White Teeth, Zadie Smith (2000)
In this scene from Smith´s caustic satire of contemporary, multicultural Northern London, Clara Bowden, a beautiful toothless Jamaican woman married to the novel´s protagonist, white middle-class, mediocre Archie Jones, remembers the first time he spoke to his first highschool boyfriend, when she was predicating the word of Jehovah´s  Witnesses to the neighbours. In class we´ll focus on her Jamaican dialect (text in bold), translating her interventions.

Chapter 2: Teething Trouble
But Archie did not pluck Clara Bowden from a vacuum. And it´s about time people told the truth about beautiful women. They do not shimmer down staircases. They do not descend, as was once supposed, from on high, attached to nothing other than wings. Clara was from somewhere. She had roots. More specifically, she was from Lambeth (via Jamaica) and she was connected, through tacit adolescent agreement, to one Ryan Topps. (...) Clara might never have run into the arms of Archie Jones if she hadn´t been running, quite as fast as she could, away from Ryan Topps.

Poor Ryan Topps. He was a mass of unfortunate physical characteristics. He was very thin and very tall, redheaded, flat-footed, and freckled to such an extent that his skin was rarer than his freckles. Ryan fancied himself as a bit of a mod. He wore ill-fitting suits with black turtlenecks.
(...)

[A couple of pages later, Clara begins her predicating routine and happens to ring Ryan´s door]

He stood there in all his red-headed, black turtlenecked glory, his lip curled in a snarl.

“I...I...”

She tried desperately to forget what she was wearing: a white shirt complete with throat-ruffle, plaid knee length skirt, and sash that proudly stated NEARER MY GOD TO THEE.

“You want sommink?” said Ryan, taking a fierce drag of a dying cigarette.

Clara tried her widest, bucktoothed smile and went on to autopilot.

“Marning´to you, sir. I am from de Lambet’ Kingdom Hall, where we, de Witnesses of Jehovah, are waitin´ for the Lord to come and grace us wid His holy presence once more, as He did briefly –bot sadly, invisible—in de year of our Farder, 1914. We believe dat when He makes Himself known He will be bringing wid Ím de treefold fires of hell in Armageddon, dat day when precious few will be saved. Are you int´rested in—“

“Wot?”

Clara, close to tears at the shame of it, tried again. “Are you int´rested in de teachings of Jehovah?”

“You wot?”

“In Jehova –in the teachins of d´Lod. You see, it like a staircase.” Clara´s last resort was always her mother´s metaphor of the holy steps. “I see dat you salkin´down and der´s a missin´step comin’. I´m just tellin’ you: watch your step! Me jus wan’ whare heaven wid you. Me nah wan’ fe see you bruk-up your legs.”

“I´ave some materials of readin´for your perusal—“ She fumbled with the lock of the suitcase, flipped the catch with her thumb, but neglected to hold the other side of the case. Fifty copies of the Watchtower spilled over the doorstep.

“Bwoy, me kyant do nuttin’ right today—“
