
  

  

  

  



  APPENDIX 1

  SAMPLE OF LARGE FINSAC PROPERTIES


  Trelawny Beach. Under the 1st right of refusal clause, Mutual Life's shares in this hotel will be sold to Village Resorts/Superclubs, which matched an offer which was received from Guardian Life. An offer of US$12.25M was accepted for shares in this hotel and 50 percent of HedonismII.


  Jamaica Grande. Following the signing of a contract with Christie and Company of London to broker the sale of this hotel on behalf of FINSAC/FIS, the brokers have now prepared detailed information packages for distribution to potential investors. FINSAC/FIS is selling its 49.44 percent shareholding.


  Crowne Plaza. Following the signing of the contract between FINSAC and Christie and Company of London, detailed information packages have been prepared for distribution to prospective investors.


  Boscobel Beach. This hotel has been put into receivership by virtue of its inability to service its debt obligations. The receiver is currently reviewing its operations to determine whether it should be: (a) restructured; or (b) sold as a going concern.


  Terra Nova. Following the signing of a contract between FINSAC and Christie and Company of London, information packages have been prepared for distribution to prospective investors. An expression of interest has been received.


  

  

  

  



  APPENDIX 2

  Ladies, Have Some Self-Respect


  Gleaner Friday June 1, 2012


  THE EDITOR, Sir:


  This is an open letter to the women of Jamaica.


  As I travel across the country, I have been taking note of some recent dancehall session posters from Trelawny through to St James, and it is alarming that these sessions are held in the name of entertainment.


  Alarming because of the phrases being used to promote these sessions such as “divas and pimps,” “skin out,” “dash out yuh hole,” “girls gone wild,” “wifey stand up, matey walk out.”


  Ladies, for a brief moment, I want you to reflect on the messages and action that these phrases are really promoting. The dictionary defines “diva” as a great female opera singer, while a pimp is a man who lives off the earnings of a prostitute.


  As a female, when you “skin out,” what do you use for covering after the act? Regarding “dash out yuh hole,” the dictionary defines a hole as an empty space in a solid body, or an opening in and through something. Is that what most of you have become—an empty space that is filled by wining, bubbling and outgrinding each other?


  Why have so many of our girls driven by wild, intensely eager excitement, gone missing?


  How long you will continue to contribute to this way of life in the name of entertainment?


  JOY FRASER

  Montego Bay


  

  APPENDIX 3

  BRIGHT TOWN MID-COLONIAL CAPITAL FAMILY


  I was born on March 10, 1964, in Bright Town at a nursing home in the hills. Public hospitals were available but this was preferable as it was private and suited my parents’ status. I am the 5th of eight children, three of which my father had before marrying my mother. My step sisters and I grew up as one and I did not know that we did not have the same mother.


  My father was one of the first established wholesale merchants, baker and building block manufacturers in Bright Town. From age five or six, I was aware that my parents were in business and recall helping them in the bakery to wrap bullah. My grandfather, Joseph Harris came to Jamaica in the 18th century and was also one of the first businessmen in Bright Town. Rumor has it that the town was almost named after him, but he refused. Grandfather Harris owned the now famed Dover estate where car racing takes place and created the name. My grandfather and father are in “Famous People in Jamaica” and listed along with the Issas. My mother is from Liberty Valley and her father was a Jeweler who built the Brown’s Town and St. Ann’s Bay clocks.


  My mother worked in the business and starting in the 1960s served as the J.L.P.’s councilor for the area. Local politics has to do with roads, health and beautification and drains, construction and hurricane preparedness, administration of the bus park and monitoring transportation. Mom did it because she wanted better for people. She was the only female politician in the area, she was a trend setter and made a lot of changes because at the time J.L.P. supporters could not walk on the road. My mother paid the ultimate price; she lost her business and most of her belongings because she was on the wrong side at the time. Political opponents burnt down her business because they wanted her to run for the P.N.P.


  I attended Bright Town infant and Primary schools, and Iona and York Castle High schools. I looked forward to school and being with my peers, some of who could not buy lunch and school uniforms and so I gave them money for lunch. Although people were poorer in those days they were extremely kind and well behaved although they were less fortunate.


  As the 5th child I did not encounter any difficulties except for the fact that I was the first boy and my elder sisters would dress me like a girl and this made my parents very upset. Eventually, my sisters went to Kingston to study at Duffs Business College, and University of Technology. While in Bright Town they attended St. Hilda’s. My father always wanted my sisters to set up a huge plaza which offered everything in one place. He met with us frequently and told us about his dreams for a cigarette distribution centre, hardware, pharmacy, entertainment centre and fast food store. You could see his ambitions and what was in his mind by his large real estate holdings. But, my sisters were not interested in my father’s dreams and after they left the family business went down. He met with them at least four times after they graduated from high school. Once my sisters left his dreams died and he rented out the buildings.


  I passed my Common Entrance Exam to attend York Castle High School. But my father sent me to a private high school in Ocho Rios because he did not want me to mix with Rasta children, especially after their parents protested against a ban on dreadlocks and York Castle High school buildings were set on fire. After many years I was fed up of travelling 50 miles per day to school and so I enrolled in York Castle. In high school I wanted to be a pilot but the years went by quickly and by 5th Form my father died unexpectedly. His death forced me to drop out of school. If that did not happen I imagined being a pilot for U.S. Airways as they had offered me scholarship to attend Oral Roberts University in the U.S. During high school I saw an ad in the Gleaner for interested persons who wanted to study at O.R.U. and I applied and was accepted. I regret not fulfilling my dreams of attending school and still feel deprived.


  My grandfather liked to play cricket with us on Sundays, he didn’t like football much. He also took us to the beach and at times we would drive out to some part of Jamaica. For our excursions my mother prepared meals and we would stop to have picnics. Home was a positive environment. Although my father was Jewish we attended Anglican Church. My grandfather built a synagogue but it became defunct after he died.


  Religion is important to me as I believe that there is a creator who made us. One of the things I want to avoid is becoming too wealthy and distracted from my duties to God and my responsibilities to my community. I have been tempted to go with friends and be led away from living a simple life. A simple life includes being able to feed oneself, school one’s children and enjoy yourself as you wish to.


  I looked forward to church each Sunday and was not permitted to miss church; my parents were disciplinarians. Example of their rigidity is at dinner time and they rang a bell and you had better be at the dinner table standing for prayer with clean hands and standing up with your hands behind your back. Another example is that we were not permitted to watch TV during the week, only on weekends. We had to be polite and humble and if not then we were spanked.


  While growing up we did not have much contact with the general public, and back then there were less sporting activities. Today we have football matches at Addib Park. There is clear social distance between Bright Town people revolving around house ownership. The town, unlike others in Jamaica, doesn’t have a housing scheme and hence people are fragmented. They told me: show me your company and I tell you who you are. I could not bring bad company home. If you bring someone looking “riff raff” they will think you are becoming one. To choose friends I looked at their behavior, their speech, how they presented themselves, and mannerisms. For example, I had this friend to whom I gave everything for which he asked, but he never said thanks. My parents advised to leave him alone. My choice of friendships had nothing to do with race. My friends could not smoke marijuana.


  My parents believed in the rod and were not like us who sit and talk to children. After my father’s death I was free of parental scrutiny, because my mother was not as serious as my father. My father would scratch his throat and that sound alone meant that somebody was in trouble. I think, however, that my parents’ rigidity might have contributed to my sisters’ non-involvement in the family business dream and them wanting to be professionals rather than mere local business people. My sisters bluntly told my father that they were not interested in his dream. He told them, “there is nothing I can do.” He was disappointed, but continued to support their education.


  Part of my father’s problem is the he did not have any boys to help him. He had three outside children but none of them wanted to help. Before dying, my father asked me to run the business as I was the only one who could run the farm and the block factory. After my father died I had to work in the business and attend high school. I worked at the farm in the early morning before going to school, took a bath at the farm, went to school and returned to work on the farm in the afternoon. After taking over, I was surprised to learn about the difficulties which my father had to go through, and the many daily challenges. In my youth I was faced with his challenge to generate an income from the business while extending credit to customers. After I took over, some customers defaulted and others wanted the same line of credit which they enjoyed from my father. People thought that my father had died and left a bag of money, but not so. I had an extremely difficult time getting loans, as at age 16 banks did not trust me. Fortunately, by age 18 that changed. My mother tried to get bank support but the banks were not interested as I was the underage legal owner. These experiences contributed to my being a tough businessman who does not look at the impossibilities but the possibilities.


  My major aim is to fulfill my father’s dreams by maintaining the struggle which he left. I don’t want to disappoint him and still keep his hats over my bed. I awake at 4 a.m. and I don’t go to bed until 9:30 p.m., that’s Mondays through Saturdays. I would like to take a break now and then but business is time consuming. Up to today I have developed his plans systematically but have not expanded into some vital areas. His block factory is the main supplier of blocks and aggregate to my own hardware store. I have also maintained his family tradition by being kind to my smaller brother. We share the proceeds from the family business equally.


  By and large, the community respects me highly and supports me even during hard times. From a little boy, people called me Mr. H, and if I tell them to support me they will and have been. For example, when I negotiate business with members of the community, if they say “I can get these goods at a better price and delivered in a faster time,” by talking with them they eventually conduct business with me. I have never really been disrespected by the community, excepting when I was involved in politics, and competitors tried to win by giving me a bad name. Eventually I walked away from politics because my opponents tried to destroy me. Politics is not for decent people. If it were American it would be a better politics. My mother tried to discourage me, but I had to learn for myself that no politician likes another with greater popularity.


  I entered politics in 1980 and built support for the J.L.P. since 1979. I worked hard in the 1980 election to unseat Manley because he had a misleading sweet mouth which led the country into hell. He was passionate about socialism and people loved his charisma. But people became disillusioned and his legacy has since been tarnished by PJ.


  I got involved in politics because I was asked and willingly did it because I saw nothing wrong with it. I was more about helping people rather than boosting my political image. I hoped to make changes to the town by upgrading the market and uplifting the poor. When I entered politics, my team held meetings with the community on a weekly basis, and this was something no other politician did. We also went to other communities and beautified their public facilities, raising funds for 125 different families to help their children attend school. We helped the poor to build houses in cases where they had the land but did not have the money to build proper structures. Profits from the Ganja trade were good in the 70s and 80s, but this did not trickle down to the community and laborers who worked in the fields. A small group of hills men, and town men dominated the ownership of crops. Hence, there were a lot of barefooted people around the town center who had to wait until the market was over to pick up the refuse. Some people still do that but not so much today, as they live on the outskirts of Bright Town. A housing scheme would not fit the town’s Ganja image of prosperity, and the legacy of leaving the poor laborers outside the town limits. I admire that today everybody is building a home in Bright Town. Even hand cart men are building houses by doing lay-away plans. Periodically they bring in small sums to pay down on building supplies and build as they have supplies.


  Mate Selection


  I wanted to find a wife who I could look up to, respect her ways and keep me in line. I expected her to be intelligent and have ideas about life in general. I met my wife during my last years in high school. She wanted to become a lawyer, but did not fulfill this dream because at that time you needed a big shot friend to get you into law school. Instead, she has a degree in sociology. We got married in 1993 and have 5 children. My eldest with my wife is 17, and believe or not, I still hug him. He gets the same and the girl gets the same. The first daughter which is not the child of my wife works with a prominent political figure and is his second in command. My second son works as a bank manager in the U.S.


  I learnt about marriage from my father and the role he played as married man. My grandfather did not believe in marriage, and had many different women and families. He never married but built houses for all of his families. My father knew about my grandfather’s practices but did not approve of them. I try to instill good values in my children. I train them to be well behaved and to display good manners. Manners have broken down in the community especially in this generation; but they don’t know that. Kids will pass big people and curse bad-words. Young boys no longer tell girls “I love you,” they first demand sex from them. Girls have a rough time because the age of chivalry is almost dead. Love letters are a thing of the past, and chivalry has been replaced with aggression and requisitions.


  My boys open doors for women and my wife and I train our girls to expect this treatment. I tell my little girls about how guys might approach them and to exclude riff-raff. For example, if a guy doesn’t introduce himself then he is not a decent and is just going to make a mockery of them. I tell my girls about respect; a respectable guy doesn’t want sex foremost and cannot smoke marijuana—no way.


  I don’t let my children run loose in public too much and whenever we attend social events I am there with them. If I see potential mates doing something wrong I will say to them, “do you think that I would like to see you with that person?” I would like to take my children out of town but do not have the time. They have not gotten into trouble; they listen and behave. No police have ever had to call and they don’t keep any bad company. I have regular meals with them every day. I don’t use a dinner bell, but call them and they respond quickly.


  I still have the desire for my children to be a part of my business but have discovered that parents cannot plan for children; they have to plan for themselves. You can only lead them to the water. I can’t beat that out of them. I have kept family meetings and told them of what I would love, but their response was “really?”


  I pay special attention to the rearing of my boy and so try to maintain communication with him. I try to find out what problems he faces and what his needs are. When he is unhappy, I have to find out why he is unhappy. Sometimes he needs somebody to comfort him and I constantly advise him against bad company. I share my bad experiences with him so that he won’t have the same experiences.


  I discourage my son from marrying a lazy woman who sits down in the house all day, pretties up her nails and waits for him to come home
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