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of value, in order to bribe the doorkeeper. The doorkeeper accepts it all, though saying
each time as he does so, "I'm taking this only so that you won't feel that you haven't
tried everything." During these long years the man watches the doorkeeper almost
continuously. He forgets about the other doorkeepers, and imagines that this first
one is the sole obstacle barring his way to the Law. In the early years he loudly
bewails his misfortune; later, as he grows old, he merely grumbles to himself. He be-
comes childish, and since during his long study of the doorkeeper he has gotten to
know even the fleas in the fur collar, he begs these fleas to help him change the
doorkeeper's mind. At last his eyesight grows dim and he cannot tell whether it is re-
ally growing darker or whether his eyes are simply deceiving him. Yet in the darkness
he can now perceive that radiance that streams inextinguishably from the door of
the Law. Now his life is nearing its end. Before he dies, all his experiences during
this long time coalesce in his mind into a single question, one which he has never
yet asked the doorkeeper. He beckons to the doorkeeper, for he can no longer raise
his stiffening body. The doorkeeper has to bend low to hear him, since the difference
in size between them has increased very much to the man's disadvantage. "What do
you want to know now?" asks the doorkeeper, "you are insatiable." "Surely everyone
strives to reach the Law," says the man, "why then is it that in all these years no one
has come seeking admittance but me?" The doorkeeper realizes that the man has
reached his end and that his hearing is failing so he yells in his ear: "No one but you
could have been admitted here, since this entrance was meant for you alone. Now I
am going to shut it."
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A naturalized U. S. citizen, Kincaid has said of her adopted country: "It's given me a place to
be myself-but myself as I was formed somewhere else." She is currently a visiting lecturer at
Harvard University.

Wash the white clothes on Monday and put them on the stone heap; wash the
color clothes on Tuesday and put them on the clothesline to dry; don't walk bare-
head in the hot sun; cook pumpkin fritters in very hot sweet oil; soak your little
cloths right after you take them off; when buying cotton to make yourself a nice
blouse, be sure that it doesn't have gum on it, because that way it won't hold up well
after a wash; soak salt fish overnight before you cook it; is it true that you sing
bennao in Sunday school?; always eat your food in such a way that it won't turn
someone else's stomach; on Sundays try to walk like a lady and not like the slut you
are so bent on becoming; don't sing benna in Sunday school; you mustn't speak to
wharf-rat boys, not even to give directions; don't eat fruits on the street-flies will
follow you; but I don't sing benna on Sundays at all and never in Sunday school; this is
how to sew on a button; this is how to make a buttonhole for the button you have
just sewed on; this is how to hem a dress when you see the hem coming down and so
to prevent yourself from looking like the slut I know you are so bent on becoming;
this is how you iron your father's khaki shirt so that it doesn't have a crease; this is
how you iron your father's khaki pants so that they don't have a crease; this is how
you grow okra-far from the house, because okra tree harbors red ants; when you are
growing dasheen, make sure it gets plenty of water or else it makes your throat itch
when you are eating it; this is how you sweep a corner; this is how you sweep a whole
house; this is how you sweep a yard; this is how you smile to someone you don't like
too much; this is how you smile to someone you don't like at all; this is how you
smile to someone you like completely; this is how you set a table for tea; this is how
you set a table for dinner; this is how you set a table for dinner with an important
guest; this is how you set a table for lunch; this is how you set a table for breakfast;
this is how to behave in the presence of men who don't know you very well, and this
way they won't recognize immediately the slut I have warned you against becoming;
be sure to wash every day, even if it is with your own spit; don't squat down to play
marbles-you are not a boy, you know; don't pick people's flowers-you might catch
something; don't throw stones at blackbirds, because it might not be a blackbird at
all; this is how to make a bread pudding; this is how to make doukona; this is how to
make pepper pot; this is how to make a good medicine for a cold; this is how to make
a good medicine to throwaway a child before it even becomes a child; this is how to
catch a fish; this is how to throw back a fish you don't like, and that way something
bad won't fall on you; this is how to bully a man; this is how a man bullies you; this is
how to love a man, and if this doesn't work there are other ways, and if they don't
work don't feel too bad about giving up; this is how to spit up in the air if you feel
like it, and this is how to move quick so that it doesn't fall on you; this is how to
make ends meet; always squeeze bread to make sure it's fresh; but what if the baker
won't let me feel the bread?; you mean to say that after all you are really going to be
the kind of woman who the baker won't let near the bread?

benna: Kincaid defined this word, for two editors who inquired, as meaning "songs of the sort your
parents didn't want you to sing, at first calypso and later rock and roll" (quoted by Sylvan Barnet and
Marcia Stubbs, The Little Brown Reader, 2nd ed. [Boston: Little, 1980] 74).
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