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  Praise For Scarlet Birthright: What They Left Behind



Scarlet Birthright is a raw, emotional novella about 
love, abandonment, regret, and redemption. 

WINNER OF THE 2025 LITERARY TITAN 

GOLD BOOK AWARD.




“Perhaps the book’s greatest strength lies in James’s imaginative use of shifting perspectives to create a panoply of voices that reveal the full emotional cost of Joromi’s decision.” —BookShelfie, starred editorial review




“A raw, emotional novella about love, abandonment, regret, and redemption … messy, real, and haunting in the best way.” — Literary Titan, starred editorial review




“A riveting tale about love, family, and figuring out where you belong … I devoured this book in one sitting.” —Readers’ Favorite, starred editorial review




“A rich, multigenerational Caribbean saga that punches you in the chest then hugs you afterward—this is a must‑read.” —The Bourbon‑Sipping Bibliophile




“A captivating and heartfelt story that spans generations and continents… rich with Caribbean storytelling traditions and offers a perfect blend of love, regret, and self-discovery.” —Amazon Reviewer







  Foreword



Stories, like children, sometimes choose their own paths.

When I initially wrote “The First Time I Met My Father” for my collection Scarlet Yearnings: Stories of Love and Desire (2024), I thought I had captured a complete moment—a young girl’s first encounter with the father who had chosen absence over presence.

The response from readers was immediate and overwhelming. They wanted—needed—to know more. Why the absence? What happened to the little girl? But it wasn’t just the readers who demanded these answers. The characters themselves began to speak to me, their voices as insistent as the Kiskadee bird’s call, as persistent as the chords of a steelpan in the distance on a breeze.

They whispered their truths into my heart, becoming fleshy prose of autobiographical fiction. Like the Caribbean Sea, the stories held depths that demanded exploration.

Like the islands of Trinidad and Tobago, these characters move through distinct seasons that shape their experiences. Our islands know two rhythms: the dry season from January to May, when the heat sits heavy and still, baking the earth and invigorating our souls, and the rainy season from June to December, when the air grows thick with humidity, testing our resolve. The dry season’s heat is sharp and clarifying, forcing us to face formidable truths under an unrelenting sun. The rainy season’s heat is different—it wraps around you like a second skin, making everything feel more urgent, demanding shifts.

Each chapter in this story is marked by these seasons, not just as measures of time but as mirrors of the characters’ inner weather.

Joromi’s story begins in the dry season of 1969, when certainty burns away like the morning mist, leaving him to face choices as ominous as shadows at noon. Young and fierce, he needed to explain why love sometimes frightens more than failure. The rainy season brings Trisha’s early memories, humid with longing and rich with growth, carrying her own story and the legacy of a mother she never knew and a father she was only beginning to understand. Even the grandparents—steady Cecil and wise Mary—had the wisdom to tell me how love transforms when we learn to let it breathe, their story flowing through both seasons like the island’s lifeblood.

This novella also travels across seas and space to land in the United States of America. For Joromi and Margaret in New York, winter and spring brought rhythms utterly foreign to their Trinidad-born souls. The harsh winter months tested their marriage as they huddled in their small apartment, the cold seeping through windows and forcing them closer together—physically, if not emotionally. For Joromi, each snowfall seemed to blanket his memories of Trinidad, while Margaret found strength in the stark clarity of snow-laden streets, using the season’s stillness to build their American dream piece by piece.

When spring finally arrived, it stirred something in Joromi that felt dangerously like home—the way new buds emerged in Central Park reminded him of Trinidad’s dry season when even the most reluctant plants found ways to bloom. Margaret watched him during these moments, seeing how the warming air made him more restless, more prone to playing his old calypso records when he thought she wasn’t listening. Together, they navigated these new seasons, each finding their way to transplant their Caribbean roots into foreign soil.

Scarlet Birthright is more than just an answer to a question posed in my previous work. It is a testament to how stories, like the Cascadura fish of Trinidad legend, can call us back to places we thought we’d left behind. It explores how passion, fear, and courage flow through generations like blood and how sometimes the greatest act of love is learning to choose differently than those who came before us.

To my readers who asked for this story—thank you for your curiosity and faith. To these characters who refused to remain silent—thank you for trusting me with your truths. And to all those who open these pages, I invite you to discover how one summer’s passion in Port of Spain in 1969 ripples through time to touch a daughter’s heart in 1991 and, perhaps, your own heart, too.

At the end of this novella, you’ll find both the acknowledgments and the Soul Clef, a glossary of Trinidad and Tobago’s rich dialect and cultural terms. While you might be tempted to jump there whenever you encounter unfamiliar words, I encourage you to let the context guide you first. Like all profound truths, meaning often reveals itself slowly, layer by layer. The glossary stands ready as your companion, not your crutch—to deepen your understanding when needed but never to interrupt the story’s natural flow.
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May 1969, Dry Season

I was spinning records at my usual Friday night fête, riding high on the success of my latest party series. Joromi Enoch, yuh on fire man! I thought, dancing and smiling at the scene before me. The living room of my family’s French colonial-style house had been transformed into a makeshift dance club, with about fifty people packed between the pushed-back furniture. Sweat gleamed on dancing bodies as my latest mix of funk, soul and calypso filled the space. At nineteen, I’d made a name for myself as the DJ who could read a crowd and who knew exactly when to drop the beat. Girls would come to watch me work the decks, and I won’t lie — I enjoyed the attention. But tonight would be different.

Tonight would change everything.

The front door swung open, letting in a blast of warm night air. It carried the sweet scent of frangipani from our front yard. Every conversation came to a jarring stop like a needle yanked off a spinning record. No armor could defend me from what happened next.

Her.

She sashayed into the fête, swinging those hips seductively, then pausing in the doorway where the yellow porch light caught her silhouette. Her massive Afro, a halo of dark, untamed power, seemed to catch and trap the dim light of the room. The ceiling fan spun lazily overhead, stirring the air thick with music and cigarette smoke but she stood perfectly still, like she owned the moment.

My mind raced to categorize her and could not find any classification that would do her justice. Even the way she held her cowrie-beaded clutch — casual but commanding—made it clear she belonged anywhere she chose to be. A barely-there red minidress clung to her curves, skimming her shoulders, teasing the small swell of her breasts, and stopping just shy of scandal. It hugged her in a way that broke every rule— and made my nineteen-year-old self glad it did.

She stood in the doorway, scanning the crowded room like she was taking inventory. Her eyes moved methodically from the cluster of guys near the makeshift bar in the corner, past the couples swaying to the music in the center, to the girls perched on the arms of our old sofa. I recognized the look — she was checking the scene, deciding if this party was worth her time, as we all did back then. But there was something different about how she did it—no hesitation, no self-consciousness, only pure confidence.

Something intense ignited within me. It burned through the hidden guardrails of my mind. It hit like a rogue wave, leaving me stripped and exposed, raw in a way that was equal parts thrill and terror. My chest tightened, warmth spreading fast, and I felt like I’d been caught without armor— bare, vulnerable in the amber glow of the room.

I was confused because I was feeling things that were altogether new—besides the familiar rush of raw attraction I’d felt with other girls, there was something deeper. I wanted to explore every inch of her body, immerse myself in her thoughts, and be the only one to occupy her spirit.

What? What the hell is this?

As she completed her survey of the room, a hint of a smile touched her face. I was frozen, watching her.

The record on my turntable was ending, the bass line fading, but I couldn’t move to change it.

Her eyes.

Eyes are paired sensory organs that detect light and enable vision. My brain, scrambling, latched onto Biology—my favorite subject. Reliable, logical, familiar. But at this moment, the clinical definition wasn’t enough. Not even close.

Dark as night, smoldering with something molten beneath the surface. Her gaze seemed to glow through the haze of party lights and cigarette smoke. Lost in watching her, I’d forgotten about the record spinning on my turntable. The music cut off abruptly — the telltale scratch of silence made every head in a party turn toward the DJ.

“Eh eh! Like de man get stick!” Fitz shouted from near the bar, his laugh slashing through the silence. “De girl got you good, boy!”

Heat rushed to my face as titters bubbled through the crowd. My hands fumbled for the next record—James Brown’s “Say It Loud”— and I dropped the needle with less than my usual flourish. The familiar groove filled the room, and people gradually turned back to their dancing, though I could still feel some amused glances thrown my way.

Only then did I dare to look up again.

She was moving through the crowd, navigating between dancing bodies with deliberate grace. Unlike the others who’d returned to their revelry, her eyes hadn’t left me. Each step was measured, unhurried, like she had all night to close the distance between us.

I held my cup with dregs of Fernandes Black Label Rum tighter.

My throat went dry. My pulse flipped and twisted. But I couldn’t look away—didn’t want to look away— as she drew closer, each step making the rest of the party fade further into background noise.

That was it.

She assessed me. Measured me. Like I was one more thing in the room, something to conquer or dismiss.

Me? I wasn’t used to being scrutinized, not like this. At six-foot-one, with shoulders broad from swimming and arms toned from hauling speakers and crates of records, I was usually checked out, not sized up. My close-cropped hair set off high cheekbones I’d inherited from my mother, and hours under the Trinidad sun had polished my skin to a rich copper tone. Girls said I was gorgeous. They’d whisper this to each other and then giggle like I wasn’t supposed to hear.

Sure, they came to my parties for the vibe but also to watch me work the decks. Once, a girl told me I had a way of moving that made the music look visible — rolling my shoulders to the rhythm and letting the beat flow through my body as my hands worked the vinyl.

“The way yuh close yuh eyes and sway when yuh know a perfect mix was coming, yuh fingers would dance across the records, and then yuh does smile before dropping the beat we waiting for… Lawd fadda! Is like watching brown sugar melt into the rhythm.”

Yes, I knew what I was working with and wasn’t shy about it. Maybe that’s why I carried myself the way I did. Shoulders back, chin up, like I was untouchable. Overconfident? Maybe. But it came easy when you had a mom like mine.

She treated me like her prince—too well, if you asked my father. “You can’t raise a man like this and expect him to function in normal society,” he’d grumble, pacing the kitchen in his work boots. He said it all the time, shaking his head like I’d already failed some invisible test of manhood.

My father was always on me about how I lived—too many girls, too little focus. “You can’t juggle women like you juggling records,” he’d say, his disappointment thick in every word. He wanted me to settle down, to find one woman I could build a future with.

“Pick sense from nonsense, boy,” he’d bark. “You need somebody who’ll stand by you—not these girls you spinning ‘round like they on a turntable.”

To him, my life wasn’t serious enough. And love? Love wasn’t stormy or passionate—it was practical. Stable. Rooted in responsibility. “Stop playing games,” he’d tell me. “Find a woman you can bring home. One who’ll build with you, not just want to party through life.”

And a conventional job was what he wanted for me most of all. Something with a steady paycheck and a title that would convey craft and success. Not a DJ, not a party-thrower. Not whatever this life I was carving out for myself was supposed to be.

But right then, standing there and gripping the record jacket like it was the only thing tethering me to the ground, I wasn’t thinking about him or his lectures. I wasn’t thinking about a so-called regular job or a set path.

I was thinking about this woman who strutted into my world. I felt like her long examination of me peeled away all the bravado I wore like a second skin.

Then she smiled.

She really smiled this time—not big, not flashy. The parting of her lush lips, revealing a peek of white teeth, sent electricity racing down my spine, settling low and dangerously in my body.

And then, before I could look away, she stepped onto the raised platform we’d built in the corner. The click of her heels brought her closer until she was near enough for me to catch the scent of





* * *
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