
	A SIMPLE SMILE

S

DOROTHY MAHFOOD

[image: Image]


© Dorothy Mahfood 2020

 

No part of this publication may be altered, reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form, by any means, including, but not limited to, scanning, duplicating, uploading, hosting, distributing, or reselling, without the express prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of reasonable quotations in features such as reviews, interviews, and certain other non-commercial uses currently permitted by copyright law.

 

This poetic memoir is a work of creative nonfiction. While some factual details have been embellished or altered for literary effect, all of the events are true to the best of the poet’s recollection. All opinions expressed in this book are the poet’s or fictional.

 

A Simple Smile by Dorothy Mahfood

 

Rockstone Publishing House

 

ISBN: 978-1-7359083-2-8 (EPUB)


Table of Contents

S

Forward

Intro

A Poet I Shall Be

Jamaica

Beckoning Memories (Jamaica)

Drawing Me Back (Land of My Birth)

The Wicked City, 1692

Nuh Tru

Man, Nuh Badda Mi

Family

A Simple Smile

Born on a Horse

Mass Willie and Cissy

The Next Birthday

The Feather Pen

Under a Rock

Motherhood (An Amazing Blessing)

The Lost Key

His Journey Home (My Vision)

The Chi Chi Bird's Song

A Simple Smile (Afterward)

Home

World War II (History)

The Old Water Drip

Separator and Old Butter Churn

Bluefields Guest House

Nature

My Palomino

Mules

Seen Things Few Have Ever Seen

Open Your Eyes

Amazing God I Love

Alone

After a Hurricane

Icefield Parkway

Black Bears (an Icefield Excursion)

Un-Nature

Selfie Generation

I Do Not Understand. Do You?

The Flood

Alone, Yet Not Alone

God

One Slip Away

More Like You

Storms

Wisdom

The Old Master and His Masterpiece

Unfolding Rosebud

Knitting

Redeeming Grace, I Could Not Claim

Growing Old

Legs

Glacial Flow (Slowing Down)

Lungs

The Dripping Faucet

Teach Us, Nuh Man!

Reflect on Him

Outro

The Rose

Inspired by Dorothy’s Life

Oristano


Forward

S

Born in 1934 at Shafston, a great house in the parish of Westmoreland, Jamaica, Dorothy Mahfood, my mother, grew up with a love for nature—birds, goats, soldier crabs, her Palomino horse. Rather than sewing with her mother and two sisters, she preferred adventures with her brothers on their father's extensive property or down in the small coastal village of Bluefields.

In her teen years she boarded at Hampton School in the Santa Cruz Mountains where her sisters also attended school. While there she joined the field hockey team, playing center back as she wasn't afraid to defend her goal by tackling her opponents. She was also appointed as a prefect over the younger Hampton girls. After high school she returned home and, realizing there were no opportunities for her there, took a job with a tour company in Kingston. She worked her way up to become the company's Kingston airport representative where she had the privilege of meeting many famous people. During those times, she was introduced to my father, Kenneth Mahfood, at the happening Kingston night club, the Glass Bucket. Two years later they married.

The two worked well together in business, with my father's thorough caution and my mother’s calculated risk. Over the years they began two car-rental agencies—one became a Hertz Car Rental franchise and the other a National Car Rental franchise. During the first car-rental agency era, my siblings, Jo Anne and Bruce, and I were born.

After starting the second car-rental business, a friend introduced my mother to the game of golf. As is her way with all things, she practiced hard, hitting thousands of balls a day before or after work. It's no wonder she eventually became the first woman to win the Caribbean Golf Championship. She then represented Jamaica in the Women's World Cup of Golf. This was during the 1970s when the political climate in Jamaica was unstable. Many Jamaicans were leaving the country, and my parents did the same. We moved to Florida where my mother built a successful career as a real-estate agent.

I won't detail every step of my mother's life from that point forward, except to say that whatever she puts her hand to she thrives at. On top of her previously mentioned accomplishments, she is a gardener, a seamstress, an artist, a photographer, and most recently, a poet.

It's a funny story how the poetry thing happened. Knowing she could master writing as she had other things, I asked her to join a writing group I was starting. She said she'd think about it. That night, on her own, she decided she'd try her hand at poetry and wrote what is now the title poem of this book, "A Simple Smile." The next day she said to me, "I'm quitting the writing group!" I told her she couldn't quit something she'd never joined. Then she read me the poem. That's my mother! Always joking around; always excelling at everything. From that point on, she used poetry as a vehicle to record many aspects of her life, particularly the early days on her father's property.

The poems in this collection are grouped thematically, but if read from start to finish, there is a loose chronology to them. I pray you enjoy these poems as they give you a glimpse into the life of an incredible woman!

 

—Dale Mahfood
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A Poet I Shall Be

 

I will scratch and claw

I will fight my way

Even if it hurts my paw

I will pen a line each day

—A poet I will be

 

Should I fall along the road

Get up, I will, and fetch my load

With open eye and ear

Consider the path of the deer

Because a poet I shall be

 

God's creatures great and small

I carefully track them all

I study their every move

In them the perfection I see

Of the amazing God I love

 

My goal! A famous poet I will be

Should I fall along the road

Get up, I will and fetch my load

I'll not relent as I travel on this road

Because—a poet I shall be!
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Beckoning Memories (Jamaica)

 

Beckoning memories fill my soul

Of that lovely land called home

No matter which path life leads me down

I never forget those days—

Those days of old—no longer

Oh, how my love grows fonder the more I ponder

Your precious memories overflowing as waterfalls

Land of my birth, I hear your calls

 

 

Drawing Me Back (Land of My Birth)

 

Jamaica, Jamaica, the land of my birth

Memories that constantly flow

Not unlike your rhythms and rhymes

I wish for these times so

 

Life's journey took me far away

To a life so different from yours

Yet, I gladly admit these old-time memories

Draw me back to your blessed shores

 

A Jewel in the emerald waters

Of the Caribbean Sea

Pristine beauty of your open lands

Sugarcane flowing in the breeze

 

Many rivers, magnificent falls

Trees and fruits in abundant supply

Towering Blue Mountains piercing the clouds

Climbing to reach the skies

 

Your people are like none other on earth

All gets done, but not in a rush

The laid-back way of life—no problem, man

It's like living a royal flush:

 

Peanut man with whistle attached to his cart

Selling pepper "swimp" and boiled peanuts in a brown paper bag

 

Another man with a cart shouting:

Icicles, ice cream, fudge on a likkle stick, grater cake,

Paradise plumb, John Bailey, coconut drop

Bruck-me-jaw, sweetie, bulla, and gizzarda

One shilling coco-bread and hot patty

Six-pence “aerated water” with Busta Backbone

 

A man with a basket on back of his motorcycle yelling:

Oysters and pepper sauce! I



































The Wicked City, 1692






































Nuh Tru















Man, Nuh Badda Mi
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