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PREFACE
It Takes a Village explores the profound journey of a community intricately connected to a river that has significantly shaped their identity, fostered their spirit, and served as both a refuge and a source of nourishment. Set within the lush landscapes of Trinidad, this narrative chronicles childhood adventures and the evolving role of the river in the author’s life, weaving memories, relationships, and insights gained during the transition into adulthood.
The river, originating from the mountainous valley of Maracas St. Joseph, was the heart of our experiences. It became a sanctuary where friendship, freedom, and solace replaced the turmoil of home, particularly amid an abusive environment. In its waters, we found peace, and on its banks, we discovered camaraderie through activities like music, fishing, planting, and endless exploration. These adventures, shared with my best friend Harry and the elders who guided us, created a rich tapestry of memories that would endure throughout our lives.
The elders in our community—Ms. Dorriety, Mr. Raj, Ms. Sita, and Mr. James—played a pivotal role in our upbringing, offering wisdom, discipline, and support as we navigated the complexities of adolescence. They demonstrated the importance of mutual care and community, embodying the truth behind the old African proverb, "It takes a village to raise a child." Through their guidance, we learned that family isn’t limited to biological ties but extends to those who choose to be there when needed most.
As we grew from carefree children into responsible adults, the river itself began to change, reflecting the erosion of our innocence. Pollution and neglect threatened not only its ecosystem but also the very essence of our community. Yet, even in the river’s decline, we found purpose. We recognized the river as an integral part of our heritage. We united to reclaim and restore it—an effort driven by love, responsibility, and a desire to preserve our collective identity.
This story is about healing, resilience, and the power of community. It illustrates how people can unite to protect their history and shape a better future, even in adversity. The relationships we built, the lessons we learned from our elders, and the spirit of cooperation that bound us together underscore the belief that we are stronger when we stand as one.
Now, as a parent, I return to the river, my children by my side, filled with nostalgia and a renewed sense of purpose. The memories of my childhood, etched into the flowing waters, inspire me to continue the work of caring for the environment that gave us so much. It Takes a Village is not only a reflection on the past but a call to action—a reminder that together, we can reclaim what is precious and ensure that the spirit of the river, and the community it sustained, endures for future generations.
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Chapter 1
The River's Call

The sun peeked through the trees, casting dappled light on the water's surface as Harry and I slipped away from school once again. Our shared laughter mingled with the soft gurgling of the river, creating a melody we knew well—like the hum of a favorite tune. The river was more than just a body of water; it was our sanctuary, a place that cradled our secrets, dreams, and even our fears. To reach the riverbank, we always passed through Ms. Dorriety’s yard. She was a stout, elderly woman with a deep love for the church, but her temper could rival that of any sailor when provoked. A fixture of Riverside Road, she sat by her front door every day, clutching her rosary and watching over her mango trees. Heaven helps you if she caught you climbing one without permission—her prayers would turn into curses faster than we could drop from the branch. “Eh, you black bitch! Get off my tree before ah chap you!” she would scream, waving her hands furiously, her church hat clinging on for dear life as she unleashed a colourful torrent of insults that could be heard to the river. Of course, we knew her anger was merely for show. Once we helped carry water or ran to the parlor for her, she would soften right back into her kind self. She was a blend of fire and warmth—much like the sun on a hot day by the river. Despite her outbursts, we couldn’t resist the allure of her long, ripe mangoes, hanging low like sweet promises. By the time we returned from our adventures, she would have forgotten her earlier threats, smiling as we ran another errand for her. That was Ms. Dorriety—a mix of Sunday sermons and fierce love, all wrapped up in a heart of gold. 
Near lived, Ms. Sita—a relative whom Ms. Dorriety frequently referred to as part of the "pumpkin vine family who lived in her unique realm. She operated a modest shop adjacent to her back door, where she sold tamarind balls, sugar cakes, and pawpaw balls. It became a customary practice for us to stop at her shop on our way to the river, to pet her distinguished cat, Tamazina, and to procure some of her delightful confections. Ms. Sita, who was shorter and more robust than her cousin, maintained vigilant oversight of her fruit trees; however, she exhibited a particular fondness for her cats. Her residence, situated prominently on the riverbank, resembled a watchtower. Despite her stern exterior, her demeanor softened whenever we exchanged our few coins for her treats. Each step toward the riverbank seemed to alleviate the burdens of daily life. The gentle roar of the river, cascading through the channel, beckoned to us like an old friend. The external world—the oppressive silences of home and the tensions I frequently bore—diminished as we approached our sanctuary. The river possessed an extraordinary ability to wash away our concerns, it’s cool, flowing waters carrying off our burdens like leaves drifting on the surface.
Harry recognized the necessity of escape, although he never articulated it. His home, characterized by warmth and the consistent presence of his grandfather, served as my sanctuary. Together, we regarded the river as our refuge, a space of tranquility where the burdens of the world felt less oppressive. Engaging in activities such as fishing or drifting on improvised rafts, we shared a profound understanding—verbal communication was unnecessary. Upon reaching the bend where the trees extended their branches like protective arms, I experienced a surge of exhilaration. The air was invigorating, imbued with the scent of damp earth and the melodies of birds. I sensed that the fish would be biting that day—I could feel it. Harry flashed a grin that hinted at mischief. “Are you ready?” he inquired, already in the process of unrolling the fishing net we had constructed from repurposed chicken wire.
“Always,” I responded, feeling a sense of relief that had eluded me throughout the day. However, the reality was that the concept of home no longer resonated with me. When my father was intoxicated, he transformed into a different person. The atmosphere of the house became laden with uncertainty, his voice resonating with anger, while my mother’s quiet sobs echoed in the background. My mother and I navigated the house like phantoms, meticulously avoiding the tempest that accompanied his presence. The fear was palpable at times, a suffocating weight that pressed down upon us, making it difficult to breathe.
The most trivial matters would provoke his anger—a misplaced object, a delayed meal, or even an unintended glance. The household would reverberate with his rage, prompting me to retreat to my room in hopes that the outburst would subside. During these episodes of my father's fury, I found myself yearning for the river more than ever. The water served as my sanctuary, the sole environment in which I could find solace. I often contemplated my mother’s situation; she never departed. She endured the full force of his wrath, her quiet resilience acting as a shield that protected me from the most severe manifestations of his anger. Yet, she remained steadfast, never faltering. It was not until much later that I comprehended her motivation for staying—she did so to safeguard me. The river became my only means of escape, a space where I could release the pent-up tension that accumulated within me.
During our fishing expedition that afternoon, Harry and I decided to venture upstream to the mega pool—a place unlike any we had encountered before. Its sheer size and the powerful cascade of water pouring off the concrete dam filled me with both excitement and trepidation. This dam, built by the Water and Sewage Authority (WASA) to store fresh water for treatment and distribution, transformed the river into a breathtaking spectacle. Despite its intended purpose, the older boys and village elders always managed to sneak into the compound, turning the pool into a local swimming hole and fishing spot. The sight of the pool was unforgettable; its misty veil and tumultuous flow reminded me of the stunning photos I'd seen of Niagara Falls in Canada. From the roadside, high above, we could hear the thunderous roar of the falls, inviting us to experience its thrill first-hand.
The pool, known by its alias "Pumping," was a place reserved for the bravest swimmers. Only those with the strongest skills dared to venture all the way beneath the cascading falls. Harry and I sat on the rocks along the shoreline, watching the older boys with a mixture of excitement and doubt. This time, I knew we had to make an attempt to swim across—unlike all the other times when I'd chickened out. The anticipation of finally facing the challenge was both thrilling and nerve-wracking. 
Although Harry was known for his bravery, neither of us had yet mastered swimming in such deep waters. Still, his fearless spirit led the way. "It's now or never!" he shouted, before diving off the rock with confidence. Hesitant but determined, I followed close behind, torn between excitement and fear. As we reached the centre of the pool, the mist from the powerful waterfall clouded my vision. I couldn't see Harry anymore, and a sense of uncertainty began to creep in as I pushed forward into the unknown. In a state of panic while paddling, I suddenly bumped into him. He quickly gestured with one hand, signalling for us to dive under the water to test the depth. I shook my head in refusal, feeling overwhelmed by fear. With my last ounce of strength, I pushed myself forward and managed to reach the far edge of the pool, gasping for air as I clung to the safety of solid ground.
Harry took the plunge, but the depth of the pool was far more than he anticipated. When he finally resurfaced, he was breathless and gasping for air. Panic surged through me as I shouted to a group of elders who were hunting Iguana on a huge tree above the falls. "Help! Help!" I yelled, pointing frantically at Harry, who was struggling to stay afloat in the centre of the massive pool. One of the men sprang of a tree branch path way over the pool, diving into the water to rescue him. When they pulled Harry out, he looked as if he had seen God—his eyes wide and filled with shock. He coughed violently, water spewing from his nose, a sight I had never witnessed before. It was the first time I had seen Harry shaken. In that moment, we encountered a side of the river we had never experienced before—a stark reminder of its power and unpredictability.
After that terrifying experience in the pool, as we made our way home, I couldn't help but observe the water's movement—steady and tranquil. It mirrored my yearning for a similarly stable existence, especially after witnessing Harry's struggle. The river simply flowed, constant and unchanging, effectively washing away the day's sorrows and the fear we had just experienced. In that serene setting, Harry and I found a respite from the turmoil of our lives. The river had transcended its physical form; it became a sanctuary where clarity prevailed and where we could breathe easier after the chaos. As the sun began to set, casting a golden hue over the water, I realized that the river would endure, just as it had for countless generations. It held our fears, aspirations, and secrets, and in that moment, it offered us a profound sense of hope. Despite the storms we faced at home and the near-drowning incident that left us shaken, the river provided a tranquil refuge, reminding us that life, much like its flowing waters, possesses an inherent ability to navigate forward.
Top of Form
Chapter 2
A Grandfather's Wisdom
The river provided us with a sense of freedom; however, it was Harry’s grandfather who equipped us with the necessary tools to fully utilize that freedom. He was a versatile individual, often described by the residents of the neighborhood as an all-rounder. Whenever something required repair or construction, he was the one to address it. For Harry and me, he represented a quiet form of heroism, consistently present with a solution, a tool, or a creative idea. Mr. James, in his early sixties, possessed a crown of silver hair that perpetually carried a faint scent of tobacco. A cigarette was habitually perched between his chapped lips, with the smoke rising in a manner reminiscent of a slow, drifting fog. Despite his advancing age, there remained a vivacity in his eyes, a glimmer that suggested the vitality of the man he had once been.
Mr. James exhibited a remarkable array of talents. He demonstrated exceptional skill with a sewing needle, tailoring our school uniforms with the precision characteristic of someone with extensive experience. In the culinary realm, he was unparalleled; the enticing aromas of curry, dahl peas, and frying river fish frequently permeated his household, rendering it difficult to resist visiting. The fish we caught during the day would be transformed into a delectable meal by evening, expertly seasoned and accompanied by steaming white rice and a side dish of curry Dou Dous mangoes. On fortunate days of hunting, we would capture an iguana, resulting in a dish of curry iguana and dumplings—one of our preferred meals. Each bite evoked the essence of the river, the thrill of adventure, and the comfort of home. However, what captivated me most about Mr. James was the life he had led before our acquaintance. In his youth, before the passage of time had softened his demeanor, he had been a musician. He performed in classical ensembles, navigating the vibrant music scene of Trinidad. Occasionally, when inspired, he would retrieve his old Harmonium and play a melody or two. His voice, rough and weathered, would intertwine with the musical notes, conveying narratives that we were too young to fully comprehend.
Mr. James possessed a diverse array of passions, storytelling, cooking, and notably, horse racing. His enthusiasm for the sport remained unwavering throughout his life, as he consistently seized opportunities to place bets on races. On rare occasions, when my father was in a favourable mood and had no objections, Mr. James would take me to the racetrack. The exhilaration of witnessing the horses thunder down the track was captivating; their hooves struck the ground with a rhythm reminiscent of distant drums, sending vibrations through the earth as the crowd erupted with each stride. The atmosphere was saturated with a blend of scents—dust, sweat, buttery popcorn, and the sweet aroma of cotton candy—creating a heady mixture that lingered in the warmth of the afternoon. Voices rose in an intensity, as if the very rhythm of the race had synchronized with the heartbeat of the spectators, each gallop drawing them closer to the edge of their seats. We stood beside him, our eyes wide with amazement as he cheered for his favoured horse, always confident that his selection would triumph. In those moments, his youthful spirit reemerged; his laughter resonated more loudly, and his stories became increasingly vivid. Despite the grey in his hair and the passage of time, Mr. James exuded vitality, imparting that energy to us and shaping our understanding of the world in ways we did not fully comprehend at the time.
The educational environment did not captivate our interest. The structured routine, mandatory uniforms, and early start times contributed to a sense of obligation rather than a genuine choice. Harry and I attended school on different schedules; he was enrolled in the morning shift, while I participated in the evening shift. Nevertheless, we frequently spent our mornings together. We would discreetly depart for the river instead of attending class, immersing ourselves in the familiar currents, and casting fishing lines into the water, or simply sitting by the bank engaging in conversations about various topics. Despite our frequent deviations from the academic path, there was one individual who consistently ensured that we were adequately prepared for our classroom responsibilities: Mr. James.
Our residences were positioned adjacent to one another, divided solely by a dense hibiscus hedge. Each academic term, without exception, Mr. James would invite me to his home for our customary back-to-school ritual. I would navigate through the opening in the hedge to reach his gallery, where an old stool awaited my arrival. Mr. James, with his skilled hands and a measuring tape draped around his neck, would commence the task of tailoring our school trousers. His precision and meticulous attention to detail were comparable to those of a professional tailor. He would smooth the fabric, measure twice, and sew with unwavering hands, all the while narrating stories or imparting valuable advice. This process transcended mere alterations; it represented his commitment to ensuring that we always appeared polished and presentable.
The moments spent in the gallery, enveloped by the rhythmic sound of the sewing machine and the aroma of one of his favorite dishes simmering in the background, were infused with a profound sense of serenity. Mr. James was not merely tailoring our uniforms; he was intricately stitching together fragments of our childhood memories, thereby weaving the very fabric of our lives. Tailoring was merely one of the numerous skills in which he excelled. Prior to the commencement of each school term, he would also provide us with haircuts. We would sit on the stool, restlessly fidgeting as he skilfully maneuverer the clippers with steady hands. His movements were methodical and intentional, ensuring that our hair was neat and well-groomed. Although these haircuts felt like a mundane task at the time, they represented small acts of care that we would come to appreciate more fully in later stages of our lives.
In the absence of television as a source of entertainment, Mr. James engaged us with narratives from his youth following the completion of our homework. He skilfully wove his personal experiences with Caribbean folklore, captivating and instilling a sense of fear in us simultaneously. One of his preferred tales was that of La Diablesse, a striking yet monstrous woman characterized by a single cow hoof, who enticed men to their demise. Another favoured story was that of the Douens, mischievous spirits representing unbaptized children, who lured the living into the forest, from which they would never return. On one evening, following a particularly unsettling folk tale, Harry announced his need to visit the outhouse, only to subsequently exclaim, “I will wait until morning, yes!” This prompted Mr. James and me to erupt in laughter. Despite Harry's efforts to project an image of courage, Mr. James, embodying the role of a considerate elder, took hold of a flambeau and escorted him along the narrow path. 
During that time, outhouses were commonplace, situated at a distance from the main residence, and the journey to them was frequently engulfed in complete darkness, except for nights when the moonlight illuminated the route. The absence of electricity rendered it a luxury we could not afford; thus, kerosene lamps, flambeaus, and the occasional bonfire served as our sole sources of illumination. As they proceeded, peculiar sounds reverberated from the surrounding trees, inducing a sense of trepidation. The wind appeared to whistle through the branches, generating noises that caused the hairs on the back of one's neck to stand on end. The large plum tree situated above the outhouse swayed gently, its branches rubbing against one another and producing foreboding creaks that harmonized with the eerie atmosphere conjured by Mr. James' ghost stories.
The narratives of Mr. James often exhibited a notable shift in tone. Rather than solely presenting eerie folktales, he would reflect on his past experiences as a musician. He possessed a remarkable ability to assist us in actualizing our most imaginative concepts. For instance, when we expressed a desire to construct a fish gun, he did not merely offer guidance; he supplied the necessary materials. From repurposed rubber tubing to assorted pieces of wood and screws, he consistently had the resources we required. Furthermore, he aided in the repair of our slingshots and bicycles, retrieving components from an old plastic lunch kit filled with various items he had accumulated over the years. 
In retrospect, I now realize that Mr. James contributed far more to our lives than just tailoring our school pants or giving us haircuts before the new term. His hands, worn from years of work, spoke of dedication. When he tailored our clothes, I now see it wasn’t just about making sure our uniforms fit right; it was about teaching us the value of presenting ourselves with pride and dignity. When he shaped Harry’s wild, untamed hair or fixed our fish guns, it wasn’t just about the task at hand—it was about teaching us the discipline to take care of what we had, to value the small things, and to approach every challenge with patience and care. Mr. James taught us that life extends beyond the riverbanks, offering a world of responsibility and care that requires the same tenacity and care as the riverbanks. Life, much like the river, has its ebbs and flows, with calm moments and floods. The most important aspect is how we navigate these waters, whether we approach life with patience, persistence, and quiet determination, as he modelled for us daily.
He was like the steady hands of a master craftsman, intricately weaving the fabric of our lives with quiet guidance and unwavering patience. At the time, we were too young to fully understand the depth of his influence. We saw him as a practical man—someone who could fix anything, from a torn shirt to a broken slingshot, or even lend a hand with our latest adventures at the river. But looking back now, it’s clear that what Mr. James gave us extended well beyond the tangible; he gave us a blueprint for life.
Bottom of Form
Those moments, hauling speaker boxes, collaborating with Sugar D, and mixing vinyl at parties, became defining milestones in our journey. They taught us that hard work pays off, that passion can drive you through the toughest parts, and that, in the end, it’s all about the music—the connection it creates between us and the people who listen. The music served to fill the void left by the river, providing us with an outlet for our energy. Looking back, those were some of the most formative experiences we had. The limitations didn’t hold us back—they pushed us forward, teaching us how to improvise, how to experiment, and most importantly, how to make something out of nothing. It was through those radio recordings and makeshift edits that we began to develop our ear for music, laying the foundation for what would eventually become our unique sound. It felt as though, through our music, we were perpetuating a family tradition, crafting our narratives through the tracks we played and the songs we mixed.









Chapter 3
Seeds of Transformation
The river, characterized by its gentle flow and fertile banks, conceals numerous secrets, among which is my passion for horticulture. Following the conclusion of my fishing excursions, I frequently sought refuge in the rich soil along the river’s edge. This location became my sanctuary, a vibrant green space where I could immerse my hands in the earth and cultivate life. Often, I would sit upon a rock, gazing up into the valley where towering trees adorned the riverbank. In these moments of tranquility, I could not help but reflect on the magnificence of creation, pondering, “How extraordinary must the Creator be to have fashioned such wonders!” Each tree and plant appeared to serve a distinct purpose, contributing to the sustenance of the community and the nurturing of the environment. It appears nature itself was a divine gift, meticulously designed to support our existence.
The river transcended its role as a mere site of respite; it emerged as a vital resource, providing sustenance to the village community. It resembled a natural hardware store, supplying an array of essential materials. In addition to the daily practices of fishing and bathing, the diverse flora and fauna surrounding the river were noteworthy, fulfilling numerous functions. The clusters of bamboo that bordered the riverbanks not only offered shade but were also indispensable to the village's way of life. Bamboo was utilized in the construction of baskets, shelters, and even tents for Hindu weddings and spiritual ceremonies. During the festival of Divali, its joints were particularly sought after for the traditional practice of "bursting bamboo." Towering above the bamboo groves were majestic trees such as Cedar, Hog Plum, Silk Cotton, and Sandbox, which contributed significantly to the ecosystem. The Hog Plum (Spondias mombin) was recognized for its medicinal properties and could be fermented to produce wine. The formidable Sandbox tree (Hura crepitans), characterized by its hazardous spikes and explosive fruits, and produced seed capsules that could be fashioned into decorative items. Despite its inherent dangers, the Sandbox tree was esteemed for both its ornamental and medicinal applications. The Cedar (Cedrus) played a crucial role in construction and furniture-making, as its natural oils rendered it resistant to decay and insect damage. The Silk Cotton tree (Ceiba Peltandra) yielded fibres that were collected by elders for use as insulation, bedding, and stuffing for mattresses.
The riverbanks served not only as a source of valuable timber but also as a natural repository of medicinal herbs, which have been transmitted through generations. Wild Senna (Senna hebecarpa), characterized by its delicate foliage and yellow blossoms, was a favored remedy, utilized not only for medicinal purposes but also in soothing baths to alleviate discomfort during hot weather. Another esteemed herb was the Chandelier bush (Kalanchoe delagoensis), a fundamental component of traditional medicine. Its applications were diverse, ranging from alleviating respiratory conditions such as coughs, influenza, and asthma to treating fever, rheumatism, headaches, and even uterine prolapse. For our community, these herbs represented more than mere flora; they constituted a vital connection to the ancestral knowledge and the therapeutic potential of the natural world.
Each tree and herb nourished by the river contributed significantly to the livelihood of the village and held profound cultural significance. The flora, with their roots deeply embedded in Caribbean folklore, symbolized a connection between the physical and spiritual realms. I felt privileged to participate in this natural rhythm. Although Harry did not share my enthusiasm for planting, he consistently offered his assistance when needed. Together, we cleared weeds, trimmed the overgrown grass, and prepared the soil along the riverbank for cultivation. The sound of the river accompanied us, harmonizing with our laughter, while the trees stood as silent witnesses to our endeavors. I often selected crops such as string beans, patio, and lettuce—plants that would be ready for harvest in approximately six weeks. The prospect of nurturing life from the earth exhilarated me, and each seed I planted represented a promise of new growth.
My father once conveyed to me that my affinity for gardening, often referred to as a from my grandmother, who possessed a profound passion for cultivating plants. I envisioned her guiding my hands as I engaged in planting, gently reminding me to exercise patience and to nurture each seed with care. In those moments, I experienced a connection not only to the earth but also to my family, my ancestors, and the river itself. During the harvest season, my friend Harry assisted me in gathering the crops. We would divide the yield, sharing it with Mr. James, who frequently prepared meals using the produce we collected. Additionally, we sold some of the fruits of our labour to neighbours and generously donated to those who were unable to afford them. These experiences—imbued with laughter and the aroma of freshly prepared food—seemed to provide a counterbalance to our adventures on the river.
 The river had transformed into a canvas for my aspirations, and each crop I tended represented a means of connecting with the past while simultaneously forging a future. However, the onset of the rainy season instilled a sense of urgency within me. I was acutely aware that the river, which had bestowed upon me so much, had the potential to reclaim it all in an instant. Our wet season could commence as early as May or as late as June. That particular year, the rains arrived unexpectedly, akin to a thief in the night. I had just begun harvesting my crop of Contender string beans, their rows arranged meticulously like intricate cornrow hairstyles. On that morning, as Harry and I were inspecting our fish pot, we observed an unusual phenomenon. The atmosphere felt oppressive, and the stillness was unsettling. Dry leaves on the surface of the river began to rotate in slow circles, as if forewarning us of the impending events. "Run! Run!" a voice shouted from the elevated roadside. 
In a matter of moments, the tranquil stream was transformed into a tumultuous torrent. The brown, frothy water surged down the valley, transporting debris—including branches, uprooted trees, and soil—while crashing against the riverbanks. The river engulfed my garden entirely, submerging the meticulously cultivated string beans within seconds. The air was permeated with the odor of soil, crushed vegetation, and effluent. Harry and I hastily ascended the hillside, narrowly reaching the roadside as we observed the river consuming the land below. Mr. James was already present, shaking his head and muttering, "Rain falling, monkey balling." This expression, commonly used by the older generation, serves to illustrate that even on a clear day, rain may be falling in the mountains, resulting in devastation downstream. We stood in silence, witnessing the loss of everything I had laboured so diligently to cultivate.
The following day, we traversed Ms. Dorriety’s yard to access the river; however, the location we encountered was no longer the river we had previously known. The flood had significantly altered the landscape, dividing the river into two distinct streams. My garden had been lost, yet the majestic trees along the perimeter remained unscathed, resembling sentinels overseeing the transformed terrain. Despite the devastation, the river had undergone a process of renewal. New bathing pools had emerged, their waters crystal clear, and the stones lining the shoreline shimmered as if polished by the floodwaters.
On the subsequent Sunday morning, the villagers returned to the river, captivated by its transformed beauty. New bathing pools had emerged, some so deep that they resembled natural wells, while others flowed into smaller, pocket-sized pools that bubbled akin to Jacuzzis. The water, now purified, was crystal clear, and the stones and gravel along the shoreline shimmered as if polished overnight by an unseen force. Children frolicked in the newly formed pools, their laughter resonating in the air. I sat by the water, my toes immersed in the river, and for the first time since the flood, I experienced a profound sense of peace. 
The environment appeared rejuvenated, apart from the bushes that bordered the banks. These plants stood as silent witnesses to the devastation wrought by the flood, their branches battered and contorted, still bearing the marks of the flood. The distorted forms of the bushes narrated the tale of the river's fury, serving as a poignant reminder that even in tranquility, the memory of violence persists. This phenomenon illustrated the idea that life, much like the river, embodies a continuous cycle of serenity and turmoil. Just as the river ebbs and flows, so too do our experiences—there are moments of joy interspersed with challenges that threaten to overwhelm us. The river, which had once roared like a wild beast, now whispered softly, a reminder that chaos can give way to tranquillity.
As I prepared to leave, in a moment of reflection by the river, I realized that despite the destruction we often face—whether from nature's fury or life's challenges—renewal is always possible. The river, much like life itself, had restored its equilibrium after a tumultuous outburst, illustrating that resilience is not merely about enduring hardship but also about embracing the cycles of change. Each twist and turn of the river mirrored my own journey, a tapestry woven with obstacles and opportunities for growth. The river had transformed into something greater than a body of water; it was a living testament to the resilience of nature and the indomitable human spirit. Standing by its calming presence, I found solace and inspiration, understanding that the challenges I faced would not define me. Instead, it was my ability to rise above them—much like the river’s return to calm—that would shape my life’s trajectory.


Chapter 4
 The Daredevil and the Cautious Shadow
As November approached, ushering in a cool breeze and the earthy aroma following rainfall, Riverside Road became alive with the anticipation of Diwali. For many, this festival represented a time of illumination and festivity; however, for Harry and me, it also signified the commencement of our annual bamboo hunt. The celebration of lights, Diwali, would have felt incomplete without the familiar and thunderous sound of bursting bamboo reverberating through the valley. The rhythmic crack echoed off the hills, filling the air with excitement and energy. It was a sound so powerful and all-encompassing, far more commanding to the human ear than anything we ever managed to blast through our speaker boxes on regular days.
While our DJ sets had their own kind of magic, filling the neighborhood with music that brought people together, the bamboo explosions during Diwali were something else entirely. They weren’t just loud—they were primal, sharp, and filled with the thrill of anticipation. The ground would tremble slightly, and the noise seemed to ripple through the entire village, as if the bamboo bursts were making sure everyone knew that Diwali was here including the dogs and cats. Every year, Harry and I, along with our friends, would scout the riverbanks for the largest and strongest bamboo joints, eager to be part of the tradition. Setting up the bamboo cannons took time and effort, but the payoff was worth it. There was an artistry to it, a way of cutting the bamboo just right to maximize the explosion. We would meticulously prepare each joint, packing it tight and readying ourselves for that satisfying burst.
 “Do you think we will discover the largest one this year?” Harry inquired with a grin, his eyes glinting with a familiar sense of mischief as we proceeded toward the river. His unwavering confidence consistently infused an additional layer of adventure within me. “I am placing my bets on it,” I responded, equally enthusiastic as we navigated the well-trodden path to our clandestine location. This tradition of bamboo bursting had always transcended mere celebration for us; it represented a rite of passage and an expression of our youthful audacity. Each year, we meticulously searched the riverbanks for the most substantial and resilient bamboo joints, resolute in our determination to surpass our previous achievements.
The riverbanks, abundant with dense, swaying clusters of bamboo, appeared to be brimming with potential. We divided our efforts in search of the ideal specimen, with anticipation propelling each step forward. Something here!" Harry's voice resonated from deeper within the thicket. I quickly made my way to him, finding him standing triumphantly with a towering bamboo joint in his grasp. “That is indeed impressive!” I exclaimed, my eyes widening at its size. Together, we maneuvered the bamboo back to our usual clearing, where we would prepare for the evening's festivities. By dusk, we had accumulated a collection of bamboo joints—each one larger and more impressive than the last. The challenge was established: tonight's explosions would surpass all previous displays. 
The Diwali evening was charged with energy. The streets were aglow with small oil lamps, their flickering flames reflecting in the darkened sky. Families congregated, sharing sweets and laughter as the air resonated with the sounds of bursting bamboo. Harry and I, along with our neighborhood companions, had already ignited several joints, each explosion eliciting a thrill within us. When the fire hit, the bamboo would explode with a force that sent shockwaves through the air. There was nothing quite like that sound—an auditory exclamation mark that declared the arrival of the Festival of Lights in the most unforgettable way. Each burst was louder, sharper, and more exhilarating than any bass line we had ever dropped in our DJ sound system. However, Harry sought more excitement. “Observe this!” he proclaimed, his characteristic grin firmly in place. “It is time for the cork shot!”
The cork shot experiment was not to be taken lightly. It required the complete sealing of the bamboo's opening, thereby trapping the internal pressure until the joint ruptured with a significantly louder explosion. We had observed others attempt this before, but it was undeniably perilous—exceedingly so. You certain? I inquired, as my inherent caution surfaced. However, Harry, true to his character, was already resolute in his decision. He possessed a robust bamboo joint, an old rubber slipper in one hand, and a firestick in the other. Before any further objections could be raised, he ignited the firestick, directing the flame into the bamboo's opening. With a swift motion, he placed the rubber slipper over the hole, effectively sealing it. We collectively held our breath in anticipation. The sound of an explosion reverberated through the air. BOOM!!
The explosion was overwhelmingly loud, surpassing the intensity of any previous detonations that evening. Flames surged upward, while dense smoke enveloped the clearing, obscuring visibility and transforming the surroundings into a nebulous haze. A sense of panic coursed through me as we retreated, coughing and attempting to locate any sign of Harry amidst the smoke. “Harry?!” someone called out, their voice tinged with unmistakable anxiety. For several tense moments, there was an eerie stillness—broken only by the fading reverberation of the explosion. Then, through the smoky veil, we discerned it: Harry’s unmistakable laughter. As he emerged from the haze, he wore a broad grin, his face smeared with soot, his shirt slightly charred, and most amusingly, his eyebrows completely singed off. The sight of him—blackened, with a whimsical expression and devoid of eyebrows—provoked uncontrollable laughter among us, dissipating the tension of the moment into fits of mirth. “Roast Manico!” someone exclaimed amidst their laughter, and thus, Harry acquired his new alias. He responded with a playful bow, still chuckling. “I’m fine! Just a little warm!” he quipped, as he attempted to wipe the soot from his face.
Harry exemplified a fearless spirit, consistently challenging the limits of enjoyment. He possessed a remarkable ability to transform even the most perilous situations into unforgettable memories. In the aftermath of our escapades, we found ourselves unable to contain our laughter at the sheer absurdity of the experiences we shared. Harry affectionately nicknamed “Roast Manico,” had once again elevated an ordinary Diwali celebration into one of our most treasured memories. However, Harry's propensity for risk-taking extended beyond the confines of Diwali. Throughout our formative years, he appeared resolutely committed to amassing a collection of battle scars. Although he was smaller in stature—shorter and lighter than I—he compensated for his size with an unwavering and reckless determination. While I tended to deliberate before embarking on new ventures, Harry plunged headfirst into every adventure.
The recollection of a particular incident vividly illustrates the adventurous spirit of my childhood companion, Harry. I recall the time he rode his bicycle down the steep hillside in our neighborhood. The slope was perilous, strewn with loose gravel. I stood at the summit, apprehensive, observing him descend at an alarming speed, his laughter resonating in the air. He did not attempt to decelerate; rather, he embraced the thrill. Suddenly, his bicycle veered off course, resulting in a chaotic tumble of limbs and wheels. By the time I reached his side, his arm was contorted in an unnatural position, evidently fractured. Yet, even in that moment of pain, there was no hint of regret—only a glimmer of exhilaration in his eyes. 
Another incident involving the construction of a makeshift trolley from scrap wood and ball bearings serves as a notable example of our childhood adventures. Although the trolley was not the most stable apparatus, it did not deter Harry from persuading me to race down Panchum hill, pushing the trolley to its limits. We should have anticipated the outcome; the trolley veered off course and collided with a parked vehicle. I was fortunate enough to leap off just in time, but Harry skidded across the asphalt, sustaining significant abrasions and bleeding. Remarkably, despite his injuries, he could not contain his laughter. Harry possessed an air of invincibility—or at least he perceived himself as such. In contrast, I did not share his audacity. 
In contrast, my scrapes and bruises came from a different source. While Harry's daredevil antics often left him with cuts and scrapes from his reckless escapades, my injuries were a result of the sharp sting of tamarind or guava whips—punishments meted out for various reasons that often felt trivial. These whips served as a reminder of the strict discipline that governed my childhood, their sharp crack echoing the lessons I was meant to learn. The pain was fleeting, but each bruise carried with it the weight of my experiences, a testament to the challenges I faced in a household where fear and caution were woven into the fabric of daily life. Each mark told a story, reflecting my struggles to navigate the boundaries set by authority, while also carrying the deeper wounds of a home filled with tension and uncertainty. 
 Ultimately, despite our contrasting temperaments, we complemented one another. Harry's adventurous spirit encouraged me to transcend my cautious nature, while my restraint prevented him from completely disregarding safety. Together, we formed an indomitable partnership, navigating the challenges and excitement of growing up by the river, with each scar serving as a testament to our enduring bond.


Chapter 5
 The Weight of Dreams
As the years progressed, I found myself at a pivotal juncture in my life. Drawing inspiration from my childhood experiences, I grappled with the dual burdens of ambition and the fear of failure. Frequently, I questioned my ability to escape the cycle of despair that enveloped me. My school days were fraught with their own challenges. My mother, a retired educator and passionate reader, instilled in me a profound appreciation for the value of education. Her steady guidance and intellectual acumen helped me navigate subjects that often appeared insurmountable. Despite our financial limitations, she endeavored to provide me with whatever resources were available. Textbooks were a luxury that we could not always afford, and my uniform—patched and worn—served as a testament to our ongoing struggles. I wore shoes until their soles disintegrated, leaving my feet exposed to the scorching heat of the asphalt, a daily reminder of the burdens imposed by our circumstances.
The government provided book grants, which served as a modest support for families such as mine. However, these funds were frequently allocated towards purchasing food, leaving only a minimal amount for essential supplies needed to commence the school term. I navigated through primary and secondary education, perpetually feeling unsettled, as if I were constantly on the verge of falling behind. Nevertheless, amidst these challenges, an enduring ambition resided within me. I maintained the belief that, despite the adversities, I would ultimately achieve academic success. At home, I was persistently confronted by my personal struggles, which shadowed my teenage years. The influence of my father was particularly significant—his alcoholism, the fear he generated, and the atmosphere of our home, which often resembled a battlefield rather than a sanctuary. Despite these circumstances, I persevered. Remarkably, amidst the turmoil, I succeeded in passing three subjects in the Caribbean Examination Council (CXC) examinations. Although this achievement did not meet my initial aspirations, it represented a noteworthy accomplishment.
I initially intended to retake the subjects in which I had not succeeded, determined to advocate for the education I believed I rightfully deserved. However, as is often the case, life presented unforeseen circumstances. I found myself transitioning into vocational training, exploring various trades in search of a stable path. For two extended years, I navigated through different programs, yet I struggled to establish a sense of direction. Each new trade appeared to be a cul-de-sac, further obstructing my aspirations. Then, one afternoon, as I returned home for lunch from my most recent employment, I heard my mother’s voice pierce the tranquility of the day. There was a palpable excitement in her tone—an emotion I had not encountered in quite some time. She stood at the doorway, the Express newspaper firmly grasped in her hands, waving it as a symbol of hope. This training program, she exclaimed, her eyes radiating enthusiasm.
I accepted the document from her, and therein lay an opportunity—a potential lifeline. This program, an On-the-Job Training (OJT) initiative funded by the government, represented a significant turning point for me. For the first time in several years, I experienced a sense of hope and the prospect of a fresh start. This marked the commencement of a new chapter in my life—a chance to gain practical experience and training within a reputable institution, with the possibility of securing permanent employment in the future. It felt as though my life, akin to a river calming after a storm, was gradually regaining its tranquility. The overwhelming challenges and uncertainties I had faced were beginning to diminish, and in their stead, a new path was being forged—one imbued with hope and the potential for stability.

Upon the successful completion of the vocational training program in air conditioning, refrigeration, and electrical installation, I promptly received a recommendation for a position at the same institution where I had undergone my training. This opportunity arose within a brief timeframe, underscoring the dedication and skills I exhibited throughout the program. Being offered a position at the very institution where I developed my expertise served as a gratifying acknowledgment of my hard work and commitment to learning. This development represented a significant advancement in my professional journey and facilitated further growth within the field. This serendipitous turn of events provided a substantial opportunity for professional enhancement. With newfound stability, I resolved to confront the CXC subjects I had previously failed and to achieve success in them.
From that moment onward, the trajectory ahead appeared clearer than it had ever been. My aspirations, previously hindered by financial constraints and self-doubt, were now liberated—able to flourish without the burdens of my past. No longer constrained by limited resources, I dedicated myself wholeheartedly to the pursuit of knowledge. Although I found fulfillment in securing a position in vocational training, I sensed a deeper calling, recognizing that I could achieve more than merely acquiring technical skills. Consequently, I resolved to further challenge myself by entering the realm of academia and pursuing higher education. This decision was motivated by a desire to broaden my understanding, explore new opportunities, and transcend the confines of vocational expertise, as I embraced the academic path in the hope of attaining greater accomplishments.
The progression of my academic journey has been marked by a series of successes. I successfully completed my remaining Caribbean Examinations Council (CXC) subjects, which facilitated my advancement not only in an academic context but also in a personal one. My insatiable desire for knowledge ultimately culminated in the attainment of a Bachelor of Science degree. However, this achievement did not satiate my ambition; rather, it ignited a deeper aspiration within me. Consequently, I took the initiative to enroll in a self-financed master's program, which I completed with a sense of pride. Throughout my academic journey, I have consistently recalled my mother’s voice, as if she were accompanying me through each examination and every late-night study session. "Education is the key to your future," she would often remind me, her tone imbued with unwavering conviction. This phrase served as her guiding principle, a truth she embodied and imparted to me, even during times when our circumstances rendered education a seemingly unattainable aspiration. As I reflect on my achievements, now holding two degrees, I am filled with profound gratitude. My mother’s steadfast belief in the transformative power of education was a source of strength for me. Her sacrifices, guidance, and love were instrumental in making my accomplishments possible. Although she is no longer present, I take comfort in the knowledge that she is watching over me, proud of the path I have taken. May her soul rest in peace.
Harry, in contrast, demonstrated a remarkable aptitude for hands-on tasks. He consistently engaged in the disassembly and reassembly of various objects, enhancing their functionality in the process. Whether addressing a malfunctioning radio, an outdated fan, or a deteriorated bicycle, Harry approached each item as a problem to be resolved. He excelled in technical vocational training, and his abilities frequently left observers in awe of his innate talent exclaim, proudly presenting his latest innovation or repair. His enthusiasm was contagious, and I found myself admiring his capacity to transform the mundane into the extraordinary.
Both Harry and I possessed a natural aptitude for manual work, a talent that was refined through the numerous hours dedicated to various projects under the mentorship of Harry's grandfather, Mr. James. He epitomized the belief that genuine skill transcends mere adherence to instructions; it encompasses a deep understanding of tools, innovative thinking, and reliance on one's intuition. His insights, cultivated through years of practical experience, were imparted to us through tangible, everyday lessons. Although Harry and I ultimately pursued divergent paths—he embarked on a vocational career while I focused on academic pursuits—the foundational skills we acquired together remained with us. Our experience extended beyond the mere technicalities; it represented a synthesis of theoretical knowledge and practical application. We came to realize that, regardless of the challenges life presented, we possessed the capability to construct, repair, and create with our own hands.


















Chapter 6
 The Shifting Flow
The day I received my acceptance letter to university represented the culmination of numerous aspirations, hopes, and experiences accumulated along the riverbank. This moment served as a validation of the countless hours dedicated to fishing, planting, and exploring, during which the river subtly fostered my appreciation for the land and its flora. Now, after an extensive period of reflection and growth, I find myself on the threshold of a new beginning, prepared to embrace a future influenced by the very river that has nurtured my development.
Graduation represented a significant turning point, symbolizing the conclusion of one chapter and the commencement of another. Pursuing a career in environmental management appeared to be a natural progression—both exhilarating and intimidating. I recognized that I was entering uncharted territory; however, guided by the river, I felt equipped to confront the challenges that lay ahead. The same current that had once carried my childhood aspirations now invigorated my commitment to developing sustainable and meaningful initiatives. This endeavor transcended the mere attainment of a degree; it embodied a mission and a purpose that extended beyond my individual self. My objective was to identify methods to protect and restore the natural environments that had provided me with so much, ensuring that future generations could experience the same profound connection to the land and the river that I had. “Can you believe it?” I exclaimed to Harry, who was preoccupied with scraping the interior of an old refrigerator he was repairing. His hands were stained with oil from the malfunctioning compressor line, yet he immediately redirected his attention to me. “I’m graduating this month!” I declared, the reality of my words feeling surreal even as I articulated them.
The gravity of the decision, coupled with the possibilities that awaited, elicited both excitement and apprehension simultaneously. Harry hesitated momentarily, wiping his hands on his shirt, as a wide smile emerged on his face. Your goanna accomplishes impressive feats, he remarked, his tone imbued with admiration and pride. The river, correct? I am committed to ensuring that future generations can enjoy the experiences we had, I assured him, feeling a surge of resolve. Following lunch, we proceeded to the river to engage in the practice of gathering my taught, a ritual that has become instinctive over the years. As I stood at the water's edge, I found myself reflecting on the myriad lessons this location has imparted to me. The joy of planting along its banks, the exhilaration of fishing with Harry, and the enduring friendships we cultivated in this setting are all cherished memories.
 These recollections, ingrained in the cadence of my childhood, represent treasures that time cannot diminish. Observing the steadfast trees lining the riverbank, I admired their resilience; they stand tall and unwavering through the years, in contrast to the fragile biodiversity of the river, which has suffered and declined over time. The trees, with their deep roots and towering branches, appear to protect the river, symbolizing endurance amidst a changing environment. However, while they have persisted, the river's ecosystem—once vibrant with life—has not fared as well, serving as a poignant reminder of the delicate balance between nature's strength and its inherent vulnerability.
I observed the river, I noted that the once crystal-clear flow of water had become contaminated with pollution. The shimmering pools into which we used to dive had vanished, replaced by murky, stagnant water—a mere shadow of its former self. However, rather than succumbing to despair, I experienced a renewed sense of purpose awakening within me. Although the river had undergone significant changes, the memories it held for Harry and me remained unblemished, and I was determined not to allow that legacy to fade. for this, I reflected, acutely aware of the gravity of my decision as I gazed at the sluggish yet resilient current. I resolved to utilize my education to champion the preservation of natural environments such as this one. The river had bestowed upon us countless gifts—life, joy, and adventure—and now it was my responsibility to reciprocate, ensuring that future generations could experience its enchantment as we had.
I experienced an unwavering determination. The river had served as my educator and refuge, and now it would become my mission. Although the water remained contaminated, it shimmered with the potential for transformation, embodying the aspirations of our community. In that moment, I recognized that my journey was far from complete. The river, with its meandering pathways and flowing currents, had borne witness not only to my childhood escapades but also to my challenges, personal development, and the connection I shared with Harry. It had evolved into more than a mere body of water; it represented resilience, not only for me but for the entire community. The same river that had nurtured us now beckoned for restoration, and I understood that I bore a responsibility to respond to that call. This endeavor transcended the mere preservation of the waters in which we once played; it was about healing a crucial aspect of our heritage. The river had bestowed upon us so much, and it was now our turn to reciprocate.
As I stood in contemplation, I became acutely aware of the profound implications of my realization. The future of the river was intrinsically linked to our own and armed with the knowledge I was acquiring through my academic pursuits, I was resolute in my commitment to advocate for its preservation. The journey ahead would undoubtedly present challenges; however, akin to the river's natural flow, I recognized that progress may not always be rapid, yet it would be consistent. As I approached graduation, the significance of my journey weighed heavily on my mind, accompanied by a torrent of introspection. The quiet strength of my mother continued to influence my development, her expectations casting a persistent shadow over my aspirations. Nevertheless, I was driven by a mission that had become more robust and firmly rooted in my identity and future ambitions. I had transcended the uncertainties of youth and was prepared to forge my own path, embracing my aspirations with courage. The river had imparted lessons of resilience, and I was now poised to reciprocate the generosity it had extended to me.
“How can I contribute to the restoration of the river?” I contemplated organizing a clean-up campaign to rehabilitate the river, yet I recognized that such an initiative would be insufficient on its own. I envisioned launching a comprehensive campaign aimed at educating the local community regarding the significance of environmental preservation. Implementing workshops in schools could effectively instruct children about the river’s ecosystem, thereby fostering a sense of stewardship from an early age. I would seek partnerships with local environmental organizations to obtain resources and support that would enhance our efforts. Furthermore, I envisioned initiating a petition to advocate for more stringent regulations concerning pollution, thereby urging local authorities to assume responsibility for the health of our waterways. I would collect signatures, share narratives about the river’s deterioration, and present our case at local council meetings. The prospect of addressing the council, advocating for the very essence of my childhood, elicited a sense of trepidation; however, it was a challenge I was prepared to confront. Additionally, I aspired to establish a community garden along the riverbanks, utilizing my passion for horticulture to inspire others to engage with nature. This initiative would not only enhance the aesthetic appeal of the area but also promote biodiversity by providing habitats for wildlife and educating the community about sustainable practices.
The subsequent afternoon, I reclined on my bed, gazing at the worn wallpaper, my thoughts oscillating between strategies to preserve the river and the persistent inquiry that had troubled me for years: was my father proud of my achievements? This contemplation emerged unexpectedly, akin to a shadow lurking at the periphery of my awareness. Despite my numerous accomplishments, the silence that existed between us resonated profoundly in my mind. Would he recognize the significance of my endeavors? Or were my efforts merely inconsequential ripples in a river he had never genuinely acknowledged?
As I approached graduation and contemplated the subsequent phase of my life, I found myself yearning for my father's approval, hoping that beneath his silence lay a sense of pride in my accomplishments. I frequently sensed the burden of the unexpressed sentiments between us—the discussions we never engaged in regarding his aspirations and mine, and the emotional distance that had developed akin to weeds suffocating a riverbank. I considered the possibility of reaching out to him, expressing the significance of this achievement; however, fear constrained me. What if my words were met with indifference, as they often had been in the past? The uncertainty clung to me like the persistent odor of smoke from his late-night activities. Yet, I recalled the wisdom of Mr. James, who consistently reminded me that personal growth frequently arises from adversity. Perhaps it was time to shatter the silence, to forge a connection not only for my own benefit but also for my father—a means to bridge the gap that had characterized our relationship amidst the turmoil.
I rose from my seat and gazed out at the river through my window. Although the water appeared murky, it continued to flow—steadily and resiliently. This observation prompted a realization about my own journey. In my quest for my father's approval, I recognized the potential to extend a lifeline to him, creating an opportunity for reconnection. As I contemplated this, it became evident how closely our lives paralleled the river—at times tumultuous, at others serene and gentle, yet always influenced by forces beyond our control. My father's history, his struggles, and his reliance on alcohol became increasingly comprehensible to me, not as failures, but as his means of navigating the complexities of his existence. He, too, was in pursuit of peace, much like I had discovered in the tranquil flow of the river. In essence, we shared more similarities than I had previously acknowledged, each endeavoring to make sense of our respective paths, even if we sought solace in different manners.
Maturity has afforded me a clearer perspective, and as I transitioned into adulthood, I began to perceive my father through a different lens. Previously, I experienced feelings of anger and confusion; however, I now recognize him as a man grappling with his own challenges, seeking solace in alcohol, much like I had sought comfort in the river. I do not harbor resentment towards him for this behavior. Rather, I have come to understand that he required assistance, and I find myself wishing I had recognized this need earlier. Over the years, in his own time and manner, he has started to acknowledge the changes necessary for his personal growth. Gradually, he has pursued redemption, striving to navigate his struggles to the best of his ability.
As I approached the threshold of my future, poised to graduate and commence a new chapter, I carried with me several profound lessons: the recognition that our struggles significantly shape our identities, that personal growth frequently arises from adversity, and that the act of forgiveness—both towards ourselves and others—is essential for healing. I felt prepared not only to advance to the next phase of my life but to do so with a heart imbued with compassion, hope, and purpose. My readiness was not solely predicated on my academic accomplishments; rather, it was rooted in the individual I had become, shaped by both the challenges I faced and the moments of grace that had influenced my journey.
Chapter 7
 River of Tears
In my formative years, the river served as a vital artery, teeming with vitality. Its pristine waters invited us to engage in play, exploration, and imagination. The river reflected my youthful innocence—a recreational space where laughter shimmered on the surface akin to sunlight. However, as I matured and confronted the stark realities of existence, the river underwent a transformation, gradually succumbing to the burdens of neglect and indifference. Debris now adorned its banks, and the once plentiful wildlife had significantly diminished.
I recall the days when we would catch fish in abundance, with the river brimming with various species such as Cichlasoma taenia (Brown Coscarob), Hypostomus robinii (Teta Fish or Mama-teta) and Hoplias malabaricus (Guabine) all of which were ideal for preparing a curry accompanied by dumplings. Presently, the sounds of nature appear subdued, overshadowed by the disconcerting presence of debris floating on the water's surface. This transformation feels like a profound betrayal, leaving me with a sense of sorrow. "We must take action, I contemplated, as the pollution, akin to an encroaching shadow, threatens not only the river but also the cherished memories it embodies—much like the floodwaters that once devastated my childhood garden, leaving behind only traces of what had flourished.
The water levels in the region have experienced a significant decline over the years, a phenomenon attributable not solely to global warming. Indiscriminate quarrying activities in the Maracas Valley have begun to mar the landscape. What was once an unspoiled expanse of verdant forest, situated at the base of Trinidad’s tallest waterfall and the second-highest peak, El Tucuche, is now being dismantled for short-term financial gain. Reports have circulated throughout the valley indicating that Blue Diamond Quarries Ltd is once again seeking to engage the community in consultations regarding the establishment of a major limestone quarry within our only remaining pristine watershed, the La Caurita Watershed. The proposed development would not only involve the extraction of a substantial area of land but would also intrude upon the delicate ecosystem that has endured the ongoing impacts of quarrying operations conducted by Coosal’s Limited.
The scars left on the hillside as a result of mining activities were conspicuous, serving as a stark reminder of the potential devastation that such operations can cause. Harry and I exchanged apprehensive glances, fully aware that the establishment of this quarry would entail more than merely the introduction of heavy machinery and noise; it posed a significant threat to the water supply upon which our community depended. The stakes felt particularly high, compelling us to take action rather than remain passive observers. Harry nodded, his expression shifting from concern to determination. “We cannot simply stand by and watch. We must organize a meeting to bring everyone together. If we unite in our efforts to advocate for our river, perhaps we can effect change.” The prospect of a community mobilized against this threat was invigorating. We resolved to create flyers to disseminate information about the forthcoming meeting at the community center. As we made our way back, ideas flowed freely between us. The subsequent days were characterized by a flurry of preparation. We engaged with our neighbors and garnered support. The response was overwhelmingly positive, with families, elders, and youth alike expressing their commitment to safeguarding the river that has served as the lifeblood of our community for generations. On the day of the meeting, the village hall was filled to capacity, an electrifying energy permeating the atmosphere.
As I stood at the front, surveying the faces of friends and family, I experienced a blend of anxiety and anticipation. You for your presence today, I commenced, my voice gradually gaining steadiness. Here because our river, which serves as our vital resource, is currently facing significant threats. It is imperative that we no longer remain silent. The audience responded with murmurs of consensus, and one by one, individuals recounted their personal experiences with the river—fishing excursions, family picnics, and the serene moments spent simply listening to the gentle flow of the water. Each narrative vividly illustrated the river's significance, and the atmosphere became imbued with a shared determination.
As the meeting progressed, we engaged in a discussion regarding strategies to oppose the quarrying project. Participants contributed various ideas, including the creation of petitions, the organization of community clean-up events, and outreach to local news outlets to enhance public awareness. I experienced a renewed sense of optimism as I observed the community unite around a shared objective. In the subsequent weeks, our initiatives gained significant momentum. Committed to safeguarding our cherished river, Harry and I undertook the task of gathering signatures and orchestrating a river clean-up day, encouraging community participation to restore our river while disseminating information widely. The enthusiasm was palpable, and even those who had initially displayed indifference began to recognize the significance of our cause.
The day of the rally and cleanup arrived, transforming our small village into a vibrant tapestry of banners and voices. Community members from diverse backgrounds united under a common cause that had become our rallying cry: “Save La Caurita!” This phrase resonated throughout the valley, our voices intertwining like the very waters we aimed to protect. Numerous individuals congregated around various sections of the river, fostering a sense of hope amidst the surrounding chaos. I observed the younger participants at play, their laughter reverberating off the water—a sound I yearn to preserve for future generations. It evoked memories of Harry and me, many years ago, joyfully exploring our favorite spots along the riverbank. As the sun descended lower in the sky, casting a warm glow over our collective efforts, I surveyed the faces of my neighbors. Although we were all covered in mud and sweat, the shared determination to restore our river was unmistakable.
By the conclusion of the day, we had accumulated substantial amounts of debris, restoring the riverbanks to a semblance of their former condition. Although this achievement represented a minor victory in the broader struggle we faced, it rekindled a sense of hope within our community. As we collectively assessed our efforts, I experienced a renewed sense of purpose and solidarity. “Today marks merely the beginning,” I proclaimed, ensuring my voice resonated with all present. “This river has provided us with so much, and now it is our responsibility to reciprocate. We must sustain this momentum—let us establish this as a regular initiative, a commitment to our environment.” Harry concurred, his enthusiasm proving to be contagious. “Furthermore, we must once again present our concerns to the council. They need to recognize the significance of this issue to us. We cannot allow them to jeopardize what remains!” That evening, as the sun descended and illuminated the sky with shades of orange and pink, I experienced a profound sense of clarity. The river, though still in distress, was vibrant, filled with laughter, hope, and resilience.
As the weeks progressed, the river clean-up initiative evolved into a monthly event, fostering community cohesion in ways I had not previously anticipated. Neighbors who had once exchanged no more than a passing glance began to share stories, ideas, and laughter as we collaborated side by side. We even organized educational workshops for children, imparting knowledge about the significance of environmental protection and the historical context of our river. However, despite our concerted efforts, the threat posed by the quarry loomed over us like a persistent shadow. Council meetings continued to take place, during which we frequently encountered dismissive attitudes from representatives of Blue Diamond Quarries. It was exasperating to hear their hollow assurances regarding environmental protection while they continued to advance their agenda. In the ensuing months, our rallies attracted attention that exceeded our expectations. TTT News reported on our story, emphasizing the critical importance of preserving our natural resources. Consequently, we found ourselves connected with environmental organizations eager to support our cause.
In the subsequent weeks, we convened with local leaders and environmental advocates from the University of the West Indies (UWI) to devise strategies aimed at safeguarding the La Caurita Watershed. We compiled scientific evidence to present at council meetings, elucidating the potential impacts of quarrying on our water supply and the surrounding environment. At each meeting, an increasing number of residents stepped forward to share their narratives, collectively illustrating the river's significance in our lives. With each additional voice contributing to our collective effort, we became increasingly resolute, united under the cause that had emerged as our rallying cry. La Caurita! The valley, our voices intertwining like the very waters we endeavored to protect.
The council could no longer regard us as a marginal group; we had evolved into a community unified in our struggle for survival. As the months progressed, it became increasingly apparent that our efforts were beginning to produce tangible results. The council, facing pressure from both community protests and escalating public scrutiny, ultimately consented to postpone discussions regarding the quarry. Although this represented a modest victory, it significantly revitalized our spirits. Harry and I stood on the riverbank, observing the waters flow with renewed hope. We had initiated a movement—one that could potentially safeguard our river and preserve the memories it encapsulated for future generations. “The fight is not over,” I reminded him, my voice imbued with determination. “However, we have made our mark. Together, we can continue to advocate for our cause.” As we walked along the river, I reflected on the myriad moments shared in this place—the laughter, the adventures, and the tranquility it had afforded us. It was more than merely a body of water; it constituted an integral part of our history and identity.  As we immersed ourselves in the work of protecting and restoring the river, we unknowingly laid the foundation for a legacy—one that would outlast us and guide those who would come after. The river, a witness to our growth, struggles, and triumphs, was more than just water and stones; it was a lifeline, a source of wisdom passed down from generation to generation. 
 The values it represented—resilience, unity, and reverence for nature—were as vital as the river itself. But while we sought to safeguard these memories, life beyond the river was evolving in ways we couldn’t yet foresee. As we matured, our interests and responsibilities began to shift, leading us to new horizons. Music, once a background hum in our lives, was about to take center stage. Just as the river had been a foundation of our childhood, music would soon become the pulse of our adolescence, guiding us toward new experiences and lessons. The rhythms of our future were already forming, and it was time to follow a different current—the one that would carry us through the transformative power of sound and expression.










Bottom of FormChapter 8
 Music is Life
With each passing day, our resolve to protect the river for those who would follow in our footsteps intensified, ensuring that future generations could one day experience the enchantment it had once held for us. Collectively, we had embarked on a journey of reclamation—restoring not only the river but also the memories and values it represented. The laughter, adventures, and life lessons we had gained along its banks were too precious to let fade away. In safeguarding the river, we weren’t just preserving a natural resource, but nurturing the spirit of a community bound by its waters. It was the beginning of a more promising future—one where the river’s story, and ours, would continue to flow. This transition appeared to be a natural progression, as if rhythm and melody were intricately woven into the very fabric of our existence. Perhaps they were. Mr. James and Harry’s father, Raj, had both been musicians in their youth, their lives interwoven with the rhythms and melodies that fostered their profound friendship. James’ old Harmonium was perpetually within reach, its surface polished smooth from years of fervent playing. A small, portable, hand-pumped reed organ with keys like a piano. The harmonium produces sound by blowing air through reeds tuned to different pitches.
This indigenous instrument very popular in the Indian subcontinent, served as a comforting reminder of their shared culture. Occasionally, when the mood was right, Mr. James and Raj would retrieve their collection of vintage classical Indian records. Raj would have his flask of White Oak rum and a pack of Broadway cigarettes nearby, prepared to sip and smoke as the music resonated. They would play album after album, saturating the atmosphere with the vibrant sounds of their past. The melodies enveloped us like a warm blanket, transporting us back to a time when they were youthful, carefree musicians.
Despite his affinity for alcohol, Raj exhibited no tendencies toward violence or abuse when under its influence, which stood in stark contrast to my experiences at home. Instead, he became jovial, his slurred speech and exaggerated hand gestures infectious, his spirits noticeably elevated. I could see the joy reflected in his eyes as the music played, a warmth and brightness that filled the room. In those moments, Raj’s laughter and the sound of the instruments drowned out all worries, creating a haven of light-heartedness that contrasted sharply with the tension I often felt elsewhere. I recall those moments with clarity—Harry and I seated cross-legged on the floor, our eyes wide with fascination. We observed as they changed the records, Mr. James meticulously adjusting the player’s needle with a practiced hand. Although the songs were in Hindi, a language in which we had limited proficiency, each melody captivated us, narrating its own story through intricate rhythms and harmonies. The narratives seemed to materialize in the atmosphere, resonating with the lives they depicted, the adventures they recounted, and the music that had united them. During those evenings, enveloped in laughter, music, and the reassuring presence of Mr. James and Raj, I experienced a profound sense of tranquility. It was a realm where life’s challenges dissipated, supplanted by vibrant melodies and cherished memories—a realm I held dear and yearned to preserve within my own heart.
Music was not merely an aspect of Mr. James or Harry's legacy; it was also an intrinsic part of my heritage. My father, despite the challenges he faced, possessed a voice that could captivate an audience. In his younger years, he served as the lead vocalist for a band. During his performances, it was as though the music transcended the ordinary. The vitality in his voice compelled listeners to pay attention, whether in a crowded auditorium or an intimate backyard gathering. The individual in question also demonstrated proficiency in playing the guitar, with his fingers effortlessly gliding over the strings. I frequently found myself wishing that he had imparted more of his musical knowledge to me, although those opportunities were often short-lived. He performed at various events and gatherings across the nation, a selection of popular songs performed by renowned musicians would be rendered, and he excelled in this endeavour. His inherent charisma captivated audiences, particularly the female attendees. 
During my early childhood, I occasionally accompanied my father to his band’s practice sessions when my mother had to work. Those memories are etched in my mind with remarkable clarity. The amalgamation of instruments, the rhythm, and the resonant sounds of drums and guitars permeated the space. The atmosphere was charged with energy, and the music was so vibrant that I instinctively found myself tapping my feet in time with the beat. Even at that tender age, I could sense the rhythmic pulse of the music coursing through me. It represented something pure, an experience that transcended the tumult of our home life. Those moments gave me a glimpse of my father beyond his struggles—a gifted musician capable of eliciting joy in others through the mere power of his voice.
As a child, I didn’t fully grasp the magnitude of what my father was doing. I was just mesmerized by the music, the rhythm, and the way the band seemed to create something out of thin air. It was only later, as I grew older, that I began to understand the dedication and hard work that went into each performance, the hours spent refining every note, every beat. Those practice sessions became my window into a world where my father, despite our often-complicated relationship, was someone to admire. He was an artist, pouring his soul into his craft, and even though I was just a silent observer in the corner, I felt connected to him in those moments, watching him do something he truly loved.
 Although he seldom spoke of those times, on the rare occasions he did, I could discern a sense of pride reflected in his eyes. He would fondly recall his victories in Pop Gear competitions, a notable musical contest of that era. Pop Gear unearthed tremendous young talent from across the nation, many of them succeeding in securing recording contracts with the major studios of the day. One of my father’s most profound moments in his musical career happened when his band performed live on national television. It was a huge accomplishment, and his voice, the heart of the band, would be broadcast to homes across the country. My mother and I spent that weekend at her mother’s home, deep in the countryside of Las Lomas. The landscape of Las Lomas was striking in its simplicity—a vast stretch of sugar cane estates that seemed to carpet the roadsides for miles. Although we was miles away from my father’s performance, I was excited to witness his achievement from afar via television.
 The anticipation leading up to that night was electric. My father’s band had been rehearsing tirelessly for weeks, and this performance was going to be their big break. My mother, and the entire extended family buzzed with excitement, proud of him in a way that only family could be. I remember sitting on the edge of my seat, waiting for the performance to begin, my young heart pounding with a mixture of pride and nerves. Even though I wasn’t there in person, I felt a part of it all. As the evening drew closer, my grandmother’s small black-and-white television sat in the corner of the room, the centre of our world for the night. The grainy screen flickered, and the fuzzy hum of anticipation filled the air. We huddled around it waiting to see my father step into the spotlight. I could hardly contain my excitement. My father, was going to be on TV, and I was about to witness it. When the time finally came, the familiar sound of the announcer’s voice echoed through the room, and the glow of the television cast soft shadows against the wooden walls of my grandmother’s countryside home. The opening notes of the band began to play, and I could feel the energy building.
 My father was about to take the stage, his voice ready to fill the airwaves. This was the moment I had been waiting for, the moment I would see my father shine like never before. But then, just as the music swelled and the camera panned to the band, the lights flickered. My heart sank as the screen suddenly went black. The electricity had gone out. I sat there, staring at the blank TV, the silence deafening. I could hear the wind rustling through the trees outside and the distant hum of the countryside, but nothing else. I had missed it. The performance I had been so eager to see, the moment I wanted to share with my father, had slipped through my fingers in the blink of an eye. In the dim light of the room, I could see my mother’s face, a mixture of disappointment and understanding. She pulled me close and whispered that we would hear all about it when we got home, but it wasn’t the same. My father’s voice, the pride I felt in that moment, was lost to the darkness.
The outage lasted for hours. We sat around the pitch oil lamps, my grandmother telling stories to pass the time, but my mind was elsewhere. I kept imagining what it must have been like for my father on that stage—his voice soaring through the speakers, the audience captivated by his presence. I wondered if he knew I was thinking of him, cheering him on from miles away. The next day, we heard the news: my father’s performance had been a success. People in town couldn’t stop talking about how the band had captivated the audience, and my father’s voice had been the star of the night. He had done it. Even though I hadn’t seen it, I felt proud beyond words. That night taught me something profound about the nature of pride and connection. 
My father and I did not always have the best relationship. There was a distance between us, a gap filled with misunderstandings and unspoken words. But despite that, the fact that I hadn’t seen the performance didn’t diminish its significance. In that moment, it wasn’t about the spotlight or the accolades—it was about knowing that he had poured his heart into something he loved and that he had succeeded. That realization was more powerful than anything I could have witnessed on the screen.















Chapter 9
All of a Sudden
As Harry and I matured, our interests naturally began to shift. Our boyhood fascination with fishing and river escapades gave way to a new passion—music. It was an evolution of sorts, a continuation of our journey together, and like all things in our lives, Mr. James was at the heart of this transition. When we decided to venture into music, specifically building our own sound system, it was Mr. James who stepped in with the same quiet encouragement and practical help he had always given. He didn’t know much about the technical aspects of sound engineering, but he knew how to build—how to craft, how to work with his hands—and that was exactly what we needed. His experience as a tailor and all-around handyman translated seamlessly into our new world of speakers, amplifiers, and bass lines.
The river provided us with a sense of freedom, while music imparted a sense of purpose. We began modestly, experimenting with speakers, cassette recorders, and turntables. Initially, our endeavors were merely for enjoyment, serving to occupy our time; however, it soon evolved into something more significant. We became captivated, dedicating hours after school—and occasionally during school—to constructing our sound system from various discarded materials. Harry, with his remarkable knack for repairing anything, quickly became the mastermind behind our DJ setup. Meanwhile, I embraced the role of mixing and recording, diving into the art of blending beats and melodies seamlessly. This endeavor felt like a creative journey, transforming music into an expressive form of artistry that allowed us to share our passions and connect with others through sound.
The initial music setup we utilized was modest—comprising a pair of worn speakers, tweeters, a double cassette recorder, and a turntable that had clearly experienced better days—but it was distinctly ours. We needed to build a sound system and this comprised of a stack of speaker boxes. Material such as ply board was expensive however Mr James would salvage pieces from construction site in the area. He supplied the materials and tools we needed to construct our very first speaker boxes—those bulky, wooden creations that would eventually form the backbone of our sound system. While Harry and I had the vision, it was Mr. James who helped bring it to life, showing us how to cut the wood just right, how to seal the edges so the sound would carry, and how to fine-tune every part of the process. He taught us to approach the task with the same meticulous care he had always applied to everything he did. Just as he had patiently tailored our school pants, he now helped us design and build something that felt even more personal, even more central to our growing sense of identity.
The speaker boxes weren’t just functional; they were a reflection of our shared creativity, discipline, and ambition. And with every nail hammered, with every joint measured and remeasured, we felt the thrill of creating something that was truly ours. But beneath that excitement, we also carried the deeper lessons Mr. James imparted. He taught us that there was no shortcut to quality, no rushing through a job just to get it done. Whether we were sewing a seam or wiring a speaker, the process demanded patience, attention to detail, and pride in our work. Building those speaker boxes was about more than just music. It was a bridge between our carefree childhood and the responsibility that came with growing up.
When we couldn’t afford the original recordings of the songs we loved, we had to get creative. The lack of resources never stopped us—it only pushed us to find other ways to make the music our own. One of our favorite tricks was recording and editing sounds from the radio stations’ top one hundred countdowns. We’d sit by the radio for hours, cassette tape ready, waiting for the moment when our favorite song would play. With fingers hovering over the record button, we’d capture whatever we could. It wasn’t a perfect system, though. Sometimes the DJ’s voice would cut in just as the song was reaching its climax, or we’d miss the first few notes because we weren’t fast enough. But we learned to work with what we had. We’d splice the tapes together, trying to edit out the interruptions, creating our own mixes from what little we had. It was a painstaking process, but there was something satisfying about crafting those tapes, even if they weren’t perfect.
Each mixtape became a patchwork of sounds—some clear, others grainy—stitched together by our determination and passion. We’d spend entire afternoons and nights tweaking the sounds, adjusting the levels, trying to balance the audio as best as we could with the rudimentary equipment at our disposal. In those moments, we weren’t just listeners; we were creators, shaping and molding the music into something that felt like ours. Through this process, we discovered our own rhythm, an amalgamation of our favorite songs and the beats we admired. It wasn’t about having the best equipment or the latest records; it was about the feeling we put into the music. It was raw, imperfect, but undeniably ours. The thrill of turning everyday moments into something musical connected us in ways nothing else could.
The sound system, which we proudly named 'DJ NORGI No!’ eventually became the centre of our world. We played at house parties, neighbourhood events, and most of the time for ourselves and the neighbours, revelling in the beats that pulsed from the speakers we had built with our own hands. This effort represented a novel form of adventure, transporting us from the riverbank to backyard gatherings and the small performances we conducted for friends. The hype of moving those heavy speaker boxes to venues was always a mix of exhaustion and excitement. Lifting and transporting those massive boxes was tedious, no doubt. The sweat, the strain, the careful maneuvering to avoid damage—it was all part of the process. But once we had everything set up and ready to go, the joy of playing music overshadowed it all.
 Our love for music grew even stronger when we eventually teamed up with another DJ from the village by the name of Sugar D. He had what we didn't—vinyl records and turntables. Working with him was a game-changer because it gave us the opportunity to learn how to mix records properly. Up until then, our setups were basic, and though we had fun at our backyard gigs, this opened up a whole new world of possibilities. It was an exciting time. Sugar D had the equipment we could only dream of—several amplifiers, microphones, mixers, and of course, his collection of vinyl. His setup was the real deal, and when we combined our homemade speaker boxes with his professional sound system, the result was spectacular. The power we produced, both visually and sonically, was a grand sight to behold. The deep thumps of the bass, the crisp highs, and the seamless mixing of tracks made us feel like we were on a whole new level. We eventually changed our DJ name to “All OF A SUDDEN” This name was coined by my father and Sugar D.  The new name couldn’t have been more fitting. It perfectly captured the essence of how we seemingly appeared out of nowhere on the local music scene and became an instant hit.
The most thrilling part of this collaboration was the opportunity to play at adult parties, which was a world away from the small backyard gigs we had grown accustomed to. These were real events, with larger crowds, proper venues, and a much more serious vibe. Playing alongside Sugar D felt like stepping into the big leagues. The energy at these parties was electric, and with our combined forces, we could feel the audience respond to every beat, every drop, and every transition. The nights spent mixing with Sugar D felt like a dream come true. We were no longer just kids fooling around with music; we were DJs, part of something bigger. We were making people move, shaping the night with the sounds we curated and mixed. It was pure magic to watch the dance floor come alive, knowing we had a hand in creating that moment of collective joy. The experience not only sharpened our skills but deepened our love for music and the power it had to bring people together.Top of FormBottom of Form

Chapter 10
 Embracing the Future
The river emerged as a symbol of resilience, and the collective spirit of the community intensified with each step we took. We were no longer mere children reflecting on lost innocence; we had evolved into stewards of our river, prepared to advocate for its future. As we stood on the banks, observing the debris that had accumulated over the years, I experienced a profound surge of determination. Together, we would endeavor to restore the river to its former glory.
I frequently encountered the adage, "It Takes a Village to Raise a Child," and as time passed, I began to comprehend the profound implications of this statement. The lessons imparted through my lifelong interactions with Ms. Dorriety, Mr. Raj, Ms. Sita, and Mr. James became a form of parental guidance. Their influence not only shaped our characters but also fuelled the knowledge and inspiration that Harry and I carried into our musical journey.  The lessons imparted through my lifelong interactions with the musical experiences of my father, Mr. James, and Mr. Raj had a profound and positive impact on our lives. Their shared experiences in music not only enriched our understanding of the art but also instilled in us the values of dedication, creativity, and collaboration. Through their guidance, we learned the importance of passion and hard work, shaping our aspirations and encouraging us to pursue our dreams. The melodies they created echoed through our upbringing, reminding us that the power of music extends beyond mere notes; it has the ability to unite, inspire, and uplift, leaving an indelible mark on our future paths.
In particular Mr. James wisdom, discipline, and nurturing presence filled the voids in our upbringing, especially in times when our families couldn't provide what we needed. Whether through their encouragement, shared experiences, or quiet strength, they provided us with the love and structure necessary to stay grounded, even as we navigated the complexities of life. Together, they became the village that anchored us, ensuring we had the foundation to face life’s challenges while pursuing our passions.
Strangers and friends can serve as substitutes for biological family, providing essential support and comfort during challenging times. They often step in when biological relatives are unavailable, offering love and understanding that may feel even more significant due to its voluntary nature, rather than being an obligation. In such instances, one comes to understand that family is not solely defined by genetic connections, but rather by the individuals who choose to stand by one during moments of need. These relationships, developed through shared experiences and mutual respect, can create bonds that rival those of biological ties. They illustrate that love can emerge from the most unexpected sources, frequently appearing at critical junctures to assist in navigating the tumultuous aspects of life with compassion and kindness. Ultimately, this chosen family can serve as a lifeline, acting as an anchor that sustains one during turbulent periods. Similar to a river that consistently finds a way to rejuvenate and return to a state of tranquility following a severe flood, the wisdom imparted by elders equips us with the resilience to recover from adversity.
The significance of the river was ultimately recognized by the community, as it transcended mere historical relevance; it constituted the very essence of our collective identity. The river symbolized more than just the flow of water through the valley; it served as the lifeblood of our history, culture, and identity. We were prepared to reclaim this vital resource. The river's subtle entreaty served as a reminder that, even amidst our most tumultuous periods, we possess the inherent capacity for evolution, healing from past traumas, and embarking on new beginnings. 
As I stood beside its diminished flow, I began to envision a future in which the river was revitalized, its waters once again coursing freely and reflecting the sky like a vibrant blue tapestry. I could envision children returning to play along its banks, their laughter resonating in harmony with the gentle murmur of the current. The heartbeat of the community would once more synchronize with the rhythm of the river, evoking the joy and unity it has historically inspired. The narrative of the river transcends my individual experience; it is a collective story shared by all who have ever stood along its banks—whether casting a fishing line, sowing seeds, or engaging in quiet contemplation.
 This river symbolizes resilience, interconnectedness, and the intricate balance between the natural world and human existence. As a father of two, I now find myself on the riverbank, observing its reduced flow as it meanders through a constricted channel. A sense of nostalgia envelops me, intertwined with a profound sorrow for the diminished vitality of what once thrived. The echoes of my childhood—characterized by the laughter of my companion Harry and the steadfast presence of his grandfather—persist in the atmosphere. Although these moments of joy and freedom seem remote, their influence on my life remains indelible.
In our efforts to safeguard the integrity of our rivers, forests, and the broader natural environment, we simultaneously advocate for our own survival—encompassing our cultural heritage, collective memories, and our sense of belonging in an increasingly dynamic world. It is imperative that we unite to rehabilitate the river, promote environmental conservation, and educate our communities regarding the critical importance of preserving the fragile ecosystems that support our existence. This endeavor transcends a mere confrontation with pollution; it represents a profound struggle for our identity and our future. This moment does not signify the conclusion of the river's narrative; rather, it marks the commencement of a new chapter. Although the challenges we encounter are substantial, so too is our collective strength and determination. Together, we possess the capacity to restore the river to its former splendor, ensuring that its waters continue to flow through our lives and those of future generations.
In the process of undertaking this initiative, we will ensure that both the river's narrative and our own continue to flow for future generations. While the timeline for realizing this vision remains uncertain, I am resolutely committed to it. I am confident that the river, with its quiet strength, will continue to guide my efforts. Just as it has imparted lessons of patience, persistence, and the significance of nurturing life, it serves as a reminder that, regardless of how small or fragile we may perceive ourselves to be, there is always hope for renewal. The river's echo, though currently faint, still resonates within me. With each step I take toward its restoration, I perceive its call growing louder, urging me forward toward growth, healing, and a future in which both the river and I can flourish once again. The resilience of the river stands as a testament to our own, and through our collective efforts, we can honor both our past and the promise of a cleaner, more vibrant future.

THE END
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