
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

GUYANA 
A Simple Thank You 

20 Poems 

I GIVE THANKS 

 

I give thanks for dark days; only then am I able to appreciate the bright 

I give thanks for helplessness; it forces me to find my strength. 

I give thanks for defeat; I learn not to underestimate my opponent. 

I give thanks when I am in need; I learn to receive from others with an 

open heart. 

I give thanks for the times I fail; success becomes mine to savor. 

I give thanks for my fears; only then can I be truly courageous. 

I give thanks when despair clouds my vision of tomorrow; hope is born. 

I give thanks for my loss; I learn to appreciate the people in my life. 

I give thanks when I’m brought to my knees; therein lies the path to 



humility and compassion. 

I give thanks for rejection and abandonment; I am filled with universal 

love. 

Life abounds with duality. We cannot exist without the influence of the 

negative and positive forces of Nature. We have to accept the good with 

the bad. With birth comes death. 

There can be no joy without equal pain 

Balancing scales of our life to maintain 

A bird can only fly with parallel wings 

Rhythm of eternal cosmos and all things 

The realm of Light contrasted with dark 

Flooding rains with colorful rainbow arc 

A baby will tumble and fall from the start 

Learning gravity a young pulsating heart 

Unfolding future is rooted in the deep past 

Learning and dreaming of splendor to last 

Death rises from life and life out of death 

Forever revolving and flow of living breath 

Equilibrium of fulfillment balancing scales 

The harmonious essence of contented sails. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

A RIVER RUNS THRU  
[Linden, Upper Demerara- Guyana] 

I was born on its banks 

This river, I give thanks 

So smooth is its gleam 

Demerara, in its stream 

Early years on both sides 

And now, it runs inside 

The river of many stages 

A river of the passing ages 

A river of life and death 

River of my living breath 

A river of changing times 

Echoes of ancestors’ chimes 

Time passed and birds flew 

But the river still runs on thru 

Follow the river, river follow me 

And within, the river will always be. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

WHERE I PASSED 

[Near Old England- Upper Demerara 

This area of Demerara River I knew very well 

It’s near Old England, flash back memories dwell 

The places and faces, it seems just like yesterday 

Sweet Demerara River, there is something to say 

This place reminds me of the good old times 

Going to see my Aunt Nella, so gentle and kind 

Dear Old England of my childhood that I know 

Places along the Demerara River where I use to go 

Places where I traveled in sunshine and the rain 

And the memories that comes back once again 

The fishing along the shores was of the best 

Places of Upper Demerara, a traveler took rest 

On my last trip home I quietly passed by here 

Homesteads for miles mostly gone and I stared 

Along the river lives precious memories to last 

The sweet river running softly where I once passed. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

GATE OF GOLDEN MEMORIES  
[MHS Dance Troop- 1970s] 

Gone, but always in my heart are my schoolmates of MHS- Brian Sills, 

Orin Massey, Wayne Moore, Floyd Dodson, Eugene Philips, Paul 

Crawford, Glen Fordyce, Lester Pires, Robert France and others. 

[Linden- Guyana] 

When the gate of memories swings 

I step into a garden of golden things 

The dear gate which opens my heart 

Revealing images that will never part 

The golden gate that invites me in 

The treasures of yesterday living within 

Photographs of just moments in time 

Faces of my school friends that are divine 

Into that garden I still wander to and fro 

Remembering golden friends I use to know 

Sometimes I close my eyes and see them there 

Feel their presence in the garden we once again share. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

HAPPY 89 TO MY MOTHER! 
[Enez G Allicock- Nov. 14] 

Today my mom is 89 years strong 

I will celebrate her by writing a song 

A song for this dear mother of mine 

As she smiles in Demerara’s Sunshine 

This song of love will say thank you 

For all the precious things she still do 

A celebration of mom that I will share 

My mom is Demerara’s Gold and rare 

Thank you for everything and the faith shown 

For bringing me thru from the places known 

Thanks for being that cushion when I fell 

And I will proudly ring that birthday bell 

A song, a kiss, a wish for a happy birthday 

A song I will sing, praising her in every way 

A cheer for the celebration of a wonderful 89 

You’re special, as dear as Upper Demerara’s sunshine. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

I SAY A LITTLE PRAYER FOR YOU 
 

Travel back in time and space 

And I look at my dear son’s face 

This was over 13 years ago 

I wonder where all that time go 

 

I have this same mirror on the wall 

Shane, my son, is now six feet tall 

It is the best 13 years of life I have had 

He’s now a handsome teenager and I am glad. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

GENTLE ON MY MIND 
[Wismar/ Upper Demerara River 

 

Each night before I fall sleep 

My thoughts are reflective and deep 

My eyes are closed yet open wide 

And I travel to my old home on the tide 

 

I travel thru Demerara’s Skies of blue 

To when yesterday was brand new 

I think of the school friends I shared 

In my thoughts they are always there 

 

I travel in seconds thru the passing years 

The quiet river appears to always be near 

Things were not always perfect for me 

But I find peace, that’s how it should be 

 

I see the last embers of the fading light 

Just before I sleep in my bed at night 

I feel the cool winds of gentle on my mind 

And in my dreams, it is peace I will find. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

BLUE BERRY HILL BRIDGE  
[Linden- Upper Demerara River] 

[Built in the 1960s for the bauxite trains of the Plumba Mines at 

Christianburg] 

TRAIN OF DREAMLAND 
Across the moonlit town I hear a soft whistle 

It must be the bauxite train near the trestle 

It’s the sweet symphony of the Plumba Train 

And I just drifted back to that dreamland again 

The bauxite train must pass behind Silvertown 

In the hush of Wismar’s darkness all around 

The grounds of the river- floodplain will shake 

Quivering our house yet no one will wake 

Then over the trembling bridge the train will go 

Echoes of dogs barking to the a fowlcock’s crow 

The train will wait before entering the bauxite plant 

In the land of Mackenzie and memories of enchant. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

AWAKE SWEET SLEEPER 
[Linden, Upper Demerara- Guyana] 

 

Beneath the sunny Upper Demerara Sky 

Remnants of the railway and sleepers lie 

I can almost feel the railway ties tremble 

The bauxite cars clangs as they assemble 

 

Getting ready to move the ore by the ton 

The whistle of engine when it starts to run 

And the echoing of the engine in the mood 

The rattling sounds of empty cars to sooth 

 

From the railway sleepers, I believe I see 

The railway of bauxite that will always be 

Rail of steel brightly shining and without rust 

Sleepers baking in the sun and covered in dust 

 

The day is done, the Mackenzie light turns dim 

Wishing the cars will return filled beyond the rim 

The sleepers will once more awake upon the grave 

Welcoming the bauxite train in the daylight wave. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

GOING HOME  
[Speightland – Linden] 

 

The school bell rings 

Time to do our thing 

Classes are dismissed 

Sweet childhood kiss 

 

Children along the path 

Ruins of alumina and wrath 

Headed home in Linden’s Sun 

Kicking a plastic bottle for fun 

 

Little ones passing recent history 

Alumina for them, just a mystery 

Children of tomorrow and dreams 

Going home in Upper Demerara’s gleam. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHURCH ON A HILL 
[Dora- Demerara River- Guyana] 

 

I remember this dear Demerara’s thrill 

To see or visit a church sitting on a hill 

A sweet image of those places I passed 

A church on a hill brings memories to last 

 

It is located far away from the crowd 

Thoughts in your heart, the only loud 

Peace, is the song that the birds sings 

The virtue of simplicity, is the king 

 

From the Demerara River we can walk 

We can hum together or we can also talk 

A church standing a hill of sandy white 

I can spend some time and feel just right. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

RAINED OUT  

[Guyana] 

 

It is raining, I have a ball 

But there is no cricket at all 

Oh sweet cricket! Cricket I love 

But only the dark rainy skies above 

 

Oh my gosh 

The field is just a wash 

It is pouring rain and no sun 

No cricket, no batting, no catching, no runs 

 

It is rained out 

No cricket without a doubt 

So cheer up little fella, don’t be sad 

Those rainy cricket days, we have all had 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

SCHOOL RECESS 

It was recess said the dear old school bell 

We raced to buy what the vendors had to sell 

And out of the primary school door we went 

To see what we could get for our five cents 

They had pone, coconut salara sold by the slice 

Sugar cake, cheese rolls, pine- tarts, was nice 

Coconut buns, cheese straws, pholourie, mithai 

Mangoes, oranges, bananas and that was no lie 

Fruit flavored flutie, custard blocks, of the cool 

Mauby, brown- bottle of lemonade before school 

Peanut- fudge, tamarind balls of sweet and sour 

For school- lunch break, we enjoyed a full hour 

Primary school recess was indeed a lot of fun 

Satisfied hearts, running in the Mackenzie Sun 

Dreams of happiness and hope were the tunes 

And the call of the school bell was always too soon. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

SMOKE SIGNALS  
[Kara Kara Creek- Upper Demerara] 

Near the trees I see smoke 

But not enough to choke 

Kara kara creek is the spot 

Someone cooking, I say not 

More smoke but I can see 

It is hazy, within the trees 

The smoke is mostly white 

I read the signs in the bright 

Rubber or plastic emits gray 

Wood burns brown in the rays 

The burning of bush is white 

A signal of fresh- cut if I might. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

IT IS A BEAUTIFUL WORLD 
 

Focus away from the blurred 

It is indeed a beautiful world 

From streams, rivers and seas 

The jewels high in the canopy 

 

Sparkling diamond, grains of sand 

We can hold infinity in our hand 

Heaven, in a lovely wild flower 

Vision of eternity in just an hour 

 

Life’s treasures are everywhere 

Just like oxygen in the precious air 

The colors of the day in the shine 

A beautiful world, that I call mine. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

GRANADILLA DELIGHT 
 

Big juicy granadillas green 

A taste of Eden is the scene 

Granadilla grown on a vine 

Passion flowers calls mine 

 

Pulpy inside is very sweet 

Even the seeds good to eat 

Add milk to granadilla pulp 

And delightful with every gulp. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

EVERYDAY IS THANKSGIVING 
 

In my swirl you can easily find 

The flavors of Guyana, anytime 

Like this pepper- pot to cheer 

I make it throughout the year 

 

Each day I unwrap a surprise 

Sweetness I love for all eyes 

I try to keep that special zest 

And giving only my very best 

 

Each day I lend a helping hand 

Selflessly give and I understand 

Saying thanks shouldn’t be on a shelf 

Be kind, share and give of yourself 

 

I enjoy Thanksgiving all year 

Sharing with many folks, far or near 

I wish peace on earth, goodwill to all 

Long before Thanksgiving calls. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BETWEEN HELLO & GOODBYE 

[Yours truly at 13- 1973 Silvertown, Wismar Linden] 

Life comes and goes in a wink of and eye 

The story of our hellos and our goodbyes 

Like a wave that washes the river shore 

Our time fizzling in an hourglass for sure 

For a brief moment life is forever it seems 

Our yesterdays and our tomorrow a dream 

The relenting sounds of that tick then tock 

Countdown of our time by the eternal clock 

Our realities that you are blessed with today 

To live to the fullest before it too fades away. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BLESSINGS OF NOVEMBER  
[Silvertown, Wismar Linden] 

There are memories that always stay 

I remember them each and every day 

Some lives deep in that far away land 

I can almost touch them with my hand 

There are others I can never understand 

Some of the very best but were unplanned 

Both of happiness and sad, yet worthwhile 

Those moments of gold that made me smile 

But I must always, remember to remember 

As I give thanks on this blessed day in November. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

THIS LIGHT INSIDE 

 

There’s a light within me that shines 

With love for this family of mine 

It will continue to illuminate my soul 

Because I am the one in control 

 

This light will brighten my day 

And will point the righteous way 

It brings forth warmth of life’s desire 

Since I am the keeper of this fire 

 

Thanksgiving will come and will go 

But my light will aglow 

It will be of hope and not misery 

My light inside, is that key 

 

Let that ember forever glow within 

 let the richness of this blessed life begin 

Light of countless beautiful things to come 

And shining inside and outside, until I am done. 

 



Thanksgiving is more than the festivities, it gives us time ponder 

upon what lessons we have learnt and how we can spread happiness 

around, to look back at all the great memories and good people who 

came in our lives. 

Happy Thanksgiving Day to you and your loved ones! 

 

 

------------------------- 


