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AN OPEN LETTER TO THE PRIME MINISTER OF JAMAICA 
(JUNE 2008)*

by Thomas Glave

To the Rt. Honourable Bruce Golding, Prime Minister of Jamaica

Dear Prime Minister Golding:
I trust that this letter will find you well. On Friday, May 23rd, 2008, as the opening 

reader at the Calabash Literary Festival in Treasure Beach, St. Elizabeth, Jamaica, I pub-
licly criticized the anti-gay remarks you had made only a few days earlier, on May 20th, 
on the BBC-TV show “Hard Talk,” to reporter Stephen Sackur. (You will recall having 
said to Mr. Sackur on the air, quite heatedly, that homosexuals will not have any place in 
your Cabinet.1) I decided to critique your remarks as a citizen of Jamaica—a country that, 
despite its overwhelming social problems, I deeply love and still believe to be something 
of a democracy: that is, a nation in which, in accordance with the ideals and attainable 
reality of human freedom, citizens and others may voice their dissent against what they 
view as injustice and the missteps, and sometimes egregious errors, of governing officials, 
without (for the most part) fear of reprisals, censorship, or ostracism. 

While neither of Jamaica’s two principal newspapers printed the critique I made of 
you at Calabash, and have not carried any subsequent articles about that dissent, I choose, 
perhaps at my own personal risk (and even, as many friends and family have warned 
and continue to warn me, at the risk of my own life), to believe that Jamaica, unlike many 
other nations (such as the United States, at times), does not practice censorship. It is that 
faith, and the pride I carry as someone of Jamaican background, and the desire to share 
my critique of your words with others, that propels me to write this open letter to you. At 
the Calabash Festival on that Friday night in May, before I read from my new book, Our 
Caribbean: A Gathering of Lesbian and Gay Writing from the Antilles, I said the following:

I want to say a special thanks to the Calabash organizers—Colin 
Channer, Kwame Dawes, and Justine Henzell—for inviting me back 
to Calabash, this being my second reading at the festival, and for 
their unceasing generosity to, and support of, writers from around 
the world. And so, mindful of that generosity and kindness, my 
conscience will not permit me to begin reading from this book in 
particular before I say that as a gay man of Jamaican background I 
am appalled and outraged by the Prime Minister having said only 

* This letter was sent on May 31, 2008 to both of Jamaica’s major daily newspapers, the Jamaica Gleaner and 
the Jamaica Observer.  Neither paper published the letter. 
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three days ago on BBC-TV that homosexuals will not have any place 
in his Cabinet and, implicitly by extension, in Jamaica. 
 I guess this means that there will never be any room in Mr. Gold-
ing’s Cabinet for me and for the many, many other men and women 
in Jamaica who are homosexual. And so I now feel moved to say 
directly to Mr. Golding that it is exactly this kind of bigotry and 
narrow-mindedness that Jamaica does not need any more of, and 
that you, Mr. Golding, should be ashamed of yourself for providing 
such an example of how not to lead Jamaica into the future. And so, 
Mr. Golding, think about how much you are not helping Jamaica the 
next time you decide to stand up and say that only some Jamaicans—
heterosexuals, in this case—have the right to live in their country as 
full citizens with full human rights, while others—homosexuals—do 
not. That is not democracy. That is not humane leadership. That is 
simply the stupidity and cruelty of bigotry.

Although these words received, to my surprise and pleasure, much applause, I remain 
aware of the grave truth that I could have been killed on the spot, even in the festive Cala-
bash environment in beautiful, quiet Treasure Beach, for speaking them. Yet, as someone 
who maintains a deep commitment to Jamaica, I had to speak them. With all due respect 
addressed to your office, Mr. Golding, and at the risk of perhaps getting myself brutally 
murdered on some future date in Jamaica, I must tell you now that the cruelty and heart-
lessness of your attitude toward homosexuals does not differ so much from those of your 
more recent predecessors; any person familiar with Jamaican politics knows that the prime 
ministers before you had ample opportunities to address the viciousness daily directed 
toward Jamaican lesbians, gay men, and transgendered people. Those prime ministers, 
however (I think specifically of P.J. Patterson and Edward Seaga), like you, not only did 
absolutely nothing to redress this inhumanity, but in fact, by their actions and lack of 
humanitarian action, aggressively encouraged it: encouraged murder, ostracism, hatred, 
and ignorance. The tragic and ugly fact looms before us, and especially before those of 
us who are lesbian, gay, bisexual, or transgendered, that you, like those preceding prime 
ministers, have evidently learned nothing from our violent history in Jamaica—one that 
goes all the way back to slavery, to the slavery-shadows that stalk us today and that too 
often move us to continue hating each other and ourselves, as centuries of colonialism 
and its violence have ensured we do. This state of affairs is without question tragic, but 
looms ever more monstrous in the year 2008.

In order to more thoroughly convey the enormity of some of this pain, Mr. Golding, I 
must at this point become slightly more personal. If my throat is sliced open in Jamaica 
because I am homosexual, or if I am chopped to death with a machete or burned to death 
in public by a gay-hating group of enraged men and women—entirely likely realities that 
occur and recur on the island all the time—will you send words of comfort to my aged, ail-
ing mother, and all my other relatives? Will you be the one to tell her, as the present leader 
of her country, that you are sad that her son was so horrendously killed in the land that he 
loved, but, well, such will always be the fate of Jamaican gay men and lesbians (or, as we 
are locally and hatefully known, “sodomites” and “battymen”)? Will the prime minister’s 
office send my mother flowers as she wonders, half-dead and insane with grief, how the 
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land that bore and raised her could have so cruelly annihilated her son, who dreamt of 
that land everywhere he traveled? As she wonders how many times the machetes slashed 
through my flesh before I finally choked up a last spurt of blood, will you think of her 
and remember? Remember that old woman who feared for her son’s safety whenever he 
was in Jamaica, because she, like you and innumerable others, knew the truth: the truth 
that Jamaica certainly does not love all of its people—“out of many, one,” as our national 
motto states—and certainly not those like me.

There are countless other parents out there like my mother, who fear for their children’s 
safety in Jamaica—the land that they, and some of their children, continue to love in spite 
of its present agonies. There are many others out there like me who know that we are not 
only not loved in Jamaica, but in fact are deeply hated by many, throughout every single 
parish, from Kingston to Mandeville to Montego Bay to the smallest, dustiest town.

Imagine some young child you know having to learn to live on a daily basis with 
such hatred. Imagine that child struggling to learn, year after year, how, physically and 
psychically, to survive it.

As you continue to speak harshly against us, as I suspect you will—you will do so 
because you, like your predecessors, have clearly not yet learned the true horror and 
awfulness, and the price, of deepest human tragedy—I ask you to remember the violence 
you are making possible on the bodies and spirits of all these people within and beyond 
Jamaica. For every single homosexual is, of course, someone’s child, brother, sister, grand-
parent, aunt, uncle, cousin, friend, coworker, teacher, and more. I ask you to remember that 
young homosexual child in Falmouth, or Oracabessa, or Lawrence Tavern, or Malvern, or 
Lucea—that child who is utterly vulnerable to the violent, terrifying future which your 
thoughtless, inhumane words make more possible. I ask you to think of all those people 
whose lives your harsh words have made and will continue to make more difficult, more 
impossible, as your words contribute to the hatred that moves their nightmarish deaths, 
and mine, closer. I implore you to think of the bitterness (to say the least) and ungodliness 
that your antigay sentiments and proclamations make a reality, in a country now known 
internationally—across the entire world—for its murder rate and general violence. I ask 
you all this, Prime Minister Golding, as your son: for as someone of Jamaican background, 
I am undeniably your son. No matter how much you may wish to ignore it, there will 
always be a connection between you and me—a Jamaican connection, certainly, but also 
the more enduring human one. 

As your gay Jamaican son, I ask you, when you next speak against homosexuals any-
where, to remember the blood of this son, and so many others, that is already on your 
hands. It is the same blood that stained the hands of your feckless predecessors, and that 
will yet mark your hands and your memory, whether you know it now or not, for all the 
years left of your existence. And if indeed I am murdered in Jamaica sometime in the fu-
ture for being homosexual, please do make sure to tell my mother how sorry—how very 
sorry—you are, and will always be. She will need to hear it. With my face slashed wide 
open by a machete and my genitals undoubtedly cut off and shoved down my throat—the 
way our despised murdered are often found in open gullies and on roadsides, the way 
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too many believed to be homosexual have been discovered in the past—I will not be able 
to tell her.

         Respectfully,
         Thomas Glave

NOTE

 1. The comment by Prime Minister Golding to which I refer here occurred during the following ex-
change with BBC journalist Stephen Sackur (entire interview archived at http://www.bbc.co.uk):

Sackur: Do you want to live in a Jamaica in the future where homosexuals can 
be a part of your Cabinet, or any Cabinet?

Golding: I want to live in a Jamaica where persons are free to conduct their private 
relations . . . but I’m not talking about leading Jamaica in a direction where its 
own values are going to be assaulted by others.

Sackur: With respect . . . that was not an answer to my question . . . let me put it 
to you one more time. Do you in the future want to live in a Jamaica where a gay 
man or a gay woman can be in the Cabinet?

Golding: Sure, they can be in the Cabinet. Not mine. Not mine. Not mine.

Sackur: Do you want to live in a Jamaica where they can be and they should be 
and it would be entirely natural for them to be so?

Golding: I do not know that that is necessarily the direction in which I want my 
country to go.


