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Some of our most promising 
writers left to live abroad, and the 
daily exigencies of survival in the 
UK and North America took over, 
so we lost them.

About five years ago, there was 
a ‘progressive’ government in 
Grenada which wanted to start a 
local literary festival and asked me 
for my thoughts. My single most 
important advice to the minister 
of culture was that they should 
not associate the festival with 
any political party or even claim 
it as one of their ‘achievements’. 
They should find a way to fund the 
festival, get good people to run 
it and allow it to evolve. They did 
the exact opposite so when their 
opponents came to power, they 
killed it. 

Recently, I’ve begun to see 
the emergence of new voices. 
Wendy Crawford-Daniels is a 
writer to watch. Her most recent 
novel, Son Rising, has a gay 
young male as its protagonist. 
Cindy MacKenzie is another writer 
whose novel, Force Ripe, has 
been a bestseller in Grenada, and 
that’s saying a lot. Judy ‘Ama’ 
Antoine has great potential. I 
keep wishing to see a book from 
her. Keep an eye out for Richie 
Maitland – a young lawyer – 
whose voice has just begun to 
break out of Grenada.

Now back to your collection, the story 
“Roses for Mister Thorne” speaks to the 
problematic ways in which male politicians 
in the Caribbean often use women. One 
could argue, though, that women are often 
the backbone of political movements in the 
region. As such, why is it that women are 
often so mistreated by politicians?

Caribbean women are the 
backbone of Caribbean society; 
it doesn’t take a feminist to point 
that out: what it takes is a respect 
for social and historical truths. 
I can say this with certainty for 
Grenada.

“Roses for Mister Thorne” is the 
only story I’ve ever written where 
I knew exactly how it would end 
down to the last sentence before 
I began to write it. The story was 
meant to be overtly ‘political’ – 
my way of getting some stuff off 
my chest. The last sentence, ‘He 
didn’ take the part that grow” 
was, for me, a summation of 
more than 30 years of thinking 
about the great internal flaw of 
the Grenada Revolution. Mister 
Thorne broke the plant that Miss 
Annie gave him as a gift. It took a 
shocking investment of love and 

time and trust and care to raise 
this thing to a magnificence that 
said so much about what this 
ordinary woman was capable of, 
given the motivation. And what 
did Thorne do? He broke the plant 
and took the prettiest part and by 
discarding the part of the gift that 
would guarantee him many more 
flowers in the future, he’d missed 
the point entirely. He’d forgotten 
the promise that people needed 
to believe in.

The incident in this story – 
the bombing which resulted in 
the death of three girls – really 
happened. It made sense that the 
people who died that day were 
women because historically, at 
the grassroots level, women have 
always been at the forefront of 
Grenada’s struggle for a dignified 
existence. My great-aunt told me 
once about the ‘troubles’ of the 
1930s when British soldiers, along 
with the Barbadian policemen, 
were stopped on the Carenage 
by a long line of women, facing 
their bayonets and not giving a 
damn if they were killed. I find it 
significant that in 1983, among 
the six ministers of government 
that were murdered – that is 
at the apex of political power – 
there was just one woman. At 
the grass-roots level, as in the 
story here, the proportion that 
gets killed or maimed in moments 
of important social and political 
confrontation, are women. 
Which is why I’m so exercised 
by the disconnect in my society 
of women precipitating change, 
oftentimes being the engines 
of change, and when change 
happens, the power is handed 
over to us. 

In “Flight”, the final section of the 
collected short stories, you tell more than 
one story of Londoners who are neither 
Caribbean nor have any relation to the 
region at all. Why did you make this 
decision?

The stories you refer to were 
meant to be part of a separate 
collection focusing on the UK. 
Presently, the society is so infused 
with paranoia about immigrants 
– as you know, much of the 
Brexit fiasco we are currently 
experiencing in the UK is fuelled 
by this inordinate fear of the 
‘immigrant’. We know what the 
immigrant experience was like for 
a Caribbean arrivant in the mid-
1920s through the short stories 
of Jean Rhys. The 1950s gave 
us books from Lamming, Selvon, 
Salkey et al. Very recently, I picked 
up Nikesh Shukla’s anthology 
of essays, The Good Immigrant, 
and I’m aware that academia is 
flooded with undergrad papers on 
the topic; but who, I keep asking, 
is doing fictional explorations of 
the migrant experience in 21st 
century Britain, especially around 
those to whom so much of the 
hostility is directed? Fiction is 
important because it is more 
interested in truths than in facts. 
We need truths. At a more 
personal level, I’ve been thinking 
that I’ve been living here long 
enough to have acquired a more 
assured sense of the society: how 
it does and does not work, what it 
does to and for people – that sort 
of thing. These stories have begun 
to test that assumption.

In so many ways the story “Raising 
Tyrone” could be considered controversial 
because it shows how women, particularly 
mothers, can play an active role in 

replicating toxic masculinity in their male 
children. How do you explain women and 
mothers who have been harmed by such 
toxicity inculcating this in their male 
children?

I wrote down that piece not to be 
provocative, but rather to provoke 
thought. I say ‘wrote down’ because 
it is the only story that I didn’t 
fictionalise. It was a conversation I 
overheard between two women on 
a bus to Dalston, in South London. 
When I returned home, I sat and 
wrote it as I remembered it, with a 
few tweaks here and there, and I 
found it surprisingly complete as a 
story whose subtext was redolent 
with all the social anomies that 
distort the upbringing of boys.  

Unfortunately, it is my experience 
that the women in my/our society 
are historically the carriers and 
purveyors of the culture, and the 
values embedded in that culture. 
One of the tragedies of so many 
human societies is how we 
unconsciously replicate and pass 
on the horrors that we ourselves 
have been subjected to: the 
readiness, for example, with which 
a parent would turn to the whip 
as an instrument of correction and 
discipline; the ease with which men 
in our societies turn their backs on 
fathering; the special pleasure we 
take in demeaning and belittling 
others; our ideas of ugliness, 
beauty and colourism which, to 
me, are a kind of pathology. I think 
that Jamaica Kincaid, especially, 
has done some pretty deep and 
honest interrogation of that mother-
offspring-socialisation process.

I imagine ‘Raising Tyrone’ being 
read and discussed with young 
Caribbean kids in a classroom 
setting. If it makes them pause, 
think and check themselves, 

then it would have gone some 
way towards serving its intended 
purpose.

Finally, Jacob, what are you working on 
these days?

I’m finishing the final edits to 
the second novel in my Camaho 
Quartet. The book, Black Rain 
Falling, is due out in August. I’m 
about to revisit a novel I started 
many years ago. It is the second 
in the Pynter Bender series. So, 
there’s work to do! 

Thank you for the conversation, 
Jacqueline.

#CaribbeanStrong
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For Jacob Ross, the Caribbean is a complex, 
dynamic space in need of its writers
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