YEAR GROUP 5 TERM 1

OBJECTIVES 6 -7

To read a number of poems by significant poets and identify what is 

distinctive about the style or content of their poems.

RESOURCES

The Rainbow, Stereotype,  Palm Tree King  by :John Agard, in Free my Mind edited by 

J Elkin & C. Duncan. 

We Animals Would Like a Word With You Poems by J. Agard.

TEXT

Rat Race

Rat race?

Don't make us laugh.

It's you humans

who're always in a haste.

Ever seen a rat

in a bowler hat

rushing to catch a train?

Ever seen a rat

with a briefcase

hurrying through the rain?

And isn't it a fact

that all that hurry-hurry

gives you humans heart attacks?

No, my friend,

we rats relax.

Pass the cheese,

please.

John Agard

Hare I Am

Of course I'm Hare.  Where else will I be

but here, there, everywhere.

In woods.  In bogs.  

In reeds of marsh 

mad as March

I rise.  I set

on leap-light paws 

in moon-marked air.

So when you hunt me down 

with hounding dogs 

and tear my skin asunder.

Remember, gentlemen,

You’ve just murdered

The moons ambassador

John Agard

Rainbow

When you see de rainbow you know

God know

wha' he doing one big smile across the sky I tell you

God got style

the man got style

When you see

raincloud pass

and de rainbow

make a show

I tell you

is God doing

limbo

the man doing

limbo

But sometimes

you know

when I see

de rainbow

so full of glow

& curving

like she bearing child

I does want know

if God

ain't a woman

If that is so

the woman got style

man she got style

John Agard


Stereotype

I'm a fullblooded

West Indian stereotype

See me straw hat? 

Watch it good

I'm a fullblooded

West Indian stereotype

You ask

if I got riddum 

in me blood 

You going ask!

Man just beat de drum 

and don't forget 

to pour de rum

I'm a fullblooded

West Indian stereotype

You say

I suppose you can show 

us the limbo, can't you? 

How you know!

How you know!

You sure

you don't want me 

sing you a calypso too 

How about that

I'm a fullblooded

West Indian stereotype

You call me

happy-go-lucky

Yes that's me

dressing fancy

and chasing woman 

if you think ah lie 

bring yuh sister

I'm a fullblooded

West Indian stereotype

You wonder

where do you people get such riddum 

could it be the sunshine 

My goodness

just listen to that steelband

Isn't there one thing 

you forgot to ask 

go on man ask    ask

This native will answer anything 

How about cricket?

I suppose you're good at it? 

Hear this man good at it!

Put de willow

in me hand

and watch me stripe 

de boundary

Yes I'm a fullblooded 

West Indian stereotype

that's why I

graduated from Oxford University 

with a degree 

in anthropology

John Agard

Palm Tree King

Because I come from the West Indies 

certain people in England seem to think 

I is a expert on palm trees

So not wanting to sever dis link

with me native roots (know what ah mean?) 

or to disappoint dese culture vulture 

I does smile cool as seabreeze

and say to dem

which specimen

you interested in

cause you talking

to the right man

I is palm tree king 

I know palm tree history 

like de palm o me hand 

In fact me navel string 

bury under a palm tree

If you think de queen could wave 

you ain’t see nothing yet 

till you see the Roystonea Regia 

that is the royal palm –

with she crown of leaves 

waving calm-calm 

over the blue Caribbean carpet 

nearly 100 feet of royal highness

But let we get down to business

Tell me what you want to know

How tall a palm tree does grow?

What is the biggest coconut I ever see?

What is the average length of the leaf

Don't expect me to be brief 

cause palm tree history 

is a long-long story

Anyway why you so interested .

in length and circumference? 

That kind of talk so ordinary 

That don't touch the essence 

of palm tree mystery

That is no challenge

to a palm tree historian like me

If you insist on statistics

why you don't' pose a question

with some mathematical profundity?

Ask me something more tricky

like if a American tourist with a camera 

take 9 minutes to climb a coconut tree 

how long a English tourist without a camera 

would take to climb the same coconut tree?

That is problem pardner 

Now ah coming harder

If 6 straw hat

and half a dozen bikini 

multiply by the same number of coconut tree 

equal one postcard 

how many square miles of straw hat 

you need to make a tourist industry?

That is problem pardner 

Find the solution 

and you got a revolution

But before you say anything 

let I palm tree king 

give you dis warning 

Ah want de answer in metric 

it kind of rhyme with tropic 

Besides it sound more exotic

John Agard
TEXT LEVEL WORK

Read, discuss and clarify objectives with pupils

Read and discuss the poems with pupils and themes, relate to their experiences in terms of race, gender, class- Agard 's poems come 

     under the theme the narrow view or writing poetry from animals 

     point of view giving them a voice

     Agard's use of non-standard and standard English I his poetry

WORD WORK 

To collect, and investigate the meanings and spellings of words using the following prefixes: auto, bi, trans, tele, circum.

Circum - prefix- round, about,

Look up the meaning of these words

 Circumference, circumsolar, circumstance, circumterrestrial,

 Circumvent - draw inference

SENTENCE LEVEL WORK

To understand the difference between direct and reported speech, through examples

ACTIVITIES

To convey feelings, reflections or moods in a poem through the careful choice of   words and phrases

To write metaphors from original ideas from similies

YEAR GROUP 5 TERM 2

OBJECTIVES 1-3

To investigate different versions of the same story in print or film, identifying similarities and differences; recognise how stories change over time and differences of culture and place that are expressed in stories.

RESOURCES

The Swallowing Drum story 1&2

Stories that Travel in Making Stories Compiled & Written by Bronwyn Mellor & Mike Raleigh with Paul Ashton   ILEA English Centre 1984.

TEXT

What Do You Think

The following statements are all about stories: who tells them, and who listens to them - and why .

In your groups talk about the statements and decide which ones you agree with, which you disagree with, and those that you are not sure about.  Be ready to give reasons for your decisions.

I 
Stories are important to people. 
 8. 
Parents should tell their children stories.

2.
Stories should be shared and passed



on.
9.
Everyone tells stories.


3.
Only a few people should be allowed
10.
Stories are about things that didn't



to tell stories.

ever happen but they can be true.


4.
Stories belong to everyone
11.
The best stories are true stories.


5.
Most people can't tell stories.
12.
You can't learn anything from stories.


6.
Stories are a waste of time because
13.
The author of a story is not only the



they aren't true.

person who tells it.


7.
Stories aren't true but they can be real.
14.
A story can only be a proper story if it's





written down.

Passing It On

From the earliest times people have told and listened to stories.  Even before people could write they told each other stories.  Sometimes they drew pictures that told stories as well. Parents told stories to their children, and when they grew up they went on to tell stories to their children.

Some of the stories which were told were about things which actually happened.  Some were invented stories about things that probably didn't happen.  And some were a bit of a mixture.

When people moved from one place to another they

took - along with their belongings - their stories and they told them in their new homes.

1. Why do you think people tell, listen to and watch stories?

2. What kinds of things do people tell stories about?

3. Why do you think stories are told to children?
Stories That Travel
There are many examples that show that stories have travelled thousands of miles from one place to another.

On the pages, which follow, are two versions of the same story, called The Swallowing Drum. This story was probably first told in Nigeria but it has been found in countries as far away from Africa as Jamaica, America and England.  At various times what was originally a spoken story has been written down and put into books.

Read the two versions of the story and see if you can spot the differences between them.  There are also lots of things in the two stories that are the same or nearly the same.


The Swallowing Drum -1
Once upon a time, in the village of Nsukka in Nigeria, there lived a beautiful young girl called Ndidi.  Ndidi was the only child of her parents and so she was particularly precious to them.

Now the house in which they lived was close to the forest.  Her parents never allowed her to go out on her own because they knew there were many dangers in the forest.  At first Ndidi did not mind always being with her parents because she could learn many new things from them.  When she went out with them to the farm she learned how to grow crops - to weed, to dig, to plant and to harvest.  When she was at home she learned many household chores - to sweep and dust, to grind corn into flour on a Lyrinding stone, to pound yams and corn with a mortar and pestle, and to cook many dishes.  Because she was both clever and industrious, she learned these things very quickly and did them well, although she was still very young.

Soon the time came when she grew tired of this and wanted to go through the forest to the farm on her own.  But her parents would not let her.  So one day when they were busy shredding coconut branches to make a broom, she slipped quietly out and set off on the long path which cut through the forest, to the farm.

She hopped and skipped along the path laughing merrily, imitating the call of the birds and insects, stopping now and then to pick pretty wild flowers and plants.  Soon she came to a place where the path forked in two.  She knew this place very well but she could not remember which path led to the farm.  So she decided to follow the path to the right.  After walking about a mile she suddenly saw a small drum in the middle of the path in front of her.  It was doing a quick, jerky dance and beating itself wildly with its own small drumstick.

Ndidi stopped in surprise and looked at the strange sight with amusement.  The drum danced across the path so that she could not pass, and said,

"Turn back, turn back, Ndidi.

Listen, please listen to me.

BIDIM BIDIM BIDIM BIDIM

Stop and listen to little me.

Turn back, turn back, Ndidi."

But Ndidi just laughed and skipped past the little drum.  She walked for another mile when suddenly there in the middle of the path she saw a middle-sized drum.  It was beating itself with a straight, middle-sized drumstick.  And it was doing a graceful dance, neither fast nor slow, right across the path in front of Ndidi.  She stopped to hear if this drum would talk as well as dance.

"Turn back, turn back, Ndidi.

Listen, please listen to middle-sized me.

BOODIM BOODIM BOODIM BOODIM

Stop and listen to middle-size me.

Turn back, turn back, Ndidi.  "

"I'm not turning back, but I'll dance as well as you are dancing," she cried, and she danced past the middle-sized drum and went on her way laughing.

She walked for another mile when - BOODOOM BOODOOM - there in front of her was a big drum during a slow, measured dance right across her path.  Ndidi stopped and stared.

"Turn back, turn back, Ndidi.

Listen, please listen to great big me.

BOODOOM BOODOOM BOODOOM BOODOOM

Stop and listen to great big me.

Turn back, turn back, Ndidi.

Open your eye.

Open your ear.

Don't go on,

Trouble is near.

Turn back, turn back, Ndidi."

"Big drum, I will not turn back.  I'm on my way to the farm an I'm nearly there."

She was about to dance away when she saw there was a clearing in the forest which she hadn't noticed before.  She left the path and went into the clearing to take a closer look.  There, in the middle o the clearing, was an enormous wooden drum.  Its big, booming voice reverberated throughout the forest.  It deafened Ndidi's ears with its deep-throated laugh.  Terrified, she turned to go back on to the path but the thick bushes moved over and blocked her way completely.

"Haw " haw, haw,

And where do you think

You're going?

No one escapes

From the magic place

Of the Swallowing Drum.

No one escapes

From the jaws

Of the Swallowing Drum.

You are trapped, Ndidi."

And it opened its wide gaping mouth and swallowed her up whole, without more ado.

Ndidi was so terrified that she couldn't even scream.  Gradually, as her eyes got used to the dark insides of the drum, she could make out various shapes.  They were the shapes of people of all ages - and they were all wailing and shouting.  But no one could hear them.

Ndidi, too, wailed and shouted.

But no one could hear her, for the drum had snapped shut its enormous wooden mouth and the sound of all the wailing was buried in it.  Ndidi recognised many of the people from her village.

Like her, they were all buried alive in the belly of the enormous wooden drum.

In the meantime, Ndidi's parents were frantically searching for her everywhere.

They did not find her in the village.

They did not find her on the farm.

Their search took them to the place where the path forked in two.

"Go back to the village, my wife," said Ndidi's father. -"Call together as many villagers as you can, and tell each man and woman to get their sharpest cutlasses, hatchets and axes and follow you.  Take the path to the right.  I shall be waiting for you at the place of the skull, which marks the home of the Swallowing Drum."

And so it happened that the villagers arrived at the place of the skull, and with Ndidi's father they hacked through the thick bushes and came face to face with the Swallowing Drum.

They all rushed at it. Some angrily attacked it with their cutlasses.

But others, guided by Ndidi's father, tried to find its big, wooden heart.  When they found it they hacked away at it and pierced it with the sharp points of their cutlasses.

The big heartbeat faded away - BOOBOOM BOOBOOM BOOBOOM - as the drum gave out one last deep groan BOOBOOM - and died.

A great cheer went up as the villages slit its wide mouth from ear to ear and all the people came tumbling out.

In their midst was Ndidi who ran crying to her mother for comfort.

Then everyone went back to the village, dancing to the drumbeats of little drum, middle-size drum, and big drum all the way home.

The Swallowing Drum -2

Once upon a time, in a town called Ikom, there lived a man and his wife.  They had a little daughter whose name was lbanang, and as she was good as well as beautiful, her

parents were very fond of her.

Every morning the father went off to work on his farm', while lbanang and her mother swept the hut, fetched water from the river, pounded the maize with a pestle and mortar and then

ground it into flour.

Then in the afternoon, the mother would go to the farm to weed and hoe, while the father stayed at home with lbanang and taught her to weave cloth on a small loom and to do other jobs about the home.

However, as lbanang grew older she got tired of staying in the compound day after day, and begged her parents to allow her to go to their farm, or to play with other children in the nearby forest.

But they always refused, saying that she would not be safe away from home, although they never told her what it was they were afraid would happen to her.

As time went on, lbanang grew more and more determined to leave the compound, and one afternoon, when her father was sitting in the shade behind the hut smoking his pipe, she decided to go and see the farm all by herself.  She was supposed to be peeling yams for supper, but she quietly put down the knife and crept away, tiptoeing along the path which her mother had taken a few hours before.

As soon as she was out of sight of her home, she began skipping happily on her way, humming a little song to herself and looking about her with interest at the places she had never been allowed t see before. She passed by some huge red-flowering trees; crossed a tree trunk bridge over a narrow river; called out to some children gathering sticks for firewood; and gazed in amazement at a ridge o high hills in the distance.

"What fun this is!" she said to herself.  "It is so good to get away from the compound and to see new things.  I can't think why my parents have kept me at home all my life."

But suddenly she stopped.  In front of her the path divided and she did not know which way to go to reach her parents' farm.  After standing still for several minutes, she decided to go to the left, since that was the shadier path and the afternoon sun was very hot.

Now not far from lbanang's home there was a huge wooden drum made from a hollow tree trunk, that lay hidden from sight in a small wood beside the path.

This was no ordinary drum, for it was magic and evil, and it lay in wait for unwary travellers, swallowing them up when they came near.

It was because lbanang's parents were afraid she might stray from the farm and be eaten by this drum, that they never allowed her out of their sight.

They little knew that lbanang had now left home and had taken the wrong turning.  The path to the right led to their farm, but the path to the left which she had taken, went straight towards this magic drum.

lbanang walked happily along, under the shady trees, still humming to herself and looking around her. Suddenly she saw a tiny wooden drum coming along towards her.  It was tapping itself with a small curved drum stick, and when it reached lbanang, it stopped and said in a high-pitched voice,

"Go back home,

lbanang!

Go back home!

Bim! Bim! Bim!"

lbanang laughed, for she had never seen a drum which could play by. itself before.  But she took no notice of its warning and continued on her way. After a little while, she saw something else coming towards her.  This time it was a middle-sized drum, playing on itself with a middle-sized drum stick.

It stopped at her feet and it said in a middling sort of voice, "Go back home,

lbanang!

Go back home!

Bam! Bam! Bam!"

lbanang laughed again, and jumping over the drum, she went on her way.

As she turned a corner, she saw a big wooden drum coming towards her, beating itself with a big drum stick, and saying in a deep voice,

"Go back home,

lbanang!

Go back home!

Bom! Bom! Bom!"

"No! I won't go home!" lbanang cried gaily.  "I'm enjoying myself so much, and seeing so many new things that I certainly don't want to go back yet."

In her excitement, she had almost forgotten by now that she was looking for her parents' farm; and when she saw a clump of trees and bushes at the end of the path, she hurried towards them.

Imagine her amazement when the trees and bushes parted as she reached them, showing her a little path leading into a wood.

lbanang couldn't resist following this path, and suddenly in a clearing, she came upon a gigantic wooden drum, held up by forked sticks, driven into the ground.

As she stood staring at the drum, she was almost deafened by the booming voice which came from it, and which said,

"What are you doing here, little girl? Don't you know that this is a magic place and that you are now my prisoner?"

lbanang was terrified.  She turned to run away, but the trees and bushes had closed behind her and there was no escape.

As she stood shaking with fear and unable to say a word, she heard strange sounds coming up through the huge slit at the top of the drum.  They sounded like the noises of market day, as if people were talking, shouting and singing, and clapping their hands as they danced.

Suddenly the wide slit at the top of the drum opened even wider, and stretching itself out like a pair of huge lips, it seized lbanang and swallowed her up. Down, down she went into the dark inside of the drum, but she soon found that she was not alone.  When her eyes got used to the dim light, she saw a great crowd of people.  Some were sitting down and leaning against the side of the drum, while others were singing and dancing to keep their spirits up, for all were prisoner of the drum and could not escape.

"How did all these people get here?" lbanang asked one of the women.

"The same way as you did," she replied.  "They strayed from the path into the wood, and were swallowed by the magic drum."

"Can we never escape?" asked lbanang, her eyes full of tears.

"Only if we kill the drum by cutting out its evil heart, " replied the woman, pointing to a large wooden heart high above them which was beating steadily.  "But none of us had knives or axes when the drum swallowed us, and we cannot kill it with our bare hands."

Then lbanang sat down beside the woman and burst into tears, for she thought she would never see her parents or her home again.

Now when lbanang's mother got back from the farm that afternoon, she heard her husband calling lbanang's name, and found him searching frantically for his daughter.

"She must have gone down the path to find you at the farm," he said to his wife, as he peered at the dusty ground and saw lbanang's footprints.

"But I didn't meet her as I came back," cried the mother.  "Alas! She must have taken the wrong turning at the fork in the road and gone to the place of the magic swallowing drum."

"Then the drum will have eaten her up by now," said the father sadly, "and there is nothing we can do."

"What nonsense!" cried the mother.  "If the drum has swallowed my daughter, then I will go and rescue her!"

lbanang's mother ran out of the compound and called on all her friends.

"Lend me your razors!" she begged them.  "My daughter is a prisoner in the magic drum and I am going to set her free."

Soon she had a good pile of razors, and while she counted them she called out to her husband,

"Sharpen your hunting knife and your axe and give them to me.

In no time at all, lbanang's mother was hurrying along the path, looking very bulky, as she had hidden all the razors, the axe and the hunting knife among her clothes, and had covered herself up with a large sleeping cloth.

She knew the way to the swallowing drum and she walked bravely through the gap in the woods, until she stood beside the gigantic drum.

"What are you doing here, 0 fat woman?" asked the drum in its booming voice.  "Don't you know that this is a magic place and that you are now my prisoner?"

Then stretching its wide wooden slit like a pair of huge lips, the drum swallowed the mother in the same way that it had swallowed lbanang.

Down, down she went into the darkness, and as she fell her clothes tumbled about her, and the weapons she carried fell out on to the floor.

"Mother!" cried lbanang joyfully.  "I thought I should never see you again."

"Welcome!" cried all the men and women rushing towards her, and picking up the razors.  "At last someone has come with knives so that we can kill this wicked drum and escape."

Then the men climbed up on each other's backs until they were within reach of the drum's huge wooden heart.  It was still beating strongly as they lifted their razors and began cutting at it.

Gradually the heart-beats slowed down, as the men worked and chips of wood fell to the ground.  Then loud, deep groans from the drum told the people that it was dying, and at last, all was still and quiet.

The prisoners cried out with joy, while the two strongest men cut a hole in the side of the drum with the axe and the hunting knife, and soon all the people had climbed out into the fresh air and sunshine once more.

Everyone thanked lbanang's mother again and again and promised to bring her presents once they had returned to their homes and been re-united with their families.

When the men who lived near Ikom heard what had happened, they hurried to the place where the huge drum lay, and chopped it into tiny pieces which they burnt on their cooking fires, so that it could never harm anyone again.

As for lbanang, now that the drum was dead, her parents allowed her to leave the compound and go to work on their farm, or to play in the forest with other children of her own age, so that she was never discontented and lonely any more.

The Two Stories

In your pair or group, talk about the following questions 

each story.  Then decide if what happens in each story is EXACTLY THE SAME, NEARLY THE SAME or DIFFERENT, and put a tick in the right column.

	
	Exactly the same
	Nearly the same
	Different

	1  The name of the town where the story is set?
	
	
	

	2.
The name of the main character?
	
	
	

	3.
Who else is in the family?
	
	
	

	4.
The jobs do the family members do?
	
	
	

	5.
What the main character wants to do?
	
	
	

	6.
The person who tries to stop her doing what she wants to do? 
	
	
	

	7.
How the main character leaves home?
	
	
	

	8.
The friendly person she meets on the way?
	
	
	

	9.
The wicked person she meets?
	
	
	

	10.
What the evil drum does to people?
	
	
	

	11,
The only way to escape from the evil drum?
	
	
	

	12.
What happens to the main character when she meets the evil drum?
	
	
	

	13.
What the main character's father does when he realises his daughter is a prisoner?
	
	
	

	14.
What the main character's mother does when she realises her daughter is a prisoner?
	
	
	

	15.
How the main character escapes?
	
	
	

	16.
What happens to the wicked drum at the end of the story?
	
	
	


FOR DISCUSSION

1.
The story is very popular and told in many ways. Bimwili and the Zimwi is one storytelling from East Africa.  In the stories we have looked at, what differences are there between the two versions of The Swallowing Drum?

·
Are the events in the stories different?

·
Are the characters different?

·
Is the language different?

·
Do the stories end differently?


Can you think of reasons for the differences? Why has the story changed in some ways and not in others?

1 How is it, do you think, that the story of The Swallowing  Drum can be found in the Caribbean, the USA and England, countries far away from Nigeria, where the story was probably first told?

TEXT LEVEL WORK

Read, clarify and discuss objectives to pupils

Introduce story and the notion of ‘Stories that Travel’ how they travel, how they change over time and differences between oral and written story telling

Explore oral traditions and story telling in other cultures

WORD WORK 

The correct use and spelling of possessive pronouns, linked to work on grammar, e.g. their, theirs; your, yours

SENTENCE LEVEL WORK

The use of complete sentences

ACTIVITIES

To write own versions of legends, myths and fables, using structures and themes identified in reading
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OBJECTIVES

2 From text, identify, discuss and investigate aspects of ways of life; compare with own experience. Investigate effects of story settings on characters’ attitudes, relationships etc.

Use information books to extend or supplement information.

RESOURCES

Chamberpot Road by Felix Morriseau-Leroy

Chamber Pot Road was written in Haitian Creole, and is taken from  

the short story collection Ravinodyab (Devil's Canyon). Leroy writes as the naive, illiterate narrator. He says at the beginning of the story: "My best friend 

was my cousin Lolo. We were the same age, but she went to school and I 

didn't. . .I would give her a run-down of what happened on the streets while 

she was wasting time at school." 

The story is firmly rooted in the oral tradition and is well suited to a reading as part of the literacy hour.   Leroy takes on themes of social justice from his viewpoint as narrator blending it seamslessly with an immersion into the belief systems of his people. The links with Africa are explicit and children with a recent African or  Caribbean heritage can see their own mythology reflected in the story. 

TEXT

CHAMBER POT ROAD  

by Félix Morisseau-Leroy

Translated from the Haitian Creole by Peter Constantine 

Why does everyone  laugh when I say Chamber Pot Road? What they're thinking never even crossed my mind. Since I was born, I've constantly been going to Chamber Pot Road.

Chamber Pot is a rural area near Grangozye [gran-go-zeh]. So when you leave Chamber Pot, you reach Grangozye by way of Chamber Pot Road.

However, I wasn't born on Chamber Pot Road. I was born in the heart of Grangozye  town. But Chamber Pot Road is my grandmother's street. When my mother says: Put on your good clothes and I'll send you over to Chamber Pot, what she means is: you'll be going to your grandmother's place, to our house.

That's where her belly-button is buried, at her house, where my aunts, uncles, and the whole family gather to invoice the Loua spirits, to communicate with them, so that our Ancestors from Guinean Africa can speak to us.

When my mother says put on your clothes and I'll send you over to Chamber Pot, that could mean she wants me to fetch something, to borrow a calabash from grandmother, to borrow fifty kob, twenty kob
. 

I must hurry and come back. It's dark in that house. But my mother always sends me to spend the day on Chamber Pot Road. She leaves me with my grandmother, with my aunts, for a whole month, sometimes two. It came to the point that I actually preferred being in Chamber Pot Road to being at my mother's house.

There were many reasons for this. The whole length of Chamber Pot Road is covered with hard flat pavement. When horses gallop over it the road rings like a bell. The pavement reaches all the way into my grandmother's yard. When I lie down on it and lay my ear on the surface, I can hear noises coming from far away through the earth.

The road runs between three mountains. One to the right, one to the left, and the third seems to close it off from behind. In front, the road leads to the nearby sea, which seems closer or further away depending on the position of the sun. When the sun or the moon is rising, the mountains lean their heads together like old village women trading evil gossip.

My mother wouldn't let me play with the street kids near our house. But when I went to Chamber Pot, I would play with everyone. My cousins and friends taught me how to set traps for turtles and bright-feathered ortolans
, and taught me to chop wood. The trees in the woods behind my grandmother's house are the most beautiful I have ever seen. I can't tell you how much I loved those trees. I would wrap my arms round their trunks, and rest my cheek on them and stay there like a boy kissing a girl. My friends taught me how to make spinning-tops out of gayak
 wood. We would have spinning-top contests in my grandmother's yard.

My best friend was my cousin Lolo. We were the same age, but she went to school and I didn't. She would tell me everything that went on in class, and I would give her a run-down of what happened on the streets while she was wasting time at school. How I used to laugh when she mimicked the headmistress. I wondered whether she had the lanpa sickness and couldn't open her mouth to talk like a normal person. Lolo told me that they paid the headmistress to talk that way.    

Just after Lolo passed her exams she became blind. They took her to Port-au-Prince. They took her to all kinds of doctors, to no avail. They took her to all the Houngan
 priests. There was no point. Lolo's bright eyes would open wide, but she couldn't see a thing. I was thunderstruck. I promised Lolo I would see for her. When we were together no one could guess she was blind. She went on making turning-tops. I would bring her gayak wood. I would bring her nails to put into the tops, and bits of glass to polish them. When they were ready I would try them out. Lolo's turning-tops were better than everyone else's. She had also learnt to weave all kinds of rope. The best thing one could bring her from the countryside were clumps of sisal hemp or palm sheaves. Passers-by would stop to look at the beautiful blind girl polishing the turning-tops, and weaving rope that she would sell.

But when Lolo started visiting the ounfo voodoo-temples of Lansko-chon near my grandmother's property and the ounfo
 of Mapou and Ketèlonj, she totally forgot that she was blind. She quickly moved up the voodoo hierarchy: oundyannikon, ounsi, ounsi-kanzo, until she reached the rank of Mambo-voodoo priestess. I went to all the initiation ceremonies with Lolo, except for the time she woke up in the middle of the night with a Loua spirit in her head and left Chamber Pot Road for Konnen Pa Mal beyond Lansapit, to receive the 'eyes' that would give her clairvoyance.

It had caused quite a sensation back then and even today people still talk about it. Konnen Pa Mal--"The Place Only Few Know"--is an immense grotto under Lansapit. To enter the grotto one has to slide through a hole barely big enough for one person at a time. Long, long ago, during the treacherous years of the Bayonets, there had been a ceremony held at Konnen Pa Mal, and general Rebeka had wanted to put a stop to it. The drums were beating beneath the earth all night, but his soldiers could not find the en-trance to the grotto. By horse it takes a day to get from Grangozye to Lansapit. Lolo left Chamber Pot Road in the middle of the night and arrived at Lansapit before day break. A great Houngan priest possessed by a great Loua spirit stopped dancing and spoke: "My friends, a stranger is about to arrive. She has come from afar. Prepare a cup of coffee for her and bring her a robe. She has walked much. Sweat runs off her like water. He broke into song, moving his hands as if he were pulling at the string of a kite. The others did the same, looking up at the narrow entrance of the grotto. Lolo appeared and walked right at them. She was greeted with beating drums, then the ouonsi took her away and dressed her. They brought her back with her head covered with a white cloth. The ceremony of the giving of the eyes was to last nine days and nine nights. They sang magic songs. They sang:

Eyes, eyes.

The eyes, the eyes.

Mambo Lolo has come to take her eyes 

From Konnen Pa Mal they sang verses in French. Then they sang in Latin:

 Agnus Dei qui tollis peccata mundi. 

They look her to sleep on a mat in a room of her own. They only gave her sweet dishes to eat. Every time she was brought out they covered her head. After nine days the Houngan priest gave her the 'eyes'. Lolo herself told me everything. Then they brought her back to Grangozye.

After that, people came from all over to Chamber Pot to the blind young priestess. People believed that she could 'see' more clearly than the other Mambos. People came to see Lolo from Labedoranj beyond Saltwou, and from Kwandèmisyon beyond the pine forest. She never took money. She continued making turning-tops and weaving ropes to buy what she needed. She didn't need much. She would sit where my grandfather's house that had burnt down used to be. On a white rock that shone like a porcelain plate.

Lolo was a beautiful, light skinned woman. She could easily have found a young man to marry, despite her blindness. But she never wanted to marry, or to live with a man. When she decided to have a child, she went ahead and had one without telling anyone who the father was. Evil fingers pointed at me. But neither Lolo nor I paid any attention to the gossip. Others believed the child was begotten by a Loua spirit, that it was not like other children. They child went to school and learned to read in no time at all. She sent him to school in Port- au-Prince. The boy became a little philosopher. He got a scholarship to go abroad. Today Lolo's son is a big shot in the white world. We hear news of him in the papers.

Since we were children, I knew that Lolo would become a Mambo priestess. She always saw things that others did not see. She always knew what others did not know. Since she had gone blind, she spoke to me a lot. What she told me was not what she told other people. She never 'saw' for me. She asked me to see for her. She never asked anyone else to see or to 'see' for her. If being a Mambo was any consolation to her, there were still two to three things she missed seeing. I was the only one she would ask if the gayak trees deep down in the canyon has sprouted seeds. When I answered, yes, it was as if she could actually see them. Her face would become red like a hot pepper, red like a gayak seed. If I had just handed her ten thousand gold coins, she wouldn't have been happier.

There was a time when I had left the country for a while. I'd gone into hiding. Far away. In Haiti, if one wants to live like a human being, one has to go underground at times. One night I dreamt that I had returned to Grangozye and that I was spending the night at my grandmother's. In my dream, I saw myself waking up there and saying: "I'm going to see my town." I open the door all the way and what do I see? The ocean, the ocean right in front of me. It had crossed the shore, gone over the hills, and had come right up the crossroads of Kalvé. Tears fell from my eyes. To this day I always feel moved when I speak of this dream. In a trembling voice, Lolo asked me if the sea had actually come up that far. I told her that it had only been a dream.

"And yet," she said, "one day it will come up that far."

I sat there and looked out at the sea, wondering how long it would take before it crossed the hills as it had done in my dreams. No doubt it would be in the time of my children's children's children.

Well, one would think that Lolo, having become the chief of all the Houngan priests and the Mambo priestesses all the way from Marigo to Pèdènal, from Grangozye to Lapin Kildesak, could not attain an even higher status in this world. But my cousin's lucky stars shone brightly in the coastal sky.

Every twenty-five years, the Loua spirits choose a chief drummer for all the voodoo temples of the coast. It was always a man. No one knows what happened this time. The Loua rose and singled out Lolo. They entered her fists and put her in front of the drums. She took the sticks and broke into a kata rhythm on the small drums. Then she picked up an ogon voodoo staff and began beating both the mother drum and the father drum--beating all three drums as if she were three drummers. The people shouted. The Loua spirits showered down onto the crowd like hail. From that day on, whenever word went round that Lolo would beat the drums at a ritual, all hell broke loose. Messengers were sent by horse and mule to ask Lolo to come and play, from Mapou, from Banannm and even from across the border, where a big Houngan priest was holding services in Spanish country. At times all she did was touch the drum. But then people still spread the word that sparks had flown, that the Mambo priestess had drummed from sunset to sunrise.

Pots of coffee and crates of food came through the gates of Bodari, passed through the woods behind the priest's house, and ended up at Lolo's place. There was a constant bustle on Chamber Pot Road. Lolo didn't even have time to comb her hair. She tied it back into a large bundle with a scarf. People from all sections of Grangozye society, both bosses and servants, eager to know what the future had in store for them came to pray at Lolo's feet. The poor people of Chamber Pot Road prospered. The Mambo priestess could not possibly drink all the coffee or eat all the food. She had to ask her neighbours to help her wash the coffee pots and clean the crates before they were returned to their owners.

There was only one woman who stayed away from all the bustle. She was a Dominican who lived across the street from Lolo a Madame Riri, who had married a Haitian. He died leaving her a fortune. They had one daughter. She was insane. She laughed day and night. People said that in Port-au-Prince, at Lali school, she had fought with classmate, and that the classmate's mother had sent an evil laughing-sprit into her head. Madame Riri closed her doors and spoke to no one. The daughter, Paolina, would sometimes sit on a stone in the middle of Chamber Pot Road. There she would laugh. Passers-by would call out:

"What's up, Paolina? "She wouldn't answer. Jokes would tumble through her head and she would laugh. Then she would get up and go back in her house.

Paolina would sometimes wander into the forest behind her mother's house. Then between five and ten men would have to go looking for her with dogs to bring her back home.

One day she left for good. All searching was in vain. Madame Riri became desperate. She could no longer hold back, and secretly crossed the road to speak to Lolo, who told her:

"Madame Riri, do not fear. Your daughter is fine. She is no longer insane. But you will never see her again.

"Madame Riri took courage, but returned after six months to ask Lolo if there wasn't some spell she could cast that would make Paolina come back. She was prepared to pay any amount of money. "Madame Riri," Lolo answered. "Were I to take your money to make Paolina return, I would be robbing you. And your daughter is happy where she is. She is pregnant. In three months she will give birth to a little girl even prettier than she is. "Madame Riri returned home, lay down in bed, closed her eyes, and died. Her coffin was ready and they laid her in it and carried her to a plot of land in Katèlonj where she was buried all alone. I thought: 

"Oh, how sad that this woman lived all alone, died all alone, and now lies buried all alone? In this cemetery there are no neighbouring graves for her to call on and ask how things are going."

* *Whenever the people of Grangozye saw the corporal go to the justice of the peace, they knew that Port-au-Prince had sent an important edict to the two senior officials of the town. This time it was an order to arrest Lolo. 

"Arrest her, prosecute her, and sentence her." That meant as much as "Send her to Jakmèl or Port-au-Prince to be executed."

This time the local authorities hesitated to take on such a task, and waited till the following day. That night the justice of the peace, knocked on Lolo's door. He called out: 

"Anybody home?"

"Come in, Judge," Lolo answered.

"How did you know it was me?"

"I 'saw' you. You've been walking in my shadow since sundown."

"So you know what news I bring you."

"Bad news. They've put out an order for my arrest."

"They say that you tell everyone who comes to you for advice that the government will fall."

"Well, that's pretty obvious. In this country no government has ever lasted. It will definitely fall."

"You know I can't arrest you."

"What will you do?"

"Tomorrow morning I will come here with the corporal. We won't find you here and we'll both act like we're furious. We'll saddle horses and go to Lanskochon looking for you. Then we'll file a report, and that'll be that."

"Someone else is also walking in my shadow. You should leave so you won't be found here.

"On the first floor the judge came face to face with the corporal. He said to him:

"You're out late, corporal."

"You're out pretty late too, judge."

"When one bathes together there is no point trying to hide one's navel. I just came from the place you're going to."

"Well, we're quits. I'm on my way to warn Lolo that we're coming to arrest her tomorrow."

"She knows. I told her."

"So I needn't go."

"No, go to her. She knows you're on your way. She's waiting for you."

"Really?"

"We will come here tomorrow. We won't find her. She'll have enough time to disappear. We'll go to Lanskochon to find her. We'll write a report for those nasty macaques [monkeys]of Port-au-Prince."

"Let's shake hands."

One went up, the other went down.

The next morning when the judge and the corporal went to my grandmother's house they found it empty, with all the doors wide open. They questioned the neighbours, who knew nothing of her whereabouts, and left without saying a word.

Since that day my grandmother's house became a ruin. Soon nothing but the door posts were left. But I still went there sometimes to dream of days long gone by when Chamber Pot Road was Chamber Pot Road. People would stop to speak with me. Some felt that Lolo had died, others thought that she was alive in Guinea. I remained silent and never spoke of what I thought or didn't think.

People called out to Lolo at all the ounfo temples but she did not answer. If she had died she would have answered. When the justice of the peace comes to warn you that he has been ordered to arrest you, that you must disappear so that he will not get into trouble, you do not have time to inform your friends. That is why Lolo had left without telling me anything. I looked for her everywhere. I went all the way to Konnen Pa Mal to see if she hadn't hidden herself there. She wasn't here. I even lay down with my ear to the cement of Chamber Pot Road to see if the noises under the earth had any messages for me.

One day whites and blacks came to Chamber Pot Road with a plan to dig it up so they could see what lay under it. But as they started digging, rocks rained upon them. They barely escaped with their lives. They returned with a helicopter to investigate, but the pilot told them that if they didn't leave soon they would all die. It had been supernatural powers that had hurled the rocks at them.

They left saying that they would return, but they never did.

Seven years passed. The government fell, another government came to power. The corporal left and another one came. Seven years. Late one night, I was fast asleep, there was a knock at the front door. My wife and three children woke up trembling with fear. I called out:

"Who is it?"

A low, soft voice answered.

"It is Lolo."

I still didn't open the door.

"Which Lolo."

"Oh, Bibit, there's only one Lolo! It's me, Lolo."

Lolo had been the only one who ever called me Bibit. I opened the door. Lolo, it was my Lolo who stood in front of me. I reached out to her and she took my hand. She realized I wanted to help her into the house. She told me:

"I'm no longer blind. I can see with both eyes."

I remained speechless. Then I asked her:

"Where did you come from?"

"I came from under the water."

"You were under water for seven years?"

"It would take me seven years to tell you what happened and how it happened."

"Oh, Lolo, let me just ask you one question then. How long is it since you can see?"

"Seven years. One month after I left Chamber Pot Road with nothing but what I was wearing."

My wife and children came into the room. Two of the children had been born after Lolo had left.

"I don't know these two kids. I have two who are the same age and two that are older. Four all in all--two girls and two boys."

"Under the water you had four children? You come back looking younger than when you left. You left blind and you come back seeing as clearly as when you were twelve, thirteen years old. Lolo, I can't wait any more, you must tell me what happened!"

My wife went to brew some coffee and my four children went back to bed.

"As far as everyone is concerned, I was under water. But to you, Bibit, I shall tell the whole story. Tell your wife to go back to bed after we have drunk our coffee. I want us to take a walk through town so I can take a good look at it. During the day I shall sleep with the blinds drawn. It will take me a few days before my eyes can get used to the sunlight."

We went out into the street and walked. I asked Lolo how she felt, being able to see our town for the first time in twenty-five years.

"How do I feel, Bibit, seeing Chamber Pot Road, seeing the sea under the full moon? It makes me so happy I could go mad!"

"Did you come by way of Chamber Pot Road?"

"Where else could I have come from? I was right there all the time--under the pavement of Chamber Pot Road, that's where I was!"

"What are you saying, Lolo? Under the road? We always thought that people lived down there. Tell me all about it!"

"There are none left. They all moved away with their wives and children. They took my children too. Only me they let return."

"I have so many questions. I don't know where to begin! How did you come back?"

"I came back through the Ying hole. That's where I entered and that's how I left. Do you remember Paolina? She's down there too. She's fine like you and me. She has seven children. Oh, if you could only see them! They're beautiful children. It was Paolina who welcomed me when I went there. She already knew how to speak their language. They don't speak Creole, and I didn't know their language."    

"Who are these people you're talking about?"

The Vyenvyen. That's what the Haitians call them. I myself call them Haitians. Paolina took me by the hand, she introduced me to them. She explained what they were saying. Don't forget, I was blind. I couldn't tell whether they were big or small, black or red. Paolina told me they were good people, and I believed her."

I was speechless. Lolo did not wait for me to ask her any more questions. She talked and talked till daybreak. We went all the way past the priest's house. Lolo really wanted to see the Devil's Rapids. Tears ran from her eyes. We made our way back home before the sun rose. Lolo told me how they cured her eyes. Every morning they had her dip her face into a wooden basin of water in which they had soaked leaves all night, and had her open her eyes. After ten days they dripped milk into them and then scraped them with a razor-sharp rock. She felt no pain. They kept her eyes bandaged for five days.

"I could see! Oh, if it hadn't been for Paolina, if Paolina hadn't held me back, I would have run away when I saw those people. But they were great, they left me with Paolina.”

 She told me what had happened when she arrived there, how they  treated her. After she was cured of her illness they let her choose a husband. She chose one of the top chiefs, and by the time I arrived she already had two children by him. I made a very good match too! 

Bibit,  I was like a queen down there. With four servants to dress me, undress me, bathe me, rub me, comb my hair, fix my tresses, perfume me, and cut my nails for me."

"How come they let you leave?"

"It's their law. I had the right to leave whenever I wanted. They no longer live there they moved elsewhere. They asked me whether I wanted to go with them or come back here. They left and went far away, with their families and belongings. For five hundred years now they've been persecuted, their lands stolen from them. They also took my four children with them. After two full moons they will send over the two oldest. Paolina is giving them lessons in Creole every day."

"And Paolina, will she be coming back too?"

"She's never been as happy as where she is now. What should she come up here for? Her mother is long dead. She has no relatives here. But I have my oldest son that I want to look for. I have you, my whole family, all my friends that I want to bring out of poverty."

She pulled out a thick bamboo sheath from her clothes. The bamboo was heavier than iron. I was surprised. I asked her:

"What is that?"

"What do you think it is?"

"I have no idea!"

"I'm rich, rich, Bibit! Our whole family is rich, and all our friends. This bamboo  is filled with gold. If you take the smallest chip of it to Port-au-Prince and have it changed into money, we can buy whatever we need. You must get a safe-deposit box at the bank to keep the bamboo in. It is full of gold chips, the smallest of which is worth twenty thousand dollars. I'm going to build a beautiful house on Chamber Pot Road on the site of our grand-father's house. I'll have running water come to Chamber Pot. They showed me how to bring running water even to the mountain tops."

I hadn't managed to say a single word. Lolo talked and talked and talked. I could see Chamber Pot Road stretching out in front of me like one of the great streets in the capital. She talked on as we walked through the alleys to get back to my house. As we entered the house I asked her:

"So tell me Lolo, can you still 'see'?"

"Yes, I can still 'see': but not like I used to. I don't 'see' small things anymore. Now I only 'see' important things, things so significant  that one doesn't need 'eyes' to see them."

"Like what, for instance?"

"Like the government that will fall the way the one before did. The government of the people will come and Chamber Pot will rise, sweet water will flow from fountains, beautiful houses will line the streets. Ololoy!"

"Lolo, aren't you frightened speaking the same words that got you into trouble?"

"Being in trouble wasn't that bad, though. And after all, it's my job to say what I 'see.' I will speak out till the day I die. In the seven years I was down there I learnt a lot, Bibit. I can't hold back what I 'see' for Chamber Pot Road! These governments must fall one after the other so that the people can take over. One thing I don't know is what day it is today, the date, and what month."

"Today is the fifteenth of November, nineteen. . ."

"No, I know the year. Make a note of the date, Bibit. Ten years from now Chamber Pot will prosper."

“And what if the men from Port-au-Prince come again digging for gold?"

"I'll show them! I'll pay ten men to throw them into the hole and keep them there for five days without food so that they see that there's no point, so they can report back to the whites and the blacks of Port-au-Prince who set out to pillage what belongs  to the people."

She talked. She talked. She laughed.

"Ooh, yeah! I can 'see.' I can 'see' further. I can also 'see' the past. You have to look to the past to understand the future. I can 'see' what happened a long time ago. Five hundred years ago Christopher Columbus set foot on the shores of Grangozye. He killed all the Vyenvyen. In some places they still call them Indians. It's the same everywhere. Those who weren't killed were forced to live in holes under the earth, just like where I've been for the last seven years. These last seven years I've had lots of time to think things out. When I was stuck in school, and Madame cursed until her tongue bled, what good did that do us? I can 'see' far, far back, to a time when there were no humans at all on earth. There were volcanoes everywhere around here. They spewed hot rivers of fire and threw rocks left and right. That was when nature planted the mountains, raised the mountains, and split the mountains so the waters of the Boujoli rapids could pass, and nature passed the mountains together to hold the water so it would tumble into the rapids behind our grandmother's house. We shall dig up the pavement of Chamber Pot we will pierce the mountain and make it give us the water it has in its belly. They will see! We will bring order to nature's disorder and to the disorder of the big shots in the palaces of Port-au- Prince who force the people of Grangozye to drink the salt water of one small well by the sea, while in the mountains' entrails there is sweet water in abundance. There shall be good schools, good hospitals, and gardens on every hill. The water will flow from Chamber Pot Road and pass through pipes to all the houses in the town. Look at the stream of stones on the road in front of us! Do we need a school to tell us that long, long ago a river ran down Bodari Road, spilling into Mapou Road?. . .I don't regret being blind for twenty-five years. Today, Bibit, I can express my gratitude to you, a man who never went to school, who showed me my country without the help of bad books that would have blurred my vision. You ask me if I can 'see'. I can 'see' all this as clearly as I can see you looking at me. But I don't need the Loua spirits and the Lesenlemo spirits of the saintly dead to help me see all this."

"Won't you hold a big ceremonial feast for all the people who will be so glad to see you back with us and who will want to greet you?"

"I'd love to hold a big ceremony like you say. But, Bibit, you under-stand my point, don't you? A Mambo priestess of my stature who spent seven years under water can no longer be dominated by the Loua. It is I who dominate them."

Her eyes sparkled with excitement. Maybe the light of the sun which rose behind the mountain was too bright for her. I opened the door and asked her to go in to see my wife. I stayed outside and punched my head with my fist to see if this was a dream I had dreamed, or just a tale I had conjured up in the morning sun.
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For more information about the religion of voodoo see internet page

http://www.arcana.com/shannon/spirit/voodoo. 

TEXT LEVEL WORK

1.
Describe the character of ‘Bibit’ [pronounced Bibi] the narrator.
What do you think he is like when he is a boy? Is he shy? Does he go to school? What does he do with his time?

3 How do you think the local people of Haiti see Voodoo? What does it mean to them in their everyday life?

4 Voodoo is one of the religions of Haiti. There are other similar religions in the Caribbean. Obeah in Jamaica and Shango in Trinidad. Do any of the pupils know anything about these religions or beliefs?

5 What kind of life do the people of Haiti in the story have? Are they rich or poor? Are they happy with their lives?

6 How do we feel about Lolo? Do we like her character? Explain

SENTENCE LEVEL WORK

Find the words Kob, Ortolan, gayak, Houngan and Ounfo . What do these words mean?

Explanation
Kob – Haitian coin/currency

Ortolan- Local bird with a green and orange plumage

Gayak - soft wood like pitch pine.

Houngan- Male priest of Voodoo religion

Ounfo – place of worship 

WORD LEVEL WORK

Find the meaning of the following words

hail

Judge

supernatural

tresses

ancestors

mimicked

thunderstruck

speechless

consolation

� Kob – Haitian coin/currency


�  Ortolan - Local bird with a green and orange plumage


� Gayak – soft wood like pitch pine.


�  Houngan – Male priest of Voodoo religion


� Ounfo – place of worship 





