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UNMAPPING THE CARIBBEAN
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Somewhere we have never traveled, we were told we ‘T) ﬁe West anﬁe S

would find a way. ’
The Caribbean is a repeating island, a repeating Eocfy. ‘T)ﬁ € ﬂm“t[fes
1t is a map engraved with family secrets. It is a map of M?’tﬁ Atlantic Ocean

inheritances inscribed on the Eoc[y. It is a map of breath, ,
o Suriname
eyes, memory, of music. It is a map of

tangles and knots. ‘]—[igpanio[a
Skin, eyes, hair, ﬁjos remember feefing, seeing, toucﬁing, and
Cuba

leads us to what was, what is, what is ﬁecoming across a g amaica
chain of islands. You were rigﬁt aﬁer all. We founcf

a Way.

tasting. There is a map Eeyoncf and quore Columbus. It
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