ellen had a few hundred dollars saved in the bank and said she would withdraw thirty dollars for the party. In appearing before the judge, the custom was to be flanked by two sponsors, and I chose Lestar Sagar and Albert Heitmann, a German American who was a good friend of the Sagars and ourselves. Albert was an architect with an excellent Long Island reputation, and his wife, Martha, a charming woman, was a high school teacher. The date for my appearance in the Mineola Courthouse was fixed for a month or two after my marriage — about June 1938. Before I left Trinidad, my friend Pope Wharton had given me a suit of dark striped trousers and black jacket in excellent condition. Among the Trinidad barristers, its style had gone out of fashion. It fitted me as if it had been tailored for me and, as Ellen and the Sagars never ceased telling me, I looked very well in it, particularly with my black Van Dyck beard trimmed to a point. I wore it for all my lectures and I must confess that it played a part in whatever success I enjoyed. The day arrived. Albert Heitmann, together with Lestar Sagar, came to fetch me in his car. I took my briefcase containing the relevant documents and my copy of my divorce decree which I had been asked to take along with me in case the Court wished to see it. 128
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 We were called and entered the courtroom like three dandies sauntering down Fifth Avenue. The old judge was a small man with short, cropped hair and blue eyes enlarged beneath a pair of thick lenses. He looked at me and smiled as the Clerk came up and asked me for my divorce papers. My eyes were fixed on the judge as he examined the document, but his face was impassive until he spoke, picking his words carefully. He said that it was his duty to let me know that the Federal Government alone had the constitutional authority to confer citizenship. He noted that the decree in his hand was a Mexican document filed through the State of New York and that I had quite properly performed a marriage ceremony in the State of Virginia which recognized such decrees. But, he regretted to say, the Federal Government did not accept them. And smiling benignly and looking at me over the tops of his glasses with a twinkle in his eyes, he went on to say that because of the moral obloquy attaching to the applicant in this case, he could not entertain his application. I would, he said, have to obtain a Trinidad decree, and as soon as this was done he would be happy to accord citizenship to me. I stood inwardly paralysed, wondering if I had heard correctly. I glanced at Lestar: his expression confirmed all too clearly what I had heard. I felt myself going cold from head to feet, a conflict of emotions inside of me: anger, shock, cruel disappointment. Even from this distance in time, I recall what a shattering blow this was. Never for one moment did it ever occur to me that I would have any trouble of any kind in obtaining my final naturalization papers. All my hopes for future residence in the country of my deliberate choice were dashed to pieces by the quiet, gentle determination of an old man - all blown up in black smoke. Lestar held my arm and drew me away from the courtroom, Albert Heitmann following. "Well, that's that," I said. "I can't believe it." "Neither can I," Lestar said. "It's tough for you." We got into the car and drove straight to my flat in Long Beach. Our friends were there, about a dozen in all. They could see at once that something had gone awry. I could not greet Ellen and she came up to 129
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 me, put her arm around me and kissed me. Quietly I told her what had happened and tears came into her eyes. "Never mind," she said. "We'll manage."
 
 It was then that I began to dream once again of my mother and the snake. The picture had remained clear-cut in my memory. I told Ellen about it as I had begun to suspect that a message was intended if only I could interpret the meaning of the dream. But I could see no connection between the fiasco of my application for citizenship and this recurring dream. And then I thought that perhaps the message of my dream, if message there was, related to my urge to write. What with the new crisis in my life and the deepening inferiority complex regarding my writing, I was on the horns of a goring dilemma. I frankly did not know what to do: stay on in the country or return to Trinidad? Or, to rephrase the questions nearer to my alternative intentions: continue with my writing or abandon it? If I could get a permanent job in Long Island or the City, I could always find time to do what I wanted to do. But although I had persevered in trying to get one, it was obvious that the Depression was still very much with us, and that if nothing turned up for me I would have to go on "relief, to which millions of others had already resorted. This prospect made me shudder: the mere thought of it drained me of my human dignity. True, I was still lecturing, but even this form of livelihood was being eroded by the Depression; and, in any case, my earnings fell far short of our needs. In the end, the deciding factor was my loss of confidence in my writing. I brooded over this night and day, the dream returning again and again. It would waken me in the early hours of the morning, after which I could not fall back into sleep for the rest of the night. Between the dream and the agony of my doubts, aggravated by the worry over money and, as I was well aware, Ellen's anxiety about the immediate future, I did two things: I wrote my father telling him of our plight and then burnt all of my manuscripts, excepting my short stories. They raised a blaze that crackled for nearly an hour. When the flame died out I walked back into the flat, sat down, and tried to empty my mind of all its 130
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 contending contents; it was too late to mourn the destruction of a part of my life. It wasn't long before I began to question my reasons for this mad act and finally, to regret it more and more. About six months before we left the country to which I had become so attached in many ways, circumstances compelled me to go on relief, as demoralizing an experience as I have ever had in my life. The searching questions by the Government investigators into what, after all, was a man's private life, the mortification of having to accept State charity, the cruel loss of one's self-respect in the face of the disappearance of even a menial job such as sweeping the streets - no man could go beyond this tether. And yet. . .10
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 TRINIDAD, 1940-1972; BARBADOS, 1973-1978
 
 Ellen and I returned to Trinidad in August of 1940,1 and this marked the commencement of a startlingly new way of life for me. Indeed, so depressed was I that I held on to the periphery concerns of the intellectual life by writing for the newspapers, mainly the Guardian, on art exhibitions; on the steel band; on the Beryl McBurnie Little Carib with its significant dance group; on Beryl McBurnie herself; and this at a time when it was infra dig to do so. When Jack Kelshall returned from the 1939-45 War he came to me and asked if I would help him form a socialist political party. I welcomed the idea and this blossomed into the United Front,2 which contested the general elections of 1946. We campaigned all through the island spreading the gospel, the first time, I believe, that the socialist creed was ever brought to the rural districts. Alas, the United Front was conspicuous for its disunity on matters of ideology and we came a cropper in the voting booths. My activities were regarded by the government of the day - still very Crown Colony - with dismay and dislike. I was a member of the Civil Service, and there I was trampling underfoot one of its most sacred rules: playing an active role in politics, and a socialist one at that. I was summoned by the Colonial Secretary more than once and warned that I would lose my job. One of my best friends was Quintin O'Connor, leader of the Federated Workers Trade Union. With Albert Gomes, I visited his home 132
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 for years every Sunday morning to discuss politics and the trade union movement in Trinidad. Quintin was a remarkable human being, a fanatic in his faith, with a compassionate heart. I used regularly to lecture to his members on socialism, Crown Colony Government and other allied subjects. He died comparatively young.
 
 Soon after my return to Trinidad I obtained a minor post in the Port Services Department as a bookkeeper at a salary of two hundred dollars per month. I knew little about keeping books, but my common sense told me that I could get through. I was attached to the Harbour Engineer of the Port Services. This was early in 1946. I was soon in the swing of the work. A fellow clerk of mine was Edgar Mittelholzer, the Guianese novelist. For all the two years he sat at a desk neighbouring mine, the only work he did was short story and novel writing. His gift was narrative and his facility staggering: he could do anything up to thirty foolscap sheets a day. He wrote A Morning at the Office at his desk. His craftsmanship was good, but on the whole his work is ephemeral. He left for England soon after he quit his job. The General Manager of the Port in my day was an Englishman, Harry Parry.3 We had no statutory board then and were wholly at the mercy of Government. Parry was a dark, burly man of great administrative ability. Strangely, he loved Chinese pottery. In 1950 I saw his collection in his Birkenhead home: ravishingly beautiful vases and bowls which he had collected when living in Penang. His head was massive, his features coarse; but his eyes were kind. He told me once with a twinkle in his eye that if he didn't know that his parents were English he would have considered himself a coloured man. This from an Englishman! I first came to his notice when I was given the task of reorganizing the Stores Department. It was a difficult job and a protracted one that took over a year to complete. I worked in a sort of fury, drawing upon a reservoir of energy that has always seemed to me to be inexhaustible, from eight o'clock in the morning frequently till midnight. A great deal of it was physical work. The assignment was concluded; the bins and shelves carrying the stocks painted in bright colours for brightening the spirits of 133
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 the staff; the records to be kept elevated to a high pitch of control. Parry looked upon the results and found them good. The other exercise which influenced his recommending me for the newly created post of Deputy General Manager, was the reorganization of the Department's accounting system from a government to a commercial basis. When I learned of his intention I was appalled by the prospect of such a formidable undertaking. I told him that I had no knowledge whatever of a profession which appeared to me to be quite esoteric. He dismissed my fears, assuring me that the accountant he was placing at my disposal was a first-class man with all the qualifications; that he was placing the job under my control because without drive, imagination, and a gift to inspire one's staff, the job could not be done. I then swerved to another tack and informed him that I would not accept the promotion because of the storm of protest it would arouse as soon as the news leaked out, among officers more senior to me, including a number of expatriates. "Very well," he said. "If you refuse the offer I want you to know that there is no other officer in the Department I can recommend. I will therefore be forced to ask the Governor to find an expatriate for me in the United Kingdom." And that was that. I accepted the new task. It took a long, gruelling time to bring to a successful conclusion. We must have worked an average of twelve hours per day, including Saturdays and Sundays. But this challenging exercise took on the semblance during our long struggle with it, of a creative activity. We identified ourselves so intensely with the job that in time it won possession of us. The routine of my life was thrown completely out of gear: I ate at irregular times; my sleep was disturbed by queer dreams of innumerable combinations and permutations of figures; my sex life dried up for want of energy; and all my brain during working hours was seized by the awesome problems confronting us. By the end of it I had acquired so much knowledge of accountancy that some years later I was able to convert my father's books into a correct presentation of his financial affairs, which proved of inestimable value to us when the time came for us to administer his estate.4 When Parry submitted my report to the Government, the Financial Secretary, 134
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 Figure 11. Acting Deputy General Manager Alfred Mendes (right) on a tour of the Port with the acting governor of Trinidad, the Hon. P.M. Renison (left) and General Manager H.O. Culhane (centre). Trinidad Guardian, 6 January 1950. the Director of Audit, and the Accountant General, including the Port Advisory Board, all approved it with high commendation. Indeed, the Director of Audit was so impressed with my fifty-five page report that he forwarded a copy to his head office in London. One of the clauses in Parry's recommendation for my appointment to the post of Deputy General Manager ran: In addition, he takes an interest in and is held in high regard by all the workmen and members of staff. Parry told me afterwards that C.P. Alexander, President of the Seamen and Waterfront Workers Trade Union, was delighted with my appointment.5 Nevertheless, the storm of protest by those officers (there were about twenty) who felt that they were being unjustly overlooked, broke with thunder and lightning: a protracted storm that took the form of cables and letters to the Colonial Office in London. Parry presented an imperturbable countenance through it all, and held to his resolution. My appointment came through.
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 Figure 12. Alfred Mendes in London in 1950, on his way to Leicester Square. In 1950 the Government sent me to England for a twelve-month course with the Port of London Authority in order that I might be more fully equipped when the time came for my appointment as General Manager. I went via Long Beach, California, to visit my wife and children and to visit the Port of Long Beach. I squeezed every drop of juice out of the opportunity offered me for learning the modus operandi of the great Port of London, in all its ramifications. Every evening when I arrived back at my hotel with a stack of printed forms relating to the work of the day, I would sit at my desk, stick the forms onto a sheet in the folio book I bought for that purpose, gather my notes of the day and transcribe them on pages adjacent to the relevant forms, heading each day's work with the date. At the course's end I had three such volumes of books numbering about three hundred and fifty pages of text with forms. I took them back to Trinidad with me for use by succeeding managers. Before leaving Europe I visited Spain and Portugal6 with my friend Eric Murray (who subsequently became Trinidad and Tobago's High 136
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 Figure 13. Alfred Mendes and Eric Murray, Trafalgar Square, London, 1950
 
 Commissioner to Kingston, Jamaica, and Ambassador to Guatemala, 1965-1969), and then Sweden, where I again met Rut Cronstrom, as beautiful a young woman as I have ever known and now an actress, and Erik Strandmark, one of Sweden's distinguished actors (stage and TV).7 Through them I met a large number of Swedish writers; became a friend of one of Sweden's prima ballerinas, Birgit Norlindh, who had me to stay at her mansion in Malmo for a week; attended a Nobel Prize Committee dinner with Erik; and moved around with Stockholm's intellectual aristocracy. It was all exhilarating and intellectually stirring. During my year of absence from Trinidad, my wife and our two sons stayed in California with her sister.
 
 Soon after my return home, I moved into the General Manager's chair and took up my new responsibilities. By this time, the Port's union had grown into a powerful organization and I found myself confronting an implacable conflict of loyalties within. How was I to reconcile my own 137
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 convictions with the role of a Government servant, hedged in as I was by a decalogue of don'ts and restricted by official policy which was designed to protect the island's vested interests? I soon found myself trying to walk a tightrope. C.P. Alexander was thoroughly aware of my dilemma: had I not, as a junior bookkeeper in the Harbour Engineers Department, befriended him and given him advice from time to time whenever he found himself at loggerheads with Departmental heads? Indubitably, he knew where I stood, but he was in no position to walk a tightrope by trying to ease my precarious balance. He had his duties and obligations to his membership — three thousand strong. I had my duties and obligations too, but the morality of mine was certainly less secure than his. On the other hand, Government was unwilling to provoke any unrest in the Port and positively scared of strike action: the last strike was still a nightmare in their memory.8 So Alexander and I, as we sat at the negotiating table, had our rows, feinted here and there, compromised frequently, myself keeping the colonial secretary fully informed of everything. We finally emerged with an agreement that was acceptable to Government, and with relations intact and perhaps in better health with the Union. When C.P. Alexander died, I delivered the obituary.
 
 Up to my day, the Port was controlled solely by Government. True, there was the Port Advisory Board composed of representatives of shipping, the Chamber of Commerce, and the Seamen and Waterfront Workers Trade Union, together with the General Manager of the Port. As with most advisory bodies, however, the Port Board's recommendations were more honoured in the breach than the observance. After my assumption of Deputy's duties, it did not take me long to discern that the General Manager, together with his Advisory Board, shared a heavy burden of responsibility and no authority whatsoever. There was no doubt in my own mind that this was a contradiction in terms, that the Port just simply could not be operated with any degree of efficiency in the face of such an ineffectual dominion. Moreover, the diseases from which the Port suffered were aggravated by the imbalance between 138
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 negative managerial authority and a powerful union knowing exactly where it was going. I agreed with my two predecessors that a statutory board would be a step in the right direction, and said so in more than one recommendation to Government. But even so, I realized that such an Authority within the context of a political democracy married to a private enterprise economy, could not, and never would be, given full powers. Under a Constitution such as ours, Government held the purse strings; and in this fact is lodged all power. So here we were up against a cul-de-sac. The best I can say is that the business of a Port should be fully under the control of a body of men, independent, disinterested, and honourable; but where can such men be found? Frankly, I don't know. The ports I have visited officially were all plagued by ills of a similar nature: San Juan, Long Beach (California), New York, all the docks of the Port of London Authority, and all because of the politico-economic dispensation under which they came into being. It seems to me that during the transition period of the ascendancy of the so-called working class which it no longer is - a period which had its beginning with the First World War; and a period in which the levels of power had undergone revolutionary changes throughout the democratic countries, standards of work fell off, productivity declined, and the workers, in a spirit of revolt expressed in strikes, sit-ins, sick-outs and all the other new words coinages that entered our dictionaries - unequivocally demonstrated to their former masters that they now held equal power with them. This transition period is still very much with us. When the New Order, whatever this might be, will emerge from it is anybody's guess. And only when it has arrived will we be able to attempt resolving some of the problems of our stricken industries - and our ports.
 
 I retired from the Port in 1957, proceeding on pre-retirement leave about three months before. My wife and I flew to London and joined our two sons, Peter and Stephen, who were at the Friends School in Saffron Walden, Essex, a medieval town of great charm and wrapped in history. My eldest son, Alf, was then in Libya with his wife and children. 139
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 Figure 14. Alfred and Ellen Mendes, c. 1948-1950
 
 I picked up a new car in London, drove down to catch the cross-Channel ferry to Boulogne and, on disembarking, motored across the northern plains of France to Compiegne, another medieval town surrounded by forests. We overnighted in a small hotel and dined in a restaurant on the Place-, the most delicious omelette I have ever had, and we washed it down with a bottle of Rhenish wine. The next morning we drove on to Strasbourg, stayed in a hotel called La Cloche, crossed the Rhine the following day and drove through the Black Forest down to Felkirk, where we slept that night. We were on our way to Innsbruck to spend two days there, and thence to a boarding-house called Jochberg in the Austrian Alps for two weeks. Innsbruck nestles at the bottom of a deep valley halfsurrounded by Alpine mountains: a beautiful Gothic town. 140
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 Now it is a strange thing that I enjoy flying and hate travelling over high mountains.9 Land heights fill me with neurotic fear and retching attacks of vertigo, and arouse deep inside of me some atavistic tendency to suicide by throwing myself off the height in an irrepressible urge to be back on terra firma at the soonest possible moment. I have tried tracing this back to some early trauma, but have failed. I have tried rationalizing it in the hope of exorcising it - in vain. As it is obviously ineradicably buried in my subconscious, I have made desperate efforts to accept it and live with it - I don't think with much success. As we rolled up towards the Alpine town of Mayerhoven lying on a platform of foothills, the mere expectancy of the loftier "steeps where desolation stalks" began to affect me. Thus far I had been at the wheel, but I knew that I would not be able to carry on much further. A divertissement in the town rid me of this apprehension for a while: a ceremonial parade of the townspeople in their colourful traditional costumes, faces pinked by the cold, blue-eyed, the younger girls smilingly pretty; all led by a rousing band playing something Mozartian. I brought the car to a halt on the verge of the road and as they passed by, a happy, healthy composite of old and young and children, they gave us greetings in their tongue. We loitered to look at the near-view of the impending alp, and immediately the vertiginous fear returned. Having our two sons with us, I did not want them to feel that their father had any touch of cowardice in him. And so, although I realized that we would soon begin the frightening ascent, I held on to the wheel. I should have known better. We soon came to a bifurcation in the road and I saw a sign post reading Jochberg and turned the car onto the right fork. I was appalled to discover the narrowness of the road which scarcely offered width enough to permit two cars to pass each other. And when the road, dug into the side of the mountain, commenced its steep winding climb, the fear in me hardened into a tight, suffocating knot. By this time, I had instinctively slowed the vehicle down to about fifteen miles an hour. I knew it was very cold outside, but my skin was pricked with perspiration. Suddenly, a few yards ahead of me, I spied a sharp turn to the right which gave the illusion that the road ended at that point and that I was driving my wife, sons, and myself straight over the edge to a dreadful fall of hundreds of 141
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 feet to the bottom of the gorge. Petrified, I pressed violently down on the foot brake. My wife, sitting beside me, had the presence of mind to pull up the hand brake. The car came to a dead halt. I opened the door, sprang out and started running down the road, my sons after me . . . When we resumed our journey, my wife was at the wheel with the elder son beside her, myself in the rear seat with my younger son. The front part of the boarding house called Jochberg hung across the road and over the gorge, and for all of the two weeks I dared not stray from that area of the building which was based on solid ground. A fortnight of claustrophobia can set any man on the reeling road to manic depression, from which I was rescued by my natural resiliency. We drove back to Innsbruck, my wife at the wheel, and took the highway that debouched into the Brenner Pass. The highway was broad and commodious, with few sheer drops exposed to the eye. Although still shaken by the Jochberg incident, I suffered little disruption of the mysterious internal processes. We picked up two young Germans hitch-hiking their way into Verona. Traversing Bologna, we headed for Florence, our southernmost destination. We were three weeks in Florence, during which time we tried vainly to locate possible relations of my wife's; discovered a little trattoria in a back street where the food and the Italian wines were both plentiful and cheap; haunted the inexhaustibly enchanting Ponte Vecchio; dribbled at the mouth with desire to buy some of the objets d'art for sale everywhere; literally walked miles along the corridors and rooms of the art galleries; sat on the Loggia Steps in the Piazza della Signoria, watching the world go by in an unending concourse of students of both sexes, packs on their backs, from world-scattered universities; visited every church to gape and wonder at their ancient treasures; and strolled through most of Florence's streets and alleys along which exquisite surprises wait. So charmed were we by this cradle of western civilization that my wife and I made a survey of costs in the hope of being able to return for good. On our return journey, we passed through Milan, industrial centre of Italy, and, with my wife at the wheel, went over the Cenis Pass. I dared look neither left nor right and sat in the middle of the rear seat, stiff with a tension that did not unwind until we drove gently into the old 142
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 Figure 15. Alfred Mendes in his "gardening cap", 1967 tree-embowered town of Chambery where we stayed overnight, dining with a large company of young people who entertained us with their folk songs and dances, their gaiety, and their lively chatter, out on the illuminated Place under the trees. Some of the girls were ravishing to look at, and in their dances provocatively coquettish. Perhaps it is as well that I was not alone. On arriving in Paris the next evening, we went to the pension we thought we had booked. It didn't take us long to discover that we were in a brothel of sorts, with an incessant coming and going of couples and all the disturbing sounds that such people make in the night's silence. Even before the dawn had begun to show its feeble wintry light, we paid our bill to an astonished man at the desk, who regarded us with a perplexed stare that ended in a chuckle. On my return from pre-retirement holiday I found myself in our home in Goodwood Park with nothing to do; with no office to attend every morning; with idleness enveloping my body and mind like an eroding acid; and steadily descending into a comatose mood. As an antidote to this creeping disintegration I went into gardening as a countervailing offset to my reading, to which I had adhered as a leech throughout the years of "working for a living". My fund of energy was still overflowing; and as I no longer had my writing or my executive 143
 
 The Autobiography of Alfred H. Mendes
 
 Figure 16. Alfred Mendes (front row, centre) with colleagues from Singer Sewing Machine Co. John Mendonca is at the far right of the front row.
 
 work as a port official, I had to seek other preoccupations for maintaining the volume of my energy in healthy balance. So I went to the garden to cultivate bougainvilleas, double poinsettias, ginger lilies, and keep the lawns mown and tidy, and husband such fruit trees as we had planted: avocado pears, mangoes, oranges, pawpaws. Given my temperament, it was tough and exhausting labour, but rewarding in more ways than one. It dissipated the gloom closing down on me and restored my body to its innate buoyancy. It was during this time that my neighbour in Goodwood Park10 offered me a job as Personnel Manager with the Singer Sewing Machine Company, of which he was the General Manager responsible for the once British colonial territories in the Caribbean, with Puerto Rico thrown in for good measure. My initial task was to set up the new personnel department in Port of Spain to embrace all of the regional islands. It took me about a year to have the department functioning. I enjoyed every moment of the six years I spent with this company, flying from island to island in the course of my duties, meeting new people, trying to solve labour troubles that presented a multitude of difficulties, staying at the best hotels, eating the choicest dishes and drinking vintage wines. I worked hard but, as always in my life, played equally hard. 144
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 Soon after I retired from Singer my wife and I left Trinidad early in 1973 and went to Mallorca to see what living there was like. We loved this Balearic island and were on the eve of acquiring a charming flat set in the midst of an odoriferous pine wood when my wife, who has suffered from chronic sinusitis during all the forty-three years I have known her, went down with a vicious recurrence. After a thorough examination, the specialist advised that she leave the island as quickly as possible, as her illness could prove to be fatal within a few months. So we took a steamer at Barcelona and went down to Gran Canaria, the largest of the Canary Islands. But there too she suffered another relapse, followed by the same warning: she must leave immediately. In any case, we did not like Gran Canaria for its poverty, its filthy streets and smells, its slothful inhabitants.11 We were relieved and glad to fly to London - and then on to Barbados.
 
 We had not been long in Barbados before my wife began to extol the virtues of its climate, saying that her sinusitis had gone and that she had never felt better in her life. We have now been residing here for more than five years, during which period there has been no return of her trouble. As for myself, I have had no illness of any kind, except, of course, two disabilities that most men suffer: impotence and the approach of old age, so closely related to each other. The former, however, was the result of a prostatectomy which cut short my urge for sexual play: and what one does not have any desire for, one does not even think of, let alone miss. In later years, it is good to be free of a strong sexual appetite, which can so often harass a man's peace of mind and burden him with suicidally harrowing anxieties. For myself, I have throughout my life to the age of sixty-six indulged in a large variety of women, all of them beautiful in my eyes, and never without at least a touch of romance to round off my passion for them. What should I regret, when there are so many other activities and interests left for me to choose from? Reading, for instance, which alone can fill the vacuum created by my abandonment of writing novels and short stories that filled the decades of the 1920s and 1930s. Books of all kinds, and especially biographies 145
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 Figure 17. Alfred Mendes, 1972
 
 and autobiographies, English, American, Russian and French. Then there is gardening, which by contrast with reading, exercises the body instead of the mind and helps to establish a proper balance between both. Moreover, at Christmas time when I look at the bougainvillaeas, poinsettias, Christmas candles, cockscombs, morning glories that I have planted and nursed to maturity, does not the aesthetic thrill amply reward me? I also busy myself with keeping proper accounts of the funds which I inherited from my father and which endow us with a decent enough standard of living. My patrimony came very late in life (my father died at the age of ninety-seven), a time when the prospect of indigence appals and impels me into cautious care of my resources. This concern takes up a goodly part of my time, but I have succeeded in making it an exciting task by identifying myself so closely with it that it has become that rarest of all activities: creative. In other words, the numerical symbols have always fascinated me and I have succeeded in shaping a system of accounts that gives me at all times an accurate picture of my modest financial affairs. 146
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 Figure 18. Sir Hugh Wooding congratulates Alfred Mendes on being made a doctor of letters of the University of the West Indies, 29 January 1972.
 
 After forty years of marriage, Ellen and I have arrived at the final stage of our lives. She is sixty-six and I am eighty-one. Our differences as causes for quarrels, the main one being the tight control I keep over my annual budgets of living expenses, have now diminished to such a minimum that whenever the intensity of a squabble has passed away, we like to celebrate the occasion with some glasses of good wine in lieu of the usual romp in bed; and frankly, I think I prefer the wine at this time of my life to the alternative in the earlier years of our marriage. Age has so mellowed me that I now encourage her to serve her Catholic faith as she pleases: my loathing of that church is no longer active and it affords her ample scope for expending her energy in various innocent ways: it would be churlish of me to interfere. Indeed, the story of my taking her as my wife illustrates, I think, the processes through which my hostility against the Church has subtly and slowly changed to a mere sufferance of it. I first married her in Arlington, Virginia, before a registrar; then a couple of years later the Mayor of Long Beach, New York, a Jew, offered his services and I agreed to his 147
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 Figure 19. Alfred Mendes with his son Stephen, grandson Jason and granddaughter Bianca, "Coolgardie", Barbados, c. 1975
 
 remarrying us, for what reason I have never been able fully to understand.12 It could be that some horrid perversity in me liked the irony of a Jew performing a sacred Christian ceremony in uniting a devout Catholic girl to an unbeliever. Twenty-four years went by, then one day an idea struck me with such force that I had to come to grips with it. We had then been living in Trinidad for many years and I was on the staff of the Singer Sewing Machine Company. The General Manager, John Mendonca, was my neighbour in Goodwood Park, a man I liked and trusted wholly. I went to him and said, "John, you are a good Catholic and my best friend. I want to remarry Ellen in her Church and I seek your help." "Why do you want to do this?" he said. "Well, I suppose it's my conscience troubling me." "Your conscience?" he said. "Yes," I said. "I have been a son-of-a-bitch to Ellen and I have caused her anxiety, worry and grief. I think my marrying her in her Church now will please her." 148
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 Figure 20. Alfred Mendes at his son Stephen's home, Trinidad, c. 1982
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 John arranged everything for us and a few months later we were for the first time before an altar. John and his wife Isabelle gave us a merry reception in his beautiful home, with three or four of our friends as wedding guests. Looking back on my life, I think this is as generous a gesture as I have ever made, and we are both deeply in John's and Isabelle's debt for all they did for us. Even in this age of incredible change, how many women can boast, if boast it is, of husbands guiding them into marriage three times?13 There is no doubt that Barbados, a classic coral island girdled by white and golden beaches, with the encircling ocean as variegated as the rainbow; its undulating lands of sandy soil matted with plantations of sugar-cane and coconut; its almost perennial north-east trade breezes gliding cleanly across the land; its quiet, highly civilized people, as industrious as can be found in the world today; its government a pure democracy pillared upon the two-party system, stable if a little too conservative; a strong trade union movement free of extremism: there is no doubt, I asseverate, that Barbados is a rare haven in the modern world. Who, with such an abundance of virtues and advantages, would wish to cavil at the hurricane which visits the island once in each century? For myself, the violence of the hurricane bears little resemblance to the violence of wars, uprisings and revolutions: the first is impersonal, the second the reversion of man to his primordial state.
 
 Coming from a stint of three hours' work in the garden, my loins clad in an old swimsuit, my old brown body coated in dirt and dampened with perspiration, exhausted to the point of collapse, I make for the sea, on most occasions with Ellen, and dive in - and presto! All the muck is washed off with my first immersion, my fatigue is turned into exhilaration, and I emerge from the water with a springy step and my mind honed to the beauty around me. This I do every morning, though not every morning from the garden, and it is this regimen, I'm sure, that keeps at bay the viruses that afflict the unwary with colds and influenzas. It is donkey's years since either Ellen or I has suffered the onslaughts of these contagious infirmities. And while I am on this subject of the 150
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 frailties of life, the local newspapers frequently record the deaths of centenarians, most of them with all their senses intact almost to the moment of the final breath.14 In the early morning — I go to bed at 7 p.m. and rise at 5.30 a.m. - I sit in the porch facing the sea and sipping my mug of hot coffee, listening to the waves as they gently roll in on the beach and to the black folk who can find time only this early to have their sea baths, to the accompaniment of ceaseless chatter and high-pitched cackles of laughter. These sounds help to put me in the mood for meeting the mornings and making the best of each day. And this, more or less, is how I hope to carry on with the increasingly precarious business of life. Whatever portion of it is left to me, days, months, or years, I shall fill with a surfeit of mental and physical activities, and so enter at last into that oblivion which will end for all time the identity that was myself on earth. I have requested that my body be cremated15 and the ashes spread over the sea in front of this little cottage that for five years has given me such contentment and peace.
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 Appendix A
 
 FROM A LETTER-DRAFT OF 19/8: "LOOPING THE LOOP"
 
 My step-brother, Harry deSouza, who had been living in Long Island with his paternal aunts from 1914, had taken up flying and was a fullfledged pilot when I arrived in New York. He kept an open cockpit 2seater rickety plane at Floyd Bennett Airfield and I had gone up with him on several week-end occasions, cavorting over Long Island at an average height of 2,000 ft. from Floyd Bennett to Montauk Point, and sometimes to Green Point near the spot at which the Pilgrim Fathers landed in the fabulous continent across the Atlantic. These outings were exciting, and, as I had done some flying about the Caribbean with the old NYRBA hydro-planes, I was able to see for myself that only these small open cockpit craft gave one a true sense of flight. From all points of the compass the land view lay open to the eye; to every delicate current of air the craft responded with dips and rocks; the sky above was a vaster canopy that I had ever imagined it to be; and when the wind was more turbulent than usual you immediately knew by the creaks and snaps of the craft that its fragility could in the twinkling of an eye catapult you into eternity. One Sunday morning in November before I climbed into my seat, Harry said to me: "I'm going to strap you in as there is some turbulence above." He strapped me in, took his seat and in a few minutes we were airborne. The sun shone, the sky was blue, and the rush of air against our faces cold. I glanced down over the edge of my seat and sensed that we 155
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 were higher up than usual. Leaning forward, I screamed into Harry's ear: "What's our altitude?" "Three thousand six hundred feet," he screamed back. This surprised me as there was nothing to tell me that there was turbulence: the plane flew on an even keel, its frail frame uttering no more than the usual protests. And then suddenly, with no warning word from my pilot I realized in a confused and alarming way that there were intense pressures in the wrong areas of my stomach, that the horizon was ascending rapidly, that the pressure of my seat strap against my thighs and lower stomach was tightening intolerably, and that my sight was blurring. I grabbed the sides of the cockpit and held on for dear life, dimly aware that we were dropping like a stone to the ground beneath. I believe I half-blacked-out, for the next point of awareness told me that we were bumpily taxiing along the runway. "What the hell happened?" I shouted. Harry smiled as he said: "I didn't want to tell you in advance because you might have refused. I wanted you to experience the sensation of looping the loop - the ultimate thrill of flying."
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 FROM ALFRED TO ELLEN MENDES: LISBON, 24 NOVEMBER 1950
 
 Then into Portugal and believe me, my darling, I was quite strangely moved by finding myself for the first time in the land of my forefathers. Never have I seen such beautiful country. We crossed the SpanishPortuguese border at Fuentes de Onoro and moved through the Mondego valley: deep gorges bridged for the train, streams coursing at their bottoms; villages and hamlets clinging to the hillsides in precarious fashion, the hillsides marvellously terraced; vineyards everywhere, and cork trees, and pines tapped for their resin, out of which turpentine is brewed. What industrious people the Portuguese peasants are! Everywhere you see the men, women and children toiling in the fields in the cool air, the women in sombre colours with shawls on their heads and shoulders, barefooted. It is easy to see how poor they are ... For hours we rolled over mountainous country, the train now labouring up a steep incline, now speeding down a decline, the valleys everywhere green and terraced, the hill tops bare and eroded. Some of the views ravished and delighted. Finally we left the mountains and valleys behind and in a great burst of speed came to more even and level country, and lo and behold, there rose Coimbra, the university town, on a hill, the white buildings mounting tier upon tier from the base to the top . . . We drew into Lisboa station at 7 o'clock . . . The temperature was mild - above 60F - the sky clear, a small breeze fanned the air. How beautiful is Lisboa standing upon hills, with the broad Tagus running 157
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 peacefully through it! How quaint the rising and falling, winding and narrowing cobbled streets, the pavements in mosaic! What an aesthetic wonder is Black Horse Square (so called by the English because of the statue standing in the quadrangle and facing the river)! We taxied from the station to a pension facing the Rossio, the Picadilly Circus of Lisbon. I am looking out the window now, the ubiquitous neon lights are dancing on the building tops, the trams are noisily grating around the circus, the newsboys are screaming their wares as newsboys do the world over, the people are hurrying about, and the splash of water comes to my ears from the fountain below . . .
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 NlNE SONNETS WRITTEN BY ALFRED H. MfiNDES
 
 FOR ROWENA SCOTT IN 1970
 
 1 ForR— This came to me, and that; and all through life, A long one, disfranchised of love and hate, I felt the touch of sweetheart, whore, and wife, The touch on flesh as sensitive as fate; And, sentient, knew that lust, inviolate, Was all there was to love in this abode, And took it as I found it on this road Without an inkling that I, soon or late, - Alas, too late - would plumb the chasmic heart And find in deeps beyond the bounds of dust The ecstatic agony that is not lust: That is not lust because 'Q' is a part Of you, beloved; your youth to share my years And shed me of the grave's unhallowed fears.
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 2 ForR—
 
 I do not sleep, therefore I do not dream But see it all before me clear as sky With moonlight, overflowing like pale cream, Lightening the dark fields and hills hard by. I see myself beyond three score and ten, White crown of hair and whiskers white as day; And you at one-and-twenty fresher than An opening bud; as young as youth is gay. My Chaplin's clown of seventy: breaking heart, And like Pagliaccio laughing through my tears; And you my sweetheart ballerina, part Of the primordial rhythm of the spheres. My age lends ripeness to your tender youth; Your youth rejuvenates my age forsooth. 3 ForR—
 
 I have as yet not kissed you as a lover; I have no knowledge of what clothes conceal. I have not yet attempted to discover Your secret treasures; do but break the seal For me, your clown, and I shall then reveal To you the elemental elixir of passion As only age can do, after its fashion, With the abounding vigour that I feel. And this in turn will sweeten all the days That yet remain to me before the tomb. And you, dear heart, will understand the maze Of labyrinthine life that stirs the womb. What I can offer is what you may take So that we suffer for each other's sake. 160
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 4 ForR— "Again the cheek?" There's nothing more for me? Is cheek a recompense for love foresworn? Cheek, hands, and even lips: these cannot be The symbols of a passion body-born. Yes, body-born as all love is and all The drawn-out feelings man enjoys on earth. For what is spirit but a particle Of bone and flesh fused at the time of birth? If this is all you are prepared to give: The cheek, the hands, not even your warm lips, Then I must seek to free myself and live Under no sky that darkens with eclipse. You then might strangle sonnets that could prove Our names immortal, even as my love.
 
 5 ForR— I put to you a simple argument; Do not reject it without careful thought, Look at it inside-out, for it is meant To render more than you have ever sought. I know at first that you will smile at it, But place it by and let it sink deep in; Then take it up again and, bit by bit, Build your decision: for me, lose or win. Your life at one-and-twenty stretches on Beyond the pale of sight. My life, alas, Ends at the moment you begin your time. So while I briefly stay before I'm gone Take me, and draw the treasures I can pass; Then marry youth ere you have touched your prime. 161
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 6 Fo rRI cannot tell what stars are in the sky; I cannot see poinsettias blooming red; I cannot smell the lily leaning by, Nor can I reach the bougainvillea's head. The books that used to hold me in a spell, The poems on whose wings I levitate, The music that uplifts me from this cell: All, all of these are now obliterate. And you, dear heart, are the sole reason why, For my small frame is overfilled with you And there is nothing more can ramify Within it that is not your solemn due. I cannot sue for mercy, nor do I, For what is born of mercy does not die.
 
 7 For Il-
 
 ls it my age forbids you yield to me? Is it my steel-grey hair that sounds alarm? Is it your youth that looks at age to see How soon its body loses every charm? Then think of me as neither old nor young, Nor as a weakling, tottering towards the grave, For I am soaring on a flight of song As no youth yet, however strong or brave. I am a disembodied spirit, young and free: As young as Genesis, as free as wind; And you with me could live beyond the day Our bodies are consigned to the cold clay. These are my songs to you: let them rescind Your fear of age, and climb Time's height with me. 162
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 8 ForR—
 
 If I could hope that after death my soul Would be exactly as it was on earth: Identity identical and the whole Sum of my earth-experience from birth To death still with me in a hell or heaven; If I could be assured that death leads on To a reunion, and perhaps to even A recognition - then let me soon be gone. For maybe in that transcendental bourne, Pursuing you where earth is but a dream, Where age does not exist and youth unborn, You'd turn to me and plead for my esteem. Alas, I know that this can never be For death is death and, death, eternity.
 
 9 ForR— These sonnets, lightly welded each to each, Each link a look, an incident, a word, Are fashioned as a record which should teach Your youth how aged emotion, fiercely stirred, Transmutes its wave-lengths into sonnet verse. For you they are created; you, the urge That brings them into being; you, the nurse That nurtures them from heaving surge to surge. I do not backwards look, but as my lot With you unfolds from day to day, my pen, Whenever moved, shall tell our tale begot Of the strange accidents of where and when. To what mysterious end jointly we move Time only will reveal, in time's blind groove. 163
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 FROM THE REMEMBRANCE DELIVERED BY STEPHEN MENDES AT HIS FATHER'S FUNERAL SERVICE, 30 AUGUST 1991
 
 Our father's wish would have been that we have the simplest of ceremonies when he passed away, and we have remained true to his wishes: no priest and no religious ceremony. Our father was an indomitable figure who roared through life and, in the words of Sparrow's calypso, "was always on the go with little time to train". In current parlance, he was proactive as opposed to reactive. He made his mark on life, more so than life leaving its mark on him. . . . Some human beings lash out a little more vigorously and effectively than others. In my father's case, his weapons were a resonant voice, a strong command of the English language and a social conscience, writing as he did with both sympathy and stark realism about the lives of the labouring classes in Trinidad: about the underworld characters; the sweetman and his women; and the life of the barrack-yard. As a child, my father provided a strong and supportive influence for me. For many of my early childhood years he read every night from wondrous adventure stories such as Coral Island, South with Scott and The Kontiki Expedition, essentially about the indomitable spirit of man . . . He never pampered or over-indulged his children, but by his presence gave us a deep sense of security. He was always there, entertaining, storytelling, joking, with his riotous sense of humour, his own laughter invariably punctuating his endless stream of stories. By example, and less by 164
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 instruction, he inspired us with his creativity, affectionate exuberance, intellect, and sense of honesty and fair play for all. . . . he was ostracized by the Trinidadian society for his socialist beliefs and lack of formal religion, both taboo in ... the earlier years, sometimes causing my friends, as a result of decisions by their parents, to sever relations with me. But I was always proud of my father's beliefs and never dwelt on these losses. My father . . . despised hypocrisy, religious bigotry, and the narrow, middle-class values into which he had been born in Trinidad. Above all, he took absolute delight in shocking people and shaking up the posturing and pretence associated with the . . . Victorian values . . . that prevailed during much of his lifetime. His anti-social behaviour on one occasion caused the governor of Trinidad to protest to my grandfather, who had to spirit my father away to Grenada until the storm he had caused died down. His outrageous sense of humour and love of practical jokes would often surface at parties, usually when they were in full swing and he'd had a few drinks . . . [he and] my mother, who was by comparison simple, religious and down-to-earth, formed a somewhat incongruous but notoriously comical duo. He did not suffer fools too well, and he was never generous to those he considered to be pompous, hypocritical, and a bore. His eye for a pretty woman was legendary, and his enjoyment of them, as with all the other loves of his life, was absolute. . . . In the broadest sense he was a man who loved life and lived it to the fullest.
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 ALFRED H. MENDES'S FAMILY TREE: TRINIDAD
 
 Antonio (m.)
 
 Rose
 
 Joa"o
 
 Lousia (m.)
 
 Albert (m.)
 
 George (m.)
 
 Rita (m.)
 
 Alfred Hubert (Alfy)
 
 m.
 
 1) Jessie Rodriguez (d.)
 
 m.
 
 2) Juanita Gouveia (div.]
 
 m.
 
 3) Ellen Perachini
 
 Alfred John
 
 m. married d.
 
 died
 
 div. divorced
 
 Walter (m.)
 
 Peter
 
 Stephen
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 Risa d'Andrade (b.) Madeira c.1845 (d.) Trinidad 1888
 
 Francisco Mendes (b.) Madeira 1842 (d.) Trinidad 1910
 
 Francis
 
 Alfred Snr
 
 Isabella
 
 m.
 
 1) Isabella Jardine (d.)
 
 m.-
 
 2) Emmeline deSouza (d.)
 
 m.
 
 3) Myra Pasea (d.)
 
 m.
 
 4) Leanora Vierra
 
 Richard (m.)
 
 Francis (Frank)
 
 m.
 
 1) Nina Manfredi (div.)
 
 m.
 
 2) Ruth Simpkins
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 Chronology
 
 1897
 
 18 November: Alfred Hubert Mendes born Port of Spain, Trinidad.
 
 1900
 
 9 December: Jessie Muriel Rodriguez born.
 
 1911
 
 6 January: Isabella Mendes dies of consumption.
 
 1912
 
 9 April: Alfred Mendes Snr remarries Emmeline de Souza. Alfred H. Mendes sent to school in England: Hitchin Grammar School. 17 July: Ellen Perachini born Montevideo, Uruguay.
 
 1915
 
 Enlists in the Merchants' Contingents of Trinidad, and fights in World War I as an infantryman with the British Army along the Belgian Front, 1916-1918.
 
 1918
 
 Awarded the Military Medal for bravery in the field.
 
 1919
 
 Returns to Trinidad via New York, where he spends one month. Works in Alfred Snr's Provision Store at 52 South Quay. Meets Ellen, a child of seven, at the Olympic Theatre, Port of Spain. 4 October: Marries Jessie Rodriguez.
 
 1920
 
 19 November: Alfred John Mendes ("Alf') born Port of Spain.
 
 1921
 
 19 May: Notice of award of British War Medal and Victory Medal. 8 October: Jessie Mendes dies.
 
 1922
 
 25 November: Marries Juanita Gouveia at the Church of St Francis, Belmont. 168
 
 Chronology
 
 1924
 
 April: First issue of the Quarterly Magazine of the Richmond Street Literary and Debating Association, edited by W.H. Dolly. 28 June: Represents the Merchants' and Planters' Contingents at the unveiling of the war memorial. Mendes publishes two collections of his poetry: Three Poems and Spare Moments, both printed in Port of Spain. Spare Moments is dedicated to Mr Charles Reis, barrister-at-law.
 
 1925
 
 27 May: Emmeline Mendes dies. Mendes publishes The Wages of Sin and Other Poems, dedicated to the Hon. T.M. Kelshall, and printed by Yuille's Printerie, 13 Chacon Street, Port of Spain.
 
 1926
 
 Mendes assists in editing the Trinidad Presbyterian Magazine and writes a series of articles for it: "Pen Portraits of the Poets" (January—December 1926).
 
 1927
 
 March: First appearance of the Quarterly Magazine 1, no. 1, edited by Austin M. Nolte. 5 December: The Portuguese Club is established. Alfred Mendes Snr and Alfred H. Mendes are listed on its plaque as founding members. Alfred Mendes Snr. remarries Myra Pasea. Mendes's long poem The Poet's Quest, dedicated "To Nita", is published by Heath Cranton, London. He publishes short stories and poems in the Presbyterian, and one more "Pen Portrait" (March 1927).
 
 1929
 
 January: "Lai John" by Alfred H. Mendes and Algernon Wharton published in the London Mercury and later in Best Short Stories of 1929, edited by Edward J. O'Brien. June: Final issue of the Quarterly Magazine of the Richmond Street Literary and Debating Association. Publication of Trinidad 1, no. 1 (Christmas 1929), edited by C.L.R. James and Alfred H. Mendes.
 
 1930
 
 Publication of Trinidad I , no. 2 (Easter 1930), edited by Alfred H. Mendes. Trinidad is periodically convulsed over the divorce legislation until the end of 1932. 169
 
 Chronology
 
 14 December: Myra Mendes dies. 1931
 
 First issue of the Beacon 1, no. 1 (March 1931).
 
 1932
 
 C.L.R. James leaves Trinidad for England the last weekend in February. 17—21 October: The "Sweetman" libel case.
 
 1933
 
 1 January: The divorce bill becomes law. 5 January: First annual exhibition of paintings by "the society of Trinidad independents". 26 October: Alfred H. Mendes leaves Trinidad for New York on the Nerissa. November: Final issue of the Beacon 3, no. 4 (November 1933). Throughout New York period Mendes works on novels and short stories. Several stories are published in American and English anthologies.
 
 1934
 
 Pitch Lake published by Gerald Duckworth, London, with an introduction by the British writer Aldous Huxley. Mendes works in the Writers Project of the Roosevelt Works Progress Administration.
 
 1935
 
 20 January: Mendes establishes contact with Dorothy McCleary by letter. Meets Ellen Perachini for the second time at a party in New York. Black Fauns published by Gerald Duckworth, London. Working on brochure for the New York State Exhibition Building at the World Fair of 1939. December: Final issue of the Quarterly Magazine, edited by Austin M. Nolte.
 
 1936
 
 Alfred John Mendes, "Alf", arrives in New York.
 
 1937
 
 November: Ellen Perachini is taken by her family to live in Long Beach, California. The assignment for the state government is completed by the end of 1937.
 
 1937-1938
 
 Working as salesman at Electrolux. Writes a short story,
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 Chronolgy "Cold Turkey", about his experiences, which is later published in the Trinidad Singer. 1938
 
 February: Ellen returns to New York. March: Mexican divorce from Juanita Mendes comes through. 8 April: Marries Ellen in Arlington, Virginia. C.L.R. James makes contact with Mendes from Harlem.
 
 1939
 
 29 January: Peter Mendes born, New York. November: Special wartime issue of the Beacon 4, no. 1. 27 November: Juanita Mendes serves divorce papers on Alfred Mendes, for adultery.
 
 1940
 
 Mendes burns seven novels in manuscript. Trinidad divorce from Juanita Mendes comes through 6 June. 2 July: Remarries Ellen in Long Beach, New York. 14 August: Sails with Ellen and Peter for Trinidad. Works in family business. Lives for six years in family home at 19 Stanmore Avenue, then moves to Maraval and, later, St Vincent Street.
 
 1941
 
 Mendes becomes a member of the Trinidad Public Library Committee, along with Albert Gomes and Ralph de Boissiere.
 
 1942
 
 7 February: Stephen Mendes born, Port of Spain.
 
 1945
 
 Ellen visits New York with Peter to try to establish residence there. November: Squadron-leader Jack Kelshall returns from Canada and announces his intention to become involved in local politics.
 
 1946
 
 4 March: Carnival returns to Trinidad after six years' absence during the period of World War II. Alfred H. Mendes becomes a founding member of the United Front political party. Joins the civil service as accountant, Harbour and Wharves. 1 July: The first general election is held in Trinidad and Tobago. 171
 
 Chronology
 
 1947-1949
 
 Arts critic for the Trinidad Guardian. Most prolific period of journalism. Publishes some stories in the Guardian Weekly.
 
 1949
 
 5 November: Appointed deputy general manager of Port Services Department.
 
 1950
 
 10 March: Leaves Trinidad for the United States and Europe. One month studying US ports; two months in the United Kingdom and Scandinavian countries studying their port systems; then six months' course in port management at the Port of London Authority, United Kingdom. Travels in Europe after course. Ellen and two children spend the year in Long Beach, California, with her sister.
 
 1951—1952
 
 The Mendes family moves to 48 Goodwood Park.
 
 1953
 
 22 June: Awarded medal "in commemoration of Her Majesty's Coronation".
 
 1955
 
 24 December: Appointed general manager of Port Services Department.
 
 1956
 
 Carnival judge in competition run by the Trinidad Guardian on the Queen's Park Savannah. (Ellen Mendes states in her autobiography, begun 1986, that Mendes was a carnival judge for twenty years.) 24 May: On holiday with Ellen to Europe.
 
 1957
 
 Retires from Port Services Department. Works once more in his father's businesses.
 
 1958
 
 Mendes is appointed secretary-treasurer of the newly formed Trinidad and Tobago Hotel and Restaurant Association. He holds this position for thirteen years.
 
 1960
 
 On holiday in Jersey, Channel Islands. Offered a job there managing the port, but Ellen's sinus problem rules this out.
 
 1960-1963
 
 Alfred and Ellen rent out 48 Goodwood Park and move for a few years into Parrilon Apartments facing the Savannah, to help pay their sons' university fees.
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 Chronology
 
 1966
 
 February: Starts at Singer as personnel and industrial relations manager. Edits in-house publication, the Trinidad Singer, from c. 1965. Remarries Ellen for the third time in the Catholic Church of the Assumption, Maraval Road, Port of Spain.
 
 1970
 
 3 January: Alfred Mendes Snr dies. Pitch Lake and Black Fauns reprinted by Kraus Reprint Co., Millwood, New York. Meets Rowena Scott and writes nine sonnets for her.
 
 1972
 
 29 January: Presented with honorary doctorate by the University of the West Indies. Still living at 48 Goodwood Park. Retires from Singer.
 
 1973
 
 With Ellen, visits Mallorca and the Canary Islands with a view to settling there. They spend Christmas in Jamaica with Stephen Mendes and his family.
 
 1974
 
 Alfred and Ellen settle in Barbados, first at "San Marino", Coral Sands Gap, Worthing, and then at "Coolgardie" on Sandy Beach.
 
 1975
 
 Begins work on his autobiography.
 
 1979
 
 Alfred and Ellen move for the last time to apartment 450 in Rockley Resort Hotel Development, which had been designed by their son Stephen.
 
 1980
 
 Pitch Lake republished by New Beacon Books, London and Port of Spain.
 
 1984
 
 Black Fauns republished by New Beacon Books, London and Port of Spain.
 
 1988
 
 15 October: Plaque presented to Mendes by the Association of Literary Artists on World Poetry Day: "In recognition of his outstanding contribution to the development of Caribbean literature."
 
 1991
 
 3 February: Ellen Mendes dies. 21 August: Alfred Mendes dies. 173
 
 Notes Introduction 1. For discussion of the small magazines published in Trinidad at this time, see Sander 1978, 1-9. 2. Rutter uses the term "Shaker", for the better known "Shouter Baptists". 3. In Livingston 1974.
 
 Chapter 1: Madeira Prologue, 1846-1897 1. Like Nora in Mendes's story "Bert and Betty Briggs - English". 2. A fourth brother, Manoel, is mentioned in an address delivered by C.B. Franklin to St Ann's Church of Scotland on 17 September 1933: "An 87-year Reminiscence: Flight of the Portuguese from Madeira in 1846".
 
 Chapter 2: Early Memories, 1897-1912 1. This was Alfred Mendes's beloved "Coolgardie", owned at the time by the family of Emil Straker of the Barbadian singing group The Merry Men. 2. Harry deSouza. See appendix A. 3. Alfred Mendes Snr's brothers Albert and Francis (Frank) also bought houses in Victoria Square. 4. In Caribbean folklore, a jumbie is a spirit or ghost; a soucouyant is an old hag who transforms into a ball of fire by night and sucks the blood of her victims. 5. Mendes contradicts his earlier statement that he was eight when he met Maria.
 
 Chapter 3: School in England, 1912-1915 1. There is a hiatus in the manuscript at this point. A marginal note indicates that Mendes had intended a description of the town of Hitchin here. 2. A fusion of memories? If Mendes and Audrey were about the same age and she died in her late teens, then she could not yet be dead if the literary experiments which he describes were performed in his sixteenth year. 3. One of the "new towns" founded in 1903 by the social reformer Sir Ebenezer Howard. 4. Mendes later refers to this man as a teacher of English. T.G. Williams identifies himself in a letter to Mendes in 1957 as a teacher of English and history. 174
 
 Notes 5. As a young man, Mendes may have been more interested in the game of cricket than these paragraphs suggest. A letter from C.L.R. James in the 1920s appoints a meeting with him "at cricket", at the Queen's Park Oval; and Mendes himself wrote a comic short story about cricket, "News", which was published in Trinidad I , no. 2. 6. Germany declared war on France on 3 August 1914. 7. Mendes wrote an article about this episode for his school magazine in 1914. He visited Hitchin Grammar School in 1950 and obtained a copy. Similarities in description suggest that he consulted his early writing to recreate the incident almost sixty years later.
 
 Chapter 4: War, 1916 1. Mendes expanded this idea in an unpublished story, "Malvina's Nennen (and the Knight)".
 
 Chapter 5: War, 1916-1919 1. This incident is described in "Over the Top", Beacon 1, no. 2 (1931): 24-27. 2. Mendes's sister-in-law Ruth Mendes describes a neurosis in his later life in Trinidad which took the form of compulsive hand-washing for twenty minutes at a time. She attributes this to reaction against the filth and horror of the trenches. 3. Mendes and Robert Goodliffe, who became a doctor, re-established contact with each other after Robert's brother, Frank, saw a review of Mendes's work which included his address, sent by a Letchworth friend, and wrote to Mendes in 1976. The two men renewed their friendship in retirement through letters.
 
 Chapter 6: Writing - Trinidad, 1919-1930 1. Onions and potatoes. The family owned a warehouse on Charlotte Street. 2. Shakespeare, Richard II, II.i.34. 3. Mendes dedicated "The Poet's Quest" (1927) "To Nita", which suggests that the marriage may have lasted a few years longer than he claims here. 4. Mendes does not tell us the outcome of this fiery relationship, which affected him sufficiently to produce a poem, "Dark Beauty", in her honour. Henry Lawrence's Indian mistress in "Boodhoo" may have been modelled on this woman who, members of Mendes's family believe, lived behind the family home at 19 Stanmore Avenue in the 1940s. He may have met her originally through his father's provisions business. 5. The timing of this episode is not clear. If Mendes returned to Trinidad in mid1919 (chapter 5), the Lenten Retreat would have had to have taken place the following year, 1920, or later, for him to have been present at it.
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 Notes 6. Mendes and James corresponded frequendy, often on a daily basis. Most of James's letters are undated, but one of 15 December 1925, reads as if they have been friends for some time. 7. West Indian Review was first published in 1934. Bim appeared later, in 1942. Mendes was probably thinking rather of Forum Quarterly, published in Barbados in the 1930s. 8. This might have been Jean de Boissiere, "Tony", rather than Ralph. 9. Pitch Lake and Minty Alley were published in 1934 and 1936 respectively. Mendes may have had in mind the actual writing of the novels in the 1920s. 10. In his introduction to Pitch Lake.
 
 Chapter 7: Writing - Trinidad, 1931-1933 1. Kathleen Archibald, "Answer"; R.A.C. de Boissiere, "Trip to Town"; F.V.S. Evans, "Off Shore"; C.L.R. James, "Triumph"; Alfred H. Mendes, "Her Chinaman's Way". Mendes published a story, "Lai John", written with Algernon Wharton, in the issue of 1929. 2. Crown Jewel, 1952; Rum and Coca-Cola, 1956; and a third, No Saddles for Kangaroos, 1964. 3. First published in Beacon 1, no. 7 (1931). Mendes changed the name of the Sweetman, "Seppy", to "Maxie" for the other publications. Interestingly, the name recurs in Black Fauns, where it is given to Christophine's keeper. One of the passengers on the schooner in "The Good Sloop Grenville Lass", named "Septimus Louhar", strongly resembles Seppy/Maxie both physically and in his "undisciplined" lifestyle. The story does not appear to have been published before 1997. 4. Henry William Hudson Phillips represented Louhar. Louis Wharton represented Albert Gomes, Algernon Wharton appeared for Mendes, and Noel Scipio Pollard for the printer, Lloyd Smith. The case was heard in the week of 17-21 October 1932. Mendes later remembered H.W. Hudson Phillips as "Mr Adams-Brown", Ethelrida's lawyer, in Black Fauns. 5. The governor at the time was Sir Claud Hollis. The controversy raged from 1930 to 1932, with the poster war and letter war at their height in November 1931. Mendes probably stayed in Grenada until the divorce bill was passed by the Legislative Council on 14 December 1931. The Catholic Community in Trinidad was particularly incensed by "Revolt!", an article in the Trinidad Guardian of 15 March 1931, which launched a blistering attack on its religion. 6. The Huxleys were in Trinidad in February 1933. Their visit was preceded by that of the British writer Owen Rutter and his family in January (see the introduction). 7. Jean Antonio Valleton de Boissiere was born 21 April 1906 in Trinidad. Early in 1953, gravely ill, he sailed for the United Kingdom, and died on 1 176
 
 Notes February, within a week of his arrival, while in the care of a relative, of cirrhosis of the liver (Pocock 1993, 475-77). 8. Tony's cousin Ralph de Boissiere says that Tony and Hugh Stollmeyer, a member of "the society of Trinidad independents", were "very, very close at one time" (de Boissiere 1994, 18). 9. "Black Man", Beacon 1, no. 4 (1931): 1, 2. 10. This incident, along with a brief description of Mendes, is related by Albert Gomes (1974, 21-22). 11. Missing lines. 12. This paragraph looks ahead to Mendes's return to Trinidad in 1940 and his involvement in politics.
 
 Chapter 8: Writing - New York, 1933-1940 1. Francis Mendes (Frank) had attended Tufts University. He was a surveyor. 2. Macleod was "A Marxist poet of considerable talent" (Mendes). Ben Appel and Mendes continued to correspond after the Mendeses left New York, and in a letter dated 15 June 1975, Appel encourages him to persist with his autobiography. 3. Prohibition was finally voted out in the United States on 8 November 1933. 4. Missing lines. 5. Mendes had previously written an article on Cullen for the Trinidad Presbyterian 23, no. 7 (July 1926). 6. In an afterword to Dorothy West's novel The Living Is Easy, Adelaide M. Cromwell (1982, 350) reports that Dorothy West had once borrowed Zora Neale Hurston's apartment. 7. Mendes was actually a reader for Story. The piece by Dorothy McCleary which he remembers was "Winter", mentioned in her letters to Mendes in 1935. 8. Saroyan was in New York City in October 1934 and in contact with the editors of Story. 9. Sogata (the name is an anagram of A. Agostini) was the son of a former attorney-general of Trinidad, Edgar Agostini. He worked in watercolours. The Rathbones had visited him in Trinidad in January 1931. Charles Rathbone was an artist and short story writer. A letter from Mendes to his young sons Peter and Stephen, then at school in Britain, on 30 January 1956 states that Agostini had died a week earlier, and expresses his own deep sadness at the loss of a valued friend. 10. The Goose would sally forth with a cat on a leash as a talking-point for meeting girls (Ruth Mendes, in conversation).
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 Notes
 
 Chapter 9: Writing - New York, 1933-1940 1. Members of Mendes's family strongly suspect that a deeper relationship did exist between Mendes and his sister-in-law. Nina, who was Italian-American, was Fascist and pro-Mussolini, while her husband Frank was very left-wing. Ruth Mendes, Frank's second wife, thinks that this might account for some of the problems between them. 2. Studin was a retired lawyer. Mendes also met Andre Malraux there, and was almost persuaded to join a foreign contingent fighting in the Spanish Civil War, on the Loyalists' side. 3. See chapter 7, note 1. O'Brien subsequently published Mendes's story "Lulu Gets Married" in Best Short Stories of 1936. 4. Mendes wrote to Ford asking about the chances of republishing Pitch Lake and Black Fauns in the United States. A series of letters from Ford to Mendes between 28 October 1938 and 15 May 1939, held in the Ford Collection, Washington University Libraries, St Louis, Missouri, describes Ford's attempts to place Black Fauns with Harpers, Houghton Mifflin, Random House and Stoke. The common response was that the publishers were unwilling to take the risk that the book might not sell. The correspondence makes it clear that Mendes himself asked Ford to write a preface to Black Fauns, probably in the hope that it would attract a reading audience in the same way that Aldous Huxley's introduction had worked for Pitch Lake. Ford, however, was very busy at the time, and told Mendes to find a publisher first; he would then write a preface for the book.
 
 Chapter 10: New York, 1933-1940 1. Mendes wrote a short story (unpublished) about the Sagar family while living in New York: "The Larsons at Home". 2. Thomas Wolfe (1900-1938), author of Look Homeward, Angel. 3. "Lulu Gets Married". 4. A typescript for "Barrackyarders", mentioned by Mendes in correspondence of the 1930s, late 1970s and early 1980s, has not been located. If, as he says, the story was written between 1925 and 1926, it may well be the first tale of barrack-yard life. 5. Because of the frequency of visitors and overnight guests, this apartment was known as "the gypsy camp" (Ruth Mendes, in conversation). 6. Mendes left Trinidad in 1933, and married Ellen in 1938. Jean de Boissiere was certainly in New York in 1936 (see note 8 below). 7. The flat in Long Beach was Alfred and Ellen's home after their marriage in 1938. Mendes may have meant Long Island.
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 Notes 8. Lowry's wife Jan Gabrial's memory of this incident is recorded in Bowker 1993, 196-97. It is significantly at variance with Mendes's account, and appears to blame him for promoting the relationship with Jean de Boissiere, called "Tony Valleton" by Bowker. However, two scribbled notes addressed to "Dearest Alfred" and "Alfred Dearest", undated but probably written a month or so after this episode, make it clear that Jan did not blame Mendes for Lowry's bender with Tony de Boissiere at the time. The first one gives separate addresses for herself and Lowry, and the second tries to arrange a meeting with Mendes, as "I want so much to talk to you". In a telegram to Mendes on 17 May 1936, Lowry refers to the incident elliptically, and insists on seeing Mendes as soon as possible. The telegram and two letters to Mendes are reproduced in Grace 1995, 154-56. Mendes was sufficiently confident in his friendship with Lowry to try to make contact with him when Lowry was in California in 1937, to ask him to help Ellen to find a job when she moved out there briefly with her father in November. But by the time he succeeded in finding Lowry's address through Whit Burnett, Lowry had left California for Mexico. 9. In his introduction to Dark as the Grave Wherein My Friend Is Laid. 10. This is the end of the first draft of Mendes's autobiography. The following chapter has been edited from a draft written in 1978.
 
 Conclusion: Trinidad, 1940-1972; Barbados, 1973-1978 1. A letter from Mendes's friend Priscilla gives their date of sailing as 14 August 1940. Shortly after they returned to Trinidad, Mendes was sent on an assignment for the Trinidad Guardian, by steamer up the Orinoco River to Ciudad Bolivar, to research an article on communications in Venezuela. The first part of the article, "Orinoco Diary", was printed 1 December 1940. The conclusion should have appeared the following Sunday, but was suppressed by Mendes after a Venezuelan reader took issue with him over some of his statements in a letter of 8 December 1940. 2. The United Front was formed by the union of the West Indian National Party (WIN) and the Federated Workers' Trade Union. Its platform was mass education, self-government, and nationalization of major industries. 3. Parry arrived in Trinidad in 1939. 4. In a letter to Ellen who was in New York with Peter trying to establish residence, dated 31 August 1945, Mendes writes that he is starting a course in commercial accounting so that he can step into any kind of accounting job. 5. At this time, C.P. Alexander was still employed to the Port Services Wharves as general foreman. 6. See appendix B for a letter in which he describes the thrill of visiting Portugal for the first time. 179
 
 Notes 7. Mendes met these Swedish actors in Trinidad in the mid-1940s (Stephen Mendes, in conversation). Erik Strandmark, who acted at the Stradstetern Theatre, Malmo, Sweden, and in films directed by Ingmar Bergman, fell in love with a Trinidadian woman, Ena Bernadine Phillips, while in Trinidad, and later sent for her to join him in Sweden. They were married there on 15 March 1948. 8. The waterfront strike of November 1946. 9. See appendix A. Mendes wrote an article for the Trinidad Guardian of 22 June 1930: "From St Lucia by Air", about his trip in the NYRBA flying boat, at the time when air travel was being introduced into the islands. 10. John Mendonca. He had to apply to Singer's head office in New York for permission to employ Mendes, who at sixty-eight was past the usual retirement age of sixty-five. Mendes joined Singer in February 1966, but was involved earlier in the production of the house magazine the Trinidad Singer. His hand may be detected from about 1965, when the magazine took on a more professional appearance. Mendes wrote editorials and poetry for it, as well as stories based on the (apocryphal) adventures of Singer salesmen. Very few of these little magazines have survived. 11. In addition, Mendes was unable to buy books written in English in Gran Canaria (Stephen Mendes, in conversation). 12. Mendes had not given up his intention to become an American citizen when he left New York (see note 4 above). Because the federal government did not recognize his Mexican divorce, he and Ellen were not legally married for purposes of citizenship, and Peter Mendes's status would thus have been in question. The Trinidad divorce came through on 6 June 1940 and on 2 July 1940 he remarried Ellen in Long Beach, New York. 13. They were married at the Church of the Assumption on Maraval Road (John Mendonca, telephone conversation). Ellen Mendes had been deeply upset at being excluded from worship by the Catholic Church in Trinidad because of her marriage in a civil ceremony only. She had been in the habit of attending services at the Presbyterian Church, which made her very welcome, with her father-in-law, who was a church elder. After the third marriage, and during their retirement in Barbados, she was free to practise her own faith (Ruth Mendes, in conversation). 14. Like his father, Mendes lived to a ripe old age, dying in his ninety-fourth year. Sadly, and again like his father, he was senile for the last four years of his life. 15. Ellen wished Mendes to be buried beside her, and family members were able to persuade him to change his mind. They are buried together in the government part of Christ Church Cemetery in Christ Church, Barbados.
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