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WE ONLY HAD A WEEK TO GET THE CONTENT  
for this issue. A daunting task not made easier by my 
psychotic landlady. She’s a wicked woman, that horrid old 
landlady. She hordes her dirty brass coins and slips little 
notes under my door that read: “I am sorry but I cannot 
sell you any more laundry tokens this week. Only five per 
apartment.”

She’s the personality who makes you want to sigh and 
then roll over dead with frustration. The type of person 
who works behind bulletproof glass and ignores your 
screwing face as they take 15 minutes out of your day 
to write out your bill on an antiquated, carbon paper 
notepad.

You know my landlady.

She’s the monotone voice on the other end of the tele-
phone telling you she can’t explain your bill or turn on 
your lights or send the police. The short-circuited robot 
who repeats the word NO, even though you’re being polite 
and logical and simply asking for a service you think you 
paid for. 

And yet, if it weren’t for people like my laundry-token-
hogging landlady, this magazine might get pretty boring, 
pretty fast.

We’d quickly have nobody to photograph or write about as 
an alternative to the mundane experiences  (like fighting 
for laundry tokens) that make living in Jamaica such an 
incredibly challenging (and entertaining) thing to do.

Maybe it’s time to visit the laundromat.

 

I’d much rather be doing other things. 
Like baking or riding through the park 
or going to the shooting range.

laundry is such  
a hassle…

P H O T O G R A P H Y  B Y  P E T E R  D E A N  R I C K A R D S
S T Y L I N G  B Y  K A Y S I A N  L .  W I L S O N
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That Fidel sure is serious. We could see the 
atomic battleships far out to sea the other 
morning on their way to his place.

MAYBE IT’S TIME TO  
PICK UP AND MOVE TO 
MIAMI...It’s getting  
 dangerous around 

here anyway.

They don’t even have  
a television and I’ve  
left my collection  

of communist poetry  
at home. 

I think I’ll go over to 
Nolia’s house and come  
back later when this is 
done. I hope she’s got  

some sodaS.

I FEEL  
LIKE A THIEF 

MAGNET.

THE END
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I am Vuraldo Barnett, aged 29. 

I was born and raised in Admiral Town, South St Andrew where 

I still live in my family home. From age 17 I have worked to im-

prove life in my community. I am Executive Director of RAGE 

(Revolutionary Artistic Global Expressions), which works 

to positively channel the energy of inner-city youth through 

edutainment. Currently we operate in South St Andrew, which 

includes: Admiral Town, Arnette Gardens, Craig Town, Jones 

Town and Trench Town. 

I knew I was different at age nine. It had to do with 

personal hardships. I was living in one room and I was in a 

high school competing with middle and upper class children 

yet I outperformed them. I was the one who elders sought out 

amongst other children in the yard. I asked myself “why?”

I am an inner-city youth. I went to school with no  

schoolbooks and what I did have I carried in a scandal bag. I 

drank water for lunch. I never missed a day of school.

Women shaped me. It was my mother and two  

grandmothers who were my support system growing up. 

Women carry the burden and they taught me to be responsible 

– I shared this and it taught me discipline.

It helps to have a blind faith in the creator to keep you go-

ing. 

My difficulty has been my greatest opportunity.

I was heckled at the University of the West Indies in 

1997 when I was running for President of the Student Guild (I 

was already Vice President). My speech argued for more social 

responsibility and giving back, as then 85 per cent of our fund-

ing came from taxes. My opponent offered a campus Kentucky 

Fried Chicken. I stopped halfway, when I realised I was pitching 

my energy at the wrong audience. 

Inner-city youths leave school with no social 

connections.  We want to use the programme to help youths 

access the mainstream media – to give them a voice. Then they 

can shape policy as it influences their community and make 

politics more relevant.

A few nights ago at the Jones Town Cultural Centre 

there were gunshots during a rehearsal and we had to get down 

low. We work and live on the frontline, on the same battlefield 

we want to push back. It was a 30-something man dead in the 

road.

My community is energy. It is survival and it is hardship. It 

is sweet and sour chicken—the mix of the two ingredients. You 

hear gunshots but taxis still run through, sound systems play 

and children run in the street. My community is alive.

The future of RAGE is to be self-funding. We all need a job 

and this is mine. I have a daughter to provide for and I have to 

be more than just a volunteer, I have worked too hard to stop. 

THE RAGE OF ONE
A S  T O L D  T O  R O S S  S H E I L
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THE MISFIT
A Tale of Chance and Choice In The City 

of Blood

P H O T O G R A P H Y  B Y  P E T E R  D E A N  R I C K A R D S
W O R D S  B Y  V U R A L D O  B A R N E T T

OW WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE BORN  
in a neighbourhood where an  

average of say one funeral per week occurs—∏where up to 30 of 
your neighbours have been murdered  

over a 36-month period?

H
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WHO?

Prince Zimboo Abakunamabooba.

WHERE?

Hanging out in the Tuff Gong parking lot with Sly Dunbar.

WHAT DOES ZIMBOO MEAN?

Smile!

WHERE ARE YOU FROM?

I am from the Bush in Africa, an impenetrable rainforest where 

North Africa meets Southern Africa and that is my father’s 

Kingdom.

WHAT ARE YOU DOING IN KINGSTON?

I came here to make an impact in the music business. I was a 

big star in the Bush and I am here in the land of Dancehall. I 

like Dancehall because it gives people happiness and they tend 

to smile – and that is my name!

WHAT’S WITH THE WOODEN CROCODILE?

It is passed from generation to generation. It is carved from 

the same trunk as the axe handle, which helped  cut off Kunta 

Kinti’s foot.

WHY ARE YOU FEEDING IT BITS OF BREAD?

Listen, because what you see is not what you should also think  

it is. My crocodile is alive spiritually.

WHAT’S THIS ABOUT YOU HAVING SEVERAL WIVES?

I love women and women like Zimboo and so I have many wives 

in Jamaica.

YOU KNOW THAT’S ILLEGAL RIGHT?

(Looks around, says nothing) 

OK WELL, THANKS ZIMBOO.

Thank you and smile so the whole world may smile back and 

then buy my new single called Light Switch.
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