New birth, new home	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t understand the title

I came over in a gravytrain, no a boat, no a ship – the HMT Empire Windrush.  I smelled the sea air and with hands in the air waved goodbye Jamaica, hello to Britain.  This new place that’s going to be called home.  My mother and father were happy to show that they could help to rebuild this country after the war, with skills of their own.  Try to help the community and the boroughs of London.  We were one of the first to come here, and we were proud to be British.  Not that the people that lived here thought that.  We had nicknames, and that was the truth.  They called us names.  Now it’s not the same.  Now we’ve all moved on, I hope, to a better knowledge that without us, nothing would have moved on.  Mum was a nurse.  Dad could drive you up the wall!  He was a bus driver and I became the same.  He would take me on the buses all day and show me the routes.  It was in the back of my mind like a map.  I even played football.  I could run that ball.  I played for West Ham – ‘Joey Black, go Joey Black!’ they used to shout!  But my real name was Josef Chante.  As I got better, they called me ‘brother’.  Funny old game football, if you know what I mean.	Comment by Jeni Williams: they really thought of it as home 
I found the girl of my life.  She lived in the same block as me, and came over on the same ship.  I didn’t meet her for twenty years!  We were living in the same block, but now she’s gone.  Poor old Martha, a beautiful woman.  She cooled me down.   I would meet her after the match.  We weren’t paid in those days.  I could have been worth a bob or two now!  I remembering running off the bus and I’d knock into her, and she said ‘excuse me boy’, she said ‘what you doing’.  ‘Sorry I’m late to play the game’, and she said ‘I like the game of football’.  She came to watch me a few times and then we started to meet more and more.  We became an item.  I could not say we were lovers, no way man not until there was a ring on her finger.  Good old Martha.  She had me by the short and curlies!   Well that was love.  She’s gone from me for now, and I am old.  It’s funny how things go.  All our kids have moved back to Jamaica to make their own homes.  Now old Martha has gone, the old tower block, called The Paradise Lost, should have been called Lost Paradise, as I left that behind many years ago.  She is still here with me, the old girl.  We just keep each other company with a long memory of a past gone by.  I live alone and I think back – how come I never met Martha earlier in life when we lived in the same flats?  I will never know.  
Time has passed by as it does, we all grow old with time.  I suppose it’s part of life; you live and then you die, same as this old building.  It started well, but that was a long time back, for things do fall apart, like the empire, long gone.  Death is to part, aze they say.  Poor Martha, my beauty.  She’s gone and now this place looks ugly.  They’ve started putting makeup on it now, but the ugly has gone in too deep.  The cancer is eating it alive, like my baby, it went in too deep.  Now I think alone, with Paradise lost in dreams of old.  I came out of my room – nothing works. Some of the lifts do work, but not all of them.  Lovely jubbly, as you have it, yes, as you have it with luck in mind.  It goes, just works.  Four doors down from my room and it does work if you know what buttons to press.  Got to go up and then come down.  That’s good for me being seventy-six as I have come nearly to the end of my time.  Hmm.mm when I am living fourteen floors up, you need it these days.  I am not young anymore.  I used to run up and down the stairs like a bullet to the gate, but I’m not young anymore.  If the lifts don’t work, I stay indoors, unless a mate calls and asks ‘coming out for a pint?’ ‘Yes’ I always say, ‘yes’.  I can hear the traffic well, but I don’t really have good hearing after fifty years of marriage, bless her soul.  She’s gone now to a better place, no more bloody fourteen flours for her, hoping for those lifts to work.  Poor old love, my girl.  She’s in her bed now and I am in mind, can’t wait to be in the same bed once again, just us back in the same bed, not this twenty floors of one above the other that we never liked, but we did persevere.  We had children.  Our kids grew up from this concrete jungle.  Some days I felt like Tarzan on those fourteen floor up oh..oh..oh le.. le oh, that lovely sound from waking up as there were more Tarzans than me.  I did say there was nothing here, mostly a jungle and a lot of people, who now like to live outside in a cardboard box city, no better than a dump. 
Moving on with tears in my eyes, nothing, and I mean it, look up to the skies.  A rotten world that has passed us all by.  Those years, good and bad.  Age has caught up with me, and like that stinking building, we’re all ready to fall.
I was coming back from the Cross Keys pub one night, an appropriately named pub.  All the wild life moved out thirty years ago, like a rainforest, it’s all coming down.  The rot had come in, it was called man.  We were all cross and none of us wanted the keys!  The damaged was done well.  The world is not alone.  They should have looked at a termites nest – we are the same, waiting for the ant eaters to come.  They are trying to fix the old girl that has spilled out.  More kids than a battle-axe old crow that’s got an army of ants.  Bless her poor soul!  Like me, her vision has gone, looking down to the floor where everything looks like a bacterial filled petri dish.
Coming home this one night things were coming a change was in the air as I got upstairs a shout
Someone keeps calling me chant I keep on moving on. It sounds like (see you next Tuesday) so I keep on moving its better I move on.  Times have changed the gangrene has moved in, the drugs thugs, drugged up to the hilt.  So I don’t look back, I keep on going.  I don’t like it.  These words, how can I express myself?  Someone shouting Chante’.  Damn, the elevator, I’ve got to get to the next one and not look back to the echo of that voice.  Thank god, I’m in the elevator.  Oh, how does this one work?
Silence, I can’t hear well and the eyes are giving up in their own time.  No noise in the lift.  I am all alone.  I went up and took the next one down.  Thank sweet mother of Jesus, gone to my door and the key works, but I can’t find the light, and the smell is like yuck!  A stinking smell of rotten cheese!  Foul smelling shit!  What can it be?  What’s that on the settee?  What’s that on the floor?

I don’t really think this works Shane. Lots of ideas but it needs a huge amount of work to give it shape. It feels more like an anecdote than a story. Most of it is a narrative of events from the past and there’s no tension or surprise. sentences all short but without a rhythm. it can wake up a bit when you have voices eg this bit
I’d knock into her, and she said ‘excuse me boy’, she said ‘what you doing’.  ‘Sorry I’m late to play the game’, and she said ‘I like the game of football’
though a Caribbean speaker would speak more rhythmically and often tell stories in the present tense eg 
I knock into her, and she say ‘excuse me boy’, she say ‘what you doing boy’.  ‘Sorry girl I late to play the game’, and she say ‘I like the game of football’
Although you say Martha is ‘beautiful’ you don’t describe how she looked. The Windrush people were really sharp dressers, suits and hats and full skirts. You need detail so that people can imagine these people in the round otherwise it’s all telling rather than showing – until the last two paragraphs where something suddenly happens but then it stops.
