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Dedication




To my beloved mother, Gloria Forbes, gone but not forgotten! For her unwavering support, love, and sacrifice, especially during my time at Dinthill Technical High School and throughout my journey in life. She believed in my potential even when the road seemed uncertain, and her strength and guidance always carried me through every challenge. I am forever grateful for the foundation she built for my success. 

To my beloved son, Wynton — you awakened in me a deeper appreciation and awareness of what truly matters in life. I miss your presence every day, but your spirit lives on, and your love and memories will forever be cherished.

To my stepfather, Sam Forbes, whose presence and support played a significant role in shaping my path. Gone but not forgotten!

To Aunt Philiberta and Leslie Sutherland, whose warmth, hospitality, and guidance when I first arrived in the United States provided me with a strong foundation. Your kindness and support have enriched my life in ways I will always cherish. 

And to my Uncle Leslie Toomer, who has been a steadfast source of inspiration and a loving parental figure in my life. His compassion and affection will always hold a special place in my heart.

With all my love and appreciation!

On Tuesday, October 28, 2025, Hurricane Melissa—a powerful Category 5 storm—struck the beautiful island of Jamaica with unprecedented force. With sustained winds exceeding 185 miles per hour and storm surges reaching up to fifteen feet, it devastated the southwestern and northwestern regions of the island, leaving behind widespread destruction to homes, roads, and vital infrastructure. The full recovery will no doubt take time, courage, and collective resolve.

My thoughts and heart remain with my people in Jamaica. I dedicate this work to their resilience—the unbreakable spirit that rises, again and again, in the face of adversity. To their strength, unity, and unwavering determination to rebuild what was lost and to restore the beauty of our homeland.

May this dedication stand as a small tribute to a nation that continues to inspire the world with its courage and faith. My prayers and deepest wishes go out to all those affected by this tragedy, with hope for healing, speedy recovery, and renewal in the days ahead.

—Fred










  
  
Foreword




Iam excited to share with you this extraordinary autobiography. In "My Hill and Gully Ride," you will embark on the inspiring journey of a Jamaican immigrant as he navigates his way to the United States. This narrative is more than just a story; it offers a thought-provoking and enlightening experience that encourages reflection. Whether or not you are familiar with Jamaican culture, the insights and perspectives within these pages will surely resonate with you and leave a lasting impression. 

This autobiography is born from a genuine passion for knowledge and a commitment to sharing meaningful wisdom. Fred Rose has expertly intertwined his life experiences, expertise, and deep dedication throughout each chapter, ensuring that every word carries authenticity and purpose. This work goes beyond simple storytelling; it acts as a bridge that connects curiosity to understanding and helps transform dreams into impactful contributions to society.

Starting from humble beginnings in rural Jamaica, Fred climbed to prominence as a civil engineer specializing in water resources, facing numerous challenges, along his path. Throughout these pages, he not just recounts moments of celebration, triumph, and joy, but also disasters, crises, and tragedies—providing a historical lens through which these events can be understood and remembered. As you immerse yourself in this book, you will encounter moments of triumph and resilience that will inspire you. 

This book is not merely a recollection of milestones and achievements, but a testament to the people and experiences that shaped Fred’s journey. I encourage you to let this book be your guiding light, a trusted companion, and a powerful catalyst for your growth and discovery. It will meet and exceed your expectations, providing insights that enrich your personal and professional journey.

So, I invite you to dive into this remarkable work, soak up its invaluable lessons, and let yourself be inspired. Get ready for an enlightening journey ahead!

—Leonie Rose Bovino, PhD, APRN, AGACNP-BC, FAHA

Testimonials

 "What a powerful immigrant story! Everyone should read for its inspiring tales of resilience and hard work. The author builds a relatable ethos by not shying away from the hardships experienced; one is rooting for him to succeed from the onset of the story." —Writer's Digest

"This book takes you on a personal journey from the hills of Jamaica to life in America, capturing the resilience, growth, and hope that defines Fred’s story. It’s a powerful and heartfelt reflection on overcoming challenges and discovering one’s true path."   —Y. Gordon

"Fred writes boldly and with vivid skill about success, disappointment, and tragedy—both personal and global. Blended with the spiciness of his Jamaican upbringing, his storytelling stirs every emotion, leaving you both entertained and deeply moved."  —M. Francis
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Chapter 1

A Jamaican Upbringing





Introduction

My name is Frederick (Fred) Rose, and I was born in the lush, sun-kissed parish of St. Mary, Jamaica. This breathtaking land, cradled by rolling emerald hills and bordered by the glistening turquoise waters of the Caribbean Sea, was my first world place. The air was thick with the scent of ripe fruits and sea breeze, and life pulsed to the rhythmic heartbeat of reggae music. Here, warmth extended beyond the tropical sun; it radiated from the laughter of the people, the unbreakable bonds of community, and the rich tapestry of our island's culture. 

Growing up in Jamaica was an adventure bursting with color, sound, and sensation. The district shops were alive with the hypnotic beats of ska and reggae, the intoxicating aroma of delicious island food sizzling over open flames, and the shouts of children engaged in boisterous games of cricket or marble shooting. Our playgrounds were nature’s bounty—towering mango and apple trees, coconut palms swaying like dancers in the wind, and fields that stretched into banana plantations as far as the eye could see. Climbing trees was not just a pastime; it was an art. I became a master navigator of branches, swinging from limb to limb in search of the plumpest, sun-ripened fruit, devouring its juicy flesh with juice dripping down my chin.

Banana plantations sprawled across the countryside like a living quilt, their broad, waxy leaves rustling like whispers in the breeze. I roamed those fields with boyish curiosity. My bare feet sank into the damp, fertile soil. My senses were alive with the symphony of nature—the sights, sounds, and smells of my home district. The chirping of crickets at night, the scent of freshly cut cane, the distant bray of a donkey, and the crowing of roosters in the early morning. The occasional burst of laughter from farmers hard at work remains etched in my memory. These experiences form the foundation of my deep appreciation for the environment. Life was simple yet incredibly rich, woven together by stories, traditions, and an unyielding spirit of perseverance.

Our home was located in the small district of Blue Gate, nestled next to Carron Hall, midway between the towns of Highgate and Guy’s Hill. The population of Carron Hall and its immediate surrounding was about 700 to 800 in 1970. 

We had the most picturesque views from our property. From the front, we saw the rolling hills and valleys stretching all the way down to the shimmering blue Caribbean Sea in the distance. The vast open pastures and lush green fields painted a serene, almost idyllic landscape. One of the standout landmarks was the Pringle Home for Girls, a symbolic structure perched atop a hill in Carron Hall, with Gordon Land nestled quietly at the bottom, adding depth to the vista.

From the rear of our home, the view was equally breathtaking. A portion of the magnificent Blue Mountain range loomed in the distance; its peaks often shrouded in a misty veil of clouds. The Blue Mountains are renowned in Jamaica, not just for having the island's tallest peak but also for producing its legendary coffee, known worldwide for its rich, smooth flavor. The sight of these majestic mountains provided a constant reminder of the natural beauty that surrounded us.

Highgate, one of the nearby towns, seemed like a long journey from Blue Gate, especially as a child – it was merely about five miles away. The trip involved descending winding roads that twisted and turned through the countryside, passing through Palmetto Grove and Dean Pen along the way. The route was an adventure in itself, with each bend revealing new scenery and hidden corners of our parish.

In the opposite direction lay Guy’s Hill, a town that appeared to rise gently as you approached. It marked the entry into the Parish of St. Catherine that was well-known for its expansive sugar cane plantations and orange cultivations. The journey to Guy’s Hill passes through several districts, including Windsor Castle near Blue Gate. In between that is Change Hill, another district adjacent to Windsor Castle and connected to Carron Hall. Each of these communities has its own distinct characteristics and history. 

Continuing beyond Guy’s Hill, the next major town was Linstead. Linstead would later become the center of my world when I attended high school there for four formative years. The town buzzed with activity and opportunities, contrasting with the quieter life in Blue Gate, yet it remained connected to my roots.

I distinctly recall a milestone marker situated just a couple of hundred yards from our home. It indicated that we were 30 miles from Spanish Town, one of Jamaica’s oldest and most historically significant towns. Spanish Town itself was about 15 miles from Kingston, the vibrant capital city of Jamaica. This simple marker was a constant reminder of how our small, tranquil district of Blue Gate was connected to the broader, bustling world beyond our hills and valleys.

The community of Blue Gate was small enough that most everyone where somewhat related and you knew all the families. It was a close nit family environment with neighbors helping each other and as a child growing up, you felt others genuinely cared for your well-being and looked out for you. I would say Blue Gate represented a microcosm of communities throughout the rural parts of Jamaica. 

Jamaica Celebrate Independence

Jamaica celebrated its independence on August 6th, 1962, and even though I was just 7 years old, the excitement and energy of that historic day are etched vividly in my memory. At the time, the population of Jamaica was approximately 1.7 million which has grown to almost 3 million today. The entire island buzzed with pride and anticipation, as if the very air was charged with the spirit of freedom. At school, we gathered in the building, our young voices rising in unison as we sang the newly minted national anthem with all the enthusiasm our little hearts could muster. Each of us clutched small replicas of our new flag—of black, green, and gold fluttering in the breeze, symbolizing the strength and resilience of our people, the wealth of our land’s natural resources, and the lush beauty of our island. A large flag was raised on a flagpole next to the school building.

The celebration didn’t stop with just songs and flags. Local adults organized a lively “Jonkonnu” style performance, bringing the rich traditions of our culture to life right before our eyes. The dancers, adorned in colorful costumes and masks, moved to the infectious rhythms of drums and fifes, their energetic steps and dramatic gestures captivating both young and old. I remember being mesmerized by the spectacle—the mix of music, dance, and folklore filling me with a sense of belonging and pride in my Jamaican heritage. It was more than just a festive day; it was the dawn of a new chapter for our nation, and even at that young age, I felt the weight and wonder of witnessing history unfold.

Amidst the festivities, the symbols of our newfound independence were impossible to ignore. The familiar image of Queen Elizabeth II, once a prominent symbol of colonial rule, gave way to the appointment of Jamaica’s first Governor-General, Sir Clifford Campbell, marking a significant step towards full self-governance. Our government transitioned to a parliamentary system, with Sir Alexander Bustamante, who later became one of Jamaica's National Heroes, becoming Jamaica’s first Prime Minister. 

These changes weren’t just political milestones—they were powerful symbols of Jamaica’s journey from colonial rule to self-determination. The air was thick with a sense of possibility, and even as a child, I could feel the pride swelling in the hearts of those around me. It was a time of celebration, yes, but also a time of great hope, as Jamaica stood tall and free, ready to embrace its future. Our national motto transformed into "Out of Many, One People," symbolizing the country's rich diversity and multi-racial heritage.

Hurricane Flora in 1963

Jamaica, being located in the western Caribbean Sea, is always susceptible to tropical storms and hurricanes that generate in the eastern Atlantic Ocean every year. Throughout my childhood, I was fortunate not to have experienced a direct or severely damaging hit on the island, except in 1963. Hurricane Flora ravaged through the Caribbean in late September to October that year, reaching as high as a category 4 storm. It caused devastating damage to Haiti and significant flooding to the eastern and northeastern regions of Jamaica.

I distinctly remember how we had to board-up the windows of our house as a precaution. We stayed glued to the radio, listening intently to frequent updates on the storm's status. The anxiety was palpable as we worried about the possibility of a direct hit. Fortunately, Hurricane Flora veered in a more northerly direction, sparing Jamaica from the worst but slamming into Haiti with catastrophic force.

Despite avoiding a direct hit, we still experienced severe thunderstorms and torrential rains. The heavy downpours overwhelmed every low-lying area, leading to widespread flooding and numerous landslides that blocked roadways. The heavy winds ravished banana plantations across the community. Schools were closed for several days as the floodwaters slowly receded and crews worked tirelessly to clear fallen trees and debris from the landslides. Our parents were a source of great comfort during this frightening time, their calm presence helping to soothe our fears.

That memory left a lasting impression on me. It was my first real encounter with the raw, destructive power of nature, and it made me deeply appreciate the potential damaging force of water. This experience served as an early inspiration for my future career as a water resources engineer, where the proper management of stormwater became a core practice. The lessons learned from Hurricane Flora stayed with me, shaping my understanding of the importance of resilient infrastructure and effective water management in mitigating the impacts of natural disasters.

The Assassination of President John F. Kennedy

It was the day the world stood still. President John F. Kennedy was assassinated on November 22, 1963, in Dallas, Texas, while riding in an open-top limousine through Dealey Plaza. He was accompanied by First Lady Jacqueline Kennedy, Texas Governor John Connally, and Connally’s wife. As the motorcade made its way through the city, shots rang out, striking Kennedy and Governor Connally. The President was mortally wounded, and despite being rushed to Parkland Memorial Hospital, he was pronounced dead at 1:00 p.m. CST. He was merely 46 years old. 

People grieved all over the world, and I remember the tragedy vividly—it made me weep. The news of Kennedy’s assassination spread rapidly, sending shockwaves through the United States and beyond. Schools, businesses, and government offices came to a halt as people gathered around televisions and radios, struggling to process the devastating news. The grief was not just confined to America; leaders and citizens across the globe, including in Jamaica, mourned the loss of a leader who had inspired hope and progress.

Shortly after the assassination, Lee Harvey Oswald was arrested and charged with the murder. However, before he could stand trial, Oswald was shot and killed by nightclub owner Jack Ruby on live television, deepening the mystery surrounding the assassination. The Warren Commission, established to investigate the events, concluded that Oswald acted alone, but skepticism remained. Over the years, numerous conspiracy theories emerged, suggesting involvement by the CIA, the Mafia, or other political groups.

Kennedy’s death marked a turning point in history. His vision for a new era of progress was tragically cut short, but his legacy endures. Even today, people reflect on that fateful day and the loss of a leader who had captivated the hearts of millions.

The Community Experiences

One of my most cherished memories revolves around the rich tradition of storytelling, a timeless practice woven deeply into our cultural tapestry. Picture this: on certain moonlit evenings, nestled under the vast night sky, we'd gather around wise elders whose voices carried the weight of history. Their tales danced between the mischievous exploits of Anansi, the spine-chilling whispers of duppies (ghosts) lurking in shadows, and the heroic deeds of our ancestors.  

Among these narratives, the stories of duppies held a special grip on my imagination, casting a veil of fear over moonlit paths and graveyards. But nothing terrified me more than the mere mention of Butchy, the renowned butcher-for-hire. With his blood-streaked apron, a wild, unkempt look in his eyes, and the ever-present scent of white rum on his breath, he was the stuff of nightmares. It was said that Butchy was rarely sober, stumbling through the district with a bottle in one hand and a menacing, makeshift cutlass in the other. His drunken rants, unpredictable temper, and the pleasure he seemed to have slaughtering cows, goats, and pigs just added to his fearsome legend. I often imagined him lurking in the shadows, his sharp blades glinting under the moonlight, ready to strike at anything—or anyone—unfortunate enough to cross his path.  

Yet, beneath the eerie tales lay profound lessons of resilience, cunning, and bravery. Each story served as a lantern illuminating the path of our folklore, binding us closer to our heritage with every word spoken. These storytelling sessions weren't just entertainment—they were a rite of passage, stitching the fabric of our community together with threads of shared history and timeless wisdom.

Public transportation was essential to the community, as just a few residents owned vehicles. I especially remember the large country buses that carried between 45 and 75 passengers at their peak, connecting people to towns near and far.

One of the most well-known was the Benbow Special (nicknamed Penny-Penny), which ran twice daily between Benbow, just north of Guy’s Hill, and Highgate, arriving between 8 AM and returning noon, then again between 3 PM and returning at 5 PM. The NorthStar bus traveled from Kingston to Oracabessa, St. Mary, arriving around 6 PM and making the return trip at 5 AM. Another key service was the Time Piece bus, which ran from Kingston to Port Maria, arriving at about 1 PM and making the return trip between 4 and 5 PM.

These buses faced competition from a local taxi service operated by Mr. George Lewis. He initially drove a sedan but later upgraded to a minibus—what we now call a minivan—offering residents another vital transportation option. His wife, Ghika (Nurse Lewis), served as the primary healthcare provider and midwife for the community. Known as our pillar of support, Nurse Lewis was deeply committed to providing essential medical care to both the young and elderly. She managed a public clinic in Windsor Castle, where she administered immunizations to infants and young children, and also made regular home visits to attend to the needs of the sick and elderly.

I fondly remember dancing to ska and later rock steady rhythms from the juke box in the rear entertainment room at Forbes shop in Blue Gate. Arriving around 1963, the coin-operated juke box made records play, turning our dance into a competition for the best drop-legs (akin to later break dancing). This weekend ritual drew applause and laughter from adults, and it was likely my first introduction to Bob Marley's music, especially his hit "Simmer Down" from 1963.

The shop would come alive every weekend, filled with the vibrant energy of young people eager to showcase their dance moves. The smell of fried snacks and the chatter of excited conversations mingled with the music, creating an unforgettable atmosphere. We would gather around the juke box, eagerly watching as each record dropped, ready to spring into action at the first note. Friends cheered each other on, offering encouragement and playful banter. I did excel in drop-legs, a skill I would enjoy showcasing in later years at Jamaican parties in the U.S. It wasn't just about dancing; it was about community, connection, and the pure joy of shared experience.

That period was magical, bringing people together through music. Bob Marley's "Simmer Down" was an anthem with its lively rhythm and powerful message. Popular records included “My Boy Lollipop” by Millie Small (1964), “Sammy Dead O” by Eric Morris (1964) and “Guns of Navarone” by the Skatalites. Artists like Desmond Decker & the Aces, Alton Ellis, Jimmy Cliff, and Toots & the Maytals created hit records that left lasting memories.

Situated in the heart of a Blue Gate, the Forbes shop was always alive with laughter, chatter, and the rhythmic clack of dominoes slamming down on wooden tables. It served as a meeting ground for locals who sought respite from the heat of the day, a place where stories were shared, friendships were forged, and rivalries played out over competitive games of dominoes. 

Every evening, as the sun began its descent, groups of men would gather at the shop. Their faces lit up with anticipation, each holding their lucky set of dominoes—old, worn, but trusted companions. The tables would be swiftly occupied, and games commenced with fervor. The older men, veterans of countless matches, took their usual places, their expressions serious and focused. Newcomers, eager yet nervous, observed closely, hoping to learn the tricks and strategies that defined true mastery.

Inside the Forbes shop, the shelves were stocked with an assortment of goods and snacks—bulla cake with cheese was one of my favorite snack. But what drew people most was the bar to the side. Bottles of rum lined the counter, their amber liquid glistening under the dim lights. Next to them, crates of beer and soda chilled in ice, ready to quench the thirst of patrons. 

Domino tournaments at Forbes shop were grand events, awaited eagerly by the entire district. Teams from neighboring areas would travel, sometimes miles, just to participate. These tournaments weren't just about winning; they were celebrations of skill, strategy, and community spirit. The shop would be decorated with colorful streamers and balloons, transforming into a festive arena. As the evening wore on, the sound system would come alive, blasting reggae tunes that got everyone swaying to the beats.

Women, not to be left behind, made their presence felt. Adorned in glittering dresses, their laughter and lively conversations added to the festive atmosphere. They cheered on their favorite teams, offered cold drinks to the players, and occasionally joined in the games themselves, proving their prowess at dominoes. Kids ran around, chasing each other, their giggles mingling with the music and chatter, creating a symphony of joy.

As night fell, the real party began. The dance floor was set up, and Uncle Sam’s sound system took center stage. Known for his impeccable taste in music, Uncle Sam had a record collection that spanned decades. He knew exactly which songs would get the crowd moving and which ones would tug at their heartstrings. Under the starlit sky, couples danced to slow, romantic tunes while others broke out into energetic moves, losing themselves in the rhythm.

The aroma of food wafted through the air. Large pots simmered with delicious curry goat, a dish so flavorful that people often queued twice for a serving. Nearby, another pot bubbled with mannish water, a traditional soup made from goat parts, known for its hearty taste and nourishing qualities. Plates piled high with food were passed around, and the sounds of satisfied eating complemented the ongoing celebrations.

In the heart of Blue Gate lived two unforgettable brothers known as "Dampa and Harpa," each a vibrant character in their own right. Dampa, an elderly figure, was a pillar of support for everyone around him. Whether lending a hand to local builders, digging graves, tending fields, or assisting at Forbes' shop with loading and unloading goods. He was also a part time barber, who had groomed my hair a few times, and a respected cook, often preparing food for shop events. Harpa, also an elderly figure, equally industrious, and shared Dampa's dedication. He pitched in around the shop, stepping in behind the grocery counter or bar, and helped with clean-ups.

Forbes' shop was more than just a local store; it was the community's heartbeat where friendships were forged, and memories made. Whether through spirited games of dominoes or shared meals or a drinking session, filled with laughter, every moment there was cherished. It stood as a symbol of unity, tradition, and the simple pleasures of life. Sadly, with the passing of its owner, Mr. Forbes, in 1985, the shop closed its doors. Today, the Dean Family shop nearby continues the tradition, providing essential services and a gathering place for the community to come together.

My mother, Gloria, was the rock of our family, working tirelessly as a teacher to ensure that we never went without. She was a woman of quiet strength, her love as unwavering as the Jamaican sun. She nurtured us with a tenderness that spoke louder than words. She instilled in me the values of hard work, integrity, and the relentless pursuit of a brighter future—principles that would become my guiding stars. 

Upon meeting Sam Forbes, who later became my stepfather, we gained another caring individual in our lives, who treated us as his own children. Life with Sam evolved into an enjoyable journey. I recall numerous trips in his Bedford truck to and from the town of Highgate, where I would frequently assist my mother with shopping at the market and for groceries. I would look forward to the delicious treats like ice cream, grapes or American apples.

My educational journey began in this lively environment, where I attended both elementary and high school. The schools were not just institutions of learning but were also community pillars where lifelong friendships were forged, and values were instilled. The teachers were dedicated and passionate, often going above and beyond to ensure that we received a well-rounded education. It was here that I developed a love for learning and a curiosity about the world, traits that would serve me well in the years to come.

Though America eventually became my home, Jamaica never left my heart. I found pieces of it in unexpected places—the reggae music that played from passing cars, the gatherings of fellow Jamaicans who, like me, carried the spirit of the island in their souls. The lessons of my youth remained my compass: the importance of community, the power of perseverance, and the profound beauty in simplicity.

Attending My First School

My time at Carron Hall Primary/Elementary School was filled with vibrant experiences. Situated slightly over a mile from my home, the commute by foot was generally enjoyable, notwithstanding occasional inconveniences such as rainy weather. The route to school included both asphalt and gravel pavements. I often appreciated the camaraderie of fellow students as we made our way together. This period also offered opportunities to resolve conflicts outside the classroom and to form new friendships. Students came from within a 1 to 3-mile radius. Beyond Carron Hall, other feeder districts included Montreal, Hazard, Change Hill, Windsor Castle, Blue Gate, Breahead, and Palmetto Grove.

The school was nestled in a tranquil setting, surrounded by towering almond trees, dense woodlands, and vast open playing fields where we spent countless hours in play and competition. The main building, a charming timber-framed structure, sat gracefully atop a sturdy stone foundation, elevating it above the ground. This elevation created a shadowy cellar space beneath, accessible through small vent holes—just big enough for a daring child to squeeze through. For us, this dim and dusty undercroft held an air of mystery and adventure, as we wriggled inside on clandestine missions to retrieve lost marbles and coins that had slipped through the gaps of the wooden floorboards.  

The building itself was a testament to careful upkeep. During my years there, I remember it being repainted at least once—the crisp white ceilings and window frames contrasted with the deep green doors, while the walls were coated in a warm beige hue. The floor, left in its natural wooden state, bore the marks of time and the relentless dust that drifted in from the dry, compacted schoolyard. At the end of each school day, it was our duty as students to sweep away the dust, ensuring the classrooms remained tidy for the next morning’s lessons.  

Lunchtime was always special—not just for the break to play, but also for the variety of meal options. I could either bring lunch from home, packed by my mother, or choose from an array of tasty snacks sold by a number of vendors just outside the school yard. Bulla cakes, fried fish, fritters, dried red herring, pudding, coconut drops and grater cakes and refreshing snow cones were all favorites. Aunt Tun was one of my favorites and a well-known vendor. Another option was Roy’s shop, located a few yards from the school, where lunchtime patrons could purchase spice buns and cheese or other baked pastries along with soda drinks. However, there was often a large crowd to navigate.

For those craving a hearty meal, there was always the hot lunch prepared daily by Ms. Macy and the canteen staff. This often included white rice or bulgur, cornmeal or flour dumplings, and a flavorful chicken back stew, all served with a cup of milk made from powdered milk.

At the end of each school year, any leftover dry goods—usually provided through an assistance program from the U.S.—were distributed among students to take home, a small but welcome bonus to close out the term.

Presiding over this institution with an unwavering sense of discipline was our headmaster, Mr. Hextall. He was a stern figure, demanding academic excellence and swift to administer punishment with his ever-present leather belt. His authority extended beyond the classroom, ensuring that students upheld discipline in every aspect of school life. His wife, Mrs. Hextall, was also a teacher, and their daughter, Marcia, was one of my classmates. Their presence made the school feel almost like an extension of their household—structured, disciplined, yet undeniably formative for us all.

Ms. Scarlet, our 4th-grade teacher, a legend by all accounts, always required full attention and excellent results, speedily disciplining any distractions with a ruler slap. Despite her stern methods, she was deeply invested in her students' success and often stayed after school to help those who struggled. 

Mr. Thomas, our 5th to 6th-grade teacher, was honestly unforgettable. He had a knack for making learning hands-on and exciting, introducing us boys to practical skills like woodworking alongside our basic science lessons. But the real game-changer came when he took us on an eye-opening field trip to the water treatment plant in Palmetto Grove. I was absolutely captivated by the entire process—watching how raw water coming from an underground aquifer was transformed into something safe for public use, and then learning how it traveled through underground pipes all the way to Highgate, a good 4-5 miles away. That day left a lasting impression on me. It didn’t just teach me about water treatment, it sparked a lifelong fascination with civil engineering and ultimately shaped my later career in water resources.

Each morning began with an assembly and worship. Afternoons included sports games, various clubs, and groups that encouraged creativity and teamwork, such as 4-H and Boy Scouts. Evening prep classes provided students with special lessons in preparation for the common entrance examination for high school admission. This started when I was around 10 years old. These lessons helped me eventually earned an admission scholarship to attend Dinthill Technical High School in 1968 when I was 13. Admittedly, my first two years in this after-school prep class yielded disappointing results—perhaps due to my own lack of commitment. I can still hear my mother’s voice echoing one of her famous sayings: "Puss and dawg nuh have di same luck," a reminder that blindly following others doesn’t guarantee the same outcome.

My perspective shifted when several of my peers, including my best friend Vincent (Tim), earned scholarships to attend St. Mary’s High School. Their success ignited a newfound determination in me, pushing me to focus and persevere. With renewed motivation, I finally achieved success in 1968.

Cricket was not just a sport, but a way of life; it was the heartbeat of our school days. The excitement brewed from the moment the bell rang for lunch time and evening dismissal, transforming us into eager athletes. We would rush out, forming makeshift teams with an unspoken understanding that everyone had a role to play. The sound of bat hitting ball, the cheers from classmates, and the intense concentration on the faces of my peers are memories that remain vivid. The impromptu matches were filled with raw passion and thrill, each hit and miss cementing lifelong memories. Some of my peers would often try to emulate the famous professional cricketers who played for the West Indies Team at the time – some wanted to be like the legendary all-rounder, Sir Garfield Sobers, and others wanted to be like the legendary "fast bowler", Wes Hall. I was excited when I got the opportunity to imitate Lance Gibbs, the famous “spin bowler”. However, my experience was sometimes shattered by giving up the occasional six-run. I remember on one occasion the ball was hit for six so far over the roof of school that it was lost. 

Matches against rival schools showcased intense competition and school pride. I was once designated to be an "opening batsman," inspired by the legendary West Indies cricketer Rohan Kanhai - one of the best West Indies Team cricketers during the 1960s-70s. When it came time to face rival schools, the atmosphere turned electric. The intensity of the competition was palpable, with pride and honor on the line. These moments on the field were more than just games; they were lessons in resilience, leadership, and strategic thinking. 

I remember the succession of cricket team captains: first Keith Cole, then Beresford Lewis, followed by Winston "Doc" Palmer. Each brought their distinct style of leadership and expertise to the field. They were esteemed leaders, not just by the headmaster but by us students, entrusted with overseeing school clean-up exercises and setting exemplary standards. The lessons of teamwork and collaboration forged through cricket have remained foundational in both my personal and professional journey.

Marble (glassy) games, on the other hand, required precision and patience. We would draw circles in the dirt and take turns flicking our marbles, aiming to knock out our opponents' marbles while keeping ours within the circle. The thrill of winning another's prized marble, along with the friendly rivalries that developed, added excitement to our school days. These games taught us about competition, fair play, and resilience.

Making and flying kites was an activity that connected us to nature. We crafted our kites from coconut palm stems, colorful paper, homemade flour glue, carefully tying knots and ensuring the structure was stable enough to withstand the wind. Flying them was a magical experience using several rolls of thick threads tied together to form hundreds of feet. Watching our creations soar high above, dancing with the breeze, gave us a sense of accomplishment and joy. It was a simple yet profound reminder of the rewards of hard work and creativity.

Playing "Cowboys and Indians" allowed us to delve into the world of imagination. We crafted makeshift bows and arrows, fashioned cowboy hats from old newspapers, and created elaborate scenarios of chases, rescues and gun fights. While the game is now viewed through a more critical lens due to its cultural implications, at the time, it was a source of endless fun and camaraderie. We would spend hours running around, hiding around trees, the school yard and neighboring church building, and plotting our next moves. Inspired by John Wayne and Roy Rogers movies and comic books, we spent hours running, hiding, and planning. This game honed our storytelling and teamwork skills.

Our characters evolved with each session, and so did our plots. We learned to negotiate, create alliances, and even resolve conflicts that arose during play. These sessions were more than just games; they taught us lessons in creativity, empathy, and collaboration. Despite the game's outdated premise, it undeniably sparked endless adventures and cherished childhood memories. This enriched our bonding and shaped our social dynamics in numerous ways, laying a foundation for lifelong friendships and shared stories.

Skipping rope was another beloved activity. We would form groups, turning the rope rhythmically while chanting rhymes. Each jump was a test of timing and agility. As we progressed, we added challenges like double jumps or incorporating dance moves. Skipping was not just a physical exercise; it was a social event. We bonded over shared laughter, encouraging each other to improve and celebrating our successes together.

Playing a Role in Julius Caesar Play

One of the most significant highlights of my elementary school years was participating in the school's annual concert. In my final year at Carron Hall, I had the honor of being cast in a play as the character Decius Brutus in the adaptation of Shakespeare's "Julius Caesar." The preparation for the play was intense and exhilarating. We spent weeks rehearsing our lines, understanding our characters, and perfecting our performances. Our teachers (Ms. Cuff and my mother) were both strict and inspiring in their role as producers. They encouraged us to delve deep into our roles, often explaining the historical context and motivations behind each character. Ms. Cuff, our 9th grade teacher, was new but very energetic and enthusiastic. She was a perfectionist who made learning fun and enjoyable. My mother's primary responsibility was to design and prepare the costumes for the production.

Portraying Decius Brutus was a transformative experience. Known for his cunning and persuasive traits, Decius convinced Caesar (played by Winston Palmer) to attend the Senate meeting on the Ides of March, ultimately leading to Caesar's assassination. Delving into this character revealed the intricate dynamics of loyalty and betrayal. As I delivered my lines with conviction, I felt deeply connected to the unfolding tension in the story.

Every rehearsal brought new insights into Decius's motivations and how his actions intertwined with the fates of other characters. Working closely with the directors and fellow cast members allowed me to explore different facets of Decius's personality, from his manipulative charm to his underlying ambitions. This immersion into the role helped me understand the weight of each word and gesture, enhancing my portrayal on stage.

Another remarkable performance was by Everard, who played Mark Antony brilliantly. His delivery of the iconic speech beginning with "Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears" was particularly powerful. Watching Everard's dedication and mastery of his role inspired me to push my own boundaries and strive for excellence in my performance.

The night was electrifying, with a full auditorium erupting in applause, which greatly boosted my confidence and passion for the performing arts. The audience's reaction was a testament to the hard work and commitment of everyone involved in the production. Moments like these remind me why I appreciate acting—the ability to transport audiences, evoke emotions, and bring stories to life. This experience has deepened my appreciation for the art of theatre and the collaborative effort it requires.

I also remember when Jamaica began television broadcasting in 1963 through the Jamaica Broadcasting Corporation (JBC). At that time, broadcasts were in black-and-white. My first experience with television came after school when some of us would sneak over to the nearby vocational school for girls, which was close to the primary school. There, we were warmly welcomed by Ms. Evans, a matron at the school, who allowed us to watch a small black-and-white TV from the steps leading to the teacher’s lounge.

Despite the modest setup, we were absolutely thrilled just to be watching television. I recall that we were allowed to watch between 4:00 and 6:00 PM, during a time slot dedicated to young viewers. The programming was primarily cartoons, making the experience even more thrilling for us. Bugs Bunny, the beloved cartoon character, often delighted us with his iconic catchphrase, “What’s up, Doc?”. Unfortunately, our home did not have TV until we moved to St. Catherine in 1971. 

The Assassination of Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.

Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.'s assassination on April 4, 1968, sent shockwaves not just across the United States but also through Jamaica, stirring deep sorrow, anger, and solidarity. I still remember the moment I heard the announcement on the radio that day. It was as if time had frozen. The weight of the news pressed down on me, and I wept. Even as a young boy, I understood that something monumental had been taken from the world—a leader whose words had inspired millions, a beacon of hope extinguished far too soon.

Jamaica, with its long history of resistance to oppression and its deep cultural and political ties to the African American struggle, responded with profound grief and outrage. The country had long admired King’s tireless work for civil rights, and his message of nonviolent resistance resonated deeply with the island’s own fight against colonialism and racial inequality. His death was not just an American tragedy; it was a loss felt by Black people across the world, and for Jamaicans, it was deeply personal.

That evening, the entire country seemed to mourn in unison. Radio stations played tributes, church bells rang, and community leaders spoke out about the significance of King’s legacy. Many people gathered in churches and public spaces to pray, sing hymns, and share their sorrow. I recall my own family members discussing the news in hushed, somber tones, grappling with the implications of his assassination.

For many Jamaicans, particularly those involved in the Rastafarian and Pan-African movements, King was more than just an American leader—he was a symbol of justice, liberation, and Black pride. His murder reinforced the belief that the fight against racial injustice was far from over. Rastafarians, who had long championed the struggle for Black self-determination, saw King’s assassination as yet another reminder of the systemic oppression faced by people of African descent worldwide. The moment galvanized many within the movement to push even harder for social change.

At the same time, there was also a palpable sense of frustration and anger. How could a man who preached peace and unity be met with such violence? This question lingered in the minds of many Jamaicans who empathized deeply with the struggles of Black Americans. It was a stark reminder that the dream King so eloquently spoke of was still far from being realized. The news sparked discussions about the broader implications of racial injustice, colonialism, and economic disparity—not just in America, but across the world.

Jamaican political leaders also expressed their sorrow, with then-Prime Minister Hugh Shearer denouncing the assassination and calling for the continued pursuit of justice and equality. In schools, teachers spoke about King’s impact, ensuring that younger generations understood the importance of his work. His speeches and writings were studied with renewed urgency, reinforcing the idea that the struggle for equality was a shared responsibility.

The moment served to reinforce a sense of global Black unity and further strengthened Jamaica’s commitment to social justice and Black empowerment. Several local activists found renewed inspiration in King’s words, and his dream lived on through the continued efforts of those who fought for racial and social justice on the island.

For me, King’s assassination left a lasting impression. Even as a child, I could sense the collective sorrow that gripped the nation. It was my first real encounter with the harsh realities of racial injustice on a global scale, and it planted a seed in me—a deeper awareness of the struggles that Black people faced, not just in America, but everywhere. It made me more conscious of my own identity and the importance of standing up for what is right.

Though decades have passed since that fateful day, the lessons of Dr. King’s life and his tragic death continue to resonate. His unwavering commitment to justice, his belief in the power of unity, and his courage in the face of adversity remain an enduring source of inspiration. Even today, as I reflect on that moment in 1968, I am reminded that the fight for equality is ongoing and that we each have a role to play in carrying his dream forward.

Building Lifelong Friendships at Carron Hall

Beyond academic and extracurricular activities, the relationships I built at Carron Hall were equally impactful. School was not just a place of learning; it was a community, a space where friendships were forged through shared experiences and mutual respect. My classmates and I formed strong bonds that extended far beyond the classroom walls.

We supported each other through challenges—whether it was tackling difficult subjects, navigating schoolyard conflicts, or dealing with personal struggles. We celebrated each other’s successes, no matter how big or small, reinforcing the idea that we were in this journey together.

Some of my fondest memories involve the carefree afternoons we spent after school. When the final bell rang, the playground became our kingdom. I have fond memories of sharing countless experiences with two of my best friends, Tim and Dandan. We would run, climb trees, and engage in spirited games, our laughter echoing through the schoolyard. Sometimes, our adventures took us beyond the school grounds, exploring the nearby woods or visiting each other’s homes. Those moments of childhood exploration created bonds that would last a lifetime.

What made these friendships especially special was the deep sense of trust and camaraderie we shared. We confided in each other, offering support in ways that just childhood friends can. Whether it was discussing our dreams for the future or simply sharing a meal at lunchtime, these interactions shaped my understanding of friendship, loyalty, and the importance of human connection.

Even as we grew older and life took us in different directions, the friendships I built at Carron Hall remained significant. Many of my classmates went on to achieve great things, but whenever we reunited, it felt as though no time had passed at all. The foundation of our friendships—mutual respect, shared memories, and an unspoken understanding—remained strong.

Looking back, I realize that the friendships I formed during those years played a crucial role in shaping who I am today. Though decades have passed, the lessons and memories from Carron Hall continue to hold a special place in my heart.
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