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In the vast Atlantic
The sun’s eye blazes over the edge of the 
ocean
And watches the islands in a great bow 
curving
From Florida down to the South American 
coast.

The poems and stories included in 
The Sun’s Eye present a selection of 
old favourites and new discoveries, 
celebrating the rich, warm, vibrant and 
vital life in the string of islands which 
curve down from Florida to the South 
American coast. A great celebration 
of Caribbean culture, and testimonial 
to all who have felt the warmth of the 
Caribbean sun and the whisper of the 
Caribbean breeze.
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HYMN TO THE SEA
Frank A. Collymore

Like all who live on small islands
I must always be remembering the sea,
Being always cognizant of her presence; viewing
Her through apertures in the foliage; hearing,
When the wind is from the south, her music, and smelling
The warm rankness of her; tasting
And feeling her kisses on bright sunbathed days;
I must always be remembering the sea.

Always, always the encircling sea,
Eternal: lazylapping, crisscrossed with stillness;
Or windruffed, aglitter with gold and the surf;
Waist-high for children, or horses for Titans;
Her lullaby, her singing, her moaning; on sands,
On shingle, on breakwater, and on rock;
By sunlight, starlight, moonlight, darkness:
I must always be remembering the sea.

Go down to the sea upon this random day
By metalled road, by sandway, by rockpath,
And come to her. Upon the polished jetsam,
Shell and stone and weed and saltfruit
Torn from the underwater continents, cast
Your garments and despondencies; re-enter
Her embracing womb: a return, a completion.
I must always be remembering the sea.
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6 The Sun’s Eye

Life came from the sea, and once a goddess arose
Fullgrown from the saltdeep; love
Flows from the sea, a flood; and the food
Of islanders is reaped from the sea’s harvest.
And not only life and sustenance; visions, too,
Are born of the sea; the patterning of her rhythm
Finds echoes within the musing mind.
I must always be remembering the sea.

Symbol of fruitfulness, symbol of barrenness,
Mother and destroyer, the calm and the storm!
Life and desire and dreams and death
Are born of the sea; this swarming land
Her creation, her signature set upon the salt ooze
To blossom into life; and the red hibiscus
And the red roofs burn more brightly against her blue.
I must always be remembering the sea.
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The Sun’s Eye  7

CATCHING CRABS
George Lamming

BOY BLUE LEFT us and crept towards the crabs, approaching them 
from the back. Crab-catching was a pastime which we used to test 
our speed as well as lightness of touch. After heavy rains the village 
was often invaded by crabs, large blue-black creatures sprawling 
stupidly here and there to get their bearings. The men and boys came 
out in droves with sticks and pokers and traps of every description. 
Children and women screamed when they saw the catch. Sometimes 
it yielded hundreds of crabs, and the boys and men who had trapped 
them made a prosperous business. Even those who had condemned 
crab-catching as a dirty sport bought them. They were delicious if 
you prepared them well. But these crabs that leaned uncertainly 
on the slope of the shore were different. They were very small and 
decorous, like cups and saucers which my mother bought and put 
away. You couldn’t use them for drinking purposes. They were too 
delicate and decorous. These little crabs had that quality. Small, 
enchanting bits of furniture with which the shore was decorated. 
You wouldn’t eat them although the meat might have been as 
delicious as that of the big village crabs, which were ugly and gross 
in their crawling movements.

Boy Blue didn’t really want to eat one of these. He wanted 
to catch them as a kind of triumph. He could show what he 
had done after spending so many hours on the other side of the 
lighthouse. Catching things gave us little boys a great thrill. 
Sometimes we shot birds and carried them exposed in the palm of 
the hand. Everyone could see what we had done, meaning what 
we had achieved. It was like talking to the fisherman, or climbing 
a mountain which no one had hitherto dared ascend. The thrill 
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8 The Sun’s Eye

of capturing something! It was wonderful! Boy Blue looked like 
a big crab crawling on all fours, and he made us laugh with the 
shift and shake of his slouching movements.

The crabs dropped their eyes and remained still. It was always 
very difficult to tell what a crab would do. Sometimes they would 
scamper wildly if you were a mile away, and at other times they 
would crouch and bundle themselves together the nearer you 
approached. They seemed to feel that they were unseen because 
their eyes were dropped level in the slot that contained them. Boy 
Blue lay flat on the sand with his hands stretched out full length. 
The crabs were trying to make a way in the sand. They had seen 
him but there was no great hurry in escaping. Perhaps the sand 
was their domain. They could appear and disappear at will while 
you waited and watched. His hands had them covered but there 
was no contact. The difficulties had only started.

When you were catching a crab with bare hands you required 
great skill. You had to place your thumb and index finger 
somewhere between the body and the claws of the crab. That was 
very tricky, since the crabs’ claws were free like revolving chairs. 
They could spin, it seemed, in all directions, and they raised and 
dropped them to make any angle. Hundreds of boys were squeezed 
time and again in their effort to trap the crabs barehanded. If you  
missed the grip, or gripped a minute too soon the claws had 
clinched you. And the claws cut like blades. You had to know your 
job. You had to be a crab catcher, as we would say.

A master at the art, Boy Blue considered he was. He had caught 
several in his time. The art had become a practised routine. It was 
simply a matter of catching them. In this art he carried the same 
assurance and command we had noticed in the fisherman. He lay 
flat with his hands pressed on the crabs’ backs. He was trying to 
gather them up all together. His thumb had found the accustomed 
spot between the claw and the body of the crab. The crabs were 
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The Sun’s Eye  9

still but buckled tight, so that it was difficult to strengthen the 
grip. Sometimes they seemed to understand the game. They 
remained still and stiffly buckled, and when you least expected, 
the claws flashed like edged weapons.

The waves came up and the sand slid back. It seemed they 
would escape. If the waves came up again the sand would be 
loosened and they could force a way easily into the sand. Boy 
Blue had missed his grip. The wave came again and the sand 
sloped. Boy Blue slid back and the crabs were free from his grip. 
He propelled his feet in the sand in an attempt to heave himself 
forward. His weight pressed down. The wave receded and the 
sand shifted sharply. He came to a kneeling position and the sand 
slipped deeper. The crabs were safe. He threw his hand up and 
stood. The sand shifted under his feet and the waves hastening to 
the shore lashed him face downward. The salt stung his eyes and 
he groped to his feet. Another wave heaved and he tottered. The 
crabs! The crabs had disappeared. We could not understand what 
was happening. Boy Blue was laughing. It made us frightened 
the way he laughed. A wave wrenched him and now he was 
actually in the sea. We shivered, dumb. A wave pushed him up, 
and another completing the somersault plunged him down. 
He screamed and we screamed too. He was out of sight and we 
screamed with all the strength of our lungs. And the waves 
washed our screams up the shore. It was like a conspiracy of 
waves against the crab catcher.

We screamed and the fisherman came out from behind the 
lighthouse. We motioned him to the spot where we had last 
seen Boy Blue. There was a faint scream in the air. We could not 
understand how it had happened. We could not follow the speed 
of the fisherman’s movements. He had gathered up the net and 
tossed it in the sea over the area we had indicated. He hauled 
earnestly and the body of the net emerged with the strangest 

9781398307841_CMC_The Suns Eye_f.indd   99781398307841_CMC_The Suns Eye_f.indd   9 01/02/2021   12:4401/02/2021   12:44

Cop
yri

gh
t ©

 H
od

de
r E

du
ca

tio
n –

 N
ot 

to 
be

 di
str

ibu
ted



10 The Sun’s Eye

of all catches. Boy Blue was there. He was rolled up like a wet 
blanket. We were dumb with fright. He looked so impotent in the 
net. His eyes were bloodshot and his body heaved with a great 
flood of wind. He gasped and gasped, like a dog that had strained 
itself with too great speed in the chase.

The fisherman hauled him up the beach and emptied the net as 
if it contained a useless dead thing. He looked at Boy Blue with 
a kind of disgust. Boy Blue was like a fly that had buzzed too 
long. You slapped it down and were sorry that you made such a 
mess of your hands. You might have left it. But you couldn’t. It 
was unbearable. A necessary evil. The fisherman looked down 
at Boy Blue, unspeaking. There was no trace of what we could 
call bad temper. Just a kind of quiet disgust. Boy Blue sat silent, 
his teeth chattering and his whole body a shiver of flesh in the 
wind. We could not speak. We were afraid of the fisherman. The 
way he looked at us! He was like someone who had been sorry for 
what he did, and yet not sorry since he knew it had to be done. 
He looked so terribly repentant and at the same time there was 
an expression which we could not define. Under the marble eyes 
and the impenetrable stare there must have been something that 
cried out for life. He knew the catch was not a fish, but he hauled 
the net with the earnestness that could only have meant a desire 
beyond his control for the other’s survival. Now he looked so 
terribly penitent. We were frightened.

‘I should have let you drown,’ he snarled, and his voice held 
terror.

‘Thank you, sir,’ Boy Blue said, catching his breath. It was the 
first time Boy Blue had spoken.

‘By Christ, you should have drown,’ the fisherman snarled again.
‘You mustn’t say that,’ Boy Blue said. We were stunned by the 

impertinence of the words. But there couldn’t have been impertinence. 
Boy Blue was shivering like a kitten that had had a bath.
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The Sun’s Eye  11

‘Why the hell shouldn’t I have let you drown?’ the fisherman 
shouted. It was the first thing he had said that made us think 
he was really human like us. The way he said it! He now looked 
angry.

‘Tell me,’ he snapped. ‘Tell me to my face why the hell I 
shouldn’t have let you drown?’

‘Cause if I’d drown I couldn’t have been able to tell you thanks,’ 
Boy Blue said. He was serious and the fisherman walked back 
towards the lighthouse.

The little crabs had appeared again. Boy Blue looked at them and 
as quickly looked away.

‘Don’t look that way,’ he said, and led us by the arms towards 
the other side of the lighthouse.

from In the Castle of My Skin
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