nny or Muffie) and asked me Jamaica Kincaid

schoolmate. He introduced his wife (Candy or Pe

hat I'd been up to. Then I asked him. Herg
4 fWe]l "he safd cheerfully, “after college and the army, I went into investment
banking.’l-"irst Boston. But now .. ."—he threw his hands wide in a gesture of

benign, tolerant acceptance of his own rashness— T've gone clear to the other
4 »
end of the spectrum. I'm a stockbroker.
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If you go to Antigua as a tourist, this is what you will see. If you come by
aeroplane, you will land at the V. C. Bird International Airport. Vere Cornwall
(V. C.) Bird is the Prime Minister of Antigua. You may be the sort of tourist
who would wonder why a Prime Minister would want an airport named after
him—why not a school, why not a hospital, why not some great public monu-
ment? You are a tourist and you have not yet seen a school in Antigua, you have

in Antigua. As your plane descends to land, you might say, What a beautiful
island Antigua is—more beautiful than any of the other islands you have seen,

orth America (or, worse, Europe), earning some money so that you could
in this place (Antigua) where the sun always shines and where the climate

re; and since you are on your holiday, since you are a tourist, the thought of
3t it might be like for someone who had to live day in, day out in a place that
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suffers constantly from drought, and so has to watch caretully every drop of
fresh water used (while at the same time surrounded by a sea and an ocean—the
Caribbean Sea on one side, the Atlantic Ocean on the other), must never cross
your mind.
You disembark your plane. You go through customs. Since you are a tourist,
a North' American or European—to be frank, white—and not an Antiguan
black returning to Antigua from Europe or North America with cardboard
boxes of much needed cheap clothes and food for relatives, you move through
customs swiftly, you move through customs with ease. Your bags are not
searched. You emerge from customs into the hot, clean air: immediately you
feel cleansed, immediately you feel blessed (which is to say special); you feel -
free. You see a man, a taxi driver; you ask him to take you to your destination;
he quotes you a price. You immediately think that the price is in the local cur-
rency, for you are a tourist and you are familiar with these things (rates of ex-
change) and you feel even more free; for things seem so cheap, but then your
driver ends by saying, “In US currency.” You may say, “Hmmmm, do you have a
formal sheet that lists official prices and destinations?” Your driver obeys the law
and shows you the sheet, and he apologises for the incredible mistake he has
made in quoting you a price off the top of his head which is so vastly different
(favouring him) from the one listed. You are driven to your hotel by this taxi
driver in his taxi, a brand-new Japanese-made vehicle. The road on which you
are travelling is a very bad road, very much in need of repair. You are feeling
wonderful, so you say, “Oh, what a marvellous change these bad roads are fr
the splendid highways I am used to in North America.” (Or, worse, Euro
Your driver is reckless; he is a dangerous man who drives in the middle of the
road when he thinks no other cars are coming in the opposite direction, pas '
other cars on blind curves that run uphill, drives at sixty miles an hour on
row, curving roads when the road sign, a rusting, beat-up thing left over
colonial days, says 40 mph. This might frighten you (you are on your ho
you are a tourist); this might excite you (you are on your holiday; you area to
ist), though if you are from New York and take taxis you are used to this styl
of driving: most of the taxi drivers in New York are from places in the worl
this. You are looking out the window (because you want to get your m:
worth); you notice that all the cars you see are brand-new, or almost brand
and that they are all Japanese-made. There are no American cars in Anti
no new ones, at any rate; none that were manufactured in the last ten years
continue to look at the cars and you say to yourself, Why, they look brand
but they have an awful sound, like an old car—a very old, dilapidated car. H
to account for that? Well, possibly it’s because they use leaded gasoline i
brand-new cars whose engines were built to use non-leaded gasoline, bu}

musn't ask the person driving the car if this is so, because he or she has neve
heard of unleaded gasoline. You look closely at the car; you see that it’s a mode;
o_f a ].aI’)anese car that you might hesitate to buy; it’s 2 model that’s ve en-
sive; it's a model that’s quite impractical for a person who has to WOI‘I;(Y;:EaI;d
as you do and who watches every penny you earn so that you can afford thi
holiday you are on. How do they afford such a car? And do they live in a luxu f
ous house to match such a car? Well, no. You will be surprised, then, to see t}f1
most likely the person driving this brand-new car filled with th’e wro,n as livat
in a house that, in comparison, is far beneath the status of the car; a%fl if ; g
were to ask why you would be told that the banks are encouraged l’ay the )c;vl—l
ernment to make loans available for cars, but loans for houses not so e§ il
avail.abk':; and if you ask again why, you will be told that the two main car d:;l)—[
erships in Antigua are owned in part or outright by ministers in government

- Oh, but you are on holiday and the sight of these brand-new cars driven by
- people who may or may not have really passed their driving test (there was once

? scandal about driving licenses for sale) would not really stir up these thoughts
in you. You pass a building sitting in a sea of dust and you think, It’s some la-

-”tl‘incs f:or people just passing by, but when you look again you see the buildin
has written on it PIGOTT'S SCHOOL. You pass the hospital, the Holbertoi
3 eHoS_pltal’ and how wrong you are not to think about this, for though you are a
tourist on your holiday, what if your heart should miss a few beats? What if a
!?lood vessel in your neck should break? What if one of those pec;ple drivin
tl.ms.c brand-new cars filled with the wrong gas fails to pass safely while going
”Phﬂl on a curve and you are in the car going in the opposite direction? Wﬂ%
you be comforted to know that the hospital is staffed with doctors that r.m ac-

Antigua ; i
guan trusts; that Antiguans always say about the doctors, “I don’t want

‘{‘10 near me”; that Aﬂtl ans refer t ot as do

0 them “
F "( gu . n : S ctors but as the three
Nen thﬁle are thICE of l'[I.CIu): that when the Mlmsl:er of Hcalth himse]fdoesn’t

v;c]l he t_al‘ws thf: first plane to New York to see a real doctor; that if any
of the ministers in government needs medical care he flies to New York to

j ;t’s a good thing that you brought your own books with you, for you couldn’t
st go to the library and borrow some. Antigua used to have a’splendid libra
g The Earthquake (everyone talks about it that way—The Earthquake; V?fr:’
tiguans, for I am one, have a great sense of things, and the more meanin, ful
ng,.the more meaningless we make it) the library building was damaged
fas 1n.1974, and soon after that a sign was placed on the front ofgthe'
“iding saying, THIS BUILDING WAS DAMAGED IN THE EARTHQUAKE OF 1974
RS ARE PENDING. The sign hangs there, and hangs there more than 21-
later, with its unfulfilled promise of repair, and you might see this as a
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sort of quaintness on the part of these islanders, these people descended from
slaves—what a strange, unusual perception of time they have. REPAIRS ARE
PENDING, and here it is many years later, but perhaps in a world that is twelve
miles long and nine miles wide (the size of Antigua) twelve years and twelve
minutes and twelve days are all the same. The library is one of those splendid
old buildings from colonial times, and the sign telling of the repairs is a splen-
did old sign from colonial times. Not very long after The Earthquake Antigua
got its independence from Britain, making Antigua a state in its own right, and
Antiguans are so proud of this that each year, to mark the day, they go to church
and thank God, a British God, for this. But you should not think of the confu-
sion that must lie in all that and you must not think of the damaged library. You
have brought your own books with you, and among them is one of those new
books about economic history, one of those books explaining how the West
(meaning Europe and North America after its conquest and settlement by Eu-
ropeans) got rich: the West got rich not from the free (free—in this case mean-
ing got-for-nothing) and then undervalued labour, for generations, of the
people like me you see walking around you in Antigua but from the ingenuity
of small shopkeepers in Sheffield and Yorkshire and Lancashire, or wherever;
and what a great part the invention of the wristwatch played in it, for there was -
nothing noble-minded men could not do when they discovered they could slap
time on their wrists just like that (isnt that the last straw; for not only did we -
have to suffer the unspeakableness of slavery, but the satisfaction to be had from
“We made you bastards rich” is taken away, too), and so you needn't let that
slightly funny feeling you have from time to time about exploitation, oppres=
sion, domination develop into full-fledged unease, discomfort; you could ruin -
your holiday. They are not responsible for what you have; you owe them noth -
ing; in fact, you did them a big favour, and you can provide one hundred ex-
amples. For here you are now, passing by Government House. And here you are
now, passing by the Prime Minister’s Office and the Parliament Building, and.
overlooking these, with a splendid view of St. John’s Harbour, the American
Embassy. If it were not for you, they would not have Government House,
Prime Minister’s Office, and Parliament Building and embassy of powerful

years ago. When this family first came to Antigua, they sold dry goods doot
door from suitcases they carried on their backs. Now they own a lot of Anti
they regularly lend money to the government, they build enormous (for
gua), ugly (for Antigua), concrete buildings in Antigua’s capital, St. John
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which the government then rents for huge sums of money; a member of thej
family is the Antiguan Ambassador to Syria; Antiguans hate them. Not fa:
from this mansion is another mansion, the home of a drug smuggler. Every-
body knows he’s a drug smuggler, and if just as you were driving by he lste rgd
out of his door your driver might point him out to you as the notorious il;m
that he is, for this drug smuggler is so rich people say he buys cars in tenlsp—ten
of this one, ten of that one—and that he bought a house (another mansion)
near Five Islands, contents included, with cash he carried in a suitcase: three
hundred and fifty thousand American dollars, and, to the surprise of the: seller
of the house, lots of American dollars were left over. Overlooking the dru
smuggler’s mansion is yet another mansion, and leading up to it is the bes%
paved 1:oad in all of Antigua—even better than the road that was paved for the
Queen’s visit in 1985 (when the Queen came, all the roads that she would travel
on were paved anew, so that the Queen might have been left with the impres-
sion that riding in a car in Antigua was a pleasant experience). In this mansion
lives a woman sophisticated people in Antigua call Evita, She is a notorious
woman. She’s young and beautiful and the girlfriend of somebody very high u
in the government. Evita is notorious because her relationship with this higﬁ
government official has made her the owner of boutiques and property and
given her a say in cabinet meetings, and all sorts of other privileges such a rela-
tionship would bring a beautiful young woman.

Oh, but by now you are tired of all this looking, and you want to reach your
destination—your hotel, your room. You long to refresh yourself; you long to

~ eat some nice lobster, some nice local food. You take a bath, you brush your
 teeth. You get dressed again; as you get dressed, you look out the window. That
water—have you ever seen anything like it? Far out, to the horizon. the colour
| of the water is navy-blue; nearer, the water is the colour of the Nortl; American
sky From there to the shore, the water is pale, silvery, clear, so clear that you can
‘see its pinkish-white sand bottom. Oh, what beauty! Oh, what beauty! You have
‘never seen anything like this. You are so excited. You breathe shallow. You
reathe deep. You see a beautiful boy skimming the water, godlike, on 2 Wind-
surfer. You see an incredibly unattractive, fat, pastrylike-fleshed woman enjoy-

ng a walk on the beautiful sand, with a man, an incredibly unattractive, fat,

_. trylike-fleshed man; you see the pleasure they’re taking in their surround-

-Still standing, looking out the window, you see yourself lying on the beach,

€njoying the amazing sun (a sun so powerful and yet so beautiful, the way it is

.ways overhead as if on permanent guard, ready to stamp out any cloud that
tares to darken and so empty rain on you and ruin your holiday; a sun that is
L personal friend). You see yourself taking a walk on that beach you see
Jourself meeting new people (only they are new in a very limited way: for they
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are people just like you). You see yourself eating some delicious, locally grown sitting somewhere, alone in that crowd, and that awful feeling of displaced
food. You see yourself, you see yourself . . .You must not wonder what exactly comes over you, and really, as an ordinary person you are notzg well eP u?ce gms
happened to the contents of your lavatory when you flushed it. You must not look too far inward and set yourself aright, because being ordin isf] alrp Pz to
wonder where your bathwater went when you pulled out the stopper. You must taxing, and being ordinary takes all you have out of you, and thziy o eady Zo
not wonder what happened when you brushed your teeth. Oh, it might all end “T must get away” do not actually pass across your lips ,y0u makega 1 € \a\;or s
up in the water you are thinking of taking a swim in; the contents of your lava- being that nice blob just sitting like a boob in your amn,jotic sac of th: ap c;0m
tory might, just might, graze gently against your ankle as you wade carefree in experience to being a person visiting heaps of death and ruin and f%limoaltflfn
the water, for you see, in Antigua, there is no proper sewage-disposal system. and inspired at the sight of it; to being a person lying on some farawa n%’ 1‘:
But the Caribbean Sea is very big and the Atlantic Ocean is even bigger; it your stilled body stinking and glistening in the sand, looking like sor); ;la.c )
would amaze even you to know the number of black slaves this ocean has swal- first forgotten, then remembered, then not important ;,nough fo 5 backi‘ fng
lowed up. When you sit down to eat your delicious meal, it’s better that you being a person marvelling at the harmony (ordinarily, what you wiuld o I:tlo
don't know that most of what you are eating came off a plane from Miami. And - backwardness) and the union these other people (a’nd the}},r are othe:'; 93’6105;15

have with nature. And you look at the things they can do with a piece of ordi-
nary cloth, the things they fashion out of cheap, vulgarly colored (to you) twine
the way they squat down over a hole they have made in the ground, the hole’
itsel‘f is something to marvel at, and since you are being an ugly pcrson, this ugl:
but joyful thought will swell inside you: their ancestors were not clever in ;gh)er
way yours were and not ruthless in the way yours were, for then would it not be
- you who would be in harmony with nature and backwards in that charmin
way? An ugly thing, that is what you are when you become a tourist, an uglg
empty thing, a stupid thing, a piece of rubbish pausing here and ther;: to gaz);,
 at this and taste that, and it will never occur to you that the people who inhabit
the place in which you have just paused cannot stand you, that behind their
closed doors they laugh at your strangeness (you do not look the way they look);
the physical sight of you does not please them; you have bad manners (it is thf‘,i;
jcustom to eat their food with their hands; you try eating their way, you look
silly; you try eating the way you always eat, you look silly); they do not like the
Way you speak (you have an accent); they collapse helpless from laughter, mim-
.1ck1{1g the way they imagine you must look as you carry out some ev’eryda
bodily function. They do not like you. They do not like me! That thought ncve};
cfua.lly occurs to you. Still, you feel a little uneasy. Still, you feel a little foolish
: till, you feel a little out of place. But the banality of your own life is very reai
o you; it drove you to this extreme, spending your days and your nights in the
fompany of people who despise you, people you do not like really, people you
) Qtﬂd not want to have as your actual neighbour. And so you must c:levote YO):lI’—
v puzzling out how much of what you are told is really, really true (Is
,OElnd—up bottle glass in peanut sauce really a delicacy around here, or will it
|; Just what you think ground-up bottle glass will do? Is this rare: multico-
Ilred, snout-mouthed fish really an aphrodisiac, or will it cause you to fall

before it got on a plane in Miami, who knows where it came from? A good
guess is that it came from a place like Antigua first, where it was grown dirt-
cheap, went to Miami, and came back. There is a world of something in this, but
I can’t go into it right now.
The thing you have always suspected about yourself the minute you become
a tourist is true: A tourist is an ugly human being. You are not an ugly person
all the time; you are not an ugly person ordinarily; you are not an ugly person
day to day. From day to day, you are a nice person. From day to day, all the
people who are supposed to love you on the whole do. From day to day, as you
walk down a busy street in the large and modern and prosperous city in which 8
you work and live, dismayed, puzzled (a cliché, but only a cliché can explain =
you) at how alone you feel in this crowd, how awful it is to go unnoticed, how
awful it is to go unloved, even as you are surrounded by more people than you
could possibly get to know in a lifetime that lasted for millennia, and then out
of the corner of your eye you see someone looking at you and absolute pleasure
is written all over that person’s face, and then you realise that you are not as
revolting a presence as you think you are (for that look just told you so). And so,
ordinarily, you are a nice person, an attractive person, a person capable of draw=
ing to yourself the affection of other people (people just like you), a person at
home in your own skin (sort of; I mean, in a way; I mean, your dismay a d

puzzlement are natural to you, because people like you just seem to be like that,

and so many of the things people like you find admirable about yourselves—the
things you think about, the things you think really define you—seem rooted in
these feelings): a person at home in your own house (and all its nice house
things), with its nice back yard (and its nice backyard things), at home on your
- street, your church, in community activities, your job, at home with your fz
your relatives, your friends—you are a whole person. But one day, when you ai€



264 / JAMAICA KINCAID

asleep permanently?). Oh, the hard work all of this is,and is it any wonde
that on your return home you feel the need of a long rest, so that you ¢
cover from your life as a tourist?

That the native does not like the tourist is not hard to explain. For eve
tive of every place is a potential tourist, and every tourist is a native of
where. Every native everywhere lives a life of overwhelming and cr
banality and boredom and desperation and depression, and every deec
and bad, is an attempt to forget this. Every native would like to find
out, every native would like a rest, every native would like a tour. Bu
natives—most natives in the world—cannot go anywhere. They are to
They are too poor to go anywhere. They are too poor to escape the re
their lives; and they are too poor to live properly in the place where th
which is the very place you, the tourist, want to go—s0 when the nati
you, the tourist, they envy you, they envy your ability to leave your own t
and boredom, they envy your ability to turn their own banality and b
into a source of pleasure for yourself.



