
     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Street Vendor- Georgetown 1934 

The Street Vendor of Guyana 

By Dmitri Allicock 

“The “Peanut man” grew his own peanuts downriver from Linden and carried his roasted 

peanuts in large burlap bags which were quickly sold out. Great conversation and 

enjoyable peanuts in a paper bag of lasting memories.” 

Maze of crowded passageways between crude stalls, hawkers standing in the streets, goods laid 

out on the sidewalk, is a common sight of downtown Georgetown that extends all over the 

country. Here Guyanese Creole in all its uninhibited fluency is tossed back and forth between 

seller and potential customers as all prices are negotiable. Any item that can be carried in a bag is 

on sale here in the pure spirit entrepreneurship. Street vending is found around the globe and 

dates back into deep history. Small fried fish were a street food in ancient Greece. Evidence of a 

large number of street food vendors were discovered during the excavation of Pompeii. This 

tradition is still a major part of the cultural life of Guyana and is conducted wherever the 

populace gathers. 

 



 

The discernible huckster takes the market place to the buyer and all attempts are made to provide 

for any needs in this very competitive business. Fish, meat, ground provision, leafy vegetables 

sold from the back of a van or truck and in some cases, at the front door of homes.  

Along the riverside of Mackenzie/Wismar, especially on a Saturday morning, is a vendor’s 

galore. Throngs of people rubbed shoulders with sellers from the riverain areas and elsewhere, 

looking for the best and freshest of the pickings. Boatloads of vegetables and fruits, live 

chickens, barrels full of live crab stringed together, metallic green iguanas with legs tied up over 

their back. Fish being chopped and sold by the pound or whole and traffic choked off by the 

street clogged with people as they also catch up on the latest news and gossip.  

Most of us may remember schooldays snacks from the street vendor in the schoolyard. Green 

mango with salt and pepper, tamarind, golden apple, genip, sugar-cake, hard sweetie (nevah 

done), tamarind balls, plantain chips, chicken foot, mittai, fudge, channa, pholourie, flutie, 

custard block, tamarind, plum and gooseberry syrup served on a brown paper, nuttin, stretcher, 

carmel, shave ice with syrup and condense milk, salara, coconut buns, mauby drink and much 

more. Fresh pastries brought in by vendors at the lunch break that disappears quickly into the 

hungry bellies of sticky fingers children where health or sanitary concerns were minimal. 

My favorite treat was a Saturday night of luscious black pudding from our beloved black 

pudding lady at the corner. She had a bottle flambeau on a table with coils of delicious black 

pudding in a large cooking pot. She sat on a bench and would slice off a small piece of finger- 

licking  black pudding, adding a sour dip before serving it on a piece of paper.  

 



 

The “Channa man” at Mackenzie, Linden is legendary, he was available daily along the 

roadway, cinema, and sports club or at most events, serving up well seasoned and mouth 

watering channa. His sale was so good that he was able to afford a vehicle from which large pots 

of freshly cooked channa were carried around and sold. The “Peanut man” grew his own peanuts 

downriver from Linden and carried his roasted peanuts in large burlap bags which were quickly 

sold out. Great conversation and enjoyable peanuts in a paper bag of lasting memories. 

From the daily newspaper to mucuroo weave baskets, tin ware, plastic buckets, appliances, 

handcrafted furniture all hawked in the streets right up to your doorsteps. My favorite was fresh 

coconut biscuits sold out of a bag in the neighborhood streets. Watching the coconut seller 

expertly chopping a water coconut in the palm his hands without losing a finger and serving it 

with a straw, defines the feeling of being at home. 

With limited overheads or the responsibilities of a fixed location of business, the street seller is 

unregulated and enjoys the freedom and risk of the marketplace however this creates one of the 

biggest headache for city officials. The main problem is congestion of sidewalks, roadways and 

the large amount of refuse which cause unsightly images and can create serious sanitary 

problems. 

 Covered market stalls do provide alternatives but I was surprise to see so many stalls within 

Wismar Market in Upper Demerara vacant today as vendors ovoid rent and struggle to conduct 

business elsewhere. One great manner of street vending was what I experienced in Guyana 

recently. Daily truckloads of vegetables, fruits, greens, and fish passing through the streets where 

purchases can be made very conveniently at the front gate of homes. Prices are a little higher as 

comfort and availability cost a bit more. 



The Traditional Street Vendor continues to be significant to the cultural life of Guyana today. All 

Guyanese have shared in this simple practice in one way or the other and great memories of them 

are brought to the surface when our early years are reflected on which reminds us of simpler 

times and the warm feelings of identity and home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


