
 

  

 

 

 

This text is reproduced with the permission of the author for use in the 2021 Microflix Awards.  
Not for distribution. Copyright the author. 

 

Jamaica 
by Michael Crane 

To the young man who left his dreams at home. 
 
My father left my mother today. He caught a taxi to the airport and boarded a plane 
to Mexico. This confused my mother as she didn't believe he knew anyone there. I 
was my parents’ only child, and close to my father as any daughter could be. I stayed 
with my mother for six weeks. ‘Why did he leave? Why did he go there?’ my mother 
always asked me, but I didn't know the answers to her questions. I visited the Men's 
Club at the End of the World where my father often went to play poker and bridge 
with his friends. All of them were tight-lipped except for Jim, the barman. He used 
to let me sit on his lap when I was five years old and he confided in me a little. He 
told me that maybe my parents should never have married because my father always 
dreamt of owning a fishing boat. I didn't know if that was true or not. A few weeks 
later I was cleaning out my father’s things in the attic. I came across a box of books 
about boats and fishing. There was also a box of old forty-five records and I played 
some of them on the old record player downstairs. There was one song called 
‘Jamaica farewell’ sung by Harry Belafonte. My mother joined me in the lounge 
room and told me it was my father's favourite song when he was growing up. Later 
after dinner, we sat together on the chairs on the veranda and my mother said she 
now knew where my father was. I think I knew, too. I could picture him standing on 
the deck of a small fishing boat, looking up at the same moon my mother and I now 
were watching. 
 

From the woman 
on the train taking 

to a stranger. 

 


