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			DEDICATION

			Writing For Our Lives is dedicated to Funso Aiyejina.

			Funso was a prize-winning Nigerian poet, short story writer, playwright, critic, and academic. He was born in 1949 in Ososo, Edo State, southwestern Nigeria. Funso completed his schooling up to the undergraduate level (BA) in his homeland, and pursued postgraduate studies in Canada (MA) and at the University of the West Indies (UWI), St Augustine campus, in Trinidad and Tobago (PhD). He taught for more than a decade at Obafemi Awolowo University in Nigeria, and from 1990 at the UWI, St Augustine, where he served as Dean of Humanities and Education and was conferred with the title Professor Emeritus on retirement. He made Trinidad and Tobago his home, with his wife Lynda Quamina-Aiyejina and their two sons, Abuenameh and Ararimeh.

			Funso was one of the most steadfast compatriots of The Cropper Foundation, from before there was even a Foundation. When approached by John and Angela Cropper, grieving parents looking for a way to give back to the Caribbean in memory of their son, he conceptualised and led The Cropper Foundation Residential Workshop for Emerging Caribbean Writers for over twenty years, together with Merle Hodge, until their retirement as co-facilitators in 2021. Over the two decades of his leadership, he mentored over 180 Caribbean writers, many of whom have gone on to leave their own marks on the regional and global literary landscape.

			

			Reflections from Merle Hodge

			Funso left us quietly, in the same quiet way that he went about his work as a writer, teacher, and mentor of budding writers. But his legacy will never leave us—his poetry and prose fiction, his literary analysis that helps readers to fully appreciate good literature, and the part he played in developing the talent of new writers.

			For years, Funso worked with the Bocas Lit Fest, The Cropper Foundation, and the Literatures in English programme at the University of the West Indies, St Augustine. Before he retired from the UWI, he developed and added to its offerings a long-wishedfor programme at the postgraduate level: the Master of Fine Arts (MFA) in Creative Writing.

			I worked with Funso over a period of twenty years in The Cropper Foundation’s writing workshop. The Foundation took group after group of up-and-coming writers to a venue by the sea, far away from noise and distraction—Grande Rivière, Toco, Gasparee Island, Tobago, or Balandra. There, we would “camp” for three weeks, usually in August, to work with participants on their writing skills. It was always an unforgettable experience.

			The workshop was designed and led by Funso, with me as cofacilitator. But I learned so much from him that I consider myself to have been also a student participant.

			Outside of classes, and continuing after his retirement, Funso selflessly honoured requests from individual writers to read their work and give them feedback. This was even extended to writers at the residential workshops, despite the half-jocular warnings he gave about not wanting to see or hear from any of them after we all went back home

			A young man phoned me as soon as he heard the news of Funso’s passing, and told me that Funso had just recently read his manuscript, approved it, and given him some valuable advice.

			Of course, Funso’s experienced eye would pick up early in the reading of a manuscript whether it was necessary to read to the end before he could make an assessment. And he was not one to mamaguy an aspiring writer out of misguided kindness. If he found your writing to be substandard, he would give it back to you with specific comments, and he might tell you to go and read this book or that.

			In 2020 or thereabouts, when I had finished my latest manuscript, I asked him whether he had the time to give it a lookover. I told him it was a rather fat manuscript that would take up a lot of his time, and so I wanted to pay him a consultant’s fee. Funso’s response to my suggestion was, “If you were not older than me, I woulda cuss you.”

			With all his outstanding work, Funso remained self-effacing and low-profile. The sterling contribution he has made will continue to benefit current and future generations of writers

			

			FOREWORD

			Simon Stiell

			Executive Secretary of the United Nations FrameworkConvention on Climate Change

			When I became Executive Secretary of UN Climate Change, I made it my mission to keep humanity at the core of our work. Even at the highest level, as we worked on negotiations where parties combed over every sentence, every word, every comma of text, agreeing to the commitments of all countries around the world, I strove to keep front of mind the human face of climate change.

			Writing For Our Lives takes on this mission with the appearance of ease that can only be born out of great beauty and artistry. Through fictional stories, poignant poems, and harrowing accounts of real experiences from authors across the Caribbean, the reader gets acquainted with the lived experience of those on the frontlines of climate change. Not just the factual loss and powerlessness experienced by those in the midst of disaster, but the fear, anxiety, and hope that came before, and the despair, determination, and willpower that followed the trauma of seeing your home gone, and meeting a new world—a poorer world—in its stead.

			Indeed, climate reckoning is not something that will one day come, in an uncertain future we hope may not truly come to pass. It is here. Not one day. Today, today, congotay!

			I, myself, was personally acquainted with this experience in 2024. From the foreboding nature of so much climate news—we are not on track, and we need to accelerate—to the experience of seeing Carriacou—the island I call home—devastated by Hurricane Beryl. In its wake, I saw a community that helped shape the man I am today, and among whom I raised my own family, united around each other with determination in the face of despair.

			To see the emotional depth of these experiences reflected in this book fills me with hope. That others may understand where we come from. That they may feel the loss of seeing a place erased from the world, even as they still have time to avoid it for themselves and for so many others.

			I hope that, as you read these short stories, essays, and poems—these truthful, honest accounts of the emotional confrontation between the unstoppable force of disasters and the immovable object of human perseverance—you are steeled in your resolve to act in every way you can.

			Making your own voice heard, at home, and in civil society, making it clear to your representatives that fighting climate change and supporting every community to adapt—leaving nobody behind—is not just a priority, it is the priority.

			In this book, the perseverance and humanity of so many people across the Caribbean is represented. It is up to all of us to make sure they are not tragic heroes fighting an inexorable enemy in human greed, human indifference, human inertia.

			It is up to all of us to make sure they are not tragic heroes fighting an inexorable enemy in human greed, human indifference, human inertia.

			It is up to us to make sure that the enemy—the only remaining enemy—is man-made climate change and the disasters it is already wreaking upon all populations on the planet. It is up to us to make sure that everybody—from the richest to the poorest, from the largest nation to the smallest island—is part of the solution. That nobody puts greed first. That nobody neglects the plight of their fellow men and women. That nobody stands idle while others fall.

			And there is no greater force for caring than the beauty and power of art. Irreverent, contemplative, defiant, measured, energetic.

			

			Writing For Our Lives runs the whole gamut of the human experience in an age where we are faced not just with the potential end of the natural world but the already present end of so many worlds, personal to the protagonists of these stories and those surrounding them.	Because the climate crisis is personal. Facing it is to face our own despair. And to reckon we will not give up.

			This book is an act of defiance. Nobody can defy that which remains ignored. And so, these accounts face fears and despair head on. If fear and despair won, there would be no tale to tell. There would be no book to read. Just as there would be no National Climate Plans, no National Adaptation Plans, no persistent effort from so many people around the world to challenge business-as-usual and change the world.

			I often say we have no choice but to act. But that is not true. There is a choice, answered in this book. It is the choice to live, to resist, to do better in the face of apocalyptic reckoning that makes this act of resistance all the more heroic.

			Speaking truthfully, for me to endorse these accounts—to endorse this effort to prevent a future we are already feeling presently—is a duty. Especially when it comes from the hands of amazing, talented writers and editors whose voices demand to be heard.

			

			EDITORIAL NOTE

			Shivanee Ramlochan

			Caribbean writers have long understood that we write under unimaginable risk. The true challenge is not only in imagining that risk, but in writing of the perils we inherit if we do not face our real, immediate dangers.

			The writers whose poetry, fiction, and creative non-fiction make up Writing For Our Lives have each asked themselves the question: what would our Caribbean be if climate injustice continues, unabated?

			To face this present dilemma, some of the anthology’s writers have catapulted their characters and speakers into the future, revealing the landscapes left behind in the aftermath of eco-catastrophe that has principally devastated the Caribbean: our lands made uninhabitable, our air unbreathable, our waters hostile. Others have called upon scenes from our past, asking what our regional ancestors did to attune themselves to the natural world. These pieces, too, question why we have strayed so far from ancient and holistic teachings we have forgotten, or perhaps never duly heeded. Some of the anthology’s writers have taken a third, immediate route, presenting contemporary life in the Caribbean that feels like it might be drawn from the pages of our daily newspapers and environmental reports, from the very frontlines of the climate crisis we are facing on our islands.

			The word “crisis” is deliberate here. Mia Amor Mottley, Prime Minister of Barbados and 2021 recipient of the United Nations Champion of the Earth Award for her policy leadership, said, “I don’t call it climate change. It’s change for those who are not affected by the crisis. For us, it’s a crisis.” That urgency—the fact that there is no Planet B, and particularly no Caribbean 2.0—roils and lingers in each of these pieces, from writers who know that the danger is at our doorsteps.

			My formidable co-editor Diana McCaulay and I, in our numerous and intricate conversations about the strengths of these contributions, spoke often of the resonances they would leave in the actual world: who would their corresponding readers be, and how would the anthology writers speak to the communities they write about with such focus? The answers, we found, were embedded in the work itself, from cocoa plantations poorly interpreted as exotic in foreign investors’ eyes, to tightknit villages turned suspicious through severe drought. The people in these stories, poems, and non-fiction pieces live real lives. They balance actual, identifiable hopes against a swarm of equally concrete threats to their happiness and safety—threats of hurricanes and landslides, floods and storms, insincere global leaders and shoddy policymaking designed to let down the smallest of island states. Yet within these small islands vast voices reside, ready to speak into the injustice of the impending devastations we have—with punitive unfairness—inherited.

			Who, then, will read these writings? Office workers in Trinidad will, as will politicians in Barbados. Analysts in Guyana and artists in Jamaica will pore over these pages, alongside diplomats in the British Virgin Islands. Across the Caribbean and its diaspora, the people this anthology is for will find their concerns, their fears, and their dreams mirrored here, in prose that challenges, poetry that pierces complacency, and creative non-fiction dedicated to saying, “This is how we have lived; this is how we are living now; this is the world we’ve inherited.”

			The reader might expect that the exploration of these themes, rightfully baleful and cautionary, can be handled only with a sobering bleakness. They may be relieved to know there is abundant laughter here, too. In these writings, families gossip and reconcile; romantic love blooms despite the impositions placed upon it; the unconfident find their footing; the sun rises on scenes of ruination with the embedded promise of rebuilding. An easy pessimism is not the remit of this anthology—rather, the writers have taken the harder path: to search for survivors,to celebrate small victories, to plant trees no matter how fragile those saplings first appear in a doomed soil.

			The eighteen writers assembled in this anthology are as diverse in their experience as they are united in their ambitions to centre climate disaster and its effects. For some, their publication in this book will be their first major appearance in print. For others, the pieces they have contributed now form part of their larger, already impressive bodies of work. This democratisation is a powerful tenet of Writing For Our Lives; no hierarchy exists here, only a commonality of vision, ambition, and creative impetus. Think of a community hall, rather than a regal boardroom, where every participant works with arms linked, feet firmly planted on an equal earth.

			Since the call for submissions was released for this book, our world has known life-ending fires, violently raging floods, vicious hurricanes, and soaring heatwaves. Against such realities, works like this may feel futile. That is the last thing they are. Writing For Our Lives is a rallying call, and a map we can rely on: showing us the past we often forget, the present we uneasily inhabit, and the future we might realise, if we do not speak with our combined voices. What a privilege it has been to work with each of these voices, to hear the impassioned, outraged, and purposeful chorus for change they make, together.

			January 2025

			

			ORE

			Sharma Taylor

			JAMAICA

			St. Ann, Jamaica

			Man-Man

			When bauxite come to we village, people say is a good thing. The bauxite people first start come talk to we in 1958. That time, we community did have more pothole than actual road, so people round here say mining was going be “progress.” I remember I did just turn 20 and feeling myself like a big man ready for wife and baby—if me did want those things—and my Nana asking me when I going help put more food on the table since I been acting like big man from the Friday I run away from Principal Thomas at Gibraltar Elementary. Jump straight through the glass window from him and his cane—wanting to come beat me in front of the whole class because I forget some lines from Thomas Gray’s “Ode on the Death of a Favourite Cat Drowned in a Tub of Goldfishes”. I tell him: “What the ras I care bout a guy that dead from the 1700s writing bout him dead cat?”

			Man want to come beat me, fi what? And is the second time Principal Thomas was coming for me in that same week because, that Monday, Augustus change the answers on my arithmetic test paper. At lunch time when the rest of the class playing in the yard, he take it outta Principal Thomas desk. When him realise I woulda get all ten questions wrong, him change the answers, not realising Principal Thomas already look on the paper before him leave the classroom. And so, now he beat me extra hard—not for being dunce but because—worse than that—he think I dishonest. I still have that mark here on my hand. I never did go back to school.

			Nana say the bauxite company need skilled men with subjects, who have them papers to do work, but I did wonder how much book learning it really take to drive them big machines that digging up the earth like they can make back soil to replace what they take.

			They been calling me “Man-Man” from me was thirteen, cause when I drop outta school I start working Nana’s ground and my uncle farm plus the farms around the place—helping to plant and reap all sorta crop like corn, sweet potato, cabbage, yam, banana, and so on. I didn’t have no desire to leave the country and go to Kingston where you had bad man like the original rude boy, Rhyging, that wicked gunman that used to go round making mischief. I learn about him from I was young long before them make that movie starring Jimmy Cliff, The Harder They Come.

			No sah! Me was good right where I was—with my guinep, tangerine, orange, star apple, naseberry, and custard apple trees, and the pond. Where I could sit outside, looking at the stars filling up the sky, feeling breeze on my face, watching the peeniewallie them blinking in the dark and the crickets calling and the smell of mango when is mango time—heavy in the air and clinging to the hair in your nostrils.

			We village know progress was coming when we see white man arriving in suit and offering money that would buy the same acre of land four times over. The white man give the people selling them land money upfront and make them sign all kinda paper and say the people can live on the land rent-free until the new owners ready for it. First, we think it was a big joke because: what white man want with country land?

			So Cecile from farther up the hill—above where me and Nana live—sell her dead husband 20 acres and feel the family coulda live off the money the rest of them life. Almost every evening, her daughter stay from the bottom of the hill and call out real loud so the rest of we could hear: “Mama, what kind of jam must buy today?” because them time jam was expensive and only few people like the Anglican priest from England could go to Mr. Chin shop and buy.

			“Strawwwwwberrryy!” Cecile woulda yell down, like she singing. Sometimes it was “Raspberrryy” or “Guava Jellllly.”

			When the money done and hard times come, Cecile couldn’t even buy sugar. Bauxite mining finally start in our village bout in the 1960s. By then Cecile living on a small piece of land—a big rock where nothing couldn’t plant or get mined, watching the bauxite people dig up all those acres that used to belong to her. Some people ask to get relocate to Trelawny and the bauxite company move them.

			The whole thing did seem so strange to us, so new. People would take them pickney to watch the bauxite cargo trains carrying what get dig up across tracks leading to the sea for the ships waiting there. By the time it was the 1980s, when vehicles get scarce, Russia start trading Lada cars for we bauxite—Jamaica government bartering with them because we don’t have no money.

			Nana tell the bauxite people she decide she not selling one speck of the dirt her dead parents leave her—especially not with them graves in her backyard and the new tombstone she make for her dearly departed husband, God-Rest-Him-Soul.

			“Is dirt we come from, Man-Man,” she woulda say. “God breathe life into it and make the first man, Adam. And after we dead, is right there we go back.”

			

			When she say that, I think of the bodies of all the people in the dirt from the time people first been living in this island and how we disintegrate and become one with the dirt, the same dirt we digging up and shipping outta we country to all over the world for people make aluminium foil to wrap up them food.

			I look into these things now, though, and I wonder—is that what “progress” really mean?

			Hellshire, Jamaica

			Linford

			The sea vex today. I know it vex cause of the way it churn. I know the sea like my woman, no, better than my woman, cause the sea know me from I was a boy and is how I make my living. I feel I was swimming before I could walk, and I never see the sea like this yet. It been getting bad them past few years. Fisherman like me have to go farther and farther out to get smaller and smaller fish, hiding in what left of the coral reef that bleach like old bones.

			I catching more seaweed and plastic bottles in my nets than fish. The beach where I use to love kick back and make sand castles with me yute dem when dem was littler, the shoreline barely there now cause of how the sea rising, like it want to claim back every scrap of land—want to lick the sand with its tongue until everything get swallow. I don’t need no scientist, journalist, or politician to tell me bout climate change and what it can do—I living it.

			On mornings when I haul in the boat, I look up to the hills and see where the places dig out. Is man do that. So if nature take out vengeance on we is cause we deserve it. The radio news say we going have a hurricane—the tropical storm that coming toward we getting stronger and all fisherfolk are warned to get to higher ground. When Carla hand me the little cup of coffee and the big bowl of cornmeal porridge, I listening the radio so keen, I never get to pat her on her backside when she walk away leaving the smell of cinnamon and nutmeg behind her, with her slippers going plop-plop-plop on the floor.

			Is twenty years she is my woman now; and twenty years I wonder how I was managing before me find her . . . or she find me. Is right here on Hellshire beach me first spot her—at her stall where she was selling bath suits and jewellery she make from beads to tourists. “Hurricane?” she echo the announcer, hands akimbo, the right hand still gripping the big wooden spoon and the white kitchen towel thrown over her right shoulder like is a scarf.

			My woman look classy, even when she not trying. “Linford …” she start to say. I stiffen and prepare meself for what coming next cause she only call me “Linford” instead of the usual “Linny” when she going tell me something she know I don’t want to hear. And sure enough, it come out when she say: “We haffi go stay with Grandpa Man-Man.”

			This wooden shack we kotch near the seaside not much—is not plenty people idea of luxury, but is my castle. Mi get light hook up and have TV and cable. We have big fans in every room that we turn on when time get real hot—which is more and more these days.

			And mi have mi new bike parked outside.

			I not a mountain man. I don’t like the hills except to watch it from the flat. If God did want we to live so high, he woulda put we in the sky. Carla laugh and call me a eediat everytime I say that, but is true. What good is a hill to a man but to fall off at night when him walking home drunk from the bar?

			She not laughing now though. Not even smiling to show the small gap between her two front teeth I think sexy. I see the creases across her forehead and can tell by the way she wrinkle her nose, she worried. The first ten years we was together she make that face every month when her period come. She did want to be pregnant real bad. I tell her: “Nuh worry, Jah will bless we with yute in good time,” and see? Mi was right: we have two.

			She saying now how the Met Office say this year going be one of the more active season, and cause of global warming, we getting more storm and more strong hurricane.

			“It not safe to be here,” she say soft-soft like she don’t want the yute dem to hear, but they gone to school and is just the two of we home.

			Me don’t like to see Carla upset. It make me feel like I want hold her and squeeze her. Is dem time me have to reassure her that she with a good man who going protect her from any danger—manmade or otherwise.

			“We going be alright,” I say. I catch her eyes with mine from my chair by the window. “Yuh hear me? Nothing to worry bout. We see storm before and we live.”

			“But this is a major hurricane and the weatherman say it coming to Jamaica directly. The eye going pass right over we. It going be a big one.” She brush her hair off her forehead and scratch it.

			“Woman, I ever lead you astray yet?”

			She don’t answer, just bite her thin bottom lip, like she thinking hard. I change the question: “You don’t trust me?”

			She answer: “Yes, Linny, you know I do, but . . .”

			“But what?” I vex now despite knowing better—she either trust me or she don’t trust me.

			There is no half-way. “Don’t me always look out fi yuh and the boys?”

			I can tell by how she pushing out her mouth she thinking bout whether to finish the sentence.

			Her eyes flick over my head and then she tell me this before she turn and go outside to take the clothes off the line: “But not even a man like you can control the weather.”

			

			Man-Man

			I get a call on my landline from my great-niece, Carla. She only know me as “Grandpa Man-Man”, cause that is what her mother, my grandniece, used to call me. Is like nobody alive anymore to remember that my government name is Azariah Stanford Walton. She and her man and them ten-year-old twin boys coming to stay with me while the hurricane pass. I tell her I have plenty room in this old house cause is just me alone live here.

			“Grandpa Man-Man, you sure is no problem?”

			How women stay so? I already just tell her she can come. She expect that me change me mind within one second?

			I annoyed when I tell her, again, to come, cause if I know Carla she done already have the whole family bags packed—long before she even picked up the phone to call me.

			Linford

			I tell Carla I not going St. Ann.

			She and the boys can go if them want. I can manage a kiss-  me-ass hurricane.

			Man-Man

			From up the hill, I see a battered blue taxi pull off the road and climb the path to my yard; tyres caked in red
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