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Margot moves about the spacious room, picking up her stock-

ings and uniform from off the floor. Horace is her oldest client. He
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comes to Jamaica just for her always promising to take her back

T ——

with him to Germany. And always when he pulls out his wallet to
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pay her, she catches a glimpse of a smiling, yellow-haired family—

woman and two children, a boy and a girl. She wonders where he

would put her if he followed through with his promise to take her
with him. What would he tell the smiling woman and two children
in the picture? Like Horace, all her clients promise the same thing,

as though paying her isn’t enough; as though somehow their fuck-

ing has given thern a desire to “save” her. They need to justify their
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mﬁdehty with an act of kindness, a generosity that Margot fights

the urge to laughingly decline. If she says yes, it gives them power to
know that there’s a woman who depends on them, who needs them.

It keeps them coming back.




{"type":"Document","isBackSide":false,"languages":["en-us"],"usedOnDeviceOCR":true}

