
John Robert Lee, it is quite the honour to 
have this opportunity to interview you. This 
interview will be based around your Collected 
Poems, 1975-2015 and Pierrot collections, both 
from Peepal Tree Press. However, I want to start 
with the very popular listserv you convene for 
Caribbean writers and literary scholars. When 
did you start the listserv and what was the 
impetus for starting it?

Thank you, Jacqueline. And it is 
an honour to be interviewed by you 
who have contributed to making 
literary interviews of Caribbean 
writers a significant genre in our 
ever-expanding literature.

I don’t remember when I started 
the listserv. The impetus may well 
have been the  desire to ensure that 
our community of Caribbean writers 
and scholars (and non-Caribbean 
friends) would be kept informed 
of news concerning us, our work, 
prizes, awards, reviews, interviews, 
passings, comings and goings. I felt 
that many were not aware of what 

was happening among us. I send 
out not only literary news but also 
anything related that I think would be 
of interest. My background in literary 
journalism (print and electronic 
media) for many years, my 
bibliographic work, my librarianship 
career also contributed to the 
inspiration to do something like this. 
An important supporter from the 
first posting was Kamau Brathwaite, 
who immediately encouraged me to 
continue and to add other people to 
the first basic list. I think, and this is 
based from things Kamau said, that 
he saw it as a fresh extension of the 
Caribbean Artists Movement (CAM) 
vision, even in this limited format. He 
was always a Caribbean community 
person.

In both your collections, almost every 
poem is dedicated to someone. Help us to 
understand how to read these dedications. Do 
the dedications mean that the poems were 

inspired by the person? That you could not have 
written the poem without the person in mind? 
Do you ever dedicate a poem to someone after 
you have written it? Do dedications for you serve 
a symbolic or metaphorical purpose?

Interesting question. As I recall, 
from my earliest poems I have 
always added dedications. To loved 
ones – wife, children; friends, 
living and those who have passed 
on;  literary mentors from whom I 
have learned much; other artists of 
various genres, political figures who 
have inspired me in some way; at 
some points, yes, the poem may 
have been inspired by the dedicatee; 
in some cases the person may have 
been central to the creation of the 
work; and yes, I have dedicated a 
poem to someone after the work 
was written, as a gift to them; as 
to a ‘symbolic purpose’ maybe 
it reflects a desire to say thanks 
wherever I can. The purpose is 
always personal, whatever freight 

of symbol or metaphor may be 
suggested or subconsciously meant. 
You will note also that the books are 
always dedicated, too. Following 
the metaphysicals, I have dedicated 
poems and books to Christ, to the 
Church. 

Collected poems are always fascinating 
and lead to many questions. How did you 
know the timing was right to do a “collected” 
collection of poems? What decisions did you 
make as to which poems should be placed in 
the collection and the arrangement of poems in 
the collection? In other words, are the poems 
arranged chronologically? Were poems from 
earlier collections left out? Did you tweak earlier 
poems for this collection?

My Collected Poems 1975-2015 
was published by Peepal in 2017. 
I had been working on a new book 
for the publisher, but at some point, 
I had the brainwave, “why not go 
for a Collected?”, which would 
incorporate an earlier new and 
selected work (elemental, 2008) 
with the new book I was working 
on. And the moment seemed right. I 

had been self-publishing from 1975, 
did my first Peepal international 
book in 2008 when I was 60, and 
felt it was time for a Collected. I 
remember discussing this with 
Kwame Dawes, who did not 
dissuade me, and said something I 
have not forgotten: “A Collected is a 
statement.”  Based in the Caribbean 
all my life, with (as you know) limited 
opportunities to get our work out, to 
get valuable and necessary critical 
attention, the moment seemed 
opportune to make a statement, 
to, as it were, seize the moment. 
The time of my life was a factor. 
Everything seemed strategically 
right. And Peepal, through Jeremy 
Poynting, my publisher and editor, 
took the book. 

As to compilation and 
arrangement, I began with the new 
and selected elemental poems, 
reconfigured them into chronological 
order, added some I had not included 
in elemental, did the necessary 
editing (I try not to fiddle much with 
older poems) then added most of 
the new book I had been working 
on as the final section. I kept back 
other newer poems which in 2020 
went into Pierrot. Many poems from 
my very earliest chapbooks did not 
make the cut for elemental or the 
Collected. Only what I considered 
the very best of early work was 
chosen. 

One of the things that become clear very 
early on is that folk characters — Rivermaids 
and Papa Bois, for example — populate much 
of your work. Why do these characters have 
such an enduring presence in your work? Do 
they similarly endure in local St Lucian popular 
culture? Given your focus on folk forms why are 
there so few Kwéyòl words in your work?
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John Robert Lee’s works spotlight 
the beauty of Caribbean landscape 
and the power of a Christian faith

Today, Bookends presents 
the first in our annual series of 
conversations #CaribbeanStrong 
between Jacqueline Bishop and 
writers/artists from the region. 
Today’s featured writer is John 
Robert Lee.

John Robert Lee was born, 
and lives, in St Lucia. He is 
the author of three collections 
of poetry, elemental, (2008), 
Collected Poems 1975-2015, 
(2017), and Pierrot, (2020). His 
poems are included in a number 

of international anthologies and 
periodicals including The Penguin 
Book of Caribbean Verse, The 
Oxford Book of Caribbean Verse, 
Poetry Wales, Small Axe, and 
The Missing Slate. 

John Robert Lee
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I did not think I had that many folk 

characters, as you seem to find. But I certainly 
have much of Saint Lucian Kwéyòl/Creole 
culture in all my work – music, dances, dress, 
language, traditional figures. Saint Lucia/Sent 
Lisi is a bilingual island, with strong British 
and French historical, cultural and language 
influences. I think we are at heart a Kwéyòl/
Creole culture. I feel our kwéyòl music and 
dances as my soul music and movement. 
(Even as I also love our kaiso, soca, reggae, 
konpa, zouk Caribbean musics). My poetry 
line has always sought to move to the Kwéyòl 
sound in my ear, the rhythm in my blood. So 
the characters you find, the musicians, the 
dancers, the musical instruments, the hips 
swinging on the sidewalks, are enduring 
presences because they are the milieu in 
which I live. But look also for the landscape 
and seascape, the fauna and flora, which are 
realistic as well as carry metaphorical weight. 
And yes, they do continue in the life of Saint 
Lucia today. We have a strong, vibrant, living 
Kwéyòl culture, expressed perhaps most 
strongly in our patwa/Kwéyòl language. Which 
exists in a dynamic symbiosis with the English 
language and its cultural heritage. But as you 
know, that is only the surface, since we are 
very much a modern Caribbean island with 
all kinds of influxes and influences, including 
Jamaican popular music. In my childhood 
and teenage years the cultural influence was 
Trinidad, but from the seventies with Marley, 
reggae, Rasta and now dancehall, the greatest 
popular influence is surely Jamaican. Not even 
America (except perhaps through TV and 
other technology) holds that kind of influence. 
But I speak very generally here. And I mention 
all this to say that all these play some part in 
the general cultural atmosphere in my poetry, 
which includes resonances of the work of 
Caribbean writers from the past into the 
present.

As to why the Kwéyòl language is not 
as strong as it could be in my poetry: both 
my grandfathers were Barbadian. The first 
language in my home was English. I speak 
Kwéyòl pretty fluently now, but it was not till 
my late teens and mid-twenties that I came to 
appreciate and embrace my Kwéyòl culture. It 
may be that I still do not feel confident enough 
to try to write more in Kwéyòl since I perhaps 
distrust my knowledge of the subtleties of the 
language. But what is not there in language is 
certainly there in many other ways.

Revolutionaries, referred to as “men of the people/ 
Questel, Marley, Rodney” are always male in your work. Why 
is that so?

Maybe it is a generational thing. While I 
came to my manhood in the revolutionary 
70s, and we became more conscious of 
the contributions of our sisters and mothers 
in many areas of our history, culture and 
contemporary life, I guess I did not have many 
reference points that caught my attention. My 
tributes to the women in my life and growth 
(personal and collective) appear in different 
ways, I think. And then, speculating on this, 
my kind of low-keyed interest in political and 
revolutionary movements, my reluctance to 
play bandwagon gestures, means that I had 
not turned my attention fully to “revolutionary” 
women figures.

Among two of the themes that you return to over and 
over again is the beauty of the Caribbean landscape and 
the power and significance of a Christian faith. How is the 

reader to understand the Christian imagery in your work? Is 
the imagery, for example, given as factual, metaphorical or 
otherwise?

One entry point into a response is my 
interest in, my belief in, the sacramental, 
the sacred, the Divine Presence in which 
all creation exists. Certainly, this conviction 
comes out of my Christian faith (and is echoed 
in many perennial philosophies and other 
religions.) In other words, the landscape, 
creatures, humans hold the Imago Dei, the 
Image of God; they hold the Divine Presence 
in a real way. One of the most influential 
writers and thinkers for me in recent years 
is Philip Sherrard, whose book The Sacred in 
Life and Art (1990) has helped me to grasp 
these things in the context of my own biblical 
Christian faith. Sherrard says in that book, 
“The very idea of the sacred presupposes to 
start with the presence of the Divine or the 
existence of God… the initial presupposition 
of the sacred is the reality of God and of a 
divine realm lying beyond the psychological 
and physical realm.”  

With that faith and perspective, I am aware 
daily, in our beautiful Caribbean landscape, of 
the presence of God, of the just out-of-sight, 
divine realm. Sea-birds become, for me, 
symbols of the Holy Spirit. I see menorahs 
in mango blossoms. This is not a pantheistic 
view (that these creations are God), but rather, 
to repeat, a conviction of Divine Immanence in 
parallel with Transcendence. 

The imagery in my poems is very factual, 
often drawn on real landscapes and named 
places, real attractive bodies passing in the 
street, even as they serve to embody the 
metaphorical, the sacramental, and dare I 
say, the incarnational. In my new book Pierrot, 
that masquerade figure is also Christ the Man 
of sorrows. He weeps over the island city as 
Christ weeps over Jerusalem, his masquerade 
costume is the costume of humanity 
that Christ put on. My book-length poem, 
“Canticles” (2007), appearing in my Collected, 
is probably the most concentrated treatment 
of this sacramental idea, even as you can find 
it in many other poems.

 
There are several poems dedicated to Derek Walcott and 

Kamau Brathwaite in your collections and, indeed, your poem 
“Line” (for Derek Walcott at 75) is one in which a poem of 
yours is constructed around lines taken from the work of 
Walcott. Firstly, can you talk about your relationship to and 
with Walcott? Secondly, who are the poets you specifically 
read for instruction?

Derek Walcott, Kamau Brathwaite, Martin 
Carter were, to my generation of writers, the 
great ones. We discovered along the way 
Louise Bennett, and later Lorna Goodison and 
for me today, Dionne Brand, as great ones 
among us. And yes, there are many others, 
across generations in different spaces in my 
mind, apprehension and appreciation, which 
I read for instruction, inspiration, literary 
guidance in terms of themes and forms. There 
are many writers from many places in the 
world that I read and have read, over many 
years, who no doubt are obvious or subtle 
influences in my work. T S Eliot, Philip Larkin, 
Nikki Giovanni, Yeats, Frost, Lowell, in my early 
twenties and many more I would have to work 
hard to recall, who I found in anthologies and 
their books. The 17th century metaphysicals 
like John Donne, the 19th century G M 
Hopkins, many 20th century writers from all 
continents, and so many Caribbean writers. 

If I was to focus on your query about those I 
read “specifically for instruction” today, I would 
have to place Walcott, Brathwaite and Dionne 
Brand top of my list, even as there are many I 
could add, both contemporary and of the past. 
But these Caribbean giants give me something 
unique, something that non-Caribbean writers 
could not give me. Derek Walcott remains the 
master of Caribbean poetry for me, the one 
from whom I still learn much. I consider myself 
to be of his school.

You notice I answered the second part of 
your question first. I was fortunate to know 
both Walcott and Brathwaite personally. I 
first met Walcott in 1970, not in Saint Lucia, 
but in Barbados when I worked as a Cave Hill 
student at the Barbados radio station. He was 
in Barbados to stage his play Ti Jean and his 
brothers. Later in Saint Lucia over many years, 
we became friends and I saw him often. In 
1992, when he won the Nobel Prize, I was 
in Stockholm to carry the radio broadcast of 
the Nobel ceremony to the Caribbean. When 
he returned to live in Saint Lucia, I and many 
other Saint Lucian writers were often invited 
to his home to meet personages like Seamus 
Heaney, Arthur Miller, Jamaica Kincaid, Yuseff  
Komunyakaa, Melissa Green, Eddie Baugh, 
Lorna Goodison, Wole Soyinka, and others. I 
was able to interview many of these for local 
television. 

While he had a not unjustified reputation 
as a difficult man, was totally focused on his 
writing, I found him generous, serious about 
his work as poet and playwright, concerned 

about Saint Lucia and the Caribbean. He did 
not flatter, or praise lightly, but when he gave 
a commendation, you know he had read 
your work closely, with attention and real 
appreciation. I was always careful never to 
impose on him, not go to his house unless 
I called first or was invited – I suppose I 
guarded my own independence closely and 
did not want to fall under the orb of his strong 
personality, will and influence. So I guess I 
kept a certain distance. But I always felt that 
he appreciated me and the work I did in Saint 
Lucia for arts and literature.

I learned much from him. Not only as a 
writer, but I observed how he had survived 
the world of fame and great achievement. 
He loved Saint Lucia and the Caribbean even 
as he mourned the continuing neglect of the 
arts. He always lamented the failure of political 
leaders to commit themselves to shaping a 
Caribbean that was relevant and meaningful to 
its citizens. The tourism industry represented 
for him, the new plantations by the sea. 

He kept writing to the end. I never found him 
egotistic, overweening, proud. He genuinely 
loved the simplicities of the rural and ordinary 
life of Saint Lucia and Saint Lucians. On his 
birthdays he would invite friends to come to 
his house where he had a folk band and he 
would sing raucously his favourite folk songs 
over and over again. Friends like Seamus 
Heaney, Caryl Phillips and Glyn Maxwell would 
often visit him for these annual fetes. A boat-
ride to Soufriere with many friends from Saint 
Lucia and elsewhere was his annual birthday 
gift to himself. He would take everyone to 
lunch at a restaurant overlooking the iconic 
Pitons. So I saw Walcott away from all the 
attention of the world among the friends he 
valued, on the beach, in a boat, seated in front 
a folk band, painting, at shows and readings, in 
the simple life he wanted. In some way, those 
glimpses of him helped me to envisage the 
writer, their living, the ways they maneouvre 
as they negotiate the writing, the literary 
world and all its politics, the various societies 
they engage with, fame, fortune, aging, 
disappointments – milestones on the road I 
also traverse, even as a minor figure.

Perhaps now would be a good time to talk about your 
childhood and your formation as a poet. Where were you 
born? What was your childhood like and what schools did you 
attend? How did you know that you were a poet and how did 
you develop your craft? Were there specifically female poets 
and writers around you then and now who you read?
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My long sequence of poems titled 

“Artefacts” in the Collected is one of my few 
extended autobiographical reflections, even 
though there are personal glimpses of my life 
scattered though all my work. In “Artefacts” 
you will find my early life described, pretty 
plainly.

I was born in Saint Lucia in 1948, member 
of a small family (mother, father, one brother), 
attended Anglican infant and primary schools, 
Catholic secondary school (St Mary’s College), 
worked after school in a bank for two years, 
then went off to Cave Hill Campus, UWI. My 
childhood home was just outside of Castries 
the capital, so not at the centre of the world of 
that day. My parents were both avid readers. 
My father Alleyne bought me books including 
the well-known English classics. My mother 
Joy (descendant of Dominican Kalinago) made 
me memorise poems from Tennyson which I 
recited in primary school, standing on a bench 
before the class. When many years later I 
read her poems from “Artefacts” (the book 
of the same name carries a cover photo of 
her in her stylish youth), she gave me a high 
commendation by saying I had “got it right”. 
So my interest in literature, reading and books 
began there. Education of course was of 
prime importance to them.  While my father 
was a non-practising Anglican, my mother 
was Catholic and I trace the beginnings of 
a certain religious sensibility to them. My 
father had a certain radical view of priests and 
religion, never went to church, but he always 
encouraged me to pray and when I was 12, 
gave me a King James study Bible which I still 
use. They were not over-religious or churchy, 
but like many West Indians, God was a 
reality in their lives. At the Catholic secondary 
school, I joined Catholic groups like the Legion 
of Mary, taught catechism at church, and 
remember reading and liking many pamphlets 
on the lives of the saints. I also remember a 
certain irritation when my mother’s friends 
would tell her, in my presence, I was going to 
become a priest. As soon as I left St Mary’s 
College, I abandoned church and entered 
the secular religion of the arts, theatre, 
literature and the life of young people of my 
time. I mention these since I guess I have 
circled back (since my early thirties) to those 
early religious formations. I am a practising 
Christian, a Baptist, preferring the theology of 
the Reformation traditions, though the Catholic 
atmosphere does pervade my poems.

While I always liked reading and literature 
and language (including French and Latin 
at secondary school), I did not start writing 
creatively till I left secondary school at 19. 
My creative gifts in writing and theatre were 
catalysed by meeting at the bank Mcdonald 
Dixon, a local poet and playwright who had 
a close relationship with Roderick Walcott 
and his theatre group the Arts Guild. Through 
Dixon I joined the Arts Guild and developed 
a love for theatre, and later became an 
actor and director, starting my own theatre 
group, the New Day Theatre Workshop in the 
mid-seventies. 

There are two females who were a seminal 
influence in those early years after school:  
Patricia Charles, a white American who had 
married a Saint Lucian, was the extramural 
tutor of the UWI. I studied A level literature 
with her, joined a theatre group she ran called 
the Creative and Performing Arts Society, 
stage managed, acted and directed my first 
play, The Square Peg by Errol Hill. In 1975, after 

university she was to publish my first poetry 
collection, titled Vocation. Though Pat wrote 
a bit, she was more of an administrator and 
had directed theatre. For many years, till her 
passing in 2010, she made great contributions 
to the arts and culture life of Saint Lucia, small 
business development, education. I learned 
much from her which still stands me in good 
stead.

The other great female influence in my life 
in those early years was Saint Lucian Patricia 
Ismond. She became a well-respected 
Walcott scholar. When I met her at 20, she 
had just graduated from UWI, Mona, campus. 
I learned much from her about Caribbean 
literature and its writers, about Walcott whom 
she adored even then, and became aware 
through her of the ongoing literary discussions 
around Caribbean literature. Pat was not a 
creative writer, her strength was in critical 
writing as her later scholarly work proved. She 
encouraged me to go to university. Pat Charles 
had spoken well of me to her in terms of my 
literature studies.  She died in 2006.

I would say that Pat Charles, Patricia 
Ismond, McDonald Dixon, Stanley Reid (a 
Barbadian then resident in Saint Lucia who 
edited Saint Lucia’s first literary magazine 
Link, where I published early poems), were 
important influences. Of course, the Walcott 
generation, the Arts Guild Theatre group, other 
writers like Garth St Omer and Stanley French, 
Dunstan St Omer the painter were all part 
of the exciting arts and culture environment 
within which I came to life as an artist.

It was through the two Patricias that I 
discovered and read many writers from all 
over the world. Pat Charles introduced me 
to Nikki Giovanni, Lorraine Hansberry and the 
moderns of 20th century literature. Pat Ismond 
loved quoting Gerard Manley Hopkins, Wayne 
Brown and Walcott. In those days when 
Caribbean Literature was fledgling, these two 
women were aware of Caribbean writing and 
theatre and led me to them. Just turning 20, 
those days (which also saw much political 
and cultural ferment in the Caribbean) were 
exciting and have left a strong, unforgettable 
impression on me. They really formed the 
man I became. You will see I have poems and 
books dedicated to both Pat Charles and Pat 
Ismond.

How did I know I was a poet? I don’t know. I 
began writing on some impulse I suppose, and 
discovered I was a poet. I was encouraged 
from my immersion in literature studies, much 
reading of anthologies and individual writers 
(many from the Castries Public Library), and 
was encouraged by many of those persons 
I mention above. While I had written several 
poems before I went off to university, it was 
at Cave Hill that I began to take seriously the 
life of a writer and theatre person, even as 
I did a general degree that included English 
and French Literature, sociology, history. I 
met and befriended other artists from all 
over the Caribbean, quickly became involved 
with theatre groups, production of literary 
magazines, and soon was publishing poems 
and stories in various places, including Bim. I 
met writers like Kamau Brathwaite and George 
Lamming, and got to know up-and-coming 
writers like myself from Barbados and the 
Caribbean. In 1972, I attended, as a stage 
manager, the first Carifesta in Guyana and 
found myself sitting often with many of the 
big-name writers who were top of the heap 
then. So all that fed even more my ambition 

and vocation to be a good writer.
I developed my craft by reading all kinds 

of poets. I deliberately imitated poems I 
liked.  I developed a respect for form and my 
poems today are marked by my attention to 
formal structures. I liked then and still like, 
reading about writers and literature, the 
history of literature, various literary and artistic 
movements. All of this gave me and still gives 
me a sense of the writer and writing.

Now, turning to your most recent collection of poems 
Pierrot, perhaps we should start off with you telling the 
readers who the character of Pierrot is and what you find so 
fascinating about this character.

The character of Pierrot was inspired by 
the art on the cover of the book, the work of 
Saint Lucian painter Shallon Fadlien. I have 
long admired her work and have written 
several other poems in response to it. This 
particular piece, especially its central motif of 
eye and mouth, really caught my attention. 
Shallon calls it “at the heart of the mask” 
but I saw immediately a Pierrot figure, the 
archetypal clown, jester, fool who entertains 
the crowds, but his heart is breaking. He 
looks through his masquerade costume at 
the world with sad, knowing eyes, pursed 
mouth, stops for a moment (the moment 
captured by the painting) to contemplate, with 
total sobriety, the sad, lost world in which he 
moves and prances. The Pierrot figure has 
strong resonances with actual Trinidadian 
masquerade characters, the Pierrot and Pierrot 
Grenade. As ideas for the poem developed 
and various voices of Pierrot sounded, he 
became a composite of the Midnight Robber 
of Trinidad, New Year masqueraders of Saint 
Lucia, calypsonian Shadow and also Christ 
as Man of Sorrows, Incarnate in the clown 
costume of humanity, suffering all their 
jeers and rejection, loving them in spite of 
everything. I give Pierrot full voice in Part Two 
of the book, and there you hear not only the 
desperate notes of the suffering performer but, 
given these Black Lives Matter days, strong 
protest statements that comment on very 
contemporary issues.

What is fascinating is the opportunity 
writing archetypes gives to range across time 
and space, from contemporary to past and 
back again, and the book, even in Part One 
where Pierrot makes a brief entrance, does 
this.

If there is a strong poet-influence in this 
book, it is that of Dionne Brand, whose work I 
have developed a great admiration for. She is 
a “big” poet, not only in terms of huge talent, 
but in terms of her big themes, large concerns 
(human and political). Her work ranges across 
history, art, writing and writers, political 
activism, and that, uncompromisingly. Her 
voice has been the foremost in my ear in my 
latest poems including this new book. 

In fact, death is a skeletal spectral presence in almost 
all of the poems in this collection as if this collection is a 
goodbye of sorts. Why is this so?

When I read Walcott these days, I usually 
go to his final books The Prodigal and White 
Egrets. In The Prodigal he writes, “In what 
will be your last book make each place/as if 
it had just been made, already old,/but new 
again from naming it.” He was to write two 
more books after that. Writing that book at 
74, he was very conscious of aging and the 
inevitability of death. Both The Prodigal and 
White Egrets are filled with elegies for gone 

friends, and with his continuing ruminations 
on aging. At 72, I guess I also am more aware 
of aging, death of friends and my own time 
of departure, whenever that comes. So yes, 
death is very much a presence in Pierrot. It 
ends with the masquerader sitting very soberly 
at the graveside of his “wayside church 
godmother, Miss Bertha” who had mothered 
him and brought him to faith in God. He sits at 
her graveside near the sea, grieving but filled 
with confidence in the faith she gave him. 
Does he reflect my faith at this stage and my 
view of death? Yes.

Is the collection a goodbye of sorts? I may 
live many more years and keep writing good 
poetry (we hope). But this time tomorrow you 
could also hear my telebituary. So I think my 
poetry is, inevitably, ever more aware of the 
transition that awaits us all. Perhaps every 
poem or story we write, is a goodbye of sorts, 
no matter our age. Only tomorrow will mark it 
one way or the other.

What are you working on these days? 
I have a manuscript in progress tentatively 

titled Belmont Portfolio and other poems. 
The title poems were inspired by my stay in 
Belmont, Port of Spain, in August 2019 for 
Carifesta and took life from photos I took with 
my phone camera of the streets near where 
I stayed. The title poem is dedicated to Earl 
Lovelace.

I also do quite a bit of reviewing, principally 
of Caribbean literature, which I publish in 
various places at home and abroad. I also 
write the occasional short story, a form I keep 
telling myself I ought to do more of. I think 
the short story, given its demand of precision 
and le mot juste, suits poets very well. Lorna 
Goodison, a friend of many years, once told me 
she thought I had a play in me, so you never 
know, my old interest in drama may have a 
final fling in a written play. 

Given all the Zooming and online activity 
these days I have been doing a lot of that, 
including taking part in various tributes to 
Kamau Brathwaite and others, launched 
Pierrot virtually, joined various kinds of 
distanced fora and literary festivals and I have 
been recording video readings of selected 
Peepal Tree Press authors. And keeping the 
listserv going.

As we end, I must give thanks to my wife 
of 30 years, Veronica, a professional medical 
technologist, a scientist, who is usually the 
first to hear my poems read aloud. Without 
her support I could not have achieved all I 
have over the years. Our son Kamara, now 
in London, whose art is on the cover of 
elemental, is my social media manager and 
makes sure my work is well represented 
among the young and bright of this generation.

As I often say to friends, I press on! La vie 
continue.
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