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1968- Left to right- Myself and brothers- Yuri, Andrei, Kenrick- Standing is Cousin 

Kenneth and center of photograph is a most precious puppy called “Dumpling” 

Growing up in rural Upper Demerara, I had a least one pet besides me, maybe a puppy, chicken, 

birds, fish or some young animal that occupied the center of attention. A quick trip through any 

child‟s bedroom will reminds you of the early years when pets dominated your real and 

imaginary worlds. Lots of toys relate in some manner to animals- music, storybooks, décor, 

clothing with imaginary critters dominates the world of childhood. Children love pets and enjoy 

them in any form and for good reasons, it is said.  



It is understood that pets provide companionship, safety, 

warmth, happiness, wonder, teaches patience and the 

appreciation of the simpler things in life. 

We had many chickens for pets and our parents would 

not have dared to even think of cooking them. Some 

chickens became special due to unique circumstances of 

bonding. A hen might have left her brood too early 

leaving an egg still to be hatched. I would use an electric 

bulb for a few days then assisted the chick out of the 

egg.  

One rooster or fowl cock as we call it was named “Crow 

boy” and he was special after being raised from an egg. 

After returning from high school one afternoon, I was 

surprised not to see my pet that was always was there to 

greet me. I continued to search fearing he might have 

taken off onto the roadway and gotten hurt. Just then, I saw my 8 year old brother Kenrick 

coming with a bloodied “Crow boy” under his arms. I approached him, fearing he was hit by a 

vehicle or something. My very business-minded kid brother assured me that he was “fine and 

won all his fights.” Kenrick was using my priceless pet as a gamecock! 

His face was all smiles as he showed me a handful of coins that he won and suggested a spit of 

the profits. I grabbed by pet and lectured him. “Crow boy” lived a life of leisure, had many 

offspring and died of old age.  

We caught and cuddled just about every creature or critter of the neighborhood, caterpillars- until 

they became butterflies, grasshoppers, beetles and caught fishes in every trench, pond, creek or 

river for our makeshift aquarium. Birds were special and wide varieties were caught by 

ingenious trapping methods. We designed and constructed all our traps and cages to house one of 

the ultimate household pets of Guyana. 

A pet of accident occurred when our neighbor‟s cat had a couple kittens under the shed in our 

yard. We kept it secret and didn‟t tell any grownups about this for fearing that we would lose the 

delight of watching these furry bunches of joy develop. It was not discovered for about two 

weeks before the kittens were removed. 

In one pulse stopping moment on a sunny Saturday morning, my younger brother ran into the 

yard with two of the most beautiful creatures created. He was holding in his arms two young kids 

from a herd of stray goats. They were covered in silky black coats and with lily white feet. Both 

fascinated and curious, we gather around this miracle as they cried „maa-maa’ and stood on 

shaky legs. 



Yours truly with a Kid in Upper Demerara -1992 

I did question my brother on how he came upon such a find, to which he said, that they were 

abandon in the nearby bushes, with no one around. Our imagination went into overdrive, we 

immediately got a large cardboard box with bedding, started bottle feeding these darling kids 

whose umbilical cords were still attached, and conspiring how we were going to keep this secret 

from our parents. 

 It was later in the day that the teenage son of a known livestock owner came to the front gate 

with the true story of what had really happened. It appeared that my enthusiastic brother had 

sneaked up on the herd and was actually seen running away with the babies. I quickly returned 

the kids with an apology, but all of us felt the disappointment of seeing them go. 

Another similar story came to mind about some puppies in the bushes of a nearby lot. A stray 

dog had about 10 healthy puppies in the root of a conga pump tree, at the back of the overgrown 

yard of a neighbor. I played with them and fed their mother on occasions with scraps. It was later 

that I realized that this same baby- brother was selling each of the pups to his friends- the 

question was, which young child had any kind of money for such a purchase- but this is Guyana.  

The system is known as barter in the business world and to a child in Guyana- just trading. My 

brother was accumulating all sorts of toys but most important, parts for building a bicycle by 

trading the puppies. 



One holiday weekday, I saw my brother with a relatively new bicycle wheel running into the 

yard. He said that he had just traded one of the last puppies for the wheel. A few minutes later, a 

very anxious bauxite worker with safety helmet on and a cute brown floppy ears pup in hand 

marched up to the gate yelling something. 

 The long and short of the story was the poor guy had rode his bike home for a quick lunch, his 

son then removed the bicycle wheel when he was indoors eating and traded it for the puppy. I 

quickly apologized and returned the bicycle wheel, telling the enraged gentleman to keep the 

puppy for his son. 

Of all the dogs that we had, Dumpling was royalty and dearly loved. He was given to my dad as 

a pup from a Fiedtkou family member who was leaving the country. This white with patches of 

black- puppy took about a week to adjust to his new home and his favorite treat was guava jelly. 

He grew up to be extremely playful and was an integral part of the family. Dumpling saw us off 

to school each day by following us up to the ferry boat. He was in the streets and ready to jump 

and greet us in the afternoon after school. He was involved in every game that we played and 

understood them quite well. When he was still a puppy he got into a bit of serious trouble. One 

Christmas Eve, Dumpling got hold of the Christmas tree and decorations, ripping them apart. He 

was scolded but before long, back on the good side of the family. 

One tragic afternoon Dumpling had apparently got out of the yard to either play or chase a 

female dog that lived on the front street. He was struck by a vehicle and unfortunately killed. We 

lifted him with heavy hearts into a wheelbarrow and brought him home. We all cried that sad day 

as we waited for our father to get in from work. My father was not a man of easy emotions and 

was noted for being and tough as leather, but on that day it was a bit different, as we buried poor 

Dumpling in a milk cardboard box under a breadnut tree, everything was still and quiet. We were 

too choked up to even whisper a single word, and then Dad attempted a few words which 

revealed what he was really feeling inside. It wasn‟t what was said but the manner in which he 

reflected as he turned away to avoid showing his emotions. 

It is said that pets helps foster emotional, cognitive, social and physical development. It has been 

almost 45 years since Dumpling‟s time and yet he is still able to inspire such deep and wonderful 

thoughts. Those dearest early childhood memories of the great pets we had, lives on in our lives 

and bring out those warm feelings of a time of innocence, never to be forgotten. 

 


