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			Dedication

			To my beloved parents, whose hands were firm, whose love was unwavering, whose discipline shaped my steps, and whose faith was the foundation of all I am. Thank you for raising me with discipline, devotion, and deep values. Your legacy is my compass, and your wisdom still walks with me.

			To my siblings, my first friends and lifelong anchors, each of you is a thread in the tapestry of my childhood. Through laughter, lessons, and shared loaves of bread and ‘suggawata’ (sugar and water), you taught me resilience, humour, and loyalty. By extension, to your families, may this story echo the strength of where we come from and the bonds and values we share.

			To my daughter, who is my heart in human form, and to my grandchildren, who remind me every day that life’s journey is always worth taking. I hope these pages give you a glimpse of the soil from which you spring.

			And above all, to the Author and Finisher of my faith, my God, who carried me when my steps were weary, lifted me from the valley, and planted my feet where clouds now meet purpose. Your Grace has been my scope, my covering, and my constant. Every chapter of this story begins and ends with You. To You be all the glory.

			May this book be a light, a source of history, laughter, and a lesson for all of us.
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			To my grandson, Luke, whose curious questions about my upbringing planted the seed that grew into this book: your wonder reminded me that stories are meant to be shared, not hidden, and that the lessons of the past are bridges to the future.
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			“One generation shall praise thy works to another, and shall declare thy mighty acts.” (Psalm 145:4)
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			Prologue

			I didn’t grow up with plenty, but I grew up with enough, the kind of “enough” that doesn’t fill pockets but fills souls. In the valley where we lived (Bottom Pond), we were surrounded by hills that seemed to touch the edge of heaven; it was there that I learned that discipline was love in disguise and that a well-aimed look from my parents, especially my mother, could shut down any foolishness faster than a Wi-Fi router ever could.

			My parents, bless them, were not fans of long explanations or negotiations. Their parenting style was rooted in Proverbs 22:6, “Train up a child in the way he should go: and when he is old, he will not depart from it.” They believed in training. Not pampering and not pandering. Training, with consequences, life lessons, and the occasional side-eye that felt like it could bend steel.

			Though they are both deceased, the imprint they left on my life remains bold and unerasable. Even now, they stay the loudest voices in my head and the warmest presence in my heart. Their discipline left no room for nonsense, but their love left no reason for doubt. The older I get, the more I recognize their wisdom, not just in what they said, but in how they lived. And though they are no longer here to witness this story written, they live in every word, every chapter, every lesson passed on.

			Our home was ruled by routines, reverence, and lots of roughhousing with siblings, each one a partner in crime, co-survivor of chores, and sharer of food and secrets. We learned early to look out for each other, to laugh even when we were barefoot and hungry, and to stretch our joy the way we stretched a piece of hard dough bread or roast breadfruit to feed our hungry bellies.

			There was always work to do, always someone smaller to help, and always an elder reminding you that “manners carry yuh (you) through the world.” (Good behaviour, respect, and politeness are essential tools that will help navigate or succeed in any situation or place). And as much as I grumbled then, I now see the wisdom in their ways. Their firm hands and soft hearts left an indelible print on me, one that kept me grounded when I soared and guided me back when life pulled me off track.

			Even now, I carry those teachings like sacred text etched into my bones. Philippians 4:11 echoes through my reflections: “I have learned, in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be content.” Contentment wasn’t something we had to find; it was ingrained into the way we lived. We knew how to appreciate the little piece of sugar lump, a good rain shower, and the laughter of siblings playing before bedtime.

			This book is not just a walk-through memory. It is a celebration of the values my parents instilled in me, raising me without luxury but with abundance in all the ways that matter. It is proof that strict parenting doesn’t break a child; it builds one who can weather storms, walk tall, and, by God’s grace, one day touch the clouds.

			So, before you read further, understand this: I come from discipline wrapped in love, from laughter carved into hardship, from hills that whispered dreams into a barefoot girl’s ears. And I would not trade that beginning for all the shoes in the world. I am proud of my upbringing. “Despise not the day of small things” (Zechariah 4:10), for indeed, “Better is little with the fear of the Lord than great treasure and trouble therewith” (Proverbs 15:16). Those small things anchored me and became the foundation on which my character was built, teaching me that little with God is always greater than significantly more without Him.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1:

			The Beginning
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			Nestled in the verdant hills of St. Catherine, Jamaica, is the district of Tydixon, and further to the north is the district of Camperdown, where the earth’s red-brown soil meets the deep blue sky. Both communities are small rural settlements located between Lluidas Vale, St. Catherine, and Moneague, St. Ann, offering a peaceful escape from the hustle and bustle of city life and showcasing the natural beauty and hospitality for which the people of Jamaica are renowned.

			Most of the men in the community were subsistence farmers, while the women stayed at home nurturing children and caring for the homes. A few of the men, including my father, worked at the Worthy Park Estate, Sugar Factory, and plantation as labourers, mechanics or other vocations.
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			Worthy Park Estate

			Children in these communities grew up with calloused feet, pop and buck toes from walking barefoot, and imaginations unspoiled by concrete walls or crowded classrooms. School was often a long walk away. Our first lessons came not from books but from the land itself: how to tell the time by the sun and how to read the sky like a seasoned farmer reading Macdonald’s Farmers’ Almanac. The Bible was our compass, and our parents were our teachers. We knew by heart the verse, “Train up a child in the way he should go and when he is old, he will not depart from it” (Proverbs 22:6). And so, trained we were, not just in survival, but in grace, gratitude, and the wisdom of the hills surrounding us.

			Despite the quiet simplicity of rural life, we were never short on drama. Goats and cows went missing, chickens defied fences, and the odd mongoose reminded us that country life came with its share of mischief. Poor chickens. And yet, joy was always close at hand. Weddings were an entire community affair, complete with borrowed tables and chairs and rice thrown in such abundance it could feed a flock of fowls. And funerals? Well, those were celebrations, too, where storytelling, games, and singing met sorrow, and mourning danced with memory. Life in Camperdown and Tydixon had its hardships, yes, but it was rich with culture, community, and the kind of faith that saw us through every dry season and every storm. 
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			Camperdown Square
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			Tydixon Square

			Embedded in the heart of those communities are the villages of Kraal and Bottom Pond. The father of my mother lived in Kraal, and the parents of my father lived in Camperdown. My parents, who came from two different worlds, had seven children together: four girls and three boys. They both had children prior. My father had three boys from a previous marriage, and my mother had one son before meeting my father. The family was rich in Spirit but poor in material wealth. However, the community thought we were rich because we lived in a four-apartment house with a verandah and had a large in-ground water tank.
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			Childhome Home in Bottom Pond, Camperdown
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			Water Tank

			My father worked at the sugar factory as a mechanic (a millwright in modern terms). At that time, many houses in the district were one- or two-bedroom wooden structures that accommodated families averaging eight to ten people. Looking back, the house seemed big at that time. It stood on the edge of a lush, green valley surrounded by fruit trees, wildflowers, and the sounds of nature: crickets, birds, and the cool breeze rustling through the banana leaves that cast ghostly shadows at night, which scared me to death many times.

			No wonder they thought we were rich! Years later, as I continued to visit home, I realized how tiny the rooms were and how simple life was. We were poor by human standards, but we didn’t know it. There was no television to distract us from the beauty of nature or to drown out the symphony of the crickets at night, and no internet to connect us to a world beyond the rolling hills of Camperdown. Instead, we enjoyed the beauty of our surroundings. We were connected by something far more profound than the Internet, the bond between us and the unconditional love of our parents. Our poverty was merely a worldly measure. Our hearts overflowed with love, and our spirits soared like the eagles that circled above the hills surrounding us.

			Philosophers speak of wealth as a state of mind, and the Bible reminds us that “godliness with contentment is great gain” (1 Timothy 6:6). We lived through that truth long before we could spell the word. Our riches were not measured in dollars but in the love we shared. The pride of wearing our best clothes to church, even if the shoes were too big, or the heels were chopped off to lower them, or they had to be stuffed to fit or too tight that they pinched our toes. We didn’t have much, but we had enough: enough to eat, enough to hope, and more than enough to laugh about. Our childhood was shaped not by what we lacked but by what we cherished, love, faith, and the joy of growing up in a place where the stars were bright, the apples and guavas were sweet, the stories were eternal, and the grace of God was in abundance.

			On Sundays, the house bustled with energy as early morning chores were done to the tune of the rooster crowing, the mosquitoes feasting on our bodies, or the sound of the battery-powered radio, which was more static than electricity. Sometimes, after a few adjusting slaps with the hand, it would come to life, announcing “Broadcasting from Bonaire, Netherland Antilles” and proceeding to the day or night’s religious programme. Staying in bed till the sun came up was unheard of, and you would be labelled lazy. Going to church was not optional; it was a sacred gathering of souls at the Tydixon Church of Christ, dressed in their best, no matter how worn. We sat on wooden pews and sang
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