COUNTRY GAL A FOREIGN-The Visa
By Vjange Hazle

Gal, ah get mi visa.  Ah get mi perminent.  Ah say, when ah walk up to di man a di Visa Office, yuh see, mi heart jus a go voops-voops-voops.  But, ah tek courage and ah dis stare him eena di yeye straight-straight.

“Miss Ambrosine Thermutis Smith?”

“Yes, sah, das me.”

“Who filed for you, ma’am?”

“Well, mi breddah did file for me dese five ears now, sah.”   

“And what talent do you have that you think you can take to the States?”

“Talant, sah?  Well I’m a seamstress in my district, Guinep Hill, sah.  When school open yuh see all a di lickle pickney gal dem eena my creations.”

Yuh woulda tink seh puss bruck coconut eena mi eye.

“Ok, Miss Smith, pick up your visa at three this afternoon.”

Chile, mi glad-bag bus.  Ah start fi practise di accent right away.  When me look an see di ol ruck-o-tung bus me haffi tek go back a country, yuh see, ah start thinking bout di subway.  Yuh reach whe yuh a go fas-fas.  No corner and pothole an tings like dat.  Chile, nuh good life dat?  Ah walk up to di bus driver.

“Please, is where is dis bus is going?”

“Lady, yuh cyaan read?”

What a faesty, nayga head bway, eeh?  Den, hear dis shine mout gal a di back a di bus:

“But, see yah.”

Dat deh time, yuh know, is mi large envelop an ting dat eena mi hand like seh is me win Miss Jamaica.  Nutting more dan jealous, yuh know, nutting more dan jealous.  For all like she coulda nevah go a Foreign.  One look an dem tink she mus have escape from some institution of ill repute.  Heh, see me start use big word aready.  Yuh tink Ambro easy?  Di tings yuh got to endure from underprivilege people.  Ah jus cut mi yeye an tep pass har for di lace of my shoe she not fit to tie.

Anyway, missis, di day me reach New York, (well, it was night really) ah tell yuh, when ah look outa di plane window an see how di light dem jus line up like Peenie-Wallie.  It pretty, it pretty so til.  An di plane food taste so nice, some chicken-a-la-someting.  It coulda brown lickle more but it jus melt eena mi mout.  No tough yam an flour dumpling.  Dis is di life.

But, nutting coulda prepare me fi di line dat meet me when we land.  Yuh go so, an den yuh go so, an up an down.  Man, ooman, pickney, rich an poor, all waiting in line.  Den, gi yuh joke.  Dem sen me eena dis room say mus wait til me hear mi name call.  Me tink dat all of dat ova when me get mi visa.  No, sah, is only di beginning.  Me tell yuh, people from all walk of life, nation an tribe.  Me nevah know seh is so much people did waan come a Foreign.  Me hear dem call:

“Mr Ramjeet.”

Mr Ramjeet go inside.

“How many kids do you have?”

Ah hear a lickle mumbling.  Den yuh no haffi guess whe me siddung.

“You have fifteen kids?”

Everybody bus out a laugh.  Mr Ramjeet come out.  Den, who did know seh Mrs Ramjeet was out dere to.  One lickle bit a Indian woman, yuh know.  She go inside.

“How many children do you have, Mrs Ramjeet?”

Hear lickle mumbling again.

“You have fifteen?”

What a wicked man, sah?  An one by one him call di fifteen, all a dem in various stages of development.  Chile, it was a spectacle.  Den finally, an perminently, ah hear mi name.  It sound so sweet rolling off di Foreign man tongue.  Den, ah was on mi way.  When ah step outa di airport, a pieca cold lick me, yuh see man.  A so mi teeth dem a go chakka-chakka.  But me was on Foreign soil.  An when ah see mi breddah, mi heart just warm.

Lawks, foreign gree wid him.  Him so fat an rosy like yuh coulda roll him dung Guinep Hill.  (Das mi old district, yuh know.  See, ah doan figet mi roots.)  A so me waan look, yuh know.  Yuh cyaan live a Foreign an mawga.  Wid all dem apples an peaches an pears.  No sah.

Well, Foreign, a me dis.  Ah ready fi yuh. 

