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Able Seaman Ishmael Green

I in the air now. This moment lasts and lasts. I see myself, my shadow, on the water; my arms 
out in front of me, my boots. I shine my boots each day. The sun is in my boots and in the 
water.

No one could say this ain’t happenin. Is broad daylight; everyone can see this happenin. 
Not a dream; not.

I in the air now and there ain’t no sound. I don’t even smell the sea. It is make me sick 
ever since that time, but not now. Now I don’t smell nothing. I will be in time. This time I 
will be. Not like the last. So many before, so many you couldn’t decide who to choose, which 
way to go. You just grab and grab and whoever was closest was who you get. Not like now: 
the silence, the time, this moment that lasts and lasts. This wasn’t there before. There wasn’t 
no pausin, no space. Just a flashin.

In this moment there is time for me to look away from my boots, from my hands. Time 
to look through the sun in the water, down through to them. The same three. Always the same 
three: the woman and the two men. Why them? I ain’t even see them before.

There was others but not them; I didn’t see them. Now they call to me and call to me, 
hands outstretch. I hear them but they mouths don’t move. They say: “Libere nou! Libere nou!” 
and I understand. I understand, I tell you. And I flyin; I over the water. I got to do this if they 
goin’ be free; I got to do this if they goin’ be saved. If I goin’ sleep again, really sleep.

The First Life of Silvi Bastien

Fatima, my grandmother was a great storyteller. She loved to tell me tales while we sat watching 
the rain. Her stories were always clever, always funny. I understood the lessons they taught.

In Fatima’s tales Hare always made a fool of Hyena. In Fatima’s tales it was always better 
to be smart than to be strong. But Fatima isn’t here. I will never again see her spit into the fire 
like a man and squint in the smoke. I will never again see her throw her head back to laugh 
at my father. I am not like Fatima and she isn’t here.

So I’m making my own story. Even though it’s probably not clever. Here in my head I’ll 
make a tale that one day, I pray, I’ll live to tell. And maybe the listeners can tell me what it 
means:

Lizard was carried across the river when the leaf on which she stood was blown off the 
tree. Lizard got to the other side, but when she looked back across the river, she could not see 
the tree, the river was so wide.




