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—Edouard Glissant, History and Literature, Caribbean Discourse, 1989





“It is not the literary side of things that has caused me anguish, as one would have expected of any writer concerned with devoting his attention to self-expression; it is rather the historical side, in the excessive or inadequate reflection on lived reality, with which, like any man today, and like any Martinican, I cannot help feeling involved. For history is destined to be pleasure or distress on its own terms. After being folktale, story, or speech, after being record, statistic, and verification, after being a universal, systematic, and imposed whole, history insofar as it is the “reflection” of a collective consciousness today is concerned with the obscure areas of lived reality. At every stage in this evolution, each conception of the historic was accompanied by a particular form of rhetoric. It is this link that I would like to trace, in order to show how History (whether we see it as expression or lived reality) and Literature form part of the same problematics: the account, or the frame of reference, of the collective relationships of men with their environment, in a space that keeps changing and in a time that constantly is being altered.”





GRIO ANANSI INVOKES THE ANCESTORS TO ANOTHER SESSION OF THE CARIBBEAN COUNCIL OF QUEENS:


Greetings one and all, welcome back to our proceedings. Bienvenida, bienvenue, welkom, salut. Welcome to all you wonderful people of the Caribbean who come before this great council now.


Before the recess, we heard the history of the start of the Caribbean’s destruction from 1492 to today recited by the grios of the land. I am but one of these seers, Anansi, who sits with the Empress of Jamaica. I am the tale-teller, speaker of the house of stories, the one with the words to channel the will of the Queen of this land, Worker Jamacaru, Sister of the Caribbean Council of Land-rulers who are relations to the keepers of the Sky, the Waters and the Ether. I am but the mouthpiece for the one who watches the island of Jamaica, every island and nation has its’ Seer and Sage, I am but the Pencil of Jamacaru. We are but one realm that exists in the nothingness to watch over the Caribbean region and we are grateful to be given the position to be the first realm to consider truth and reconciliation for Caribbean history. The Air and the Waters will follow, the Earth will be last to open up and speak. Those who walk on our shoulders, and swim in our waters, and look to our skies never know about our Council. But that will change soon as the Council see it fit to reveal themselves and set the record straight before the institution of the next order on this planet. I’m sure you are all wondering why outside this Council, our realm has gone golden and everything is crusted over with bronze. The Queens have decided that until Jamacaru’s testimonies have been heard, all her energy will be in this Council. It is my job to ease her stress in every way, and I must do so before it spills over to the world of the living-humans. Before we are ready to face them with the truth. Before that, we must get our story straight and the long, tedious process of hearing the testimonies of more than four centuries begins now in this island of Jamaica. The Council has a long way to go around the region, today we will settle into the start of ten thousand testimonies with the first few from the island of Teacher Jamacaru.


These testimonies do not start in ‘order‘ because time does not exist to us here. The one you will hear first and the one you will hear ten thousandth will happen in the same moment. So, we start in the 1600’s of Jamaica for a better idea of where they are now, since we are indeed writing these minutes for the living-world in their language of English. We will hear from fellow demigod Izolo who is the keeper of distant memories in the trinity of time. Also from Wande Sheba, the maroon of Spanish-Jamaica who was close to Wande Bola who has a mountain named after him in Jamaica today, Juan de Bolas Mountain. Also, Miss Tansy, a bush-woman, root worker who lived and died because of slavers of British-Jamaica. Let us begin.






IZOLO, the mystic


Born—before yesterday


Died—endless… possibly when there is no more yesterday
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THE BRITISH INVASION OF JAMAICA 1654-1655


I come today as I have come already. I am the day before this, the yester-happened. I am here before now, but come to you today a triplet of time. My visions stretch far back and I can tell you any day anything took place in this land. I can tell you about this island, this country called Jamaica. With the two-spirit, the twins Klanja and Kusa—the now and the coming—together we three are the traveling triad of all your years. Only Great Empress herself, Jamacaru, can tell you more than us. She is the all-seeing in this land of Jamaica, she is the stalk that stands high and sees all with the sight of a million eyes. She lives alone in the deepest part of this land where only bat and ratbat fly. As long as she plants and eats we shall carry on traveling through her land. We, the day’s turning, are here to lend testimony to the first days of the British violation of Jamaica.


I am before this Council of the Caribbean Queens today on behalf of my siblings and I, Izolo. I want to tell the Beauty of Belize, the Rei of Roatan, the Muse of Martinique, I want to tell all of you land leaders in here today that I love you. With all the Caribbean lands have been through, our Queens have not yet left us alone. As we continue to endure never-ending days of addressing the history of every single country in this region that endured the burden of colonialism, I want to tell you here in the High Chamber, the mother-keepers of this region, that we will make it right and give our honest testimony to the Gods on what unfolded in Jamaica.


Jamaica, Xaymaca was a beautiful island of luxurious nature. Xaymaca is the original name in the Arawak language of the Taíno people, ‘land of wood and water’. The land was given under the protection of the great Empress Jamacaru The Wise, Mother Thoughtful, Queen of the Night, Family to all that no human can claim in this here cosmology of the Caribbean; they are true Protectors, they have truly given, it is pertinent we make sure they have what they need to survive. Our Empress is sister to Beloved Amazonia, the Mother of the South who water and house millions of things that have dwelled through my time. Our Empress has a sibling in dear Lignum Vitae, Warden of the North, Wood and Will of the Bahamas. Our Queen is a favourite niece of the Raging Warrior of Kaiteur. This family stretches out from the equator and sees all that happens here. They provided through ground and soil and heavy forests. Bush so thick it still can take days to open it. Sweet and fertile rivers thriving with freshwater creatures and the ocean on the outside full of juicy seaweed and things that feed on them. The interior of these lands was completely lined with the special plants so wildly wanted in Europe—the almond, coconut, mint, indigo, tobacco, maize, arrowroot, ginger, nutmeg, pimento, cassava, cashew and sugar cane. We all know about the sugar cane. It is the sugar cane that they exploited the most (along with the people) which has caused us to be here before the great council today.


The British invasion and eventual capture of Jamaica from the Spaniards began in 1654. Oliver Cromwell is a man they called the protector (‘they’being the British), even though his murderous Western Design put the lives of millions of people in jeopardy. It eventually genocided droves of indigenous people from the Americas. His problem was not with the indigenous people really, in fact it was Europeans trying to outplay one another, no matter the cost. You could even trace it back to their King horrible Henry’s fifteenth century break with the Pope in Rome, or the race for the ‘New World’ won by Christopher Columbus. These nations were acting out the worst of themselves on each other and decided to take this uncivilized savagery and terrorism to places far away from their home soil. These were petty affairs of revenge and greed that became vile abuses of power involving the persecution of Caribbean peoples who had nothing to do with the contests of Christianity and monarchy unfolding in Europe.
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