ANNEXE 1

Pcoplerin this world don’t know how other people does affect
their lives.

Or else, the old fellars go by the people that queuing up for
the cinema. Not so much by the one and sixes and two and nines,
but by the three and twos and four shillings. And some of them
old fellars so brazen that though it against the law to beg they
passing the old cap around, and if they see a policeman they
begin to sing or play a old mouthorgan. What impulse does
prompt people to give no one knows. Is never generosity—you
could see some of them regret it as soon as they give. But is a
kind of feeling of shame. One fellar give, and the others feel
shame if they don’t put a penny in the old man hat.

The grocery it had at the bottom of the street was like a shop
in the West Indies. It had Brasso to shine brass, and you could
get Blue for when you washing clothes, and the fellar selling
pitchoil. He have the pitchoil in some big drum in the back
of the shop in the yard, and you carry your tin and ask for a
gallon, to put in the cheap oil burner. The shop also have wick,
in case the wick in your burner go bad, and it have wood cut
up in little bundles to start coal fire. Before Jamaicans start
to invade Brit'n, it was a hell of a thing to pick up a piece of
saltfish anywhere, or to get thing like pepper sauce or dasheen or
even garlic. It had a continental shop in one of the back streets

in Soho, and that was the only place in the whole of London
that you could have pick up a piece of fish. But now, papal
Shop all about start to take in stocks of foodstuffs what West
Indians like, and today is no trouble at all to get saltfish and rice

This test who had the grocery, from the time spades start to
settle in the district, he find out what sort of things they like to
eat, and he stock up with a lot of things like blackeye peas and
red beans and pepper sauce, and tinned breadfruit and ochro
and smoke herring, and as long as the spades spending money he
don’t care, in fact is big encouragement, ‘Good morning sir,” and
‘What can I do for you today, sir,’ and ‘Do come again.’

All over London have places like that now. It have tailor shop
in the East End, near Aldgate Station, what owned by a cockney
Jew fellar. Well papa, when you go there on a Saturday you can’t
find place to stand up, because the place full up with spades, and
the Jew passing round cigars free to everybody. (Cigars is on
Saturday, if you lime during the week he give you cigarettes.)
Is a small shop, and on the walls have photo of all the black
boxers in the world, and photo of any presentation or function
what have spades in it.
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