Lorna Deane

A BLOW TO PARADISE
I was totally unprepared for the events that unfolded one Thursday afternoon.
As I had done the three preceding days of that week, that month
And ten consecutive months before
I left my office and my responsibilities as Quota Manager in the 
Trade Administrator’s Department, Kingston, Jamaica
Shed the trappings of my office, and carefree,
Slipped into Mummy mode, climbed into my car
A champagne-coloured Toyota Tercel Hatchback.
I kicked my high heels off
Turned on the radio, the dial fixed on my favourite station.
With windows down, I cruised on Harbour Street 
Along the waterfront, scenic and relaxing, then turned left
Unto South Camp Road, headed North on my way home. 
As I approached the Junction at George Headley Drive,
I braked as the traffic lights turned red
And  witnessed four familiar faces, dodging vehicles and scurrying to my car.
As though rehearsed, they took position, two on each front window.
Youths from the area
Ten to twelve years old.
Suddenly
A hand reached through the window
Deftly wrapped my gold chain around his wrist, taut on my neck
And tugged with all his strength.
He stumbled backwards as the necklace broke,
Then ran off, my prized possession in his grasp.
Defensive reflexes dictated “fight.”
I swung the car door open,
Engine running, door ajar
And gave chase in my stockinged feet.
The boys were lighting fast, on familiar turf, and
Escaped down the embankment into the drain,
Assured of a quick escape.
∞∞∞∞∞
Previously, how many times had I looked with eyes that failed to see the hunger reflected in those boys’ eyes
The many times I welcomed them to my vehicle,
Doling out a stash of loose coins and empty soda bottles
Kept deliberately in my car
 Thinking that my offerings 
Could assuage what showed up now as a gut-wrenching hunger..
Did I fail to see, their ragged clothing, and extra lean bodies
A product of the countless nights hunger’s only palliative was early to bed 
The roof over their head belied by the co-existence of 
Too many containers carefully positioned to catch water from the roof when it rained?
∞∞∞∞∞
What had seemed a playful game to me
For them, was a desperate struggle for survival.
To them I presented glaring evidence that way more existed than what I proffered,
Theirs for the taking,
Especially since I was unsuspecting.
In their world a different order reigned,
 Twin currency of mercy and gratitude were unknown.
∞∞∞∞∞
On seeing me, my two sons cried and could not be comforted
 Their Mum, who always made everything right,
Taught them to look on the brighter side,
Now sat before them, crying and bruised,
Lamenting the loss of her prized gold chain.
∞∞∞∞∞
The ideal of happy endings
Was dealt a chink in its lustre,
Confronted by 
Realities of robbery, injury and loss. 
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