
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A TRIBUTE TO MY FATHER 

By Dmitri Allicock 

(2012- Left to right, my brother in law, Walter Reece, my 

wife, Evadney, son, Shane and myself) 

 

It has been years since I flew the nest 

But my humble home I like the best 

Memories of family closeness I feel again 

Precious roots that still crowds my brain 

Time and many years since I bid farewell 

Neighbors and friends I remember well 

Home, where the sun still shines so bright 

That still lives in my heart and forever right. 

 



One of the rites of passage for a man is to build his own 

house and it defines him. To this, my father, Stanley 

Allicock, firmly believed and proudly did. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[Stanley Allicock 1920- 2000] 

 

MY DEAR FATHER 

My dear father never sought fame 

But today I will remember his name 

He is the greatest story I have told 

My father, had a heart of pure gold 



 

My father, my hero and was my rock 

His precious name was Stanley Allicock 

Responsibly, hard work, he understood 

He taught me all that it took to do good 

 

He told me why I should sow meaningful seeds 

To be a man, to honor my words and my deeds 

18 years he’s gone but remembered by his son 

My father, always in my heart, living inside as one. 

----- 

Our home was constructed on the soggy grounds of the 

Demerara’s flood plain called Silvertown and still stands 

solid and sound today, surviving the harshness of the 

tropical weather for well over fifty years. 

It was in the year 1959 when my father, who worked as a 

diesel mechanic for 47 years with the Bauxite Company, 

took $ 1200 from a matured insurance policy and bought 

the house lot and the original prefabricated aluminum 

house. 



Silvertown was born of bauxite and got its name from the 

luminous appearance in the sunlight of the many 

aluminum homes that were built by DEMBA free of cost 

for their employees then. 

In those early days, DEMBA also provided our house free 

of charge where we lived at Mackenzie and my father, 

like others, then went on to build their own elsewhere.  

Living from paycheck to paycheck, he augmented his 

income by planting cash crops and slowly his life’s 

project took shape.   

He first secured the property with a good wallaba fencing. 

Most of the lumber for building the house came from the 

Hamilton Sawmill located in Silvertown.  The ruins of 

that sawmill are still there since the early 1960s fire which 

destroyed it. 

Cement was sold by Demba for $1 dollar a sack. He 

bought them by the hundreds to establish the foundation, 

to enclose the bottom- house living quarters, septic tank 

system, to concrete large areas around the house and for 

the drain.  

These were the donkey or mule cart days. Scores of 

donkey carts traversed the dirt roads of Wismar fetching 

loads from lumber yards and sawmill.  



The actual greenheart sills for the house was cut and 

prepared in the saw-pit of my maternal uncle Owen 

Allicock at Amelia’s Ward from timber on their riverside 

property downriver.  

My father, worked full time and overtime with DEMBA, 

used every spare moment he had on the construction of 

the house.  I was just a young child then and remembered 

the house being constructed. My older sister and I would 

cross the river in the ferryboat on the weekend to carry 

lunch for him. 

At times, he hired a neighbor, Mr. Ivan Burroughs and 

later a young lad, Emile Mason, assisted him, but most of 

the construction was independently done. 

My father was right handed and had limited use of his 

right hand since he was a child. He had a missing right 

thumb and two of his right fingers were frozen and 

couldn’t bend since early childhood. 

He first demolished the old house on the property, saving 

only a sill and the alumina sheets for the new house. 

He understood woodworking but knew little on cement. 

Sandbach Parker & Co. was building a branch on Arivida 

Road at the Mackenzie side of the river and he would 

spend many hours watching and learning masonry skills 

from the tradesmen who worked there. 



Starting slowly from the year 1959, he toiled and finally 

completed his dream house which boasted the first house 

in Silvertown with inside flush- toilets and septic system. 

Plus a lovely red- overhead water tank for emergencies, a 

breezy porch, an awning surrounding the bottom flat for 

shade and dozens of louver windows for ventilation. 

He maximized the use of decorative balusters for the 

porch and inside stair-casing and rails. The ceilings for 

both the upper and lower flat were sealed and trimmed 

with decorative molding.  

In 1963, the house was completed. My father’s dream 

accomplished without a mortgage and not a penny owed. 

We then moved in on the 12 of December, giving up the 

range- house at Mackenzie.  

The changing times were upon the land and shorty after 

moving, the area saw its worst strife of the May, 1964 

disturbance. The house was threatened but survived as a 

witness of the hard work of a Demerara’s Riverman and 

the test of times until this day. 


