
 

 
          
 
 
 
 
 
 

Journey  
 

The Story of My Life 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
          
 
 
           Rhoda Irene Morgan 
 
 
 
 

Contents 



 

 
  Foreword 
 
  My Morgan Family    5 
 
  School Days     9 
 
  Pa’s Tragic Death   11 
 
  To Kingston and Home Again 13 
 
  A Family of My Own  17 
  
  Hurricanes    21 
 
  Fun of Village Life  25 
 
  Becoming Adventist  30 
  
  Migration to England  32 
 
  Independence   34 
 
  Death of My Husband  37 
 
  Building a New House  40 
 
  Secondary School   42 
 
  Reunion    44 
 
  Family Unity Brings Strength 47 
 
  First Trip Abroad   51 
 
  Travels in England  64 
 
  Unsettled    76 
 
  Bloodshed in Kingston  79 
 
  Retirement    82 
 



 

  Eulogy: 1988   83 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Foreword 
 
 
 
Among the rural people of Jamaica the oral transmission of information and culture 
takes precedence over written records. In earlier times, this was an excellent 
workable way of imparting to a younger generation the distilled knowledge and 
wisdom of the aged. Today, in a rapidly changing society in which so few things are 
stable or permanent, we must resort to the written word if we wish to treasure both 
for ourselves and our children the valuable contributions which come from the lives of 
our elders. 
 
On October 18, 1910, a twelfth child was born to Charles and Margery Morgan in a 
little village resting against the St. Andrew hills, some twenty miles northeast of 
Kingston, the capital of Jamaica. This village, Somerset, is so insignificant in size that it 
finds no place on even the largest map of the country. 
 
The baby girl was named Rhoda Irene Morgan; and amidst the poverty and harshness 
of deep rural existence, she has lived a rich and beautiful life these seventy years.  
 
It is not unusual to find the educated, the successful and the influential writing their 
autobiographies for the benefit of posterity. Rhoda Morgan can lay no claim to any of 
these attributes, viewed in a conventional and narrow sense; but she indeed obtained 
a startling education, being taught in the school of life by the great teacher, experience. 
She has succeeded in living a life of integrity and worth, and she has had a positive 
influence on nearly everyone who has had the good fortune of associating with her. 
 
For several years now, those of us who are close to her have listened and re-listened 
to the narration of the important, strange and fascinating events from her life. In the 
tradition of Jamaican story telling, these stories were mostly told around the flickering 
flame of a kerosene lamp in the front room of her two-room cottage or out under the 
shade of spreading mango trees, as we took a break from our labour in the hot tropical 
sun. We thought that this story was more than worth recording and we have 
encouraged her to write it down, largely for the benefit of her immediate family, but 
we hope that all who are interested in the life of rural Jamaica folks will find this 
humble work good reading and a rich source of information. 
 
The reader will quickly discover that the autobiographer was never blessed with ease 
or plenty, but she would be the last person on earth to complain of hardship. A firm 



 

religious faith dating back to earliest childhood and strong determination to survive 
has kept her going and will continue to fuel the fire of her final years. 
 
It has always been something of an astonishment to me, despite my origins, to witness 
the genuine happiness and freedom from excessive anxiety evident among the folk of 
rural Jamaica and pre-eminently present in Rhoda Irene. These characteristics, which 
are somewhat atrophied among city dwellers, will literally leap out at you from the 
pages of this autobiography. 
 
I had the good fortune to associate at the deepest level with the writer from the earlier 
years of my life. The quality of her life has stimulated my own development and, 
indeed, it is fair to say that most of what I am is due to her and the tremendous 
sacrifices she has made on behalf of myself and eleven other men and women. Her 
greatness of spirit and humility of heart, the life she has lived, have truly made her a 
wonderful person. If I have exaggerated or have over spiced this foreword, I crave 
your forgiveness. You see, I am writing about Mama, the best Mama in the world! 
 
      Martin E. D. Henry 
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 My Morgan Family 
 
I was the twelfth child of Charles and Margery Morgan, born in the little village of 
Somerset on the eighteenth of October, 1910. 
 
Somerset was, and still is, a sleepy little peasant village nestled among the towering 
and majestic hills of eastern St. Andrew. Although since childhood I have been 
enquiring about the origins of my home village, nobody seems to know. Its beginnings 
are shrouded in mystery. Maybe, slaves from the estates in nearby St. Thomas first 
came to that spot to find land and independence after slavery was abolished. 
 
Most of my life has been lived in that village except for a few short trips away from 
there. 
 
Although the terrain is rugged and wild, generations of simple folk have manage to 
eke out existence by farming patches of hillside land. Hundreds of young people over 
the years have left here in search of greener pastures, but always enough remained to 
keep Somerset going. 
 
My father was one of the more successful farmers in Somerset. He kept a few Cows, 
planted Peas, Yams, Sweet Potato, Corn and other crops which every farmer in the 
area grew for food. 
 
We called him Pa and I, his little daughter, thought he was the kindest, sweetest man I 
ever knew. Often when day was done, he would take me and my younger sister, 
Esther, on his knees. He would tell us stories and pat our little heads until we were 
fast asleep. Sometimes when Ma was busy he would take us two to the mountain 
spring which ran nearby our home and supervise our bathing. Pa was firm, but never 
rough with us; he seldom used the whip. 
 
My father was something of a philosopher and many of his clever phrases still linger in 
my mind. 
 
“Patience is the tallest man in heaven,” he would often say when any of us grew 
anxious or impatient. 
 
“Leaves have their time to fall” and “I thank the Goodness and the Grace I was born a 
little slave to labour in the sun” and many more similar phrases were often heard from 
him. 
 
Pa worked hard and acquired land. The land on which the house stood, he had 
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inherited from his father and this property was called “Mountain House”. Indeed, the 
house was perched on the side of a steep hill and had a foundation wall some six to 
seven feet high. He bought 53 acres of land which came to be known by the quaint 
name of “Hireland Pasture” or simply as “Pasture”. That was where he kept the Cows. 
Other properties were Austin and Burnhill.  These were the days when men gave their 
land holdings names just as they named their children or Cows. 
 
Our father was very well able to provide for the needs of his huge family, and by 
village standards, we were not badly off. He was a very generous man and he gave 
away much of what he slaved in the sun to produce. Pa would employ labourers to do 
jobs he himself could easily have done just so they could earn a day’s pay. In those 
days one shilling per day was considered a good wage and even nine pence per day 
was not considered bad. 
 
Pa and Ma were married in the early 1890s when he was in his late twenties and she 
was only eighteen. I was the ninth living child in their family of fourteen children. Ma 
tended to be hot-tempered and cross and most of the whippings we got came from 
her. But she could be kind and gentle too, especially when any of us were ill. When I 
grew up, I could understand why she was the way she was. Often she must have been 
tired and worn out from heavy, continuous labour and she was a naturally fiery spirit. 
She worked with Pa in the fields sometimes and, in addition, she had us children to 
care for. As soon as he was able, each child had to help with household chores and 
with field work. 
 
The older boys left home when I was small. Arnold and Louis went to Cuba in 1918 
and Metty followed two years later. They went to cut Sugar Cane on the large estates 
there for better pay than they could ever get in Jamaica. My eldest sister, the first child 
of my parents, went too, in 1919 to do domestic work in Cuba.  
 
Metty has never returned to Jamaica. For sixty years, I have not set eyes on my brother 
and I dare not hope to see him again. He is gone from us forever. 
 
My brother, Stephen, was the big boy at home then. Leslie, the brother I came after, 
and I often went with him to milk the Cows very early in the morning. Drinking milk 
straight from the Cow was our delight. Then we would hurry home to get ready for 
School. It was a pleasure – at least most times – to help my Ma and Pa. We had time to 
play and frolic in childish glee, although each day had its tasks to be fulfilled. 
 
Going to market was fun and excitement. Kingston was twenty miles away and the 
market women and their laden donkeys had to walk all that way on market days. The 
journey had to begin in the middle of the night. 
In Kingston, we would purchase simple groceries to supplement what we grow in the 
fields. The donkey which took Mangoes, Avocado Pears, Oranges, Gongo Peas, Cassava 
Starch and whatever else we had to sell into town, headed back home with Rice, Flour, 
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Salted Fish, Salt, Soap, Bread and, sometimes, Cloth and cheap footwear in the 
hampers. Not only did donkey bear the burdens, but our own heads transported big 
loads over those twenty-odd miles into Kingston. It was a hard life, but we bore it 
cheerfully and without complaint. 
 
On looking back, the price of goods in those days appears absurdly small: 
  Avocado Pears 6d  - 1/- per dozen 
  Mangoes          1½d  - 3d per dozen 
  Gongo Peas          4½d  -    per quart 
  Cassava Starch 3d  -  per quart 
 
Those were some of the things we sold. The stuff we purchased sold for little too: 
 
  Rice   1½d  -  per pound 
  Flour   1½d  -  per pound 
  Salted Fish     4d  -  per pound 
  Calico, which we  
  called Brown Cotton 4½d  - 6d per yard 
  Bread      9d  -  per 2 pound 

loaf 
 
Current prices stagger me. 
 
The journey to and from the capital was done over the “Bull Bay” hills. The first leg of 
the journey, done in the darkness of predawn, took us straight uphill to a 
neighbouring village called Bloxburgh, roughly one and half miles a way. Then we 
turned down toward Bull Bay, walking through Halberstadt, a large property on which 
cattle were kept by a German farmer, Mr. Grosset. Then on through Bito to the main 
road leading from St. Thomas. 
 
Most times, dawn would not come until we were beyond Rockfort. Through the night 
our lanterns guided our feet as we trod the rocky road with great loads perched on 
our heads and our donkeys stepping before us with their hampers and wooden 
saddles creaking and groaning under the weight they bore. 
 
All the market women in Somerset would walk together over the hills and into town. 
Clocks and watches were scarce and we would waken with the first crowing of the 
cock – just after midnight – and begin padding up our donkeys for the first journey. 
Whistles and whoops flew through the night stillness from each homestead as our 
signals for moving out and grouping on the road. By the time we hit that part of lower 
Bloxburgh known as Galloway Gap, everybody going to town that day would be 
together. Sometimes, we would stop and unload ourselves and the animals for a well 
deserved rest after climbing the steep hill. Then we would reload and push on 
towards Bull Bay, our next stop. 
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Five miles east of Kingston and straddling the Hope River just where it enters the sea, 
there is now located a thriving suburban residential area called Harbour View. The 
modern town sprang up just about twenty-five years ago.   
 
In those days, that area, then called Harbours Head, was a thicket, dark and 
forbidding. Thieves were rumoured to lurk in those bushes and we travelled that 
stretch of road fearfully. In all my years of walking that road we were never molested 
by a single thief, but the threat was always there. Maybe our habit of travelling in large 
groups kept them at bay. 
 
British soldiers were sometimes stationed at Fort Nugent, set against the hill above 
Harbour Head. These fellows were not above molesting travellers and sometimes they 
would take people’s market produce without paying. It was difficult to obtain any 
redress and we bore our losses in silence. 
 
Another fort was at Rockfort and the road there went under part of the battlements. A 
police station was then attached to the back of the fort. Though in a much dilapidated 
condition, the fort is still standing with its ancient cannons pointing over the parapet 
towards Kingston Harbour. Rockfort and Fort Nugent were once part of the defence 
system for Kingston Harbour and the city itself. 
 
Life and industry have sprung up in what was previously waste land. Just a few yards 
from the fort there is now a large, dusty cement-manufacturing plant and a few 
hundred yards along the road towards Kingston is a flour mill and oil installations. 
 
Since my childhood and until recent times, prisoners were brought from the general 
penitentiary in East Kingston to Rockfort to dig cement-making material from the 
hillsides. In the early days, a schooner would transport them to and from the site of 
their labour. It was illegal to give the prisoners anything, but they would ask us to 
drop coins or Mangoes or any other edible stuff. We sometimes did and those poor 
imprisoned fellows were grateful. 
 
I first went to Kingston when I was about ten years old with an elder sister, Sally. I was 
eager to go, but the little basket I carried was soon weighing me down and my poor 
feet were terribly tired. Sally relieved me of most of what I carried and I pressed on. 
We had fried fish and bread for lunch and that was the big enticement for going back 
again. On the homeward journey I rode Mabel, our quiet little donkey, while Sally 
walked. I slept a good deal as the faithful animal jolted me over the rough roads. With 
my feet stuck in the hampers, I was in no danger of falling from Mabel’s back. 
 
More than thirty years later in the early fifties, I made my final trip to the city driving a 
donkey over the hills and bearing a basket on my head. The increase of motor 
transport in the Island  made that way of life unnecessary. Thank God. In those thirty 
years, I made hundreds of trips, sometimes going to market twice per week. It is hard 
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now to see where such strength and endurance came from. God only knows, but I and 
the other women had it then. We needed those qualities to survive. 
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 School Days 
 
Pa and Ma were literate and they were interested in our education. Opportunities did 
not exist for peasant’s children to obtain post-primary education. That required 
money and money was scarce. 
 
I went to the village primary school kept in the Methodist church when I was eight 
years old. 
I should have gone a year earlier, but I then had a lame foot which would not heal. The 
teacher was a Mr. Hofstead and he was assisted by bright senior pupils, the monitors, 
who taught us little ones. 
 
For the next seven years, I attended school learning the three R’s. My formal education 
ended just before my sixteenth birthday when I left school. 
 
School days were fun days – some of the happiest years of my early life. We had to 
travel a mile or so between home and school. Ma packed our lunch in tightly closed 
tins we called “shut pans”. Lunch could be anything, but it was mostly boiled food of 
some kind and cooked salt fish. But it was not uncommon for us to have in our “shut 
pans” roasted corn and coconut, or roasted dumplings. The same mountain stream 
which flowed near our house went past the school house, and most times we would 
have our lunch sitting on smooth stones by the brook with our bare feet dangling in 
the water. 
 
Piped water at that time was still far into the future for Somerset. From this same 
stream we drew water for domestic use and in it we bathed. Water-carrying was a 
morning and evening ritual. Every child in the village had his “water pan”. 
 
Our little river bore the strange name of John Ten Pence. As the story goes, a man by 
the name of John had drowned in it once when it was in spate and he had ten pence in 
his pocket. John Ten Pence was our source of water and countless hours of childhood 
pleasure. With changing patterns of rainfall, the stream is now a mere trickle quite 
unable to drown any more Johns even in the wettest periods. Much else has changed 
in these parts. 
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Like most of the other things we take for granted today, shoes were luxuries for us 
when I was going to school. Except on Sundays when we went to church, we never 
wore shoes, and sometimes we did not even have a pair for church. 
 
Uniforms were not worn. The girls would wear simple home-made plaid dresses and 
the boys would wear short pants and jackets styled after their fathers’ over shirts and 
undershirts: young folks to whom I tell this, find it hilariously funny. If one is only 
familiar with modern clothes then indeed it has to be funny to hear of a school lad 
with dusty bare feet, short pants and a double lapel jacket up top and no tie. We all 
learnt though. 
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 Pa’s Tragic Death 
 
The tranquillity of our family was tragically shattered on the seventh of January 1926. 
Pa had gone to the fields alone at Burnhill. He climbed a Mango tree to cut away some 
branches and fell out of it. He fell for only a short distance, but apparently the fall had 
damaged his spine for his lower limbs were instantly paralysed. 
 
Though not a heavy smoker, he would burn a cigarette now and again. That morning 
he had asked a fellow passing to purchase a few for him. It was when the fellow 
returned from the shop that he heard Pa groaning under the tree from which he fell. 
He rushed with the news to us and arrangements were quickly made to take him to 
Kingston Public Hospital. 
 
A hammock was made – a sheet secured between two stout poles and the injured man 
placed into it. The contraption was hoisted onto the shoulders of four village men and 
the long journey to the public hospital in Kingston began. Every inch of the way was 
tramped by weary feet. Many men accompanied my mother on that terrible journey 
and they took turns carrying the hammock on their shoulders – four at a time. They 
left in mid-afternoon and they walked the sad weary miles back home that same night. 
 
Pa spent two months in the hospital showing no improvement. He must have known 
that medical treatment held out no hope for him and that death was near; he asked to 
be sent home. Again, faithful friends and relatives stood ready to bear him on their 
shoulders. 
 
Pa died a month after leaving hospital, in March 1926. I was then just over fifteen 
years old. 
 
My father went down with courage; he was ever a brave man. In those days of his 
suffering, often he would ask, “Why comes not death to those that mourn?” Death was 
not slow in coming to snatch our precious Pa away from us. 
 
He died at about nine o’clock in the morning and before the day was done, he was 
resting in his grave just below the house he had worked so hard to build years before.  
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Pa was gone. We would never see him in this world again. Through it all, Ma was firm 
and resolute and Stephen, the oldest son at home, stood by her and assumed Pa’s role. 
Life had to go on without Pa. 
 
After Pa’s death I did not return to school since I would, in any case, be leaving later on 
in the year. Stephen went to Panama that same year to work on the Banana estates 
there, returning home for a short time in 1930, and finally in 1931, in March. Leslie 
never left home and he succeeded Stephen as my mother’s right-hand man. 
 
Our lands yielded enough food to sustain us and some for the market, but our way of 
life was never the same again after Pa was gone. Losing him made us poorer in very 
many ways.  
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 To Kingston and Home Again 
 
1926 marked a turning point in my life. Father died, my brother Stephen, who was 
very close to me, went to Panama, and later that year I too left home for the first time. 
A bashful, barefoot country girl went into the big exciting city of Kingston to stay with 
an aunt. 
 
Aunt Helena, my father’s sister, lived at 75 West Street, in the very heart of the city. My 
auntie’s husband had died years before I went to town and she made a living by taking 
in washing. She was kind enough to apprentice me to a dressmaker at North Street 
and with this woman I learnt to sew underpants, shirts, and simple dresses. Clothes 
are not home-made anymore, but my humble skills came in handy in later years when 
I had many children to sew for. 
 
I spent about a year in Kingston before returning to Somerset. My aunt’s earning was 
too small to adequately support me and the few other young relatives who stayed 
with her; her own children were grown up. Ma was too poor to help me very much, so 
I had to return home where at least there was plenty of food to eat. 
 
One interesting event which occurred during my short sojourn in the city stands out 
clearly in my mind: an acquaintance of my aunt’s who owned a motor car came by one 
afternoon and took all of us for a ride in his strange machine. That was my first car 
ride, but before that I had ridden on the tram. On some of our journeys to Kingston, if 
we sold our goods along the road, we would tie up our donkeys at Rockfort and ride 
the rest of the way into the city on the tram. The tram service continued into the 
1940s and, even today, on some of the main streets of Kingston the tram lines can still 
be seen peeping through the asphalt. Omnibuses took over from the tram lines. 
 
In those days, there were horse and buggy taxis which kept the city moving on routes 
not served by the tram. The big tree at Parade under which Sugar Cane and Coconut 
vendors now do a thriving business was a major stopping point for drivers and horses 
and a water cistern was under it where the animals could drink. 
 
Back home I became ill after a short while. My legs refused to work well, as if they 
were semi-paralysed. And they ached terribly. Medical care was almost impossible for 
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us because of distance and costs. I was treated with home remedies and recovered 
slowly.  
 
Arnold, my brother, had gone to Danvers Pen in St. Thomas to live after returning 
from Cuba. His first common-law wife whom he met in Cuba had come from those 
parts. When I was well enough to travel, he took me home with him. 
 
Apart from a three week stint of work I had done with a police corporal and his wife in 
the city, my first job was with a Chinese shopkeeper and his wife in Danvers Pen as 
nurse maid for their children. I was fired from the Kingston job without pay because I 
was late one Sunday morning. Even today, I remember that event with stirring anger 
and bitterness. But Arthur and Myrtle Chung in Danvers Pen were nice to me and I 
enjoyed working with them. 
 
A cousin of mine, Rosita, lived in Morant Bay at that time. Conflict with my brother’s 
mistress drove me to spend some time in Rosita’s home. In Morant Bay, I found a job 
to work with the busha of the Stanton estate as domestic helper to his family. My old 
leg problem returned and my kind employers took me to the doctor. When partly well, 
I returned to Somerset. That was in 1928. I was then just eighteen years old. 
 
I was born in a time and in a place where relatives lived together closely, almost as 
one unit. Today, I still have fond memories of aunts and uncles and more distant 
kinsmen who used to visit us or to whose places we could go as children. 
 
I have already mentioned living with Aunt Helena in Kingston. Another of my father’s 
sisters who lived across the border in St. Thomas used to spend some time with us in 
Mountain House. Aunt Letesha was a great talker. She would keep my father awake 
half the night with some new story. When we all went to bed, she would call through 
the wall, “Charles, yuh sleeping? I have something to tell you.” Charles was a patient 
man and he loved his sister, so he listened to her. 
 
Poor Auntie Tesha, one of her daugthers and a grandson all died within a week of each 
other in 1920; struck down by some strange disease – “obeah” some said. 
 
Richard was my father’s youngest brother. He lived a very long, vigorous life not dying 
until the early 1960s when he was over ninety years old. My uncle was a humourous 
man. Maybe that was why he lived so long. Scripture says, “a merry heart doeth good 
like a medicine.” 
 
Uncle Richard lived just a few hundred yards from where my father fell from the tree 
at Burnhill. His holding was covered with Sugar Cane and he had a mill and “boiling 
house” where crude “wet sugar” was produced. 
 
The Sugar Cane was a prominent crop on all holdings in the area. My father too grew 
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Canes in his time. Somerset was far from the large Sugar estates with their 
sophisticated mills. Portable iron mills powered by mules or horses harnessed to a 
long wooden shaft called “the arms” were used to crush the canes. The juice or 
“Liquor” was collected and taken to the “boiling house” to be poured into huge iron 
pots called “Coppers” and boiled down to a thick, brown syrup. The syrup was ladled 
out into troughs and allowed to cool when the damp golden crystals would form. The 
dry commercial sugar sold in shops could not be produced by this process. The “wet 
sugar” was stored in large tins and sold in the markets. 
 
Milling time was a busy time even for children. We would tie the cut stems of Sugar 
Cane into bundles in the field and bear them on our heads to the mill. March to April 
was reaping time and I spent many springs helping my uncle Richard with his Cane 
crops. 
 
His house was a greater centre of activity especially at crop time. Boys and young men 
would flock his place to work at crop time bringing Yams, Corn and the like to roast at 
nights. 
 
Almost everyone liked my uncle. It was easy to get along with that big jovial man. 
 
One other of my father’s kin deserves special mention. He was Harvey Davis, his aunt’s 
son. Harvey lived in Tower Hill, but his Coffee buying business took him to Somerset 
often. When he got to the foot of the hill on which Mountain House stood, he would 
call out loudly, “Charles, ah coming!” He was a great eater and couldn’t afford to miss 
breakfast, or tea, as we called the morning meal, at Charles’s house. 
 
One morning, he stopped at Uncle Richard’s first. When he got to our place my father 
asked him, “Harvey, you get tea at Richard?” His cousin’s reply was quick and 
expressive. 
 
“Then Charles, Richard’s tea is your tea?” 
 
Harvey would not by pass a chance to get some more breakfast! 
 
Ma sprang from the Duffuses of Somerset. Her father, Robert Arnold Duffus, had other 
children, and her mother, Elizabeth, married to a Cresoe. So Ma had two sets of half-
brothers and sisters and we, her children, had two sets of maternal uncles and aunts. 
 
We called our grandmother Ma Nen (Her maiden name was Nen, a name I have not 
heard anywhere else or since that time). There is not much that I remember of her 
since she died when I was only ten years old. The year 1920 saw many deaths among 
my immediate relatives. 
 
Our parents would often send Leslie, Esther and myself with food for Ma Nen, or to 
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help her about her little yard which was no great distance from ours. Ma Nen was a 
kindly old soul who lived in a tiny house with two of her grown children. 
 
For most of my life I have lived with a consciousness of the African black art which is 
called obeah. Sickness in people or animals was often attributed to “evil hands”. All 
events not easily explained was the work of spirits. Most folks were Bible-believing 
Christians on Sundays, but superstitious and obeah-loving out of church. 
 
I didn’t know my grandfather, Robert Duffus, but he was reputed to be a practitioner 
of the Black Art. Ma used to say, “People say my father is a bad man, but I would not 
like them to say that I am like him.” One of his sons did follow in his footsteps. My 
uncle Harkland Duffus became one of the best known obeah-men in these parts. 
Clients came from far parts of St. Thomas to buy his devilish services. At the same 
time, he was the organist in the local Methodist church. Uncle Harkland’s name was 
spoken in a whisper and in his hey-day, he was the uncrowned king of the village. No 
one dare to cross his path or challenge him. 
As children, we were somewhat afraid of him, but because he was our uncle we felt 
immune from his evil practices. Years later, he died in a fit of rage, a childless, wifeless, 
miserable old man. 
 
I was fortunate in having parents who refused to seek after those that peep and 
mutter and I have followed the same pathway. Pa’s accident was supposed to be the 
work of “evil hands”, but not once did he or Ma seek the service of any of the popular 
Seers of the time. Their faith in God was their strength. 
 
Today, such things as obeah are hardly mentioned, although there are still a few 
professors of the craft left in the country. More sophisticated means of destruction and 
healing have been adopted. But in those days it was a part of the very fabric of 
Jamaican life – a sort of controlling force which often carried more authority than 
Christian teachings. 
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 A Family of My Own 
 
Somerset has always been a small, tightly-knit community in which nearly everyone is 
related. It is against this background that I have spent most of my life. Mine has been a 
sheltered existence in a quiet spot. I can never feel at home in the hustle and bustle of 
cities.  
 
Back home from St. Thomas, in 1928, I slipped back into the routine of village life – 
farming, marketing and housekeeping. Having seen the outside world, life in this quiet 
village was often dull. 
 
Things brightened up when Alex discovered me and was captivated. He was the last 
child of Simeon and Anntoinette Henry who had a holding of very fine ground at 
Burnhill nearby my father’s place. They died before I could know them very well and 
the old house was occupied by Alexander and his sister, Theodella. 
 
The Henrys were Baptists and my father’s family were Methodists, but often their 
family would worship in the Methodist church in Somerset to escape the long walk to 
the Baptist church at Ramble which was some two miles down the Yallahs river valley. 
Alex was my senior by eight years and until he courted me, I did not know him very 
well. 
 
He was just home from Cuba, moving on in years and ready to be a family man. I never 
did discover why he fell for me instead of for any of the other eligible girls in the 
village. He once told me that he had a dream in which three girls were bringing him a 
glass of water each and I was the first one to get to him. What a silly reason for 
marrying a girl! But I was glad to accept his attention. 
 
I remember well the day he shyly walked up the hill to Mountain House to see Ma 
about me. A very bashful twenty year old young lady was deliberately absent from the 
proceedings. 
 
We were married on September 13, 1931, when I was twenty-one years old and he 
twenty-nine. Traditionally, weddings are elaborate affairs, but ours was a relatively 
small and simple one. The ceremony took place at home – my home – since the church 



 
 
 

19 

was too far away. Reverend Edwards, the Baptist parson for the Ramble church, was 
the officiating minister and his wife made my wedding dress – an ankle-length beauty 
made of Satin. My husband was dressed in a grey suit with two rows of buttons 
running smartly down the front. 
 
The short ceremony was quickly over and we shared a simple dinner with the few 
friends and relatives who were our guests. At the end of it all, Alex and I walked hand-
in-hand to his house, now our house. We walked slowly through the night, our path lit 
by glowing lanterns. For the next thirty-seven years we trod the road of life together, 
sometimes uphill, sometimes downhill, sometimes on level ground, but onward we 
went. 
 
The house, was pleasantly located on three and a half acres of fine, flat land at the top 
of the hill we call Burnhill, on its western side. It was a three-roomed house with mud 
walls, wooden floors and thatched roof. 
  
Inside was cool and dimly lit, a nice place to live. The spring, our source of fresh water, 
was about two miles from our home, so we cleverly dug a water hole in the heavy clay 
soil and this collected rain water in the wet season. Our water hole supplied us with 
washing water, but all we drank and cooked with came from the spring. 
 
The land was fertile and we made it produce Yams, Sugar Cane, Vegetable, Sweet 
Potatoes and a little known or used crop today called Arrowroot, we grew in 
abundance. Like our farming neighbour, we kept chickens, goats and a donkey. The 
donkey was indispensable on market days. 
 
In the earlier years, my husband was a hard worker and a steady family man, but in 
later times he changed somewhat. He became a withdrawn, uncaring sort of man, 
maybe the pressure of life had sapped his vitality and killed his resolve to fight back.  
 
For some thirty years I was busy raising babies, keeping house, labouring in the fields 
and going to market. Rudolph, our eldest child, was born in 1929 before we were 
married and so was Nellie, our second. For the most part these two stayed with their 
grandmother in their childhood. 
 
Lucy was born in 1932. Dorothy came in 1935, then Eric, Ephraim, Reginald, Clive, 
Lloyd, Lawrence and Aneita who was born in 1949. Eight years later a little fellow 
turned up and gave us a surprise. We called him Emmerson Martin Dwight. He was 
born in the public maternity hospital in Kingston, the only one to have such a 
privilege. All the others were born at home with the help of local midwives. 
 
It was a massive task to raise this huge army. Luckily for me they were very well 
spaced so that I never had two babies to cope with at once. Lucy was my right-hand 
and even after establishing her own family, she would still help out. Where I live now, 
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she is my nearest neighbour still taking care, her children are like my very own and 
some of them have spent years with me. 
After Rudolph was born, three of my four girls came one behind the other. My son 
prayed that God would send him a little brother for a playmate and Eric came! 
 
The kids kept coming and I was tied down with them. Rudolph used to take our things 
to market when he was old enough to go. He would often go with his Aunt Esther who 
would supervise him. Later Lucy and Eric would go along too. 
One time, four of my little ones came down with sickness. The doctors and hospital 
were far away in Kingston and we couldn’t take them there. Ma helped me with them; 
we tried herbal remedies and they all recovered. My neighbours too helped out taking 
things to market for me and buying the little things we needed. They helped me with 
the children and I will forever remember their kindness. 
 
Little Ephraim, then two years old, lost his speech for several days. One day, by this 
time I was very worried about him, he asked me for a biscuit. My little boy was 
speaking again and I was so glad. 
 
During the years of the Second World War, things were very bad for us. The shops 
were empty, goods were expensive, we ate what we largely grew. Cassava, Corn, Yam, 
Sweet Potatoes were our staple diet. Sugar came from the cane we grew, and I made 
food for the babies from Cassava and Arrowroot starch sweetened with cane juice. 
Back then I thought this diet was poor but, now thinking about it,  these natural foods 
eaten straight from the fields were full of health and vigour.  
 
Reg, Clive and Lloyd were born in the war years. 
 
I remember that during the war one very scarce item was kerosene oil which we used 
for fuel for our lamps and lanterns. To have a little light at nights we used to burn 
castor oil or coconut oil. The oil was poured into a saucer and a wick of rolled cotton 
was dipped into it with the free end sticking over the sides. Our makeshift lamp gave a 
feeble, but welcome, light. 
 
Our poverty showed up most in our attire. No one in the family had very much to 
wear. The children didn’t have shoes, but they had no real need for them. Children 
were going to school with their toes on the ground and my family was not then going 
to church, although we still claimed to be Baptists. 
 
We had the food that we grew and our little house to live in. There wasn’t much else 
that we had. 
 
The thirties and even the forties were difficult years. All the children, except the first 
and last were born in these two decades and bringing them up was no easy task. 
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During the war, local men were conscripted to fight in Europe. Harkland Malcolm, 
Elijah Morgan, my brother Stephen’s son, and Albert Houslin, actually fought in the 
war, all surviving. For years, Elijah, called Parson, was lost. His parents did not hear 
from him. When they contacted the British government, they learnt that he had been 
discharged from the army after the war. Parson vanished until the early 1960s when 
his brother “found” him in Birmingham, England. He came “home” to see his parents in 
1978 after more than thirty years absence. 
 
The war changed the face of the world, but except for the shortages we experienced 
and our three absent men in the army, it did little to disrupt our lives. We were 
outside the reach of Hitler’s tentacles. But the courage and death we heard of shocked 
us to the core. Loyalty to the mother country was then very strong. When England 
hurt, we hurt too and our boys fought side by side with English men and died beside 
them too. That war was our war too. 
 
The war was over in far away Europe and in the East, but the food shortages 
continued for some time and our struggle to survive never got easier. In 1944, Jamaica 
had one of the worst hurricanes we knew of. Our little village was badly damaged. In 
December of the same year, our little four year old son, Reginald, completed the 
destruction, playing with matches, the little fellow set the kitchen alight and sparks 
from the fire lit the thatch of the house. Our world was rapidly going up in flames! Our 
shouts brought the neighbours running and they helped to save some of our meagre 
belongings. 
 
When my little boy could not be found, panic gripped me. Had the fire taken him too? 
A neighbour comforted me. “If he was in the fire,” she said, “you would smell his flesh 
burning.” Nobody could smell flesh, but where was Reggie? Search parties got into 
action and he was soon found in a nearby bamboo grove. The poor lad was shaking 
uncontrollably from fear. That was not the time to punish him and neither his father 
nor I ever did. 
 
That same evening, we moved into a little two-roomed mud house half a mile a way 
and that was where we stayed for the next two years. Lloyd was born there on March 
31, 1945. 
 
Ma took Clive, then two years old, home to Mountain House with her the day after the 
fire destroyed our house. When he came back to us the following morning, he insisted 
that he wanted to go “home”. I had to take him to Burnhill and show him the pile of 
ashes that was his home. The little chap stood quietly for a long time staring into the 
ashes of our home. Then I took him back to our new place and he was contented to 
stay. 
 
Our old landlord was getting tough and unreasonable, so we were forced to seek 
shelter elsewhere. Our next place of abode was a little two-roomed wooden house 



 
 
 

22 

built at a place quaintly called Kato Tunnel. As the good book says, “All things work 
together for good...” We started off renting the place, but a few years later the owner 
agreed to sell and I, without any help from my husband, paid the £65 he asked for it. It 
took me several years to pay off that debt, but when I was through, I was the proud 
owner of just over two acres of land and the tiny cottage standing on it. 
 
There at Kato Tunnel, the last three members of the family came to be with us, 
Lawrence, Aneita and Martin. 
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 Hurricanes 
 
The whole Caribbean area is prone to attacks from hurricanes which can do so much 
damage when they strike. Between June and late September a hurricane is likely to 
blow  
up at any time. There is a little jingle for the hurricane season: 
 
    June too soon 
    July stand-by 
    August a must? 
    September remember 
    October all over. 
 
Nowadays the radio issues regular bulletins on the approach of a storm and we know 
its exact position, how fast it is moving and whether or not it is likely to strike us. 
 
When Charlie lashed us in August 1951, we had no radio and we heard no warning 
that evening. The sky shone red and thick reddish clouds churned about, there was 
some rain. What was about to happen we did not know, but the sign in the atmosphere 
overawed us. Something big and unusual was on its way. 
 
Towards nightfall the rain increased and a heavy wind came intermittently from the 
northeast. The full blast of the wind hit us from midnight onwards. The cottage, which 
was set on wooden piles quivered and shook violently. Water poured in through the 
slits in the wooden walls and under the doors swamping every single thing we had. 
The wind was forcing the doors so I opened them wide, allowing its force to sweep 
through the house unhindered. Two stout Mango trees shielded us somewhat from the 
full blast of the hurricane. I believe that shaky little house stood through the storm 
only because those trees were there. 
 
Hell was raging outside. The rain thundered on the roof which was of corrugated zinc 
sheets. The wind roared like an angry demon through the trees. The house creaked 
and groaned in protest, against the relentless buffeting of the angry Charlie. 
 
Inside we screamed, we cried, we prayed, hoping against hope to see the light of the 
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next day’s sun. While the elements unleashed their fury, our souls reached out to God 
for mercy. My own agony was particularly intense for I was alone with the children. 
My husband, some months before had run off to Bloxburgh, a nearby village, deserting 
us. Now I had to face this angry storm alone, my eyes, like the sky, wept gallons. 
Next morning, my children and I emerged from our ark shaken, but unharmed. Our 
eyes surveyed a wild, devastated world, but our hearts knew boundless gratitude. 
Trees were lying on their sides, standing ones were almost leafless. The road which 
passed by our house was just a gully and further away, the two springs which flanked 
us were thundering rivers engorged with tons of water from the hurricane. It was 
difficult to face such a world unaided by a man’s strong arm, but I was glad to be alive 
and my little ones were all safe. 
 
Food was our immediate concern. All we had was wet and it was difficult to get a fire 
going, but by mid-morning I had managed to get us some hot drinks and a little food 
for the children. Rudolph ate most of the wet bread which survived the storm with no 
ill effects! 
 
I took some of the stuff up to Mountain House for Ma. My poor aged mother sat 
huddled up in a wet old jacket in her house. She was too shocked and shaken to move 
around or even to care. The house was damaged, but not too badly. Ma ate and felt 
better. My house was small and filled with children, but I had to take my mother home 
to help her out. Leslie was living in Mountain House, but I couldn’t depend on him to 
adequately take care of our mother. Ma stayed with us for a year before returning to 
her house. 
 
On the very day of the hurricane, I had planted a new field with Corn, Sweet Potatoes 
and vegetables. Miracle of miracles, the plot survived and months later I had big ears 
of Corn and lovely Potatoes from my “Charlie ground”. 
 
Food relief came rapidly and other useful things like tents came for distressed folks. 
Ma was offered a tent, but she refused it, preferring to stay with me. We were issued 
with food tickets by the government and these we exchanged for foodstuff in the local 
shops. The shopkeepers collected money for the tickets in Kingston. The system 
worked for a couple of months.  
 
Coconuts and bananas grew abundantly in Somerset. The hurricane wiped out nearly 
all the coconut and banana trees. Those fallen coconuts and battered banana were our 
main food until new crops were grown. Porridge was made from the green bananas 
and the fingers, divested of their skin, were boiled in a juice made from the grated 
coconut to make a very tasty meal. We supplemented these foods with the flour, rice 
and cornmeal we got in exchange for our food tickets. So we survive and 
reconstructed. 
 
Charlie was devastating for Jamaica. The entire country was badly battered and many 
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lives were lost. Not only did the wind inflict much damage, but there was much 
flooding in river valleys and on the coastal plains. But out of this disaster much good 
came. In my own area, the Yallahs  Valley Land Authority was started to help farmers 
in reconstruction. The Y.V.L.A., as we called it, offered low interest loans for land 
improvements, livestock rearing and the building of storehouses. Farmers were paid 
for planting new fields and many people made lots of good money from the scheme. 
Agricultural extension officers were employed to teach the farmers better farming 
methods and to supervise the work of the Y.V.L.A. in each community. With this kind 
of motivation, men plunged into farming with new vigour and our poor, steep land 
produced very well. But there was much corruption in the Y.V.L.A. Some of the officers 
were lazy, grasping men whom it would seem connived with the farmers to rob the 
association. 
 
The story is told of a farmer in nearby Ramble who conspired with a Y.V.L.A. man to 
take money for work he did not do, agreeing to share the sum with the officer. When 
he got the money he promptly pocketed every penny, refusing to share it.  
 
For some years those two men were bitter enemies.  
 
Today, the Y.V.L.A. still operates, but with much of its former glory and usefulness 
gone. The heyday of small farming in these parts seems over. 
 
The fifties were hectic days for me with difficulties of every kind crowding in on me. 
Alex left in 1950 to live with his sister in Bloxburgh and I had to mother and father the 
children for the next six years. In 1956, he crawled back and we picked up where we 
had left off. Our life together had lost its sweetness, but he was my husband and I had 
committed myself to live my life with him. I shall not dwell too much upon the sadness 
of those days. In many ways he was a fine man and there were bright days in a period 
of darkness. 
 
My older children were grown-up and were one by one leaving home, but there were 
still the smaller ones to fill my hands and occupy my time twenty-four hours a day. 
Nellie was married in 1949 to Septimus Henry who has turned out to be one of the 
finest sons of Somerset. These two have spent many happy years together right in 
Somerset. Lucy, my third child, linked her life with Wilton Barnett, a young man from 
Bloxburgh, in 1952, and Rudolph, my eldest, took Pearl Elizabeth Henry, a Bloxburgh 
girl, to be his bride in 1953. Three weddings in just four years and the two brides so 
very young. 
 
For Nellie’s wedding, both families pooled their resources to stage the ceremony. 
When she was about fourteen years old, I overheard her telling Rudolph that she was 
going to get married at eighteen. Her brother wanted to know if she had a husband in 
waiting, of course at that time she didn’t, but he turned up a few years later and she 
did indeed get married at eighteen. 
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The little ceremony was conducted at home by the local Baptist minister Rev. Charles 
Russell. There was rain, the morning was black and wet, but the afternoon came fine 
for dinner and the ritual cutting of the cake. We had built in the yard a booth of 
bamboo and coconut fronds to house our guests for the reception. 
It was customary to bid to have the cake cut at weddings. The men, with money 
jingling in their pockets, would name a price to have the cake cut or not to be cut. The 
bidding money would be placed on the table for the bride and groom. The cake would 
only be cut when the highest bidder had paid up and there was no further challenge. 
Septi refused to have any bidding over their cake. 
 
Night came and my “little girl” went home with the man of her life. As I watched them 
go, I rememberd how so many years before I had walked from Mountain House to 
Burnhill with my Alex. 
 
My son-in-law had built a crisp little cottage to receive his bride and they lived in it for 
many years before moving into a larger, more modern place. This man has been of 
tremendous help to me and my entire family since then and Nellie has been happy 
with him. He was like a big brother to my sons and has helped them to grow into 
useful men. 
 
One evening I was going to market in town by way of the truck which went from 
Windsor Forest, a village across the Yallahs River, to the Coronation market. At that 
time the market women from these parts would go to market and spend the night 
there selling their produce to the Kingston higglers, returning home the following 
afternoon with the city goods they had purchased. That evening Eric was determined 
to go with me and nothing I did could get him to return home. He was stuck on the 
truck and would not budge. I couldn’t take him. The market was too much of a rough 
and tumble world and, besides that, I could not afford to squander the precious little 
money I would get for the things I sold on truck fares for him. His brother-in-law came 
to my rescue. He coaxed the lad to return home to Somerset with him and he went. 
 
Years later, they went to England on the same boat in February 1961 and stuck to 
each other through the biting cold of that winter and the days that followed, until 
Septi returned home in 1964. Septi was my right-hand man in recent times when I 
was struggling to build the house in which I now live. Always, I could count on him to 
stand by me. 
 
Lucy’s turn came three years after Nellie’s wedding. She was a June bride; her sister 
was married in April. With their two witnesses, she and Wilton went into Kingston to 
be married by his pastor, a Church of God minister. A small reception was held for 
them at the new house Wilton had constructed. Only a few guests were there to start 
them off on the new road. 
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My eldest son was twenty-four years old when he took a bride. For months, he 
laboured hard to get up a little cottage in which to start his family. He and Pearl took 
the vows in the Church of God church at Bloxburgh and a reception was held for them 
at the bride’s home. 
 
I watched my young ones, who yesterday were mere children, go away from home to 
start their own homes. Although my heart yearned to have them under my wings, in a 
sense I was glad to see them grown-up and finding their own way. Soon they would 
shower me with grandchildren. 
 
Near the close of the decade, in 1958, my last child was born. He came as a substitute 
to those who had gone. Martin was born in the Jubilee Maternity Hospital in Kingston, 
the only one born away from home. I went to the hospital because I was feeling very 
sick during the pregnancy. I wasn’t very young, so I took the precaution of getting 
medical supervision. 
 
I spent six days in the hospital, coming home without notice to my family. The market 
truck brought me up to Windsor Forest and the little one and I had to go across the 
Yallahs River and climb the steep road to Somerset. Mr. Timon Fyffe, a Somerset man, 
offered to carry my suitcase and a lady from across the river took the baby over the 
water for me. News of my coming raced ahead to my family and the older children 
rushed out to meet me. They were bubbling with enthusiasm over their new brother, 
apparently unaware that he was another mouth to feed and his presence would mean 
less attention for them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Fun of Village Life 
 
One should never imagine that because the hardship and rough methods of earning a 
living in the mountain villages of Jamaica, the inhabitants had no recreation or fun. 
Indeed, work itself was often an event for getting together in large numbers and the 
work party, commonly called “SIS”, short for assistance, was work and pleasure 
combined. 
 
Money is paid for every service rendered today, but in earlier years co-operative 
labour was the regular practise. In some places the SIS was called “digging”. By 
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whatever name, a man with ground to clear or crops to plant would get his fellow 
farmer together to help in the venture. His only obligations were to provide plenty of 
food and rum and work with the others in return. 
 
The men sang as they worked. The digging songs are very beautiful music, some 
reaching back from the days of slavery when song held the spirit of our forefathers 
together, helping them to survive brutality. Labouring men swung sharp cutlasses or 
wielded pick axes or hoes to the sound of songs such as “Day oh! Day oh! Day da light 
an’ me wan’ go home”. 
 
In a very short space of time big tracts of land would be cleared or crops fully planted 
out. Another popular digging song was this one: 
 
   Sammy plant piece of corn dung a gully 
   an’ it bear till it kill poor Sammy 
   Sammy dead, Sammy dead oh. 
 
   An’ no thief Sammy thief mek dem kill him 
   But a grudgeful, but a grudgeful mek dem kill him. 
 
In the hot son, men sweated profusely and the water woman was an indispensable 
part of the team. A thirsty man would ease up off his work and yell, “water” and she 
would hurry off to serve him. The water was kept in water gourds. The soft pulp of a 
large gourd would be scraped out through a hole cut at the stem and the inside 
carefully cleaned out. The vessel would then be wrapped with stout barks or strong 
vines to make a carrier with a shoulder strap. Every working man kept one of these to 
carry his drinking water to the field. Some could hold up to a gallon of water. 
 
The men matched strength with strength at a SIS. The competition was strong and a 
man had to be strong to keep pace. 
Food, plenty of it, was the heart of the SIS. We either had a morning SIS when the men 
would come very early and got a mid-morning breakfast, or a day SIS when they 
would eat at home first and would be fed lunch in the field. Food for a morning SIS 
could be bread and fritters, fried dumplings, corn pone or pudding with gallons of hot 
chocolate or coffee. If the SIS was a day SIS, the women would cook Rice and Peas, 
Yams, Potatoes and other foods from the ground with salted cod fish and ackee. 
 
Those men could eat! They would put away plates of food and still return to work. 
 
The ground I planted on the day Charlie blew in August 1951 was prepared by such a 
SIS. 
 
It is a real pity that such a beautiful practise should have died out. Nobody in these 
parts makes a SIS anymore, and if somebody did, I very much doubt that he would get 
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a crowd. A self-centred materialism has taken hold of the people and the dollar is 
everything. My father always said, “one hand washes the other”, and that is so true. 
Not only was the SIS one hand washing the other, but it was pleasure and fun in it. 
 
On a smaller scale, we used to practise partnership to reap certain kinds of crops. Two 
or three close friends would spend time with each other to reap Gongo Peas, Red Peas 
or Corn. We also used our partnership to hoe our growing crops. Over the years, my 
most faithful working partner has been my brother Leslie’s wife. She is called Miss 
Tosh by everyone because her maiden name was McIntosh. She could work hard and 
we were, and are still, good friends. Besides being my brother’s wife, she is my 
husband’s niece. Our friendship and sharing have been wonderful and sustaining over 
these years. We could borrow from each other, share troubles with each other and 
labour together. Today, we still value deeply our friendship very  much. 
 
There was never very much time or inclination for revelling in Somerset, but once in a 
while in the early days someone would throw a tea meeting for the double purpose of 
entertainment and fund-raising. The tea meeting was rather like a concert, but the 
programme was open to all. The audience paid a gate fee to enter and anyone could do 
a song, a poem or a speech, all he had to do was to indicate to the chairman that he 
wanted to do so. Tea meetings were night affairs and after food was served there was 
usually a dance lasting till daybreak. Local musicians provided live music or guitar, 
banjo and bamboo flute. 
 
The Quadrille dance was queen of such occasions. Quadrille was danced in six figures 
each with a different style and movement. The three principal figures were the Waltz, 
the Schottische and the Purka. I never did learn how to dance properly, but it was 
fascinating to watch the mothers of that art on the dance floor. Forty or fifty years ago, 
the movements, unlike the wormlike wiggles of today, were poised and graceful. 
Women wore flared skirts  to these dances and when they swirled the skirts would 
gather wind and billow out in fine style. 
 
And the music, it was simply wonderful! Men who couldn’t even read could handle 
those instruments with masterly skill. They would deliver the sweetest music to their 
dancing audience all night long. 
 
At the tea meeting, members of the audience would pay the host for each figure of the 
Quadrille  they wanted played. The usual cost was three pence per figure or one 
shilling and sixpence for the entire set. The Purka figure was hard to dance and when 
folks were tired, they would request repeat playing of one of the simpler figures to 
replace the Purka. 
 
Tea meetings and dances were made only infrequently, but they were immensely 
popular and valued for the entertainment they provided. 
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Like most things of the past, tea meetings and the live band are gone, but the Quadrille 
is still preserved in a few quarters and is valued as a part of Jamaica’s heritage. To me 
it is infinitely better than any dance belonging to this generation. 
 
On the home scene children and adults had to entertain themselves from my own 
childhood until recent times when radios and, in some other places, television have 
become popular. There were numerous games to play when work was done and 
children and their elders often sang together. But the supreme example of home 
entertainment was story telling. Most parents were story tellers (now the radio and 
T.V. do it for them). Anancy the crafty spider-man was the number one character. His 
tricks are numberless and a good story teller could always create a new tale. 
 
As a child, I was never tired to hear my father tell these Anancy stories. Even when I 
heard them several times over, I always wanted to hear them again. My husband too 
was a good story teller and when he was in the mood for it, he entertained the 
children with those fabulous Anancy tales. 
 
Ghost stories, or to use the language of the time, “Duppie stories”, were another 
favourite type told in homes around lighted kerosene lamps. Many a chid went to bed 
scared to death by stories of the “rolling calf” – a type of ghost which walked at night 
rattling a length of chain attached to it, and of some spirit which had come out of the 
grave on the third day. 
 
“Duppies” were more than stories. Satan played upon the superstitions of the people 
and many ghostly events took place around here. The road over the hills on which we 
walked to Kingston was supposed to be especially haunted and nobody would venture 
there alone. 
 
Once, years ago, my boys built a little push cart. They pushed it about by day and evil 
spirits took over by night. The first night we heard the sound of the cart, we sang, 
“How Sweet the Name of Jesus Sounds in a Believers Ears” and the sound faded away 
as we sang. Next night, the rumbling came on just as we started worship, but we 
pressed on. As I prayed a squeaky high-pitched voice distinctly said, “Me can’ tan yah, 
Me gone.” We never heard the cart moving again. Strangely enough, every morning 
that little cart was exactly where the boys had left it and in the exact same position, 
which rules out the possibility of human interference. 
 
Years later, shortly after Alex died, there was a mysterious rap on the back door early 
every morning at very nearly the same hour each morning. I never paid any attention 
to that rap. Its precise regularity ruled out animals or even mischief-makers. 
 
Duppies are satanic manifestation. People have seen human forms, have been stoned, 
beaten, choked, frightened and harassed by these very real forces, but God’s children 
have no need to fear them. 
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In the early years of my life, and indeed up to fairly recent times, people were much 
afraid of the spirits, but they persisted in telling the tales. The lighted lamps had 
power to keep the little demons at bay! 
 
Death the universal enemy of mankind, now and again, makes a business trip to 
Somerset. Folks didn’t die too often around here, but when one does it is an event in 
which all of us work together to get things done and done quickly.  
 
As soon as the breath goes out, the news is circulated about the death. Everything 
comes to a halt and for the next twenty-four hours or so all effort is made to get the 
dead buried. About the first thing done is the construction of a booth from Coconut 
fronds and bamboo, at the home of the deceased. The grave is dug by many helping 
hands and a carpenter is paid a small fee to direct the building of a Coffin. 
 
A funeral in Somerset is never a costly affair, but a lot of food and rum must be 
provided for those who labour freely. But neighbours not only contribute their time, 
they also provide much of the food.  
 
A corpse is usually buried the day after death. The night of singing, before the funeral, 
called a “wake” or “set up”, was something of a grand occasion. It provided a pleasant 
diversion from the prevailing grief. The people gathered together under the booth to 
sing all night. On a centrally located table, a lamp would be placed and a saucer with 
salt to clear the hoarse throats. If songs were sung from a church hymnal, there would 
be a reader to read out the words of the songs. The songs, though sung in a mournful 
way, were usually songs of hope – “I heard the voice of Jesus say I am this dark world’s 
light”, “Jesus Lover of my Soul let me to thy bosom fly” and many other songs of 
strictly Negro origin were used. These tended to be more or less humorous and were 
designed to relieve the strain imposed by grief. 
 
Bread and fried fish with mugs of hot Chocolate or Coffee was the traditional set up 
meal. Some of the songs were made up about tea time. Here’s a little one: 
 
   Rat cut Coffee. Rat cut Coffee. 
   Ratta say him no drink bush tea. 
   If ah Chocolate tea, him wi’ drink it 
   If ah Chocolate tea, him wi’ drink it 
   Ratta say him no want bush tea. 
 
In this atmosphere of singing and light banter, it was difficult for one to be sad, even if 
the departed one was a close relative. That is the chief purpose of the set up, to banish 
sorrow for a little while and then to provide company for the bereaved family during 
the double darkness of that night. 
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The terrain in Somerset is steep and rugged. The funeral service is usually held right 
at the grave side, since taking the dead to a church would be too difficult unless he had 
lived nearby. 
 
Most people now have never seen a Coffin transported on the heads of men, but that is 
the usual practise here. There is no other practical way of carrying that box over the 
rough, steep roads. From the house, two strong men hoist the Coffin onto their heads 
and journey to the grave with the mourners following behind. No corpse carried on 
the head has ever gone quietly to its rest. The funeral dance is spectacular. The Coffin 
will wield and twist and turn, driving the carriers in any direction it pleases and often 
it will flatly refuse to move from a chosen spot. The men gyrate under their load in 
astounding fashion, unable to control their own movements or to get the Coffin to go 
quietly to its resting place. 
 
Scoffers have turned up in plenty. They were quite certain that the bearers were 
putting on a show and fooling people, until they took a turn. 
 
A man named Tass Brian was one such doubter. He was loud in his declaration that no 
Coffin could make him dance. To prove his point he took the Coffin at a funeral in 
Ramble. Tass was soon crawling over the rough ground on his knees and crying for 
help. Other men had to quickly relieve him of his burden so he could get off his knees. 
This I saw with my own eyes. 
 
My own son Rudolph was a staunch doubter. For him, Coffins did not dance; the men 
who carried them did. Then he took the Coffin of one of his friends, Leonard Williams. 
He not only danced, but the Coffin drove up against the steep banks along the road and 
raced him at full speed for hundreds of yards. The poor fellow was more than happy to 
get out from under Leonard’s Coffin. I never heard him scoffing again! 
 
Satan’s power is very real and men are no match for him. 
 
The saddest, most heart-rending part of any funeral is when the Coffin is let down on 
stout ropes into that deep narrow grave and the men begin shovelling the earth over 
the dead. The bereaved ones wail and cry. For them, the separation and loss are most 
intense. 
 
The funeral is not the end of it; there comes the “Ninth Night Ritual”. Nine nights after 
the death another all night singing get-together, rather like the set up, is held. Nobody 
seems to know the root or meaning of this custom, but it has been adhered to all 
through my life to this very day. 
 
For weeks after a death, relatives and friends of the family will come in to spend time 
and keep company with them. Although death is painful and sad, it brings people 
together in a sharing and caring relationship. 
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 Becoming Adventist 
 
Before the early forties, only two denominations had established themselves in 
Somerset and adjoining villages. There was the Methodist church which I went to as a 
child and the Baptist church where I attended after my marriage. 
 
My brother Stephen had come in contact with the Seventh Day Adventist group in 
Panama and he accepted their teachings. But the Adventist movement in Somerset did 
not get started then. In the forties, a Mr. Knight from Hagley Gap and a colporteur-
evangelist from Kingston, Kenneth Destoe, began working here. The first cottage 
meetings were held in the home of one Simeon Ashwood, one of the first men to 
accept the teaching of Adventists. His daughter, Loretta and her husband, Percival, had 
become Adventists while living in Ulysses Valley in St. Thomas. They returned home at 
about this time to become foundation members of the Somerset church. Uriah Henry, 
my brother-in-law, was an early convert and it was largely through his influence that 
my family began to visit the Adventist company. On a spot of land given by my brother 
Stephen, the first rough booth was set up. Today, a beautiful church for which we 
laboured hard, stands on the same site. 
 
Nellie and Rudolph were the first from my family to go to the Adventist church. Alex 
later began attending the night meetings. At that time I was mostly tied down at home 
with my youngest baby, Lloyd. 
 
In 1946, four of us were baptised in the Yallahs River by Pastor Hilbert Nembhard, our 
first minister. That Sunday morning Alex, Rudolph, brother Stephen’s wife Virginia 
Morgan, and myself took our solemn pledges to serve the Lord. 
 
All my children followed in my footsteps. Martin, the youngest being baptised by 
Pastor R.U. Daughma on October 12, 1969, the last to do so. Some have since gone 
back on their vows and one of the great desires of my heart is to see them return to 
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follow after Truth. My second son, Eric Leopold, has gone on to become a trained 
Seventh Day Adventist minister. He has served the East Jamaican conference in the Rio 
Grande Valley of Portland and in Kingston, before returning to England to take up his 
present position as secretary of the North British Conference and conference 
evangelist. 
 
For these thirty-four years, I have walked this way believing more and more every day 
that it is the Truth. The goodness of God has been manifested so many times in my life 
that tongue cannot tell, but I can say my God is real to me.  For He has redeemed me by 
His precious blood and I am walking in the Light. He has promised to guide me with 
His eyes, and I know I can trust Him. We need to trust Him more, when the winds of 
change blow. I thank Him for He loves me, and I know if I am faithful to the end, I will 
enjoy eternal life by His grace, amen. 
 
My reason for accepting Adventism is because they are the people which keep the 
Commandments of God and the Testimonies of Jesus Christ. When I read the Holy 
Scriptures, it gave me a good understanding. It causes me to know what the Lord 
requires of His children. In Ezekiel 20:12-20 it says, “Moreover I gave them my 
Sabbath to be a sign between me and them, that they might know that I am the Lord 
that sanctify them and hallow my Sabbath, this is a sign between me and you. That ye 
may know that I am the Lord your God.” 
 
Jesus has promised to return to this earth to give every man a reward according to his 
work (Revelations 22:14), also (Revelations 20:12). If the love of God is not 
appreciated, and does not become an abiding principle to soften and subdue the soul, 
we are utterly lost. 
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  Migration to England 
 
Time marches on and the momentous sixties dawned upon the world. On October 18, 
1960, I was fifty years old, as strong and vigorous as any thirty year old lass. 
 
The early sixties witnessed what the folklorist Louise Bennett calls “colonization in 
reverse”. Thousands of Jamaicans flocked to England to take up factory jobs and other 
unskilled and semi-skilled jobs which paid better money than any similar job in 
Jamaica. 
 
Every village and town in this country lost people in this mass migration. 
 
Rudolph flew to England in October 1960, leaving Pearl and three children 
temporarily behind. In June 1962, they joined him there. 
 
Hundreds of other families were not so lucky to be kept together. Fathers have gone 
since then and never returned or they have taken their wives, leaving the children 
behind with grannies, aunties, and even friends. This movement has fragmented too 
many families and, as always, children were the hardest hit. Lucy’s husband, Wilton, 
left here in April of 1961 and except for two short visits, has never been home again. 
All his children grew up without a father in the house. 
 
Rudolph was the first to go. Eric followed in February 1961 sailing in the company of 
Septi, his brother-in-law. Eight weeks later Ephraim followed and the following year 
Dorothy went too, leaving her four children in my care. 
 
In the years 1960 to 1963, something in the region of fifty people must have left 
Somerset for England. Few have returned. Among the returnees is Septi. He came back 
to live in Somerset in 1964 and has been here since. 
 
In just three short years, one half of my children were living in a foreign country 
thousands of miles away. A large number of children were born to some of them there. 
So now I have an English family and a Jamaican family. There are dozens of 
grandchildren on both sides of the Atlantic, and a few great-grands. 
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Just when most of my kids were growing up and flying from the home roost, I began 
taking over the care of a series of grandchildren, beginning with Dorothy’s four who 
came to me in 1962 when their mother left for England. 
Their mother was living in Shirley Castle, Portland with Frederick Morgan, the father 
of the last two children. When she got into Kingston en route to Somerset, she left the 
children on the truck and went to buy something. One of the children, Barbara, was 
kidnapped. Someone took the five year old child from the truck and went off with her. 
The mother rushed to the city’s central police station and reported the matter. When 
she got to my home, she was in a panic. That night we prayed as never before, while 
my daughter wept her eyes out. We imagined the worst possible fate for little Barbara. 
All this was on a Thursday. 
 
The following morning Clive went back to the police in Kingston, but they had no 
results then. Barbara’s whereabouts were still a painful mystery. Was she dead or 
alive? Oh, where was our little girl? 
 
On Sabbath morning, with a heavy heart, I went to church leaving Dorothy behind. I 
could scarcely concentrate on anything beside the kidnapped child, so after the Divine 
Service, I returned home. Sorrow hung like a shroud of darkness about our house. 
 
At about five o’clock in the evening, we heard Cherry, one of my grand-nieces, 
shouting down the road that Barbara was coming. She and another person were 
bringing the child to us! What rejoicing, what unutterable joy, oh, what happiness! 
 
The Llandewey police had brought the child into lower Somerset and asked Cherry to 
bring her to us. It turned out that a Kingston woman had stolen the child to be her 
daughter. Barbara said the man at the house to which she was taken, ordered the 
kidnapper to take her back to where she got her. The frightened thief brought her 
back to West Street and placed her on a bus going to St. Thomas. The Yallahs police, in 
their search for the child had intercepted the bus and recovered Barbara. She was 
taken to the Llandewey station and, from there, to us in Somerset. 
 
A few weeks later, Dorothy flew to England to join Frederick and they got married a 
little while later.  
 
Winnifred, Barbara, Jervis and Ivan – Dorothy’s children, stayed with me until 
November 1966 when they left to join their parents in Walsall in the English Midlands. 
Getting their passports and other travel documents all together was a taxing task. I 
wept when they left, but I watched them go with a measure of relief. 
 
In 1963, Robert, who is Dorothy’s child born in England, was sent to me; and Marie, 
Clive’s first child, came to me from Kingston. Until 1966, I was in charge of a grand 
total of six grandchildren and my own last three! That was some job. Nine of my own 
kids were never at home at any one time. 
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England offered great and various opportunities that were not dreamed of in Jamaica. 
Not only for earning money, but for study. My two sons, Eric and Reg, driven by 
ambition, worked their way through Newbold College obtaining bachelors degrees. 
Newbold College is an Adventist school in Bracknell, Hertfordshire. Both later took 
M.A. degrees at Andrew’s University in the U.S.A. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Independence 
 
While our sons and daughters were going off to England to improve their lives, our 
statesmen were crossing the Atlantic to press for our national independence. A 
process of political change beginning in 1938 led to Independence on August 6, 1962. 
 
At the height of the reversed colonization, we ceased to be a colony. The leading lights 
of the Independence movement were Alexander Bustamante, leader of the Jamaica 
Labour Party (JLP) and Norman W. Manley, leader of the People’s National Party 
(PNP).  
 
August 6, 1962 was a day of national merrymaking. Three hundred years as a colony, 
most of those slavery years, were behind us and most of us were hopeful of a brighter 
future as an independent nation. In Somerset, a fair was held and a concert put on by 
the primary school children. The celebrations provided us a welcome break from the 
routine of our lives and we enjoyed the day immensely. Next day, I and the rest of the 
village was back to work as usual. 
 
The August first Emancipation Day celebration was replaced by this new national 
holiday marking our birth as a nation. Freedom from the white man’s oppression and 
the attainment of nationhood are very great events in the lives of Jamaican and West 
Indian peoples. 
 
Rudolph’s house at Austin offered my huge family a little more space than our own 
place at Kato Tunnel, so after Pearl and the children left in 1962, we moved there. For 
the next eleven years that place was my home. My son had built a barbecue useful for 
drying Pimento, trashing out Red Peas and Gungo Peas and drying Cocoa Beans and a 
storehouse for the safe-keeping of farm produce. Money for his ambitious 
programmes was borrowed from the Yallahs Valley Land Authority. Years after he left 
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for England, Alex and I had to continue the repayments. The land was fruitful with 
Pimento, Oranges, Pears, Coconuts and an abundance of Mangoes. From those we 
earned enough to clear his debts. 
 
Just below the Austin house flows the stream that we used as a source of water when I 
was still a child and while I lived at Burnhill. Rudolph’s place had piped water, but we 
still used the spring for washing and bathing especially when it was fresh and clean 
after heavy rains. 
 
Austin was further away from school, church, the postal agency and the shops, but it 
was a more convenient place to live than Kato Tunnel. 
 
Ma died in December 1964, thirty-eight years after Pa. She had never remarried. In the 
last years of her life, she stayed with her son Stephen, being too old to take care of 
herself. She had lived a long, full and active life becoming Ma to almost everyone in 
Somerset. It was on a Saturday morning that she went to sleep. The following 
afternoon we buried her beside her long departed husband in the family plot at 
Mountain House. 
 
It is never easy to accept the death of a loved one, but my mother’s death did not carry 
the sharp sting of grief which hit me and the entire family at Pa’s tragic departure so 
many years before. I cried when Ma left us, but not excessively. 
 
The journey from Brother Stephen’s to the grave was more than a mile over the rough, 
steep, hillside road. The carriers had to be changed frequently. Clive, though 
sorrowing for his Grandma, took a turn and he was later relieved by another carrier. 
Just short of the grave site, the Coffin fell. The glass over Ma’s face shattered and a 
sickening silence settled on the marchers. She was soon hoisted onto heads again and 
the procession continued. 
 
When the lid was sealed over the vault, there was nothing left to do but to say a tearful 
good-bye to a wonderful mother and return home to continue my life until my turn 
shall come. Fifty-four years of very close association with my dear mom were brought 
to an end by death. Death robs us of our dear ones and leaves us to fret and cry, but it 
too shall end. “So when this corruptible shall have put on in corruption, and this 
mortal shall have put on immortality, then shall be brought to pass the saying that is 
written, Death is swallowed up in victory.”  
(I Corinthians 15:54) 
 
In her old age, my mother accepted Seventh Day Adventism and was baptised in the 
Yallahs River. She died with the blessed Hope in her heart and those of us who share 
in that hope of the soon return of the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ have every 
expectation of seeing her again. Pa too was a faithful Christian and we will be together 
again one of these days. 
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My last child went to the local primary school in September 1964. The school room 
was the Methodist church built in 1913 to which I myself had gone to school. He was a 
bright youngster like his brothers and sisters and he made rapid progress. 
 
My children never went to basic school – none was available – and they seem not to 
have lost anything by that. Their first school was the field where I had to take them 
when only a few months old. An older child not yet going to school would keep the 
baby who was under a shaded tree, while I pulled my hoe in the sun. It was hard for 
them, and more so for me, but they all grew up to be healthy, balanced youngsters and 
adults, quite capable of holding their own in the world. 
 
The exodus from my home continued throughout the decade of the sixties. Aneita, 
who we called Annie, was old enough to leave the primary school in 1965. I had to 
figure out what to do with her for further training when she left school. The Minister 
we had at that time, Pastor L.H. Davidson’s wife was operating a nursing home on 
Swallowfield Road in Kingston. She agreed to take Annie and Mercy (Beulah), Lucy’s 
eldest child, to train them as practical nurses, in return for the help they would 
provide in the home. 
 
In April 1966, we packed off the girls to Kingston. Clive had already established 
himself in town and in the years to come, he was to father both girls and many other 
young relatives who headed into the city in search of a better life. 
 
Dorothy’s four children joined their mother in England that same year, so my 
household was reduced by five in 1966. The following year, my sons, Lawrence and 
Lloyd, went to their brother, Clive, in Kingston. My “at home” family consisted now of 
Alex and myself, Robert, Marie, Martin and for a while, Jimmy, one of my grandsons. 
 
Marie was a sickly child who suffered terribly from asthma. The attacks would come 
on suddenly and without warning. The poor child would wheeze and wheeze, just 
trying to catch breath. It was pathetic to watch her suffer while other children played. 
Nothing I tried could make her well. We made countless trips to the doctors in 
Kingston, but they could offer no cure for her malady. Often, I spent sleepless nights 
sitting up with Marie during her attacks. But in spite of all, she was a brave child. She 
seldom complained or cried and when she was not ill, her skinny little frame was a 
flurry of useful activity. There was nothing she wouldn’t do to help me in the kitchen, 
house or field. 
 
Marie stayed with me until 1971, when her mother took her to the United States. Her 
asthmatic attacks have gone away and she has grown up to be a nice young lady. The 
last time she was back here a few years ago she told me, “I do a little babysitting in my 
spare time, but that doesn’t pay.” I smiled and wondered if she remembered how I had 
to babysit and nurse her night and day. 
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 Death of My Husband 
 
My husband, Alex, took sick in June 1968. It was serious enough for him to be 
hospitalized in the Kingston Public Hospital for one month. His children in the city – 
Clive, Lloyd, Lawrence and Aneita – visited him often, but I could go only once. He was 
sixty-six years old and we all expected him to recover and come back home to pick up 
where he had left off. When he returned in July, he was still a sick man who had to 
spend much time in bed. Although he continued his treatment as an out-patient, his 
condition never really improved. By the end of October, he was totally confined to bed, 
except for brief periods when he bravely tried to sit up and step onto the floor. It was 
clear then to me, that he was entering the valley of no return. 
God gave me the strength to patiently and lovingly nurse him day by day. This was my 
final gift to the man I loved and lived with, through rough times and smooth times, for 
thirty-seven years. 
 
On Sundays, Clive and the other children from Kingston would drive home to see their 
father. At that time, Clive was a taxi driver. Their presence cheered up the old man and 
greatly helped him to keep on living.  
 
There was an almost constant stream of visitors from the community especially on 
Saturdays when some of our fellow church members would come to worship with us. 
 
The end came for Alexander Henry at 3:00 am on Sunday, November 10, 1968. Earlier 
in the night, he managed to come off the bed to use the chamber pot. When he tried it 
a second time, he couldn’t get back on the bed by himself. I had to help him. Shortly 
after that he began to struggle and gasp for breath, but soon he struggled no more, he 
gasped no more. He was still and dead. His eyes and mouth were wide open and I 
gently closed them. Then I aroused my son Martin and Minette, my granddaughter, 
who had been staying with us for some months, and sent them off to call Miss Tosh 
and Uncle Les, our nearest neighbours. The poor things were afraid, but they bravely 
stepped out into the dark and ran on their mission. Only little Bob and Marie, sound 
asleep, were left in the house with me and the corpse. But I was unafraid. Somehow, I 
had strength for this most difficult period. 
 
The news flew around rapidly and by daybreak our house and yard were filled with 
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people. Plans were rapidly carried through for the making of the Coffin and the 
digging of the grave on the family plot at Burnhill. Alex would be laid to rest beside his 
parents and his brother, Ben. A booth for the set-up was erected quickly. Death brings 
this village together more than any other event! Dozens of willing hands helped to 
push things through at a rapid pace. 
By mid-morning, our children in Kingston were in Somerset. Some of my husband’s 
relatives from Thornton in St. Thomas about sixty miles away, came over the same 
day. Even without instructions from me, folks took the news around. 
 
The Coffin was finished by evening and my husband resplendently dressed in his new 
black suit was placed in it – his final home, so small and close. The Coffin and its 
contents were placed outside in the cool night air, sitting on two chairs. 
 
The set-up went on all night long in the traditional pattern. The slow, swelling notes of 
the hymns which he had sung at countless other set-ups were now sung by others 
over his lifeless form. Never would he sing again and now he could not hear a note 
which was sung for him. 
 
Alex had wakened me at one o’clock on Saturday morning to help him and I did not 
sleep again until late on Monday night. I just couldn’t sleep during the set-up. Every 
now and again I had to take a little peep at him lying there in his box, his face wet with 
dew. 
 
The funeral service was conducted in the yard early on Monday morning. My two 
brothers, Louis and Stephen, older men than Alex took charge of the short service. A 
new round of tears were shed as the mournful words were said. At its end, two men 
hoisted the Coffin on their heads and the long trek to the grave side – from Austin to 
Burnhill – began. I watched them bear him away dancing on their heads, but I did not 
follow. I could never bear to watch him being covered over with the earth, so I stayed 
behind in the yard with my daughter, Lucy, Alex’s older brother, Uriah, and a few 
others. 
 
When the procession got unto the Burnhill road, I could watch it from the barbecue. 
Each step they took forward took Alexander Henry closer to his final resting place. 
The tears flowed unhindered, rolling down my cheeks and falling to the ground. We 
were together for most days of thirty-seven years and despite the heart-breaking 
problems, including the years of separation in the fifties, I terribly missed him. The 
days of his illness in some ways brought us closer together again. He was so 
dependent on me that many of the barriers naturally broke down. I believe too that he 
came closer to God through suffering. He died peacefully.  
 
My relatives and friends gave me great support during that trying time. The little 
Austin house was filled to capacity with the young ones. Minette stayed for a few 
months more. Raleigh, one of my grandsons, came and stayed for a whole year and 
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Jemmy and Janet, two of Leslie’s daughters, spent several weeks with me. In the 
middle of sorrow this great concern for my welfare shown by my loved ones was a 
tower of strength. My city children would come out regularly on Sundays to see me. 
When they failed to show up on one of those days, I would be so disappointed. Nellie 
and Lucy were like gentle arms encircling me with love. 
 
I was much weakened by the events of June to November 1968 and many days when I 
went to the fields, I was unable to work. My body just was not able to manage physical 
exertion. It was a couple of months before I felt reasonably well and able to tackle the 
business of life successfully. 
 
My husband was rather a secretive man, fond of keeping records. He was really good 
with a pen and many people came to him to have official letters drafted. After his 
death, my cleaning up of his possessions brought to light his records carefully kept 
over the years. He had the date of death of numerous people. The dates of his 
children’s births and even the dates when his animals delivered young ones! He had 
been a foreman on road cleaning gangs and also a butcher at one time, hence all the 
transactions he made of these and other enterprises were neatly entered into his 
books. 
 
Looking through these notes was like handling the man himself. Memories of bygone 
years flooded my mind and tears flooded my eyes as I cleaned up after his departure. 
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 Building a New House 
 
Single-handedly, I had bought the Kato Tunnel property from Charlie Henry, paying 
for it in small installments over many years. A couple of years after my husband died, I 
began a new project on my land. Rudolph’s house at Austin in which I lived, was far 
away from the village centre, away up the steep hillside. I resolved to build a little 
cottage for myself at Old School which was much nearer to lower Somerset – the hub 
of the village activity with church, postal agency, shops and the terminus of the driving 
road we got in 1969 after decades of waiting. 
 
A bold effort was made in the late forties to dig the Somerset road for the Ramble 
Bridge. Men supplied the power working with hand tools. That attempt petered out, 
but not before Ithamar Lindsay, a Somerset man and a cousin of mine, lost his life in a 
tragic accident. A huge boulder cut loose from a hillside above him, struck in the 
region of his thigh ripping the leg from his body wall and exposing his intestines. The 
other workmen stuffed the gaping hole with old cloth to keep out air, but the wounded 
man pulled the stuffing out in agony. Within the hour, he was dead. The ambulance 
from Morant Bay came too late. 
 
Ithamar left eight children behind and a wife laid up with a sore on the foot. He was 
buried at Burnhill the following day admist much mourning. 
 
It was not until 1967 or 1968 that road-building started again. This time a bulldozer 
and power drills were used and the worked progressed rapidly. In 1969, the first 
bulldozer reached Somerset and a few weeks later, amidst much excitement, the first 
trucks and cars were able to drive into the district. Years of crossing the Yallahs River 
to take vehicles at Windsor Forest were over. 
 
Back to my house building project; early in 1970, I laid out my plans to Brother Septi 
and a few others and began drawing sand and stone to the selected building site. I also 
purchased 200 building blocks and paid to have some cedar board sawed. It was a full 
year later before I made a work day to clear the site and lay the foundations. Son 
Robinson, a local builder, was given the job to erect the house. He is a farm worker, 
one of those men who go to Florida annually to reap Sugar Cane or pick Apples. In the 
middle of the job, he got a call and went off. The work was held up for several months 
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while he was away. I was anxious to have the house finished. 
 
When the work began again, the builder spoilt the floor and one of the doors. The 
concrete and  tiles had to be dug up and replaced and the door discarded. He paid for 
their replacement, but those wrong turns wasted precious time and afflicted me with 
anxiety. 
 
At last my little two-roomed cottage was finished and the inside painted. It was 
dedicated in early December of 1973. Bob, Jimmy and myself moved into it.  
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 Secondary School 
 
Most of my children have always been interested in education. Unfortunately, the 
family was always too poor to provide the kind of money required for post-primary 
education. All those who have made advances, with the exception of Martin who was 
educated by the government of Jamaica, have progressed by their own efforts. 
 
In 1969, my youngest son obtained a half scholarship in the common entrance 
examination and was assigned to Kingston College. The school fees were £12 per term, 
and as small as this appears to be, I could not afford to pay it and provide him with 
books and uniforms. Martin continued in the local primary school and took again the 
common entrance in January 1970. This time the lad obtained a full scholarship and 
no tuition fee had to be paid. But a further  difficulty arose; he was assigned to Morant 
Bay High School thirty miles away in St. Thomas. He would have to be boarded out, 
but with whom and where would we find the money for board and lodging? He would 
need books, uniform, pocket money. I couldn’t fail to get him into high school this 
time. 
 
Brother Stephen’s wife had a nephew, Adrian Welch, who was living in Morant Bay for 
years. I got in touch with him and he found for me a kindly old Adventist lady, sister 
Phyllis Wilson, who was willing to board and lodge my son for $16.00 (Jamaican). Now 
that fee seems absurdly cheap, but in 1970, it was much money, especially for a very 
poor woman. 
 
When we went to Morant Bay High for an interview with Mr. Stanley Parkins, the 
headmaster, we located the Welch’s house at Dumfries Crescent by asking questions 
along the way. Mrs. Welch took us over to Mrs. Wilson’s place, which was almost next 
door to the high school at 2 Highbury Road. 
 
One problem was solved. Martin had a place to live. The money problem was left to be 
tackled. The Pimento crop on the three properties, Burnhill, Austin and Kato Tunnel, 
did exceptionally well and I had some money for uniforms, books, travel and a few 
months of boarding. I applied to the Ministry of Education for financial aid and after 
the expected bureaucratic delays, they came through with a boarding and book 
allowance. This took a great financial strain off my aging shoulders and assured the 
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young man continued schooling. 
On Monday, August 31, 1970, I took my son to Morant Bay accompanied by my 
grandson Jimmy. We went through the pass over Harbour Hill to Ramble on Sunday 
afternoon and stayed with my niece, Joyce Houslin, for the night. Walking through 
Harbour, an off beat track took us away from curious eyes and many questions. Very 
early on Monday morning we arose to catch the Morning Star bus which took us to the 
western end of Yallahs Bay. From Yallahs, we took another bus to Morant Bay. 
 
It was sad to leave my last child behind, as I headed back home with Jimmy. He kept 
courage  
and I acted brave too, but I felt it deeply. Now all of them were gone away from me. My 
once full house now had only three grandchildren, Bob, Marie and Jimmy. 
 
Martin began first form on the third of September. I remember how much I 
anticipated his return for the Christmas holiday. For the next five years, he was home 
for every vacation. In the summers, he was my right-hand man in managing the 
Pimento-gathering business. 
 
The lad made rapid and brilliant progress coming top in his form every year. In his 
five years at Morant Bay High he collected over thirty prizes for academic excellence. 
Those books he got are among his treasured possessions today. 
 
Graduation day was Tuesday, July 1, 1975. Brother Septi and myself travelled to 
Morant Bay for the event. Eric, Lawrence and Aneita were also there. Our boy was one 
of the two male valedictorians and his carefully delivered speech won thunderous 
applause. The Governor-General, The Honourable Florizel Glasspole, was the guest 
speaker and he spoke well of my son’s address. That was a truly happy and satisfying 
day for me. 
 
Sister Wilson went to one of her nieces in the United States in 1972 and the Welches 
agreed to accommodate Martin in their small home. He was to move to Mrs. Wilson 
when she returned to Jamaica and back to the Welches a second time when she left 
again. He was at the Welches when he graduated. 
 
High school education was not enough for Martin. From his earliest days, he had 
declared his intentions to be a doctor. He did operations on potatoes and flowers for 
practise! After graduation in 1975, he enrolled at the Excelsior Community College in 
Kingston and there he remained for two years preparing for university. Unfortunately, 
he has never earned the prestigious grades required for entry into the medical faculty 
at the University of the West Indies. He has continued studying Science, things I didn’t 
understand. Now he tells me he is planning to become a professional Science teacher. 
Judged from his teaching of Sabbath school classes and church Bible classes, he would 
make well in a classroom. I want him to do well in whatever he tackles honestly in life. 
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 Reunion 
 
After nearly ten years absence, my eldest son, Rudolph, returned home from England 
for a short visit in the summer of 1970. Clive brought him and Frederick, my son-in-
law, to Somerset from Kingston. I was so happy to see my boy again that my tears 
flowed as he hugged me. He had aged, but he was still strong and tough and active. In 
the few weeks he spent, he cleared a large portion of Austin property of bush and 
trimmed the trees to let the sunlight onto the smaller plants. Rudolph would rise early 
in the morning and take on a day like any local farmer. Except for his accent, it was 
like he was never away. 
 
He was here for a month and then he was gone again. But this time, I was much used 
to bidding goodbye to these travellers of mine and I did not take it too hard. 
 
Eric came home to get married in December 1971. At that time, he was studying for 
his Master’s degree at Andrews University. The books had so engrossed him that he 
had little time for settling down. But when love found him, he acted quickly! On 
December 23, 1971, Joyce Picarte and Eric Leopold Henry lovingly exchanged vows in 
the chapel of the Andrew’s Memorial Hospital in Kingston. As husband and wife they 
went back to the States in January the following year for Eric to complete his work at 
the university. 
 
Later that same year, they returned to be employed by the East Jamaica Conference of 
Seventh Day Adventists. Pastor Henry was assigned a pastoral district in the parish of 
Portland and Joyce took up teaching at Portland High School. Their first home in 
Jamaica was in an antique house at 12 King Street, on Tichfield Hill in Port Antonio, 
the parish capital. For four years he ministered in the beautiful and wet Rio Grande 
Valley with very excellent soul-winning results. 
 
His ministry continued in the city of Kingston when he was posted in 1975 to pastor 
the Regent Street and Berwick Road churches. From the Rio Grande Valley, lush, green 
and beautiful, to the violent and unsightly ghettoes of Kingston. 
 
Seventh Day Adventism is strongest in England among the West Indian immigrants 
living there and black pastors are in some demand. With his vast experience living and 
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studying in England, my son accepted employment with the North British Conference 
and he and his family left these shores once more in January 1977. Pastor Henry is 
currently the Secretary of that Conference and the Conference Evangelist.  
 
A son was born to them in December of 1972. He was named Eric Emerson Leopold 
after his father and youngest uncle. I first saw the little lad at Andrew’s Hospital when 
he was only a few days old. Being an only child, he is closely attached to both his 
parents. 
 
On my first visit to Port Antonio to see my son, Nellie accompanied me. We went along 
the St. Thomas Road passing through the coastal towns of St. Thomas and eastern 
Portland. The Caribbean Sea sparkled blue and clear, visible from the highway for 
most of the way. I had never been to Portland before and my eyes drank in the scenes 
as they flashed past the windows of the speeding bus. This land is extremely beautiful, 
a truly great place to live from the standpoint of natural beauty. 
 
When we got to the bus terminal, we asked and found our way to 12 King Street. I 
carried a carton filled with lovely fruits, vegetables and foods of all kind on my head. 
Eric politely asked me not to bring any more cartons on my head. I should leave it in 
the town, he said, and he would pick it up in his car. 
 
But I was so used to doing that for my children that I never seem to matter. Annie and 
Mercy were at the Davidson’s Nursing Home and I used to take those boxes of food 
there and again when they were at 44 Waltham Park Road, I took the boxes there.  I 
had no money to give. What I grew, I gave as my gift to my loved ones. 
 
Nellie and I spent a long weekend with my son and daughter-in-law. We ladies went to 
the large Port Antonio Adventist church on Sabbath, while Eric drove out to minister 
some of his congregation in the valley. 
 
On the return journey we travelled the Junction Road which runs through St. Mary and 
onto Stoney Hill on the southern slopes of the Blue Mountains, Jamaica’s backbone. 
From there the road takes a steep drive down the hillside and onto the spreading 
Liguanea plain on which rests the city of Kingston. 
 
The Junction route is much shorter than the St. Thomas Road, but because it crosses 
the Blue Mountains it is very winding and narrow. For a good deal of the way, it 
follows the valley of the Wog Water River on the St. Mary side. In some places along 
the road, there are deep chilling precipices. The bus driver showed no awareness of 
their presence. He drove like a demon all the way! 
 
My second and last trip to Port Antonio came a couple of years later, about the time 
Eric’s son was due. I went alone this time. A day after I arrived at 12 King Street, he 
had to take Joyce into Kingston to the Andrew’s Memorial Hospital where the baby 
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was born. 
 
I spent a week in Port Antonio then came into town with Eric, stopping at the hospital 
to see Joyce and the new baby boy. That morning was rainy. The Junction Road was 
very wet and foggy – a dangerous place. Eric drove slowly, picking his way along the 
road and we got to Kingston without mishap. 
 
One by one my children had gone away and one by one they came back visiting. 
Dorothy came in the summer of 1972, along with Rudolph’s wife, Pearl. They spent a 
month in Jamaica before heading back to England. Dorothy spent a good deal of that 
time with me in Somerset, but she visited her husband’s parents in Portland and her 
brothers and sisters in Kingston. She is a very sweet girl like all my other daughters – 
and it was wonderful to have her home again even for a little while. 
 
Shortly after I moved into my Old School house, two of Clive’s children came to stay 
with me. He was already in Canada and their mother Carmen was getting ready to join 
him there. So again, I was playing the role of mother for another set of grandchildren. 
Mario was two years old when he came and baby Marsha, fat and fluffy, was not yet a 
year old though she wasn’t far from her first birthday. 
 
A few months before Carmen left for Canada, Richie who was staying with Carmen’s 
mother joined the other two and I had care of these three youngsters for the next two 
years. That was some task. It was never easy to keep them in order. Marsha, though 
the youngest, had a sharp and inquisitive mind. She would bombard me with 
questions all the day long, every day. That little girl wanted to know everything! Then 
I had to settle frequent quarrels between the kids and stop a few fights. Marsha would 
never give in or back down. She could fight and beat the boys and when she couldn’t 
manage them, she would throw herself on the ground and shout. 
 
Every child is different. I have never dealt with any two children with the same 
temperament. Each one must be studied individually and carefully understood. 
Among these three, Marsha was the strong-willed talkative one with the warrior 
spirit. Mario was quiet, reticent and shy, but every inch as stubborn as his sister. 
Richie liked attention and cried easily, but he was probably the kindest and easiest to 
manage. 
 
Jimmy lived at my house after Martin left for Morant Bay, until he went to Kingston in 
May 1975 to learn the trade of electrical installation at a trade training centre in 
Jonestown. Clive’s children loved Jimmy and he was nice to them. Marsha called him 
Papa. I suppose he was the most suitable figure for that honourable title in her world. 
She never fully knew her father until she went to Canada with her two brothers on 
December 5, 1976. 
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 Family Unity Brings Strength 
 
My brother Louis was the father figure of the family from my generation. He was a 
source of help, advice and financial aid for nearly all other members. Clive took up that 
role in his generation. He was one of the first to set up residence in the city of Kingston 
from among the fellows of his age in Somerset. Once he got going, he was directly 
instrumental in giving several other young men, including Lawrence and Lloyd, a start 
in the city. When things didn’t go well for Annie and Mercy at the nursing home, he 
took them into his own place at August Town and supplied their basic needs until they 
were on their feet. 
 
At various times, Clive was a motor mechanic, taxi driver and a bus driver with the 
Jamaica Omnibus Service (J.O.S.). At all times, he was father and friend. 
 
He left a vacuum behind when he migrated to Canada in late 1972, a vacuum which 
has not yet been adequately filled. Indeed, there appears to be no further need for his 
overseeing care. Others, now well established on their own, are able to lend a hand 
here and there. When Martin went to the city in 1975 to attend the Exed Community 
College, Lawrence took him under his wing. Cal and Raleigh offered help to their 
younger brothers, Jimmy and Ted, and their cousin Errol. Assistance to them also 
came from their sister Mercy and their aunt Annie. So it is: there is strength in family 
solidarity.  
 
The Morgan/Henry family has learnt the importance of co-operation and helping each 
other out. Pa used to say “one hand washes the other” and his descendants have 
practised this simple truth. If he could only see this being practised, he would be 
proud of the way we live. Many things are wrong, but so many other things are right! I 
am old now and will soon die, but I am deeply hoping that my children, grandchildren, 
great-grandchildren and great-great-grandchildren and others of my kit and kin will 
never forget the power of love and the importance of helping one another upwards. 
 
Clive is quite an unpredictable fellow, one is never quite sure what he is going to pop 
up with  next. He dashed home from Canada in September 1974 and a few days later 
he was married to the mother of his children, Carmen Cummings, a girl from 
Westmoreland whom he had met at J.O.S. I did  not even hear a mention of the 
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wedding until the Thursday preceding Sunday the 22nd September. He sent Cal to 
Somerset to tell me of his plans just three days before the day! At first I was mad at 
him, but I could not spurn his invitation; he would be so disappointed, so I hastily got 
myself together and went into town on Friday. 
 
Despite the hasty preparations the wedding was a lovely affair. Within a short time, 
Clive returned to Canada, but Carmen didn’t join him until a full year later. The whole 
family is there now, the children joining their parents in 1976 and doing quite well. 
Another son, Kurt, was born to them in Canada. 
 
Another of my sons came back home for a visit in 1976. Ephraim was in England for 
fifteen years before I saw him again. He went to Canada that March hoping to start 
anew there after family problems in England. He was not allowed to stay by the 
immigration authorities and so he came to Jamaica without really planning to do so. 
 
For weeks he remained in Kingston between Lar’s place and Lloyd’s. Having returned 
under less than favourable conditions he was a bit reluctant to come to Somerset. 
Folks here expect the ones returning from aborad to have much in money, clothes and 
gadgets. They must have enough for themselves and some to distribute. John, as 
Ephraim is called by his friends, didn’t measure up to these expectations, so he stayed 
away. 
 
It was at Lloyd’s house that I first met him after those long years. He came with Lloyd 
when he drove me home, but remained hidden in the car. With much prompting from 
me, he finally decided to cast aside his unease and come to Somerset. 
 
The Pimento trees delivered a bumper crop that year and the Englishman plunged 
right into the labour. John’s energy reminded me of Rudolph in 1970. He was as strong 
and vigorous as ever. 
 
For eight months my son was here, not quite sure of what he was going to do next. I 
was happy to have him again and to have his help with the Pimento crop, but his 
stalemate bothered me. He was drifting rather than forging ahead in life. Often he 
appeared depressed and worried. His marriage had ended in divorce and here he was 
unemployed in his home country with no hope of employment. 
 
His brothers, Eric and Lawrence, and myself trumped up his fare for London and sent 
him off on his second trip to England. He again established himself as a working man 
in Britain, making money he could never have made here. 
 
It is no ordinary thing to be mother-in-law to eleven and, maybe soon, twelve different 
people. I have that distinction. Most of them are wonderful people and I have managed 
to maintain good relationships with all of them. Mothers-in-law traditionally have 
very poor reputations, being known as the most interfering and most domineering 
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members of the human race. I have tried very hard to steer clear of my sons’ and 
daughters’ family affairs and have never heard any unlovely talk about me from my 
sons-in-law and daughters-in-law. Either they are careful not to offend me or I have 
never offended any of them. The latter thought is comforting. 
 
Aneita, my last girl, got married on June 16, 1974 in the Andrew’s chapel to Noel 
Hamilton. That was quite an impressive ceremony and a large one too. They used 
palm girls to form an archway of palm branches at the front of the chapel through 
which the noble groom escorted his bride. The girls, six of them, were dressed in the 
most beautiful floral gowns and they held aloft fresh green palm leaves to form “The 
Avenue of Palms”. 
 
The reception was held in the living room of brother and sister Hugh Brown who are 
members and officers of the Greenwich Town Seventh Day Adventist church, which 
the couple also attended. The room was piping hot on that summer afternoon. The 
guests sweated profusely in their coats and gowns. Aneita must have had a hard time 
retaining consciousness in that atmosphere and in those stifling clothes. 
 
My little daughter and her husband first set up house at 1½ Delacree Road, a place 
they found just the Friday before the wedding, after much searching. 
 
In an age when so many marriages strike the rocks and disintegrate even in the early 
years, Ann and Noel have shown remarkable stability. When they moved to Vineyard 
Town, I had the opportunity to spend several weekends with the family and I am 
indeed, favourably impressed by their loving concern for each other’s welfare. Noel is 
an easy-going, even-tempered young man who likes a good joke. He is an expert motor 
mechanic. 
 
Four years after the wedding, a long time – a little girl came to join their family. She 
was born on the 21st August 1978, after a rather troublesome pregnancy and was 
named Donna Shereanna Maizie-Ann Hamilton. At two years old today, she is the 
cutest, most talkative toddler you could hope to find anywhere. And isn’t she smart! 
Donna is my forty-eighth grandchild and there are now fifteen great-grandchildren 
counting only those I know of! 
 
Aneita and her niece, Mercy, have always done things together from early childhood. 
They grew up inseparable and like twin sisters. Mercy broke the tradition by marrying 
a year before Aneita did. She was my first grand-child to be born and she was the first 
to get married. She also gave me my first great-grandchild, Ian. I wonder how many 
more she will come up with? 
 
For a long time Lawrence showed no apparent interest in marriage and settled family 
life, but when he met Barbara Williams at a church function held at Kingsway High 
School, his whole outlook changed. Barbara was a secretary at the office of the East 
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Jamaica Conference of the Seventh Day Adventists. She must have been exceptionally 
lovely and charming that evening for she captured his heart completely. In a matter of 
months they tied the knot at the Hagley Park Seventh Day Adventist church. 
Lawrence’s own brother, Pastor Eric Henry, and Pastor Roy Ashmeade jointly 
conducted the ceremony. Their daughter, Nadine, took a long time in coming. She only 
got here on June 12, 1980. 
 
My book began in Somerset. It is now continuing in Kingston to where I have moved to 
be nanny of Nadine while her parents go to work. Barbara is still at the conference 
office as secretary, while Lawrence is working as accountant in the business 
department of a government food company. They are gone from early morning until 
late in the afternoon. At three months old, Nadine is a sweet, quiet child. She was born 
quite small, being under six pounds, but she has grown quite rapidly and has nearly 
tripled her weight since birth. 
 
All along my grandchildren that I have taken care of came to me in Somerset. Nadine is 
exceptional; I came to her. I agreed to Lawrence’s proposition chiefly because I was 
alone in Somerset now and I am getting old and not so strong and vigorous as before. I 
knew this day would come, but I am not exactly joyous about being overly dependent 
on a son or daughter. 
But Nadine makes it worth while. I do truly love this little bundle of life and warmth. I 
have held so many babies close to my bosom, changed so many wet nappies over the 
years – twelve of my own and many more which were not my own. But nothing lasts 
forever; my baby-raising days are numbered and so may be all my days. 
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 First Trip Abroad 
 
Except for the little time I spent in Kingston and St. Thomas in my youth, all my life 
prior to August 10, 1977 was spent in Somerset. I only got away from that narrow 
environment on market days and those few times when I went on trips to other parts 
of the Island. My life was a constant round of labour in which raising children figured 
prominently. 
 
Clive and Reginald, who were both in Canada, arranged to have me visit them in the 
summer of 1977. Reg had followed in Eric’s footsteps to do his Master’s degree at 
Andrews University. While in America, he met Carol Ambersely and she became his 
wife. Her parents, West Indians, lived in Canada and she and her husband went there 
to live in the huge city of Toronto. 
 
Within six weeks of applying for my passport, I obtained it from the passport office in 
Kingston. The young men sent my ticket for an Air Canada flight scheduled for August 
8, 1977. Robert was the only youngster in my home at that time, and I arranged to 
have his Auntie Lucy to oversee him while I would be away. 
 
Lawrence came to pick me up from Somerset on the morning of the seventh, in order 
for me to leave for Canada on the eighth. Just about this time the air traffic controllers 
at Toronto airport went on strike and the flight, much to my disappointment was 
delayed two days and even then, the touch-down destination had to be changed to 
Buffalo, New York since the strike in Toronto was not over. 
 
Lawrence drove me out to the Norman Manley International Airport on the afternoon 
of the tenth. Lloyd, Martin and Mercy accompanied us. The flight was at 5:30 pm. 
Every crackle in the airport’s public address system had me perking up my ears, 
listening for the announcement of my flight. I waited a long time before the announcer 
asked the passengers for the Air Canada flight to Buffalo to check in. 
 
From the checking in point, I walked towards the great, big, awesome jet plane. Each 
step I took made the monster larger. I had never been close to an aeroplane before, let 
alone fly in one. In several trips to the airport to see others off, I had only seen those 
magic birds at considerable distance from the waving gallery. As I climbed up the 
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steps to enter the belly of the bird, I turned to wave to my folks away yonder on the 
waving gallery. I reached the final rung and set foot inside the craft – a dramatic first 
in my life. The four-and-a-half hour flight was more or less uneventful. 
“All passengers please fasten your seat belts,” the smooth, pleasant voice of a 
stewardess announced. I had trouble doing up mine, but my seat mate, a pleasant 
young lady returning from vacation in Jamaica helped me with it. I had a seat near a 
window through which I viewed the vast empty expanse of the Atlantic Ocean and the 
clouds over which we flew. 
 
In flight we were served baked potatoes, rice, bread and beef with vegetables. Salt, 
sugar and cheese were served to us in dainty little packages. Right now I have two of 
those little packets of salt. 
 
The plane touched down at Buffalo and we were whisked across the border in swift 
coaches to the Toronto airport. I checked through customs easily and was found by 
Reg, Carol, Clive and Reg’s baby, Odette. They stood nearby the receiving area for 
baggage and they spotted me as I came through. Reg I couldn’t recognize, Carol I had 
never known before, but Clive was the same Clive I had seen two years before when 
he was in Jamaica on vacation. Reg left home for England in 1962 and this was the first 
time I saw him again. All the other emigrants had returned for even a short visit. Reg 
had never been back to Jamaica. 
 
We drove to Reg and Carol’s home where I spent my first night in Canada. 
 
During my first week there, Reg stayed home to be with me and to show me around. 
When he went back to work, Carol would drive Odette and me over to her mother’s 
place to stay for the day. 
 
A few days after my arrival, Clive came to pick me up and took me over to his place. 
The children had no trouble recognizing me. Indeed, when I called from Reg to there, 
Marsha who answered, immediately recognized my voice. I could hear her yelling 
excitedly to the boys, “Here Mama deh!” They had grown in the year they were in 
Canada, but they had not grown out of sight. Kurt, the new baby was eight months old 
at the time. He was quite a bulky lad, the image of Marsha and Mario. The little lad had 
the appetite of a farmer’s horse. 
 
For the length of my stay I roved back and forth between Reg and Carol and Clive and 
Carmen.  Every weekend found me at Reg’s, so I could attend church with them. Clive 
and Carmen see no need for committing themselves to Christ and going to church. 
Both families lived on multi-storeyed apartment buildings which were common in 
Toronto. The apartment buildings are centrally heated. A feature I admired in the 
houses of Canada was that they all have underground basements with washrooms and 
other living areas. Although living in such close proximity, everyone is stranger to his 
neighbours. Having spent all my life in a close-knit, friendly village community style of 
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living, it seemed odd, but everyone else seemed quite happy to mind his own business 
and ignore his neighbour. 
 
I often went shopping with my daughters-in-law. The variety of goods from fruits and 
vegetables to clothes and appliances was dazzling. The stores and shops of poor little 
Kingston could never rival those of Toronto in variety and prices. The kind ladies 
bought clothes for me on some of our shopping trips. 
 
On Sabbaths I went to the Perth Avenue S.D.A. church with Carol and Reg and on a few 
occasion we went to the Toronto West S.D.A. (Harvey) church. The congregations had 
a healthy mix of black and white people worshipping together and having Christian 
fellowship. 
 
There is much talk of racial equality in the world today, while prejudices and racial 
oppression exist on every hand and even in some churches men stood aloof from each 
other. But God has made of one Blood all nations of men and in Christ there are no 
Jews or Gentiles, rich or poor, black or white. The Gospel of Jesus Christ frees men 
from the bondage of hatred and prejudice. Every believer is brother to every other 
believer, for are we not all God’s children? 
 
One Sabbath, the gas from Carol’s car leaked away while we were at Perth and we had 
to be taken home by a brother in his car. After the Sabbath was past, we got Clive to 
tow it in. 
 
The first special outing I took was to Edwards Gardens, a beauty spot bedecked with 
flowers. It is a popular picnic spot and couples get married there sometimes. The 
gardens are separated from a wooded area by a pretty little stream. It was on a 
Sabbath afternoon that Reg, Carol and I went there. How refreshing it was to break 
away from the confines of a church and contemplate God through his handiwork. That 
place was beautiful and quiet, a fit spot for relaxation, meditation and quiet worship. 
Edwards Gardens made me hope for, yes, long for the New Earth wherein dwelleth 
righteousness, beautiful flowers, gentle streams and peace. The tabernacle of God will 
be with men. He shall be our God and we shall be His people. “And God shall wipe 
away all tears from their eyes and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow or 
crying, neither shall there be any more pain. For the former things are passed away.” 
(Revelations 21:4) 
 
Toronto is an immaculately kept city, clean, orderly and groomed. Almost every block 
has playing space for the children. For them this must be a blessed relief from their 
apartment homes. My grandchildren often used their play park after school. White and 
black kids play together unconscious of any racial prejudice held by their parents. 
 
The superhighways were everywhere. They are just nothing like those in Jamaica – 
miles and miles of roadway stretching up to the horizon and beyond. One Sabbath 
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afternoon I was going with Reg and his family to visit one of their friends in the city of 
Mississauga. Some forty or so miles out from Toronto. Reg made a wrong turn on the 
highway and had to drive for ten miles before he found a turning point. Once you get 
on the highway you just keep going. I discovered that help is provided by special 
patrols to motorists who develop mechanical problems. 
 
A trip was planned for me to visit one of the seven wonders of the world, Niagara 
Falls. Early one Sunday morning, Clive and a couple of friends headed for the falls with 
me. We had left home at 6:00 am. When we were driving to Niagara, Clive suffered a 
broken fan belt. Within half and hour, a patrolman was offering his services. He 
secured for us a new fan belt some distance away and came back to install it. We were 
soon on our way again. 
 
In Geography classes in school, I had long ago learnt about the five great lakes in the 
heart of the North American continent. They are the Superior, Michigan, Erie, Huron 
and Ontario. I also learnt that the falls lay between Erie and Ontario. Teacher said that 
it was in the books too, but I never dreamed that my eyes would ever behold the 
majestic and mighty Niagara! 
There before us was the mighty falls. Great volumes of churning, frothing water 
tumbled down from the heights of Erie into Ontario. It was a spectacle to behold. Too 
much for mere words! Gazing upon Niagara, I felt little and humble. Beside that 
roaring giant I was an infinitesimal speck of insignificant dust. “O Lord how manifold 
are thy works! In wisdom has thou made them all: the earth is full of thy riches.” 
(Psalms 104:24) 
 
We stood on a sort of plateau overlooking the chasm into which the fall waters 
plunged to merge with the water of Lake Ontario. That was the closest we could get to 
it. According to the “Good Times Guidebook”, the Niagara vacationland extends over 
600 square miles, that is an area as big as Portland and St. Thomas, the two 
easternmost parishes of little Jamaica. Over those hundreds of square miles are some 
of the most fascinating sights for one to behold. 
 
We turned from the falls to a guided tour of the Marineland and Game Farm. 
Marineland is a huge stadium with tiers of seats rising from the side of a massive pool 
which houses the performing whales and dolphins.  
 
The two killer whales, Kandu of four tons and Nootka, a three-ton girl, entertained the 
visitors with a whole bagful of dazzling tricks. The two giants played a ball game with 
their handlers, reached for a ball suspended above the pool by doing a giant leap and 
jumped a hurdle, landing with a thunderous splash which sprayed folks in the lowest 
seats. The whales were fed fish which were tossed to them. They ate the fish with loud 
mouth-clapping and partly barred teeth. The great big brutes held me spellbound like 
the falls did. Their size, awesome beauty and precision in performances gripped me. 
When I consider that those two killer whales are pygmies compared to other types, 
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like the great blue whale, I become lost in awe. Who could have fashioned them but a 
great and mighty God? Truly His ways are past finding out. 
Also in the pool, of course separated from the killer whales for whom they would 
make a tasty meal, are four large well-trained dolphins and a number of small ones. 
Like the guide book says, “they leap gracefully through hoops, dance the Watusi on 
their tails and zoom through the air in formation like sleek jet-fighters at an air show.” 
These animals love to play and evidently enjoy a good romp with their handlers. When 
their show was over, one of the young men rode on the backs of two of them into their 
corral. The dolphins and whales are very intelligent creatures, quick to learn and 
smart in their performances. The whales look and act vicious, but the dolphins are full 
of frolic and fun. They seem to be smiling all the time! 
 
The seals were next brought on to do their acts. Oh, what fabulous and unbelievable 
things those flaccid clumsy creatures did! One seal strummed an instrument like a 
guitar while the others danced. 
 
A set of sea lions were ordered to unmake and make up a bed! They rolled own the 
covers, two of them, got into the bed, climbed out again and made up the bed using 
their front flippers as hands. They played drums and cymbals too. 
 
The king of the jungle was brought out next, led by his massive beard. The handler had 
to face him all the while as he led him around the terrace at the sides of the pool. He 
had in his free hand a white rod with a silver knob which he kept pointed at the lion. 
The animal followed him quietly, respectfully – well behaved. After he was led around 
the trainer issued sharp orders to stand, sit, raise a paw and so on which his charge 
obeyed with precision. 
 
Seven tigers came out next accompanied by two men, one walking backwards in front 
of them and the other cracking a whip behind. The animals began to snap and snarl 
and they were soon hustled back to their cages without a performance. 
 
The huge grey elephants provided the next segment of the show. There was a lady 
rider who mounted onto the largest animal using the back of a smaller stooping 
elephant as a step. She rode right around the pool standing up with upraised arms. As 
she came back, round to the starting point, the audience roared and clapped its 
approval of a magnificent performance. As she stood quietly, one of the elephants, on 
command, placed its front paws on her frail little shoulder. A little pressure from the 
beast and she would have been pressed into the ground. But everything went well and 
she lived to repeat her act. What a breathtaking, hair-raising performance that was. 
 
The bike-riding black bear was perhaps the most entertaining. Round and round the 
stage he piloted his machine with human dexterity. 
 
For five dollars each, we were treated to a most spectacular animal show for a couple 
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of hours. My eyes popped out in wonder as I saw such things I had never dreamed of, 
much more hoped to see. 
From the Marineland and Game Farm, we went to a gift shop to purchase a few little 
things. I bought a tray with an inscription saying: “Make sure you are in heaven half an 
hour before the devil knows you are dead.” 
 
We ate our picnic lunch in a garden near the falls. Just after five o’clock that afternoon, 
we headed back home. That day was wonderfully spent. I saw and heard more than I 
could possibly remember all at once. I treasure the pleasant memories of Niagara. 
 
The supermarkets of the city provide a bewildering variety of fruits and vegetables 
and a whole range of other foods. My two daughters-in-law fed me like a farmer’s 
horse. By the time I got back to Jamaica, I was too fat to fit into any of the clothes I had 
taken with me. Fortunately, they not only fed me, but bought replacement clothes for 
my expanding figure. 
 
Everyday I had fruits – Orange, Banana, Apples, Grapes, Pears – and fresh milk. Meat 
figures prominently in the diet of both households. Meat is scarce and expensive in 
rural Jamaica and throughout my life I have never had much of it. There are some who 
think meat is indispensable, but I know otherwise from personal experience. Lamb 
meat is popular, so is chicken. They occasionally prepare fish and beef. My 
consumption of fresh vegetables compares well with my intake of fruit. Vegetable 
salads featured regularly at the evening meal. In recent years, with advancing age and 
reduced activity, I do not eat heavily, but I really like a good variety of well prepared, 
delicious food.   
 
My next tourist trip was to the Canadian National Tower at the lake front in Toronto. 
The top of the tower rises to 1,815 feet, five inches above its base. The Guinness Book 
for Records has it down as the world’s tallest free-standing structure. On this outing it 
was Reg and Carol who took me sight-seeing. In the reception area, at the base of the 
tower we had to supply a full dossier of personal information and pay our fee, before 
we could proceed further. They asked where we lived, ages, nationality and a number 
of other questions. 
 
An elevator transported us rapidly up to a level called the skypod. According to the 
guide leaflet, we travelled at the speed of 1200 feet per minute. The skypod has huge 
glass windows through which we could view the world below. The cars in the parking 
lot 1336 feet below were no bigger than the palm of a hand and people were little dots 
hurrying about in the streets below. The revolving Top of Toronto restaurant with a 
capacity of 420 persons,  is not only the highest revolving restaurant in the world, but 
is also the largest. It is 1150 feet above ground level. 
 
On the uppermost floors of the multi-storeyed skypod, the television and radio 
stations of Toronto house transmitting equipment. We toured this area under the 
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guidance of one of the two workers in the machine room. He is a person with whom 
Carol is acquainted, a Jamaican. We were allowed to look at everything, but not to 
touch anything. 
 
Another 300 feet above the skypod, is the deck – the highest public observation deck 
in the world. We went no further than the skypod; reaching that high was risky 
enough for my taste. 
Actually, I was never afraid during the entire tour.  
 
The tower is like a thin grey needle piercing the sky. Even from a little distance it 
appears too narrow to have so many things within it. It was quite an event to get so 
high and to view the world from a new vantage point. The world always looks 
different from a new angle. 
 
I was never sick in Canada, but I paid a visit to a doctor about a face problem I have 
had for quite a while now. I had a fall from a step at Lloyd’s house in Kingston, hitting 
the right side of my face and apparently damaging the bone there. The first doctor I 
went to was of the opinion that the bone was cracked. He was unable to do anything 
and no other doctor has been able to do anything either. To this day I often get a 
cramped feeling on that side of my face and a nagging pain inside my right nostril. 
 
Clive also took me to an optician who prescribed glasses to help my failing vision. I 
could see well enough except when I wanted to read regular size print. 
 
Several weeks after I landed, Clive took me over to Winnie’s place. Winnie is my sister 
Sally’s daughter. After my visit she came up to Clive’s on several occasions to see us. 
Just before I left Canada she brought me some lovely presents. We have kept up a 
correspondence since I have returned. 
 
The annual international trade fair held in Toronto is a spectacular event. 
Manufactured goods in every conceivable type of material are brought to the fair from 
the countries of the world. Carol and one of her cousins, Olive, took me to the fair. It is 
set out on very extensive grounds with each country having a separate booth. There 
were clothes, wooden goods particularly from the African countries, pottery, cookery 
and a whole host of other products to see. The fair also provided sporting 
entertainment. There were bumper cars, merry-go-round and gliders offering rides. I 
took a ride in the glider and throughly enjoyed it. 
 
From the fair grounds we went out on the lake’s water with a bridge like structure at 
its end. We paid a fee to enter a building in which we were treated to a scarey movie. 
At one point the film projected before a mighty rushing stream of water as if it was 
heading straight at us! In fear, I shut my eyes tightly and gripped my seat. I had to 
laugh at myself when I recovered sufficiently from my fright. 
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So my days passed pleasantly in Toronto amidst beautiful and exciting things, places 
and events with wonderful people. My first trip away from my homeland proved 
deeply rewarding and very enriching. I saw more and learnt more in a few months in 
Canada than I did in years. Back home my world was full of new things, places, events 
and people. 
In Canada, the children celebrate Halloween on October 31 every year. It is a festive 
time. The young ones dress up in masks of all descriptions and play funny pranks on 
their elders. They knock on neighbours doors and are rewarded with sweets, fruits 
and other delicacies. Two of Carol’s young cousins collected quite a bit that evening 
and other kids got things at our house. I had never heard of Halloween before, but 
now that I know about such a lovely custom I would recommend its adoption in other 
places. It is such fun for the youngsters, but more importantly, it fosters sharing and 
neighbourliness among the people of a community. These virtues we need to cherish 
and keep alive in an increasingly harsh and uncaring world. 
 
In 1952 Elizabeth II became Queen of England and the British Empire, of which 
Jamaica was a part. Twenty-five years later when I was in Toronto in 1977, the 
Canadian government staged an imposing celebration of her twenty-fifth anniversary 
as queen. It was called the Queen’s Jubilee. 
 
Soldiers from all over the Commonwealth, each group in their native regalia, were 
present. The English soldiers marched into the stadium first, closely followed by the 
other countries. The infantrymen were accompanied by thirteen cavalry officers 
mounted on the same number of horses marching to the music, two abreast, with a 
single horse and rider out in front. Military  music was supplied by a big military band, 
the musicians drawn from most of the countries present. The skirted Scottish bagpipe 
players were spectacular. The horses danced gaily to the rhythm of the tunes. 
 
When the Queen arrived by car, the commanding officers stood ramrod straight on a 
raised dias and saluted. Then the soldiers broke out in tumultuous shouts of “Long live 
the Queen!” I couldn’t see her from my position in the stadium. 
 
Two helicopters hovered over the grounds. Fighting men in full combat gear 
descended from their craft on ropes which dangled from the belly of the helicopters. 
They then proceeded to demonstrate their skill in mock combat. 
 
We left before everything was over because Carol had to go to work that night. 
Originally, the immigration authorities had allowed me a visiting period of eight 
weeks, but near the close of that period Reg and I managed to obtain from them an 
extension period of a further eight weeks. My interviewer wanted to know why I 
wanted to stay longer and I told him it was to be with children and grandchildren just 
a little longer since I had no plans of ever returning. He accepted my reason and gave 
me the extension without further ado. 
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So it was that I stayed in Canada until December 1, 1977. 
 
The cold winter weather started in October. By the time November came, snow was 
already falling. All my life I had heard about snow, but now my eyes were beholding 
the fluffy white flakes drifting downwards from the sky and settling like a giant white 
blanket over everything in sight. 
 
Each morning the streets had to be cleared by snowmobiles before the cars could get 
through. Clive and Carol parked their vehicles in the open parking lot of their 
apartment buildings and at night they were encased in snow. They had to scrape away 
the snow and warm the car by running its engine before they could drive off. 
 
Thick overcoats, fur-lined boots and heavy woolen scarfs are absolutely indispensable 
for a trip outside on a winter’s day. 
 
Houses, cars, buses, trains and public buildings are all heated to keep the folks living 
there from freezing to death! How different is tropical Jamaica where winter 
temperatures are insensibly different from those of summer. I would rather live in my 
own country any day, as far as the climate goes. 
 
When the snowfall is not too heavy the children, dressed in coats, boots, scarves and 
mittens, sally forth to romp in the snow. They toss snowballs at each other and some 
of the older ones build snowmen. They seem to enjoy themselves thoroughly in 
weather cold enough to freeze a man. 
 
When the snow begins to melt, the walkways can become very treacherous. They are 
slippery with slush and ice and many people, particularly older folks, suffer falls each 
winter. 
 
I left Toronto at the height of the winter on December 1, 1977. Weeks before my 
departure my sons and daughters-in-law began shopping for me. A few days before I 
flew out Clive sent by air freight some of my things in barrels. He took them to the 
airport and had them despatched. 
 
I spent my last few days with Reg’s family. The night before the flight, Clive and his 
family came over to bid me goodbye. They all wanted me to stay some more, but my 
visitor’s visa was expired and besides that I badly wanted to return home. Somerset 
and my folks left behind in Jamaica did not often cross my mind in the early weeks, but 
as departure time drew near I became more and more controlled by a restless anxiety 
to get back. I was homesick. 
 
Reg and Carol drove me to the airport the following morning. The flight was scheduled 
for 10:15 am and it was exactly on time. 
On the way the plane encountered rough weather and had to climb up a few thousand 
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feet to escape the atmosphere’s turbulence. The bumpiness briefly experienced made 
me a bit uneasy, but the pilot’s calm voice heard over the intercom reassured me. The 
passengers were asked to fasten their seatbelts while the plane circumnavigated the 
stormy conditions. 
 
Snow fell heavily the night before I left and the wings of the craft and even the 
openings into the mighty jet engines had on them a layer of snow. The white plane 
flew on. 
 
In the seats just ahead of me, two Indian-looking women chattered continuously in a 
foreign language and kept looking back at me as they talked. This annoyed me 
somewhat, but since there was nothing I could do about them I tried to ignore them 
and enjoy the flight. 
 
We stopped at Montego Bay to discharge passengers whose destinations were in the 
western part of the Island. The other passengers got a chance to disembark for a few 
minutes too. I stood in Montego Bay for the first and only time. Soon we were airborne 
again heading for the Norman Manley International Airport, which lies outside 
Kingston on the harbour from the open sea. 
 
The pilot told us when we were flying over Spanish Town and, by then, we were low 
enough to discern people, like ants, walking the streets. 
 
We landed at 3:40 pm. I slid through customs easily and quickly. An old lady would 
never smuggle guns or drugs. Annie’s husband, Noel, came along with two of my 
granddaughters, Mercy and Alice, to pick me up. Within an hour of landing I was in 
Vineyard Town at Noel’s house. Just as we drove up we saw Martin hurrying across 
the street to greet us. He had just finished a busy day at the university and was coming 
from a downtown optician where he had gone to pick up a pair of spectacles. We were 
both now in glasses. 
 
Annie was at work when I got to her house, but it wasn’t long after that Noel went to 
pick her up. Lloyd came by that evening. As much as they were glad to see me, so was I 
glad to see them all. My size elicited a stream of comments. It is difficult for a person 
living with himself daily, to notice the increase in bulk. Except my inability to fit into 
my old clothes, I didn’t see myself as fat. 
 
For one week I was in Kingston at Annie and Noel’s. Four days after landing Noel took 
me back to the airport to clear my barrels. I spend much time unpacking and 
distributing the little presents I had brought. With such a huge family as mine, giving 
gifts is no easy task. It takes a fair measure of skill and diplomacy to carry out the 
exercise. 
 
I was back just in time to go on a trip to the Dunn’s River Falls and beach in St. Ann. 
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The Greenwich town church was going out for a fun day and I went with Annie and 
Noel. The bus was very late, but when we did start moving it was a pleasant trip into a 
part of the country I had never seen before. I was the “old lady” of the trip and at the 
beach I was besieged with requests to keep bags, purses, watches and clothes while 
their owners splashed about in the water, climbed the falls or just frolicked about on 
the beautiful fine white sand. 
 
A glass-bottom boat was offering rides at one dollar per trip far out on to the water. I 
was not plucky enough to take that one on. 
 
It was a good Sunday, a beautiful way to end my first weekend fresh from Canada. 
 
On Sunday, December 11, I left the city for my own place in Somerset. There is really 
no place like home. After four months abroad and a week in Kingston, I was more than 
eager to head home. Along the St. Thomas Road, over the Cambridge hills, through 
Llandewey and Ramble we sped in Lar’s Ford Escort station wagon. At the Ramble 
bridge, we turned onto the rough dirt road which terminates in the village of 
Somerset. Lar was at the wheel and Noel and Martin were with us. Somerset is only 
about twenty-one miles out of the city, forty-five minutes drive along winding 
mountain roads much of the way. 
 
At journey’s end, Robert was there to welcome me. My grandson and a few other 
fellows took my things up to the little two-roomed cottage I had laboured to build and 
which I finally call home. Lucy was there to welcome me home. That evening, she 
provided me with dinner. 
 
So I was back home in my quiet corner after a long look at the big wide and strange 
world of Toronto, Canada. 
 
I was tired after a morning of bumpy travel, but I went back down the hill that same 
Sunday afternoon to see the ageing Louis, my dear brother and Nellie and Septi. 
 
When night came I slept like a log in my own bed. 
 
Sadly, in my absence, two very dear friends of mind laid down arms and went to sleep. 
Beatrice  Houslin and Loretta Houslin, the wives of two brothers who are nephews of 
my husband. 
 
From school days Beatrice and myself were very close friends. We played together, 
tramped the road to Kingston in each other’s company and our children grew up 
together almost as one family. She was married to Cyril Houslin, the son of Alex’s elder 
sister, Louisa. This woman and her husband migrated to Costa Rica, leaving their three 
young sons with her parents and they never returned. Cyril, Oscar, and Kenrick 
(Bredda) grew up under rough conditions with their old grandma whom everyone 
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called Mother Iron because of her toughness and strength. 
 
Beatrice was a cripple for the last twenty years of her life. A creeping paralysis 
gradually confined her to bed. Through it all she was a cheerful soul and still quite 
cheeky. I used to pay her almost daily visits on my way to or from the field. I 
sometimes washed for my friend and left with her fruits or “ground provision” from 
my basket. My children ran errands to the shop for her. It was pitiful to watch Beatrice 
shrivelling away without dying. Her legs became totally useless and her whole frame 
shrank away. She did everything, including cooking, in the room she lived in. 
 
Most of the youngsters in the village didn’t know Beatrice Houslin. They had never 
seen her. 
 
All this time, Cyril was in England away from his poor suffering wife. One by one the 
children also left, leaving only Morris behind. I cannot tell you how she coped with 
such loneliness and apparent desertion, yet she did. But one day she could fight back 
no longer. Her body had suffered and now her mind was too weary to travel another 
mile, so she died. When death came she was in Ramble being nursed by a woman paid 
by her sons. 
 
She was my friend and news of her death, especially since I was thousands of miles 
away at the time, hit me hard. But I sighed a sigh of relief. Her days of suffering were 
over and done. Scripture assures us, “Blessed are the dead which died in the 
Lord...that they may rest from their labours; and their works do follow them.” 
(Revelation 14:13) She, her husband and some of her children embraced the Adventist 
faith a year after my family did. A man’s fate rests with him and Almighty God, but I do 
hope her days of anguish, loneliness and pain led her into a Sanctifying Saving 
relationship with Jesus Christ. 
 
Loretta was an older woman, the wife of Oscar Houslin. She was from Dallas in the 
same parish of St. Andrew when she married Oscar. In 1941 they became near 
neighbours to us at Burnhill. They never had any children, but the husband had 
children before he married Loretta. 
 
Brother Oscar and Sister Lor as we called them were quite close to each other in the 
absence of children. Two of Oscar’s children, Delita and Gauntlet, spent a great deal of 
their growing years with their father and step-mother. A year after they were married, 
Oscar became seriously ill. He insists that the Lord gave him visions concerning the 
Adventist faith and on recovery he was baptized along with his wife. Although not well 
learned, he developed under God’s hands to become one of the leading men in the 
local church. 
 
Loretta and I worked together in the fields. We travelled the market road together 
countless times. She was always ready with sound advice and willingness to help. 
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With advancing age, both of them suffered from ill-health and had to visit the doctors 
frequently. Sometimes both of them would be down at once. Sister Lor’s sister took 
them to her place just outside Kingston when they could no longer conduct their own 
affairs effectively. It was not safe for them to continue living alone. 
 
I paid them a visit in their home before I left for Canada. That was the last time I saw 
my old friend alive. Her ailing heart gave way in her eighty-third year and she was laid 
to rest at Ramble. She passed on shortly after Beatrice. 
So it is; one generation passes and another takes its place. Life and death are bound up 
and only God can separate them. All who come by here must be prepared to pass on 
after their brief sojourn. 
 
The Gongo Peas I had left behind were bearing up when I got back. There is nothing as 
nice and satisfying as some good Gongo soup for dinner. Gongo Peas and Red Peas are 
important grain crops in Somerset. They constitute an important source of nourishing 
food for the farmers and earn good money in the Kingston markets. 
 
Gongo seeds are planted over the period of January to June. The crop will be ready 
anywhere between seven and eleven months later, depending on the time of planting. 
Some of it is eaten green, but usually the bulk of the crop is allowed to ripen on the 
trees. Those days when I had large fields of ripe Gongo Peas, I had to get help from 
other women to reap the crop before the crisp pods popped open and scatter the 
precious grain. 
 
Dry Gongo Peas are dried in the sun on a concrete terrace called a barbecue and then 
they are thrashed out of the pods with flat wooden clubs made from the broad base of 
Coconut leaves. The grain is cleaned out and bagged for transport to market, where it 
is sold by the bushel. 
 
In the Gongo season, November to March, a rich soup is made from the grain for 
dinner almost every evening. Besides the peas itself, we put into our pots Cassava, 
Pumpkin, Coco, flour dumplings, the favourite of almost every child, Sweet Potato and 
Yam.  A thick and delicious- smelling and tasting broth is the end result. At these times 
our families can always be fed to overflowing. 
 
Red Peas make good soup too and both are used to make “rice and peas”. We plant 
Red Peas customarily in September and October and also December and January. 
Within ten to twelve weeks the little bushes are laden with the long ripe pods and we 
pluck them up by the roots, tie them in small bundles which we hang up to dry. The 
crisp dry pods are thrashed to release the seeds as we do for Gongo Peas. 
 
Crop time is always a busy time of hard labour for long hours each day, if spoilage is to 
be avoided. It is also happy times with folks working together cheerfully and with 
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plenty to eat at the end of the day. 
 
But this Gongo Peas which I reaped on my return from Canada was from a small plot 
near to my house. The days of the big fields are behind me. 
 
Early in the new year, 1978, I planted some more Gongo Peas and a few other things, 
Tomatoes, Pumpkin and a few roots of Cassava and Coco. I had only Robert at home 
and when he was not in school, he helped me with the planting. The Coco, in 
particular, produced wantonly. 
Robert was never a studious chap. He learned quickly, but he would never read or 
study unless I pushed him into it. All his free hours were for play and roaming in the 
village with the other youngsters his age. That is not to say he was a bad child: in fact, 
he was kind and obedient and very honest. 
 
His uncle Martin, the bookworm, laboured hard to get him into books and helped him 
in the evenings when he was home from school during the holidays. Robert got 
serious, worked hard and passed the Grade Nine achievement test for Kingston 
Technical High School. Finding the money to start him off and finding a place for him 
to live in Kingston were my two major problems. That year the Pimento crop did very 
well and his mother sent a few English pounds to help out. Martin also kindly offered 
to lend him fifty dollars from his government scholarship. 
 
The second problem proved to be more difficult. Lawrence already had Martin with 
him. Alcie, Lucy’s daughter, was living with Annie as nurse for baby Donna and Lloyd’s 
house was filled with his own children. I couldn’t tell the boy that he couldn’t take up 
his scholarship. It would have been too painful a blow, especially after he had shown 
such determination to shake off indolence and to succeed. 
 
Raleigh, one of my older grandsons, was already offering shelter to Ted and Jimmy – 
younger brothers – and to Errol, his cousin. Without much hope, I approached him 
about Bob. I will never know what his thoughts were, but he said, “yes”.  By then only 
a few weeks were left before the beginning of the new school year. I had to rush 
through his registration at the school and purchase his uniform and a few other 
necessities without delay. 
 
Although he faced many difficulties, days without lunch money and life in a crowded 
apartment, Robert attacked his studies vigorously and did well. He was spurred on by 
his uncle Martin’s example and advice as well as by his own desire to get ahead. The 
young man completed his first year successfully. Halfway through the first term of the 
second year at K.T.H.S., his travel plans matured and he flew to England to join the rest 
of his immediate family on November 9, 1979. 
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 Travels in England 
 
My four children in England, Eric, Rudolph, Dorothy and Ephraim pooled their 
resources and invited me to come and visit them. After Canada I was glad to fly off 
again to see the world. I had no trouble getting myself ready for my second tourist 
trip. The British High Commission gave me a visa a few days before flight time. My air 
ticket was purchased in England. Flight time was Friday, May 4 at 5:30 pm. Lawrence 
picked me up from Somerset on Wednesday afternoon and brought me into Kingston 
to stay at Annie’s place. He was the one who drove me to the airport on Friday 
afternoon. His wife Barbara, Lloyd, Martin and Robert accompanied me. 
 
When I was leaving Somerset, on the Wednesday evening, Ian, Steve and Marcia – 
great-grands – and Sharon – grandchild, accompanied me down to the car. Ian was 
crying for me to take him along, tearfully reminding me I had promised to do so. Gary, 
left behind with his grandma Lucy, was hollering “Me want Mama! Me want Mama!” 
(All Lucy’s children and grandchildren call me Mama and call her Dada). 
 
There was no delay in the flight this time. I went through Customs and boarded the 
huge British Airways jet which took off promptly at 5:30 pm to wing its way for some 
five thousand miles non-stop to London. 
 
We landed Saturday morning at 6:30. A bus had to transport us from the plane to our 
checking point, so huge is the place. The Heathrow airport is a massive thing, 
sprawling over broad acres. It is probably the largest in the world. I had trouble 
finding my way through that complex maze and in locating my luggage. 
 
Rudolph, Ephraim, Dorothy and three friends of theirs were there to receive me. 
Ephraim lives in London, but the other two live in Walsall, a town in the English 
Midlands. They had travelled to London the day before and stayed with their cousin 
Thelma. 
 
Dorothy brought along a hot drink in a thermos and a coat for me. It was warm 
enough for me to go without the coat, but I kept on my sweater. 
 
In a few hours we had covered the one hundred and fifty miles to the town of Walsall. 
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My first stop was at Rudolph’s house, 47 West Bourne Road. My first week in England 
was spent there. Dorothy, her husband and children came to see me before I went to 
their place. England greeted us with its renowned wet weather. It rained on and off 
nearly all week, but we managed to go out to the market with my son. 
Rudolph and Pearl have five children. The three older ones, Icilda (Pauline), Huldah 
(Evadney) and Larmon (Darrell) were born in Jamaica and left there with their mother 
in June 1962. Christopher and Gloria are English-born and I was seeing them for the 
first time. 
 
During my entire stay in England, I had one pressing problem with the kids: I could 
not easily understand their language. For all I knew, they speak something other than 
English and they speak it like galloping horses. 
 
Rudolph and I spent nights up reminiscing about Jamaica days. He was eager to hear 
about the folks he had left behind so many years before. I was his newspaper, 
supplying countless bits of information. Everywhere else I went, we went through the 
same pattern of exchanging information that had accumulated on our respective sides 
of the Atlantic during the years of separation. 
 
The following Sabbath, I worshipped in the Walsall church. Pastor Eric Henry, my son, 
and secretary and evangelist of the North British Conference was the speaker for the 
Divine Service. Andre, my great-grandson, was dedicated on that day. The 
congregation at Walsall was predominantly West Indian, and one does not miss a 
Jamaican church service when worshipping at the Walsall church. 
 
That night, I went home with Eric and his family to his home in Robin Hood’s town, 
Nottingham.  
 
Early on Sunday morning, we set out for the town of Watford some one hundred miles 
away.  In that town are the British Union Conference of the Seventh Day Adventists, an 
Adventist secondary school and a vegetarian food plant run by the South England 
Conference of Seventh Day Adventists. 
 
The Stanborough complex was staging a sort of open day that Sunday. There were 
many books and magazines published by the press on display, as well as clothes, 
flowers, potted plants and tinned foods. There were over six thousand people who 
came to view the exhibits, by official estimate. 
 
Joyce had to join a long line and stand in the hot sun to purchase a supply of 
vegetarian foods. 
 
My family had taken lunch along and we dined under the shade of trees on the 
grounds. 
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Ricky occupied himself in romping with the other children around. They played 
football and chased each other all over the place. Being an only child, I suppose he 
welcomes such opportunities for carefree fun and frolic with other kids of his age. 
 
While viewing the book exhibits, I noticed a well-dressed Negro gentleman eyeing me. 
I moved on and he kept watching me with a sort of maybe-I-know-you look. He finally 
came over to me and asked me where I was from. I told him I was from Somerset, 
Jamaica. The man queried in surprise. “Don’t you is Aunt Rhoda?” He was Hylton 
Morgan, a Somerset man who had left there some twenty years before in the great 
wave of migration. He was a good tailor, sewing for Alex and some of the other boys. 
He was now retired from government service in England and is again tinkering with 
tailoring. 
 
Hylton Morgan is my second cousin and we had also gone to school together as 
children. We were glad, ever so glad, for the brief reunion after such a long interlude. 
When I brought Eric over to meet him, they couldn’t recognize each other. He took 
Eric’s phone number and a few days later, he called us from London. Before we parted 
he gave me £3. 
 
We left Watford about five o’clock before closing time. A film show and other activities 
were scheduled for later, but we had far to go. 
 
The English countryside is flat and beautiful. The wide roads stretch like arrows to 
distant horizons. There are several sluggish rivers meandering across the plains. On 
the trip to Watford, we crossed the Trent which carries boats on its bosom. Pasture 
land is everywhere. Horses, sheep and cattle dot the well kept pastures. The gently 
undulating countryside creates a spirit of restfulness and calm as one drives through 
it. 
 
There is one drawback in the English summer. It rains almost continuously and sunny 
skies will often change into drab grey within a short while. 
 
The first time round, I spent two weeks in Nottingham with Eric and his family. While 
there, I sent Ricky off to school after his parents were gone to work. “I’m off Gran,” he 
would chirp as he headed through the front door. He and his father would come home 
for dinner at noon. In the afternoons – alone in the house – I watched the “telly”, as 
English folks call the t.v. or read books. 
 
Ricky came home from school in the afternoons at 3:30 pm. I had to look at what he 
did that day before he would be contented. Sometimes we played Bible games before 
his parents arrived home. 
 
One morning, to occupy myself, I went out into the garden to weed a patch of escallion. 
Among the weeds were nettle plants. I didn’t see them until I felt my hands burning all 
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over. The itching was terrible. I treated my arms with hot water and rubbed them over 
with some Vicks. I never did any more gardening! 
 
Joyce is a great cook. She bakes bread for the family and commercial bread is never on 
their table. The family is vegetarian. The lady of the house dishes up the tastiest meals 
I have had anywhere. She appears to do it effortlessly. Her quiet, dignified efficiency 
brings to mind the good wife that the wise man describes in Proverbs 31. 
 
My son and his family live in their own house, a lovely modern building set in a 
spacious yard with flower gardens in front and a vegetable garden behind the house. 
 
The first Sabbath I spent with them, I went to the Central Nottingham church. It is a 
large church with a membership made up largely of black people. There I met a 
Brother Shepherd, who originated at Hagley Gap, a village near to Somerset. 
The bulk of British Adventists are black migrants who are mostly from the West 
Indies. It would appear that the evangelization of the white native population has 
been minimal. Since his return to England, my son, Pastor Henry, has been forging 
ahead with public evangelism and has been achieving good successes. Advances are 
being made, but not widely enough or rapidly enough. 
 
Before leaving Nottingham, we went to one of the fancy plazas in town where he 
bought a clock for his living room and two pairs of cup and saucer for me. 
 
From Nottingham, I went back to Walsall. Eric drove me over on a Sunday morning. 
We stopped in Birmingham for short visit to the Camp Hill church. Eric conferred with 
the elder for a few minutes and we drove on. I went back to Rudolph’s house where all 
my things were, but two days later I went over to Dorothy’s place. Most of my time in 
England was spent with my daughter and her large family. 
 
Dorothy’s children were enthusiastic to have their gran over at their place. They were 
all nice to me and we got along fine except for the language problems. Winnifred, her 
eldest, is married and lives in Birmingham. Barbara has a flat in Walsall and Jervis 
works as a chef in Preston, one hundred and thirty miles away from Walsall. Ivan is 
still with his parents. These four were with me in Jamaica from the time their mother 
left, until November 1966 when they joined her. The eldest three remembered things 
about Jamaica and about me, but Ivan has very few recollections of those days. When 
he left me he was only six years old. Now he is a grown young man who has his own 
job and is the official organist at the Walsall church. 
 
Robert, Shirley, Kathleen, Douglas and Michelle are English-born. When Michelle was 
a baby her mother brought her to Jamaica when she came on vacation in 1972. Robert 
and I were reunited. 
 
Frances is Barbara’s daughter, but she lives with her grandma. She is a cute little 
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darling forever asking, “Gran, are you alright?” She was very concerned about my 
needs and she is only six years old. 
Frederick and Dorothy were eager to hear about “home” and we spent a great deal of 
time talking when they were home from work. My daughter works as an assistant 
nurse in a Birmingham hospital. Her husband works in a factory which produces 
plastic utensils. 
 
Except for the days when Dorothy was home on her days off, I stayed in the house 
alone for at least a part of the day. Shirley came home at lunch time to eat and to fix 
lunch for me. At sixteen, she is very motherly. When her mother is out, she shoulders 
the cooking and the running of the house. In the afternoons, I watched TV, read and 
slept a great deal. 
 
Dorothy and I went out shopping a few times. Walsall is a small town compared to 
Nottingham, but everything is available in its stores and market. A large open market 
is conducted on Tuesdays, Fridays and Saturdays. Fruits, vegetables, fish, meat, eggs, 
clothing, utensils and many other commodities are sold at this market. The town even 
has its own daily newspaper. The weekly overseas edition of the Daily Gleaner 
published in Kingston, Jamaica is widely read in England. Our folks there are well up-
dated with events happening back home. 
 
Strikes happen everywhere. The Walsall buses went on strike for a couple of days 
while I was at Dorothy’s. She and I walked to the shopping area to make some 
purchases, but we had to take a taxi back with our packages. When not on strike, the 
bus service is exceptionally good. The buses run on schedule and are clean, quiet and 
comfortable. All of them are double deckers – something never seen in Jamaica. 
 
After a two week’s spell in Walsall with Dorothy and family, she took me to London. 
We stayed at Thelma and Leaford’s house. Thelma is Miss Tosh’s daughter and 
Leaford is her husband. We spent four days in London at Thelma’s and Ephraim came 
there to see us. My nephew Robin phoned requesting us to meet him at the Liverpool 
Street train station. We went there, but there were complications. There is an 
underground station and a surface station at Liverpool Street. Unaware that the 
underground station existed, we waited for hours at the other. No Robin turned up. 
The night was cold and we shivered in the open. At eleven o’clock we took a taxi to a 
point where we could catch a bus for Peckham where Thelma lives. 
 
Five minutes after we got it, the telephone ran. An angry Robin was at the other end 
when Dorothy answered. He demanded to know why we didn’t show up. “Thank God I 
reached home,” he steamed and hung up. Dorothy was angry too. When Mr. Satchwell 
(Leaford) came in, we told him what had happened and he explained that there were 
two stations. Apparently my short-tempered nephew was waiting in the subway 
station while we kept our vigil on the surface. Dorothy rang him up and explained 
what happened and he apologized. He invited me to come and see him another time 
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and he offered to pay my fare this time. 
 
Thelma has a grown-up son from Jamaica, Delroy, and two little “English” kids, Karen 
and Sharene, then three-and-a-half and two-and-a-half years old, respectively. 
Dorothy and I had a pleasant stay with this family in London. 
 
That Sabbath, we went with Thelma and the children to Lewisham church. The 
following day, Sunday, we went to a big open air market at East Street. There I bought 
two towels. Thelma and Dorothy bought dress and curtain materials. The East Street 
market is rather like the open- air Walsall market, only bigger, with more goods. 
 
We ended our day at a sacred concert, put on by a combination of several of London’s 
Seventh Day Adventist churches. Thelma had kindly provided tickets for us even 
before we got to London. Pastor Reid, a Jamaican minister in England, was chairman 
and Vera White, a beautiful soprano, was the leading artist. Thousands of people were 
there that night. 
 
Dorothy and I left London on Monday afternoon from the Victoria coach station. In 
England, a coach service links the cities and towns in road transport. Tickets are 
bought in advance at a coach station and presented to the driver on boarding the 
vehicle. It is all very well organized and efficient, like so many other things in England 
and Canada. It cost us £7 each to get to London by coach and the same to return to 
Walsall. For a journey of about one hundred and sixty miles, the fare was very 
reasonable. 
 
Dorothy’s children, Kathleen and Douglas were waiting at the Walsall coach station for 
us. We took a local bus from there to Holdens Crescent, only a short distance away, but 
too far to walk with our luggage. 
 
Every day round about noon, I could expect calls from Eric and Rudolph on the 
telephone. They always called to find out how I was and to talk with me for a while 
during their lunch breaks. 
 
Winnifred picked me up from Dorothy’s place in Walsall and took me over to 
Birmingham the weekend after I returned from London. Lucy’s husband, Wilton, who 
has lived in that big Midland city for many years, came to her place to visit me and 
extended an invitation for me to come to his house on my next visit to Birmingham.  
 
Winnifred remembers her Jamaica days very well and she reminded me of countless 
little things that I had long forgotten. She remembers selling green mangoes, stories of 
her school mates and opponents in school fights and all her relatives. She recalled, too, 
her reluctance to go to the shop and how her uncle Lawrence used to whip her to go 
when I sent her. Though a grown woman, she is still a stubborn and sometimes 
difficult person, but she and I get along fine. There is nobody to her like her gran. 
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By this time my two month’s visa was on the brink of expiring. Rudolph applied for an 
extension of stay and it was granted without any trouble. The authorities cautioned 
him, however, about seeking welfare for me. I was to stay in England until the 
following year. 
 
With my extension in hand, I began moving around again. I went back to Birmingham 
to visit my nephew Alexander Morgan. He is brother Stephen’s son. From a little boy, 
his parents called him Brother “B” and that is what he is known by even today. 
Frederick drove me over to Birmingham in his car with Rudolph and Dorothy. They 
returned the same afternoon, Friday. 
 
On Sabbath I went to the Camp Hill church. Quite a number of Somerset folks in 
England are members of that church. When Septi returned from England in 1964, he 
told me much about Camp Hill. He and others like Eric, Reg, and Reginald Callum 
played active roles there in the early sixties. 
 
That Sabbath I had dinner with Brother Callum and his family. When Callum was only 
a young lad, he came to Somerset with Edward Heath (who later married my sister 
Esther), as cutter of railroad sleepers from the hardwood trees. They were from St. 
Elizabeth in the far west of the country. Some of the men settled in Somerset; these 
included Reggie and Eddie who married local girls and established themselves in the 
district. Callum went to England in the early sixties and a couple of years later he 
brought over his entire family. Brother Reg is a strong believer and currently leads a 
small church which grew out of Camp Hill. 
 
I met the Fyffes, Vernal and his wife, Septi’s sister Gertrude Morgan and some of her 
children, Elisha Johnson and a few other folks I had not seen in nearly twenty years. It 
was a grand reunion with old friends and relatives. 
At the end of the Sabbath, Callum’s family came over to Brother B’s and we spent half 
the night reminiscing about the old days back home. It is surprising how many 
previously unremembered things leap to consciousness when one thinks of past times 
and talks about them. As we reviewed our past in Somerset, the ordinary and 
mundane events then taken for granted, throbbed with excitement and new meaning. 
The jangle of voices and the familiar faces leaning forward created a satisfying 
atmosphere in which one could relax and let go. 
 
Many West Indian pastors are now serving in England. The sermon at Divine service 
on my first Sabbath at Camp Hill was delivered by Pastor McFarlane, a young 
Jamaican. McFarlane spoke on the subject, “Let No Man Take Your Crown.” Camp Hill’s 
resident minister is Pastor Flynn. In the afternoon, he came to promote the series of 
evangelistic meetings he was about to launch. 
 
On Sunday morning, after taking me on a tour of his backyard garden, my nephew 
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showed me around to the houses of the nearest Somerset folks for short visits. They 
all gave me little mementoes and presents. I was driven back to Dorothy’s place in 
Walsall by Brother Fyffe, with Brother Callum and Brother B as company. 
 
My daughter Dorothy and her family had lived in Walsall from the time they went to 
England until August 1979, when they bought their own home in a nearby town called 
Wednesbury. While I was on my second visit to old London town, they moved to 
Wednesbury. Ivan picked me up at the coach station in Birmingham and took me to 
their new place. 
 
The Wednesbury house is an old brick house needing a lot of repairs. While I was in 
England a lot of work was done on it to bring it into shape. There they had a spacious 
backyard good for vegetable gardening. 
 
Rudolph had also bought a place in Walsall. They have taken root in their adopted 
country and I cannot ever hope that they will ever return to Jamaica. 
 
Margaret Thatcher was elected Prime Minister of Britain the day before I flew to 
London. Many coloured immigrants felt uneasy about the “Iron Lady,” fearing that 
they would be repatriated. So far, Maggie has done no such thing. The West Indians, 
Africans, Indians and Pakistanis are very much part of British society, and as far as I 
can see, they are there to stay.  
 
On my second trip to London, I first went to visit Robin, my nephew. Frederick and 
Kathleen travelled with me to the Victoria coach station in London where two of 
Robin’s daughters, Joyce and Grace, awaited us. Frederick and his daughter went their 
way to visit Hylton Morgan, his uncle. The girls and I rode the subway to the Seven 
Streets station. Robin was there at the station awaiting us with his car. The final leg of 
the journey took us to Junction where his home is. 
 
I spent one week with Robin and his family before moving on to Niece Thelma. While 
at Robin’s, his mother-in-law, a long-time acquaintance of mine from nearby Ramble 
arrived from Jamaica to visit them. Goody Jane Wood and I were more than pleased to 
meet each other thousands of miles away from Jamaican villages. We spent a lot of 
time talking and reminding each other of long past things. She is an older woman than 
myself, but we certainly had more in common and more to chat about than we had 
with the British Jamaicans. 
 
My nephew Robin is not a Seventh Day Adventist, but he took me to the Edmonton 
church the Sabbath morning I was with him. A Jamaican Sister I met at Edmonton took 
me to another church in the afternoon to witness the baptism of twenty-five new 
believers. I visited many churches in England. 
 
My son John came to visit me at Robin’s and it was he and Robin’s wife who took me to 
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Thelma’s place at Peckham. 
 
She took me to the famous Chessington Zoo for a whole day. We left Peckham at eight 
in the morning and took two trains to get to our destination. The zoo is stocked with a 
large variety of exotic animals and is set in a wide expanse of beautiful gardens. There 
is but one zoo in Jamaica and I never had the privilege of visiting it. Now for the first 
time I was seeing animals I had only heard of or whose pictures I had seen in books. 
The Hippopotamus, Giraffe, Zebra and Elephant were there. So were a variety of 
Monkeys, Birds, Snakes. I saw the Polar Bear, Yak, Llama, Leopard and Racoon. There 
were dozens of other interesting creatures gathered from all over the world in that 
zoo.  
 
In addition to the zoo and gardens, there is an amusement park and several gift shops. 
 
We spent a wonderful day at Chessington. Thelma had taken a picnic lunch and we ate 
it seated on the grass which carpets the place in a rich green. 
 
From London I went back to Wednesbury. I kept well for most of the time that I was 
abroad but one Sabbath I became ill at church. I was overtaken with nausea and I 
vomited. A Brother drove me home and Dorothy called the doctor. He ordered me not 
to eat anything solid for twenty-four hours and he prescribed some medicine for me. I 
recovered rapidly and was never ill enough again to require a visit from the doctor. 
 
I returned to Birmingham to see Winnifred, my son-in-law Wilton (Will) Barnett and 
Winnifred’s father, Robbie Dixon. At Will’s, Winnifred cooked dinner and the three of 
us dined together in a light jovial atmosphere. Wilton gave me a few pounds when I 
was leaving and promised to visit me in Wednesbury. He kept his promise. 
 
Over the next few months – I visited Wilton in July – I went back to Nottingham to see 
Eric and his family, to Surrey in London to visit with my nephew, Daniel Morgan 
(Parson) and back to Thelma and Leaford for my third visit. 
 
Over most of the winter I was at Wednesbury with Dorothy. The cold came on in 
October and early November. Snow was on the ground. Everyone said that the winter 
of ‘79 was a mild one. It was indeed very much milder than the Canadian winter I 
experienced in 1977. Several of the relatives provided me with winter garments. I had 
a scarf, mittens, woollen cap, fur-lined boots and a heavy coat. Even with these on I felt 
the cold when I ventured out on the street. 
 
My folks and several of the brethren from the Walsall church sprang a surprise 
birthday party on me to celebrate my sixty-ninth birthday. I was born on the 
eighteenth of October. In 1979 this date was on a Thursday and the party was held at 
Rudolph’s house the following Saturday after church. They were all very careful to 
conceal their preparations from me. Jervis, my grandson, baked the birthday cake. He 
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is a certified chef. 
 
The party was a beautiful family and friends get-together. Rudolph declared it to be 
one of the happiest times in his life. Eric preached at the Walsall church that Sabbath 
and he and his family were part of the party. 
 
In some years past, I never dreamed that my life would last to sixty-nine years. God, 
who gives and who takes away the breath of life has kept me going all these years. In 
their kind speeches my friends and relatives wished me many more happy years. I 
cannot know how many I have left, but I strive to make each one a happy one. 
 
Like my dear son Rudolph, I thoroughly enjoyed those few hours I spend celebrating 
my sixty-ninth birthday.  
 
Everyone wanted me to stay on in England and I could, but I had the urge to get back 
home. Brother Louis and brother Stephen were growing old and feeble and I did not 
want them to die before I saw them again. Besides these two, I wanted to be back in 
my old familiar surroundings and see all the folks back home again. 
 
When Robert came over in November 1979, he tried to discourage me from returning 
to Jamaica. I would have to live alone in Somerset and I was getting on in years, he 
argued. Many others tried to talk me out of returning. A few, notably Eric and Martin, 
said they would leave me to make up my own mind. 
 
My mind was made up: I was returning to Jamaica even if it meant living under rough 
circumstances alone in Somerset. A barrel packed with things I had to take home was 
sent on before me a few weeks before I flew from London. 
 
Just two weeks before my departure, news came to us that Oscar, my husband’s 
nephew, had died after surgery in the Princess Margaret Hospital in Morant Bay, St. 
Thomas. Oscar had been sick on and off for long years with various complaints. This 
time he took a relatively simple operation for haemorrhoids. Poor hospital care 
weakened him and he died out of hospital at a relative’s home in Middleton. On the 
sixteenth of March, he was laid to rest beside his wife Loretta who had passed on just 
two years before him, while I was in Canada. 
 
Two friends, a brother and sister, good neighbours, stole away behind my back leaving 
my world a little bleaker, a little sadder. What is man? Man is like the ephemeral grass 
of the fields which is here today and gone tomorrow. Life, which can be so tough and 
resilient, is also so fragile, delicate and brief. Shall we not then fear God and keep his 
Commandments as our whole duty so that in the day of reckoning, we shall be able to 
stand? Oscar and Loretta died fearing God. I can only hope that all is well with them.  
 
Another old warrior laid down arms while I was away in England. Edgar Lindsay died 
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after months of illness. He was one of the dominant figures of Somerset in some ways. 
No one could “out-cuss” him and, in his hey day, his name was spoken in cautious 
whispers. People were afraid to trespass on Edgar’s property. He always kept a riding 
horse and this may have contributed to his power. While other men walked, he rode. 
 
In his last days, he was enfeebled by ill health and he lost much of his mystical aura. 
His wife Doris embraced the Adventist faith, but to the end he remained aloof to 
religion. I have never seen him attend a single church service in his adult years. So the 
aged ones of my generation go down to the grave. Our children are scattered abroad in 
the world, living their few years until they too must die.  
 
While in England, I almost became a part of the Walsall Seventh Day Adventist church. 
My daughter Dorothy and son Rudolph and their families are held in high esteem 
among the brethren. They took me in as one of their own and made me very at home 
among them. 
 
On my last Sabbath at Walsall they held a send-off service for me at the church hall 
after sunset. It was like a party, with cakes, sandwiches and drinks served in 
abundance. The brethren brought me a petticoat and a nightgown and Sister Nelson 
gave me a large handbag.  
 
Many kind things were said of me as my brothers and sisters bade me goodbye and 
Godspeed. But what Brother Brown, a former leader of the church, said about me was 
particularly satisfying to hear. He said that since I came to Walsall he had noticed my 
conduct in church, how I sat quietly and reverently through the services and in 
between them. I have always tried to behave well in God’s house, not to win man’s 
praise, but because it is right. To hear words of commendation for this was sweet 
indeed. 
 
Other brethren spoke or sang as they wished me goodbye. Brother Scarlett said he 
wished he had not met me, then he would not have to bear the pain of saying goodbye! 
That was a strange way of saying that he would miss me. 
 
Robert and I sang one of my favourite hymns during the programme. 
 
  Under His wings, I am safely abiding 
  Though the night deepens and tempests are wild,   
  Still I can trust Him; I know He will keep me; 
  He has redeemed me and I am His child. 
  
    Refrain 
  Under His wings, under His wings, 
  Who from His love can sever?  
  Under His wings my soul shall abide, 
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  Safely abide forever. 
 
This song has sustaining power. Through many dark days of the past, I found strength 
and courage singing this hymn. Some were prophesying that returning to Somerset 
would produce undue hardship for me without Robert there, since  he was there for 
me when I returned from Canada. I would have to go it alone, but I would be “under 
His wings”. My grandchildren, too, sang for me and wished me goodbye. 
 
On Monday of the following week I left Walsall for the last time and went to London. 
That was  March 24. Thelma received me at the Victoria coach station and took me to 
her place. Over the next few days, John, Parson, Hylton, a couple of my husband’s 
nephews and some other kith and kin came to see me and wished me goodbye. My 
flight on Air Jamaica was scheduled for 8:15 am on Sunday, March 30, 1980. 
 
Friday afternoon, March 29, Dorothy, Robert, Shirley and Gloria came down to London 
to see me off. We all stayed in Thelma’s house giving her family quite a crowding. 
 
When we reached Heathrow on Sunday morning, we were greeted with the 
announcement that the flight would be delayed. The airline clerks checked in my suit 
cases and directed me and the other passengers to board a bus which took us to a 
hotel. 
 
I had with me a heavy travelling bag and handbag. My folks helped me to the bus 
before returning home disappointed at not seeing me off. 
 
The hotel was a huge plush place. The rooms were carpeted and carried two beds. A 
nice little bathroom was attached to each one and an electric kettle, television set and 
telephone completed the outfit. 
 
A young Jamaican man returning home like myself, helped me with my bags during all 
the time of delay. He was very kind and considerate all the way. 
 
Shortly after nine o’clock, the passengers were called down to the hotel dining room 
for breakfast. At noon we were served lunch. That time they said a plane would be 
ready for a 3:30 pm flight. 
 
When three-thirty came, we were told that the flight would be at five-thirty. The bus 
came back and took us to where our baggage was checked in at the airport. We were 
accommodated in a sort of waiting room and provided with a light supper. 
 
The aircraft did not take off from Heathrow until eight o’clock that night. By then the 
patience of disgruntled passengers had completely evaporated. Many swore that they 
would never travel with Air Jamaica again. I couldn’t say that since I had no hopes of 
travelling again, but I was as tired, frustrated and angry as anyone else. 
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We couldn’t walk out to the craft like passengers do at the Norman Manley 
International Airport in Kingston – a bus took us out to the runway. The weather was 
still cold and snow had fallen the day before. I was cloaked up in a great coat and had 
on ankle length fur-lined boots to keep me warm. As the Air Jamaica jet taxied down 
the runway, I said goodbye in my heart to the British Isles and my loved ones who 
dwelt there. I had no hope or expectation of returning there again. An important 
chapter in my life had closed. 
We landed at 12:05 am DST in Kingston, twelve hours behind schedule. I was worried 
that at that hour no one would be there to meet me, but after I cleared customs and 
got to the outside, Noel, Alcie and Martin were there waiting for me. 
 
My folks in Kingston also had trouble with the delayed flight. They had made one 
previous trip to the airport before they learnt of the delay. And again, late in the night 
in the Sodomic city of Kingston they had to be on the road again. 
 
We arrived at (Aneita) Annie’s house in Vineyard Town at 1:30 am. 
 
I spent a week in Kingston upon my return. Much of that time was spent in 
distributing the things I had brought for my folks in the city. I stayed at Annie’s and 
the others came to see me there. 
 
The following Sunday morning, Lawrence, Noel and Martin took me home to 
Somerset. The car had to be left in Ramble and we walked the remaining two miles or 
at least most of it. As I huffed and puffed and struggled up the rough and steep 
Somerset road, I remembered the words of those who warned me not to return. I felt 
like conceding that they were right. The young men could step ahead gingerly and 
Noel went on before, but the two sons hung behind with their tired old mama. 
 
I struggled to heave my frame over the hills which rise up from the deep Yallahs river 
valley at Ramble and push up into the sky. When we got onto flatter ground a car 
drove up on its way to Somerset. We stopped the motorist and he squeezed me onto 
his back seat which was already packed up with suitcases. A grumpy wife sat in the 
front seat beside him. Her face would have driven me from the vehicle had I not 
needed the ride so badly. Lawrence and Martin walked on behind. 
 
The driver dropped me at my sister Esther’s gate. My old brother Louis was looking 
out from his seat on the little verandah. We were so happy to see each other again. I 
was especially glad to be back to see my brother Louis alive. He was weak and aged, 
but his eyes still had their cheery twinkle. In contrast to my layers of English fat, my 
poor sister was lean and gaunt. Her shabby dress dangled on her frame. I felt sorry for 
her. She was cheerful though and oh, so happy to see her sister “Reenie” again. Reenie, 
from Irene, was my childhood pet name and some people still use it. 
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When Lawrence and Martin got to their auntie’s house we continued the journey 
upwards. My legs trembled as we climbed up the last lap of the way. From double 
decker buses in Walsall, subways in London to tramping on foot along a single trail! 
 
My daughter Lucy, her youngest daughter Sharon and her grandchildren were at my 
house to greet me and settle me. So my adventures in England were over and I was 
back in my old familiar place and I couldn’t quite make up my mind whether I was 
glad or sad about my decision to return. 
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 Unsettled 
 
Although I was away for only ten months, so many things looked and sounded strange 
to me back in this country. The Jamaican accent sounded strange. When I saw people 
bearing loads on their heads and pushing load-carts in Kingston, it all appeared very 
unusual. Lamplight in Somerset was another of these unexpected surprises. The little 
orange flame seemed unable to dispel the darkness. After the months of electric lights 
my house appeared dark and forbidding when night came. 
 
My first week back home was spent in distribution and visiting. I made it my special 
duty to visit my brother Stephen and his wife. Both are now old and feeble. Aunt Gena 
has been sick on and off in bed for over twenty years. She has never been up and 
about actively for very long. Now she is almost completely bedridden and now poor 
old Stephen, hardly able to manage himself, is faced with the burdensome task of 
caring for her. 
 
My brother-in-law Uriah, who fancied himself a philosopher, used to say that all that a 
man does in life is a gamble. He contended that planting crops and keeping animals 
were gambling enterprises. In this category he included marriage and indeed when 
two people say “for better or worse”, they are entering upon one of the most serious 
“gambling” enterprises of this life. Some win and some lose and some are in between. 
 
The groceries I brought from England with me were soon exhausted. There are no 
shops in Somerset now as in bygone days when there were as many as three operating 
at the same time. 
The villagers have to travel the miles to Ramble or River Head across the Yallahs River 
to get their Flour, Cornmeal, Rice, tinned Mackerel and pickled Fish which make up 
the bulk of their diets. People also go into Kingston often where things are more 
readily available. A market truck for some years now ply between Somerset and the 
city on Tuesdays, Thursdays and Fridays. 
 
Martin tried his best to keep me supplied with the basics. On Thursdays he would 
purchase and send with someone on Mr. Blake’s truck some things for me. I 
supplement this by asking Lucy’s children to buy food for me when they went 
shopping for their ma in Ramble. The food problem, the rough mountain tracks and 
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my empty house were my chief troubles in the months immediately following my 
return. At nights, two great-grandchildren, Lorna (Minette’s daughter)and Marcia 
(Mercy’s daughter), slept with me. The youngsters and I got along great and they 
considered coming to be with me a sort of escape from their more austere grandmas, 
Nellie for Lorna and Lucy for Marcia. 
As long as I am able to move about I will be planting. Farming is my profession and my 
life. The land has given me a living all the years of my life and I love it.  I began 
planting things around the house shortly after I got back from England. My days were 
kept occupied and I was more or less happy. Gone were the days of the big, spreading 
fields, but my few roots of growing Gongo Peas, Cow Peas and Beans gave me much 
pleasure and satisfaction. I also spent some time reviving my flagging flower gardens 
and the plants began to look well again. 
 
The 1980 Pimento crop was poor. In good years I can gather as much as 700 pounds of 
dried Pimento, but in this year I got only a meagre 75 pounds. In a year with good 
weather the trees will bear until they hang down under the weight of the mature 
berries. Poor weather, too much sun, too little rain, can wreck havoc with the output. 
In Somerset we get a regular cycle of good and poor yields. 
 
Since Alex died, I allowed his brother Robert (Bobby), an older man than himself, to 
use the Burnhill land for pasture. He put up barbed wire fence around the property 
and the cattle. He kept the surrounding land clean. This was good for the Pimento 
which did not have to compete with heavy grass and bush. I got some of the best crops 
from Burnhill in the years after 1968. 
 
Since his father’s death when he was only eleven years old, Martin has been my chief 
“breaker” of Pimento. Every summer he came home from Morant Bay, and later from 
Kingston, to labour in the fields along side me and the few people I employed to help. 
He is a grown man now wrapping up his university programme and moving into the 
world of work. He was home for several short visits in the summer of 1980. I cannot 
say what will happen in the years ahead. 
 
Before I went to England I rented the Austin property to Mr. Lascelle Reid, since I was 
unable to manage it. Like Burnhill, it is a fruitful place with Mangoes, Oranges, a little 
Coffee and Cocoa, Avocado Pears and Pimento. Before the dreadful yellowing disease 
wiped out almost all the Coconut trees in Jamaica, Austin had a large number of them 
producing an abundance of nuts. Now only the gaunt, naked trunks are left jutting into 
the sky. The story has been repeated almost everywhere in the Island; yellowing 
disease has wiped out one of the country’s most important agricultural crops. 
 
Reid will profit from that place even if he just gathers what it produces. His is a land 
worker and a cattle man and his profit will increase from field and pasture. 
 
One of my most pressing reasons for returning to Jamaica was to be with my brother 
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Lou before he passed away. He became very weak and sickly before I left and he was 
at Yallahs Bay in St. Thomas with his only daughter, Dell. While I was in England he 
returned to Somerset to stay with our sister Esther. Louis, despite his increasing 
illness, held on bravely until August 4, 1980. By then he was a skeleton of his former 
self and a diabetic condition produced a running sore on his left foot. The old man 
spoke incoherently or not at all in the last days. It was difficult, agonizing, to watch 
him suffer, but in my heart I was satisfied to be near him in his last days. He left us 
peacefully in his eighty-fourth year. Several times he bade me goodbye before he died. 
  
For years, Arnold, our oldest brother, had never set foot in Somerset. His dying 
brother continuously expressed a desire to see him and he came with two of his 
children on the third, just a day before Louis died. He returned to Danvers Pen, St. 
Thomas, the same Sunday night leaving his daughter Doretta behind. Brother Lou died 
at eight o’clock the following morning! The young lady rushed back to St. Thomas to 
get her father. 
 
Hurricane Allen was in the Caribbean at this very time and my brother was committed 
to the earth on the drenched, blustery afternoon of Tuesday, the fifth of August, the 
day after he died. 
 
The radio carried frequent reports on the hurricane which was on a collision course 
with the southeast coast of Jamaica. The meteorological office kept saying that Allen 
was one of the worst hurricanes on record. As night came it appeared that we were in 
for a battering from Allen. This would be our first direct hit since Charlie of ‘51. 
 
That night I stayed with Esther. The winds rose in intensity from early night. Many of 
the folks of the village went to the new school house, the strongest building available 
for protection. Esther, her husband Mass Eddie and myself stayed in their house. 
 
Rain lashed the land and the wind howled madly. I slept and when I awoke in the 
morning, the house was still there and safe. By an inexplicable miracle, the hurricane 
had veered off course sufficiently to pass along the narrow passage between Cuba and 
Jamaica. The northeast and north of our Island got a licking, but once more by God’s 
almighty providence, we were spared the full brunt of a natural disaster. This is not to 
say that extensive damage was not done, but the destruction would have been 
infinitely worse had Allen hit us full blast. 
 
In the morning Nellie, Septi and their daughter Minette came to escort me home. My 
little house was safe and as sound as the one I had passed the night in. In fact, 
Somerset experienced very little damage from the hurricane. The village nestles down 
between high hills which offered some measure of protection. The little John Ten 
Pence spring collected water and one of the village men, Rook Ewin, had to lift me 
across on my way home. 
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My brother Louis was a lion of a man in many ways and he went down in leonine 
weather! Allen was his requiem. 
 
Nadine Antoinette Simone Henry was born to Lawrence and Barbara on June 12, 
1980, in the University of West Indies Hospital. For years, some of my children have 
been anxious to have me live with one of them in an easier place than Somerset. Since 
I was alone and moving on in years I gladly accepted the offer of Nadine’s parents to 
live with them in Kingston and care for the little girl when her mother returned to 
work. I have always been jealous of giving up my independent existence to live with a 
son or daughter, especially in idleness. Having this sweet child to care for made the 
deal worth while. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Bloodshed in Kingston 
 
The truck man, Bob Blake, brought me and my things into the city on Thursday, 
September 25. I got an abundance of help from Nellie’s and Lucy’s children and other 
folk of the village to move one of my beds, the cabinet, dining table, chairs, utensils 
and suitcases. 
 
As my things were loaded unto the truck in the darkness of Thursday morning, a 
feeling of sadness swept over me. I was leaving the familiar, maybe for the last time, to 
enter a new and untested relationship. I could not be certain if it would all work to my 
advantage. The future can be so uncertain and down right scary at times! 
 
Martin was waiting at the truck terminus at West Street to direct Mr. Blake to 1 
Paraiso Avenue off the Hagley Park Road in the southwest of the city. By nine-thirty I 
was safely landed in my son’s house. 
 
History will record 1980 as one of the worst years in the land of Jamaica. In that year a 
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massive political war was waged between the Jamaica Labour Party (JLP) as the 
opposition party and the governing socialist People’s National Party (PNP). It was not 
a campaign of words, but of flying bullets. The poor, unemployed youths of the land, 
especially of Kingston, bore illegal arms and wasted their lives in support of political 
overlords. Death, blood and fear was abroad in the land. In the month of July alone, 
twenty-five people were slain by the gun and in one twenty-four hour period, twenty-
one defenceless citizens fell. 
 
Every day the radio news broadcasts blasted out the numbers killed. Never a day 
passed without its casualties. When I came into Kingston the televison reports were 
even more terrible for I could see some of the devastation as well as hear it. Most 
times it was the poor suffering people who were bearing the brunt of the attacks. 
Places like Waterhouse, Lower Mountain View Avenue and Majesty Gardens were the 
battle fronts. 
 
Every general election in this country has come to be more cruel and destructive than 
the one before. Stone throwing and heckling of the fifties have given away to high-
powered military weapons and a sort of guerilla warfare between the contending 
parties. 
 
I was afraid to come to live in town. Every night the sound of gunfire pierced the air 
and drove fear into my heart. Our street never came under attack probably because it 
was a dead end, but on neighbouring ones the mighty explosions were heard. The 
gunmen were not out to kill off everyone. Their primary objective was to intimidate 
people and spread fear. 
While politicians made charges and counter-charges against each other from behind 
their wall of security men, hundreds of citizens perished. The aged, children, pregnant 
women, anyone, but most of all the devil-controlled, frenzied young men died. It was a 
time of terror. 
 
My first night in town was remarkable. Lawrence and Barbara had a spoilt dog they 
call Brutus. The animal wanted to stay in the house all the while. Late in the night, 
after we had returned, I was rudely awakened by a terrific rattling at the back door. A 
single thought flashed through my frightened mind, “the evil men were breaking in!” 
 
I yelled out to Lawrence up in the front bedroom, “Lar, dem down pon Barry!” Martin, 
or Barry as we’ve called him since he was a baby, was in the back bedroom close to the 
back door. Everyone else in the house knew that it was the stupid dog Brutus, since he 
was in the habit of scratching on the doors at night. I calmed down and went back to 
sleep. 
 
For nights I could not sleep well for fear and anxiety. When I heard of the old ladies 
killed in their beds in Majesty Gardens by the devil-possessed maniacs, I knew it could 
be me. 
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Always in the holocaust the big men are spared. Security men risk their lives to keep 
them safe while some of them engineer the death of the pawns in the game of power-
seeking. The pattern changed dramatically in the early hours of Monday morning 
October 14, Nomination Day. Roy McGann, the sitting Member of Parliament and PNP 
candidate for East Rural St. Andrew, my constituency, was shot down and killed by a 
police party in a fracas between JLP and PNP supporters in Gordon Town. Although 
the then-Prime Minister Michael Manley attempted to explain the circumstances of his 
comrade’s death, it is still shrouded in mystery. No one has yet explained how 
McGann’s body guard, acting Corporal Whyte, came to be killed with his master’s gun 
fired so close to his head that it left burn marks on his skin. 
 
Election day was on the thirtieth of October. I went on “leave” from my “job” and 
returned to Somerset to vote. The result of the ‘76 elections when the PNP won a 
second five-year term was boasted as the biggest landslide victory ever in Jamaica 
politics. The winners took 47 of 60 parliamentary seats and the defeated Labour Party 
took 17 seats. The victors acclaimed the mandate of the people with great glee. But on 
this election day, tables were turned – the mandate was amplified, but reversed.  
 
The JLP had a tremendous victory which not only swept the PNP from power, but 
shattered the party very badly. They took not 47, but 51 of the 60 seats. Many people 
see this big swing to the conservative Labour party as a rejection by the people of 
Jamaica of the democratic socialist principles which guided a mediocre PNP 
administration in the Seventies. 
 
The election did not immediately put an end to political violence. The victors’ gunmen 
celebrated with barrages of shots and the vanquished in many areas used their 
weapons too. In Somerset it was peaceful, but when I returned to town, my folks told 
me of the non-stop firing of the guns in the Waltham Park Road and Lower Hagley 
Park Road area from Thursday night to Sunday afternoon, when an army unit moved 
in and restored some peace. 
 
My beautiful and pleasant homeland has been awash with blood. The things we once 
described as belonging to foreign shores are now part of our lives. The wrath of the 
devil is manifest in his servants and they seem to be in charge of the world. 
 
Jesus said in the great prophecy of Matthew 24:6,21 “Ye shall hear of wars and 
rumours of wars... For there shall be great tribulation, such as was not since the 
beginning of the world...” With my own eyes I am beginning to see these things, with 
my ears have I heard them. Surely the devil is abroad in the world, as a “roaring lion”. 
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 Retirement 
 
Many people express surprise when I tell them that I am the mother of twelve 
children. It was no easy task raising the lot of them but, thank God, every single one of 
them have survived to adulthood and they are making their way in the world. None 
have been a disgrace to the family name. Now in the sunset years of my life, I am 
reaping the rewards of my labour. No longer can I plant broad plots of Gongo Peas, 
Red Peas, Sweet Potato, Corn and other foods. Nine years have passed and I have not 
set foot on my father’s property, Hireland Pasture, which was once my chief farming 
territory. 
 
In my forced “retirement”, I live in Lawrence’s house and many of the others send me 
money on a monthly basis. It was Reg and Clive who paid for my trip to Canada and 
Rudolph, Eric, Ephraim and Dorothy who brought me to England. Back in Somerset, 
Lucy and Nellie and my son-in-law Septi were my chief helpers. They did as much as 
they possibly could to make life happy for me. I do not fear for my future security. 
With God leading me and with such a wonderful family I can hope to spend my final 
years in peace. 
 
The Psalmist declares, “Lo, children are an heritage of the Lord: and the fruit of the 
womb is his reward. As arrows are in the hand of a mighty man; so are children of the 
youth. Happy is the man that hath his quiver full of them: They shall not be ashamed, 
but they shall speak with the enemies in the gate”. (Psalm 127:3-5) 
 
My quiver is full of them and I rejoice in them. One of the great sorrows of my life is 
that some of my dear children have deserted the gospel of Jesus Christ to become men 
of the world. I pray for them daily in the hope that God will turn them around and set 
their straying feet on the eternal path. My greatest joy will be to meet my loved ones 
in heaven on that great “Day of Reward.” Wouldn’t it be grand if Alex and me could 
stand on the sea of glass before the throne of God with our twelve children. His fate is 
sealed at the hour of his death, but we who are alive must keep the Blessed Hope alive 
in our hearts. 
 
For myself I will ask boldly with the courageous apostle Paul, “Who shall separate us 
from the love of God? Shall tribulation, or distress, or persecution or famine, or 
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nakedness, or peril or sword?” With him, shout the answer, “For I am persuaded that 
neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, 
nor things to come, nor heights, nor depths, nor any other creature shall be able to 
separate us from the love of God, which is Christ Jesus our Lord.” (Romans 8:35,38-39)  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Eulogy: 1988 
 

One short sleep past 
We wake eternally 

And death shall be no more: 
Death thou shalt die! 

 
                                                                      – John Donne 
 
In a little village, nestling against steep St. Andrew hills, less than twenty miles 
northwest of Kingston, on October 18, 1910 a baby girl was ushered into this world. 
This was the twelfth child born to Charles and Margery Morgan. The baby girl was 
named Rhoda Irene. It is doubtful if her peasant farming parents knew this, but the 
names they chose for their new baby mean a rose (Rhoda) and peace (Irene). A rose of 
peace. 
 
Life is never long enough for those who live it well. Seventy-seven years and eleven 
months have quickly slipped by, and today, we are here gathered in solemn 
celebration of the life of a peaceful rose who has been absorbed into eternity through 
the passageway of death. 
 
The little girl who drank warm milk straight from her father’s cow at Hireland 
Pasture, and who skipped barefooted on the stony yard of Mountain House, grew up, 
passed all too quickly through the varied stages of life, and died peacefully in the 
Andrew’s Memorial Hospital, eight years beyond the biblical three score and ten. 
 
Rhoda went to school in the one room village school house which was also the 
Methodist church she attended in childhood. She started school at eight years and 
continued until she was sixteen. 
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Except for two years spent in Kingston and St. Thomas right after school, she lived all 
her life in Somerset, right up to old age when she had the opportunity to “see the 
world”. On September 13, 1931 when she was twenty-one, she married Alexander 
Henry, recently home from Cuba. She seldom spoke of their meeting, but as the story 
goes, he had a dream in which three girls were bringing him a glass of water each and 
she was the first one to get to him. Apparently this was sufficient evidence that Rhoda 
Irene was the girl for him. 
 
Both young people were coming from large families, and, not to be outdone by their 
parents, the Alexander-Rhoda partnership produced twelve children. They are – 
Rudolph, Antoinette, Lucy, Eric, Dorothy, Ephraim, Reginald, Clive, Lloyd, Lawrence, 
Aneita and Martin.  
 
Mother, as many have come to call her in her last years was terribly proud of every 
one of her dozen. She would always say, “Thank God none of them died or were 
deformed and none of them get into trouble.” As she is laid to rest today, every one of 
the children is alive and doing very well. Society has been made richer because of their 
contribution. 
 
Her husband was always very pleased and proud of her capacity to generate love. 
 
After thirty-seven years together, Alexander died in 1968, leaving her to soldier on 
alone for another twenty years. Both had laboured together in the fields and at home 
to raise their giant family. In her prime, it was not unusual for Mother to walk with her 
donkey to Kingston twice a week to sell farm produce and purchase town goods for 
the family. She, like the mother and wife of Proverbs 31 provided well for her 
household. She knew well how to “tun han’ and meck fashion” with little. 
 
In gratitude for her sacrificial devotion to them, her children tried to make her old-age 
happy and rewarding. In 1977 she spent several months in Canada, and was off to 
England two years later. She was never tired of recounting her adventures abroad.  
 
Since 1980, she lived first with Lawrence, then with Aneita in Kingston. 
 
Mother Rhoda has left this life as the grandmother of over sixty grandchildren, many 
of whom she mothered and as great-grandmother of over thirty-one children. 
 
Religion has always been the central pillar of Mother’s life. She grew up a Methodist, 
joined her husband’s church, the Baptist, and has been a faithful Seventh Day 
Adventist since 1946. Jesus Christ was real and personal to her, and in her final illness 
the Blessed Hope of his soon return to liberate the captives of sin and death was very 
much alive in her heart. 
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One of the burdens of her heart was that all her family will own Christ as Lord and 
Saviour. Her bible, which Clive gave to her at Independence in 1962, has many verses 
which she treasured, marked in it. In Revelation 3:12 she had marked, “Him that 
overcometh will I make a pillar in the temple of my God, and he shall go no more out, 
and I will write upon him the name of my God...and I will write upon him my new 
name.” 
Even in the weakness and sickness of old age, she was still scrambling out to church 
whenever the feelings allowed. Yes, she was present in her usual seat in Greenwich 
Town church on Sabbath September 10. One week later, on September 17, she was 
taken to the hospital and went to sleep four days afterwards in the wee hours of 
Wednesday morning at 12:21am to await the voice of the life-giver. 
 
Her big print bible, a gift from Ephraim when her eyesight was failing, was her daily 
companion. 
 
Our lives have been made richer by having Rhoda Irene as mother, grandmother, 
great-grandmother, sister, aunt, fellow church member and friend. Truly, she lived a 
peaceful, fragrant and full life. 
 
Mother would go to any length to avoid strife. Nobody can recall her being loud, 
aggressive or quarrelsome. As she lived, so she died – in peace. 
 
A rose of peace has faded, but the fragrance still lives on. 
 
Gone is the face we would still love to see; silent is the voice we would still love to 
hear. 
 
We shall miss her deeply, but there are happy memories to treasure forever. 
 
Mother, grandmother, great-grandmother, sister, aunt, fellow church member and 
friend, you have laboured well, and may your reward be a golden crown in that fair 
land decked with the stars of all those for whom you have laboured tirelessly. 
 
Goodbye, Goodbye, Goodbye Mother Dear. 
 
We will see you in the morning if we too are faithful 
 
May your soul rest in peace. 
 
 
 
      Martin Henry 
      October 2, 1988 
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