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A brilliant look at colonialism and its effects in Antigua--by the author of Annie John"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 monument.

You are a tourist and you have not yet seen . . ."So begins Jamaica Kincaid's expansive essay,

which shows us what we have not yet seen of the ten-by-twelve-mile island in the British West

Indies where she grew up.Lyrical, sardonic, and forthright by turns, in a Swiftian mode, A Small

Place cannot help but amplify our vision of one small place and all that it signifies.

''Ms. Kincaid writes with passion and conviction . . . [with] a poet's understanding of how politics

and history, private and public events, overlap and blur.'' --The New York Times''A jeremiad of

great clarity and force that one might have called torrential were the language not so finely

controlled.'' --Salman Rushdie''A rich and evocative prose that is also both urgent and

poetic . . . Kincaid is a witness to what is happening in our West Indian back yards. And I trust

her.'' --Los Angeles Times Book Review''Kincaid continues to write with a unique, compelling

voice that cannot be found anywhere else. Her small books are worth a pile of thicker--and

hollower ones.'' --San Francisco Chronicle''This is truth, beautifully and powerfully stated . . . In

truly lyrical language that makes you read aloud, [Kincaid] takes you from the dizzying blue of

the Caribbean to the sewage of hotels and clubs where black Antiguans are only allowed to

work . . . Truth, wisdom, insight, outrage, and cutting wit.'' --The Atlanta Journal-

Constitution''Wonderful reading . . . Tells more about the Caribbean in 80 pages than all the

guidebooks.'' --The Philadelphia Inquirer --This text refers to the audioCD edition.About the

AuthorJamaica Kincaid, born in St. John's, Antigua, is the author of short stories, novels, and

nonfiction. Her 2013 novel See Now Then was a New York Times bestseller. A former reporter

for the New Yorker magazine, she is a professor of literature at Claremont-McKenna College in

California.--This text refers to the audioCD edition.From Library JournalKincaid here examines

the geography and history of Antigua, where she was raised. We first see the island through

the eyes of the typical North American tourist, who aims to exchange his or her own

"everydayness" for that of someone without the same privilege. But rather than interpret

Antiguan experience for outsiders, Kincaid lays bare the limits of her own understanding. She

asks us to grasp the crime of empire in a new way, stressing that it can be understood only

from a post-colonial point of view: surveying 20 years of a corrupt "free" government, she finds

the inheritance of colonialism to be a commercial and governmental enterprise that serves

individual interests. Antiguans, she effectively demonstrates, are ordinary people saddled with

an unthinkable but unbreachable past. Mollie Brodsky, Rutgers Univ., New Brunswick,

N.J.Copyright 1988 Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Dyde;for my brothersJoseph, Dalma, and Devon Drewwith love;and for William Shawn

(again)with gratitude and loveIF 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 monument? You are a tourist and you have not yet seen a school in

Antigua, you have not yet seen the hospital in Antigua, you have not yet seen a public

monument 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, and they were very

beautiful, in their way, but they were much too green, much too lush with vegetation, which

indicated to you, the tourist, that they got quite a bit of rainfall, and rain is the very thing that

you, just now, do not want, for you are thinking of the hard and cold and dark and long days

you spent working in North America (or, worse, Europe), earning some money so that you

could stay in this place (Antigua) where the sun always shines and where the climate is

deliciously hot and dry for the four to ten days you are going to be staying there; and since you

are on your holiday, since you are a tourist, the thought of what it might be like for someone

who had to live day in, day out in a place that suffers constantly from drought, and so has to

watch carefully 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 from 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 currency, for you are a tourist

and you are familiar with these things (rates of exchange) and you feel even more free, for

things seem so cheap, but then your driver ends by saying, “In U.S. 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 from the splendid highways I am used to in North America.” (Or, worse, Europe.)

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, passes other cars on blind curves

that run uphill, drives at sixty miles an hour on narrow, curving roads when the road sign, a

rusting, beat-up thing left over from colonial days, says 40 MPH. This might frighten you (you



are on your holiday; you are a tourist); this might excite you (you are on your holiday; you are a

tourist), though if you are from New York and take taxis you are used to this style of driving:

most of the taxi drivers in New York are from places in the world like this. You are looking out

the window (because you want to get your money’s worth); you notice that all the cars you see

are brand-new, or almost brand-new, and that they are all Japanese-made. There are no

American cars in Antigua—no new ones, at any rate; none that were manufactured in the last

ten years. You continue to look at the cars and you say to yourself, Why, they look brand-new,

but they have an awful sound, like an old car—a very old, dilapidated car. How to account for

that? Well, possibly it’s because they use leaded gasoline in these brand-new cars whose

engines were built to use non-leaded gasoline, but you musn’t ask the person driving the car if

this is so, because he or she has never heard of unleaded gasoline. You look closely at the car;

you see that it’s a model of a Japanese car that you might hesitate to buy; it’s a model that’s

very expensive; it’s a model that’s quite impractical for a person who has to work as hard as

you do and who watches every penny you earn so that you can afford this holiday you are on.

How do they afford such a car? And do they live in a luxurious house to match such a car?

Well, no. You will be surprised, then, to see that most likely the person driving this brand-new

car filled with the wrong gas lives in a house that, in comparison, is far beneath the status of

the car; and if you were to ask why you would be told that the banks are encouraged by the

government to make loans available for cars, but loans for houses not so easily available; and if

you ask again why, you will be told that the two main car dealerships 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 a scandal about driving licences 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 latrines for

people just passing by, but when you look again you see the building has written on it

PIGOTT’S SCHOOL. You pass the hospital, the Holberton Hospital, 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 blood vessel in your neck should break? What if one of those

people driving those brand-new cars filled with the wrong gas fails to pass safely while going

uphill on a curve and you are in the car going in the opposite direction? Will you be comforted

to know that the hospital is staffed with doctors that no actual Antiguan trusts; that Antiguans

always say about the doctors, “I don’t want them near me”; that Antiguans refer to them not as

doctors but as “the three men” (there are three of them); that when the Minister of Health

himself doesn’t feel well he takes the first plane to New York to see a real doctor; that if any

one of the ministers in government needs medical care he flies to New York to get it?It’s a good

thing that you brought your own books with you, for you couldn’t just go to the library and

borrow some. Antigua used to have a splendid library, but in The Earthquake (everyone talks

about it that way—The Earthquake; we Antiguans, for I am one, have a great sense of things,

and the more meaningful the thing, the more meaningless we make it) the library building was

damaged. This was in 1974, and soon after that a sign was placed on the front of the building

saying, THIS BUILDING WAS DAMAGED IN THE EARTHQUAKE OF 1974. REPAIRS ARE

PENDING. The sign hangs there, and hangs there more than a decade later, with its unfulfilled

promise of repair, and you might see this as a 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 splendid 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 confusion 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 Europeans) got rich: the West got rich not from the free (free—in this case

meaning 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 (isn’t 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, oppression, domination develop into full-fledged

unease, discomfort; you could ruin your holiday. They are not responsible for what you have;

you owe them nothing; in fact, you did them a big favour, and you can provide one hundred

examples. 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, and Prime Minister’s Office, and Parliament Building and

embassy of powerful country. Now you are passing a mansion, an extraordinary house painted

the colour of old cow dung, with more aerials and antennas attached to it than you will see

even at the American Embassy. The people who live in this house are a merchant family who

came to Antigua from the Middle East less than twenty years ago. When this family first came

to Antigua, they sold dry goods door to door from suitcases they carried on their backs. Now

they own a lot of Antigua; they regularly lend money to the government, they build enormous

(for Antigua), ugly (for Antigua), concrete buildings in Antigua’s capital, St. John’s, which the

government then rents for huge sums of money; a member of their family is the Antiguan

Ambassador to Syria; Antiguans hate them. Not far from this mansion is another mansion, the

home of a drug smuggler.
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Journeys into Race, Motherhood, and History, A Raisin in the Sun, Talk Stories, Alicia: My

Story, A Lesson Before Dying: A Novel (Vintage Contemporaries), The Sisters: The Saga of the

Mitford Family, Democracy (Vintage International), Land of Love and Drowning: A Novel,

Orientalism, Waiting for the Barbarians: A Novel

Sunny Escapes, “Informative and Telling Read. This was an informative, yet unfortunate take

on Caribbean life, specifically the island of Antigua (& Barbuda). It begins with what seems as

an attack on tourists, but then as one continues to read an understanding of why this style is

necessary. It drives home the point of the average tourist's naive perception of what it means

to travel to and experience the paradise or island adventure of a "small place" and the lack of

knowledge of the hidden face of the corruption, disparity, and racism in which island peoples

commonly deal. It certainly opened my eyes to what kind of traveler I should be when

experiencing foreign lands and other cultures. Despite initially being somewhat offended by

what I perceived to be Ms. Kinkaid's unflattering perception of a tourist, I think this is a must

read for those seeking exposure to universal, but hidden, realities. The book is a quick read

with only about 75 pages (and large print). I finished it in a couple of hours, and I don't

consider myself a fast reader.”

Arega Eniyew, “Short, Precise and Honest!. In her book A Small Place the author Jamaica

Kincaid reflects on the debilitating impacts of colonialism and slavery on her people, Antiguans.

The narrator does not tell her audience, which are tourists, about the beauty of Antigua, the

warm and beautiful weather of the country, or the magnificent even about beaches. She

straightforwardly confronts her audience as tourists and informs them about their lack of

awareness of the corrupt political system in the place they are visiting and the people who

suffering consequently from outcomes. She is telling them if they were intelligent enough, they

would not travel the long journey from their land to the place of Antigua in order to build up the

corrupt political system. In this book, the most important themes that the author deals with are

slavery, colonialism, corruption. The country is naturally beautiful and has thriving tourism

industry, however, the underlining problems of corrupt system that was inherited from the

slavery and colonialism, oppresses its citizens. The deep-rooted negative effects of these two

brutal and inhumane systems are still visible in the political and socio economic situations of

Antigua. The leaders are corrupt and work based on nepotism and political affiliations (Kincaid,

72). An irrefutable example, which the narrator uses, is the presence of Japanese made cars

for taxi drivers. She states the reason why these luxurious and expensive cars are available for

the drivers are because the government mandates their purchases and operations (5-6). These

cars benefit the members of the government, not the people of Antigua. Her second example

for the political corruption is the assignment of the Minister of Culture (46). The irony is that this

minister is also the Minister of Education and Sports who controls all these offices for his

advantage. She believes these offices exist for the purpose of exploitation and abuse, and not

for the benefit of the country. The people of Antigua came out of slavery and colonialism, they

still are suffering and are being abused and exploited by their own government.”

Kanimoli Ramaiah, “A beautiful small place. Jamaica Kincaid nailed it by describing what ailed

Antigua. It was just people, largely those from other continents. Those who came to conquer

the people of the small island. Remove the outsiders and the corrupt Antiguans, you have a

great island nation! Well done, lady!!”



Ebook TopsReader1003, “Great book. This is a wonderful book! I had to read it for a college

course, and it will change the way you think about other countries that are seen as the perfect

vacation destinations. Great read.”

S Cox, “Would definitely recommend. Delivered on time and in pretty good condition as far as I

remember.I liked it. I thought it was an interesting read, well written, and thought provoking. I

hadn't heard much of the country before having read the novel, so it really left me knowing

much more than I had before reading the novel. It isn't a particularly long read, but I've read it

about three or four times and enjoyed doing so. Would definitely recommend.”

Jason Frey, “A great book. Kincaid is a brilliant author with a refreshing point of view. She does

not write passively, does not pull her punches, instead giving you the side of the story that the

reader generally won't hear otherwise. It may end up making you a little uncomfortable if you're

not ready for what you're going to read, but I can't bring myself to spoil it. I had read this for one

of my history courses and it remains one of my favorite non-fiction texts.”

The Brixtonian, “Spot On .... This book didn't stop me from visiting Antigua at all, in fact,

Jamaica Kincaid's observations in 'A Small Place' were spot on.When I visited the island

before I read her book, I always had my 'tourist hat on', and was oblivious tothe struggles of the

indigenous population; the corruption that still haunts their politicians; and the failedlegacies

that the British had left behind some time ago.It was only after I had read her book, that

everything she had written, fell into place when I went back to visit again.The majority of cars

were still in a much better state than the homes where people lived, and many of the

islandersthat I spoke to were always complaining about the influx of the Guyanese & the

Syrians who were hindering their ownjob prospects, also, the politicians were still 'ducking &

diving' to avoid the smears of corruption; and not forgettingthe influence of the long departed

British is still much in evidence to this day (you only have to look at thedecaying statues &

monuments, and the over reliance on a judicial system that still prolongs many a murdertrial on

this island).An evocative read, but a very accurate one ...”

Mr. G. Horsewood, “The other side of paradise. This is the side of Antigua that visitors rarely

see or question. Things have improved over recent years but this book makes you think about

the background to some of the remaining ills”

Meaghan Vallee, “Til You Have lived it , judge not, what you do not know. I have read the

reviews and I must say that I think that are those who either speak with a guilty conscience, are

in denial or just plain ignorant to the realities of life in the carribean. Although Kincaids book is

based on the struggles of antigua it would be ideal tolook at Haiti and Jamaica and thier

strugles. Jamaica is at war right now and struggling under a 12 Billion debt to the IMF. Farmers

cannot Farm Their land and sell in their own market ...produce is imported from Miami. Milk

Powder, rather than real milk produced in Jamaica is also imported as is everything

else...restructuring policies placed by the IMF that make this so. Unemployement isn't an issue

its a way of life. Kids not being able to go past basic school....due to lack of money. What

dreams can a woman have? The realities is that if she does not higgle by the side of the road,

work as a domestic in the hotels or as a seamstress in the sweat shops then WHAT SHALL

BECOME OF HER? mabey if she looks good she can walk the beaches of negril and montego

bay offering her body to the swarm of American,German, etc... tourists that are there to have a

good time....who could blame them?I'm sorry if I come off angry but it really irks me that even



those who reviewed the book and are from the carribean would try to make it seem as though

the carribean isn't suffering under the effects of globalization....why then are you living in

America, Engalnd and Canada? why did your parents seek out other countries and then work

for years to bring every family member to theses countries of freedom and oppourtunity...Lets

get real....want a wake up call? visit the carribean...really visit it do not stop in the tourist area

rather go into the heart where the locals live...do you want to see the effects of slavery do you

want to realise that it was not so long ago? go to jamaica go to haiti .... see the plantations see

the people....Jamaica Kincaid speaks the truth...is it spoken with hatred?the oppressed will

always hate their oppressors.A Documentry was made based on this book I suggest that if you

are really interested in vewing the carribean through the eyes of those who really live there

rather then through the eyes of the travel travel network. It is called LIFE & DEBT, A film by

STEPHANIE BLACK by NEW YORKER FILMS.You can purchase it or get more info on it

through these two websites www.NewYorkerFilms.com and www.lifeanddebt.com”

Edward Penning, “All met with the promises. I used it to read.”

Susan Manoe, “Tells you how it is!. Puts all smug tourists, second home owners, sun

worshippers and old colonials firmly in their place. Paints a sad picture of rampant corruption.”

The book by Jamaica Kincaid has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 745 people have provided feedback.
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