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Ladies and Gentleman:
Everyone once in a while, you get to participate in something really special, something that is memorable, enjoyable and moving. The Crooked Tree Village Reunion2008 is one such event. Without a doubt, almost everyone in Crooked Tree has been looking forward to this event- even those who had no intention of attending any of it have been talking about it! And what a wonderful coming together we see here tonight- the only expression I can use comes anywhere close to describing what I see here tonight is “simply terrific”! Are you guys terrific or not?
A walk down memory lane for me is like watching a rapid fireworks display- every wonderful scene is immediately replaced by another and my mind is struggling to decide which is prettiest of all. Some things seemed to have dominated our lives in Crooked Tree and perhaps a good place to start is Cricket! As a boy, it just seemed as though our lives were dominated by “bat and rickets”.
I remember when teams would come to Crooked Tree to play- “hog and corn”, di circulate and the women all dressed up- lipstick so red and cush-cush so sweet- my, it was just as close to heaven as you could get! And by the way, nobody has been found yet who can manufacture tamales like Ms. Ivy Brown and Bra Rowl. And then the guys dressed up in their full white and getting ready to take the field while the visitors batted- and, and, and- what’s that you say? Oh its Percy Tut, coming with the ball wrapped up in a black handkerchief!! Guzu wa work tiddeh! Anybody remember that?!!? But you know, for me, the best part of the event was not the game on Saturday, or the fights that broke out when one guy has taken too much Cashew Wine- the best part of it was Sunday morning- and some of the folks who did not grow up in Brennatil may not even know about this- but you see, every Saturday night after the game, there was a big dance at the dancehall- you remember the old dance hall (I remember)- and Sunday morning, bright and early, me and a few of the boys would scamper over to the dancehall and we would search every square inch of the grounds under, and around the dancehall- because, you see, careless, drunken people would drop their pennies, nickels and dimes and we would fine them and for a few hours we would be rich!!! To be a rich boy in Crooked Tree back then, all you needed was to have enough to buy one of those peanut shaped, peanut flavored candy that ol Ms. Emma Masanto used to sell! Do you remember that?

Another thing that seemed to dominate our lives was the cashew. Cashew season and school holiday used to be together in April, May and June. I don’t know how they do the cashew seed nowadays, but I hear that they “patch” them in a stove run on butane. Well, for us, cashew seed roasting was a fine art- you just knew how hot to keep the fire, how fast to turn the seeds and how long to cook them and! Voila! -  You had perfect cashew seeds! You remember that? I love cashew seeds- and I loved them back then! But what I loved most about them was something they could be traded for! Do you remember that? Does anybody remember a truck named “Ol Coneza”? Do you remember that? There was never any ice cream nicer than that which Mr. Dalbert made and sold off the back of the old truck we called “Ol Conenza”- and if you didn’t have money, you could bring a quart of un-roasted cashew seeds and trade it for an ice cream cone! Do you remember that?!!?
Perhaps the thing that touched most of our lives and with which we all have some connection is the Crooked Tree Government School. I have told many people that no boy could have had a better place to grow up than Crooked Tree and the school played a pivotal role in this growing up paradise. For you see, apart from the fact that we had excellent teachers and principals, the school was the backdrop for our social formation. In that social formation- so largely responsible for Crooked Tree people being so courteous and mannerly- the seeds of gender differentiation and identity were watered and nourished and girls grew up to be women, with all their wonderful femininity and boys grew up to be men- self assured, masculine and strong. Along the way, each of us boys had our awakening to the opposite sex- and the girls were pretty! Ah but I have to tell you another little secret. In my time there was one girl who turned the eyes of every guy. This one dropped straight out of heaven- she was so beautiful and so regal and so only eleven years old and I don’t think any of the boys fell for her harder than I- and her name was Orpha!! Now you know, ladies and gentleman! And she is still beautiful today and I’m sure her husband treats her like a queen.
There are so many things I would like to say tonight- I think I could talk all night and everyone of you could do the same. But let me wrap up by jogging your memory with a few special things and a few special people:

· Do you remember the eerie feeling that crept over you when you heard the church bell toll the passing of our elders? Do you remember dat?

· I remember the “reckitt” made by the airboat and helicopter  following Hurricane Hattie, do you remember dat?- from what I hear grown men were crawling under bed and pulling  blankets over the head and praying that Judgment Day would go away? Do you remember dat?
· I remember that the boats Express and Veronica and the trip down to Belize City with the barge behind it! Do you remember dat? - And the trip back up from Belize City leaving Bolton Bridge at 3:00 o’clock in the morning with your supply of bun and cheese and cream soda lemonade!! Yu memba dat?

· You know those boats meant so much to us and were written so deep into our psyche that when a bullet tree fell and crushed the Veronica in Hurricane Hattie, all of us felt that the loss was personal.

· I remember Bra Dalph standing on the verandah of the Police Station on the Tenth of September and shouting “Hip! Hip!” and we all shouted “Hooray”- you memba dat??

· I remember the men spreeing at Christmas time from home to home for day on end until they were so drunk they didn’t know how to get home! You memba dat? What the heck was wrong with these ol men anyway!!
· I remember Mr. Baird and Donald Marshall and Mr. Flores and boxing at the Police Station. Do you remember dat?

· I remember Ms. Dudi crossing people in her dorey late at night when they would come to the lagoon and shout? Yu memba dat?

· I remember stoning Baldo Cireelio Mengo Tree in order to get the sweet fruit even though it was green! Unu memba dat?

· I remember dehn ghost whe used to live in the bushes between Johnny Jex and Ta Mavis- unu memba dat?

· I remember the chigga whe used to grow between wi toes sake ah play anda school battam- yu memba dat? You know, to this day, I don’t know what chigga is- and I guess I won’t ever know!!

Friends, relatives, and visitors- I am so thankful for this special evening. The personalities and events that have shaped our culture and our outlook have been nothing short of exceptional. But I would be failing in my duty tonight if I did not mention the tremendous influence the Church has had on all of us in Crooked Tree. The traditions of honesty and integrity and caring for one another which is like second nature to us is rooted in the teaching of the Church to which we were all exposed. These teachings were undergirded by exemplary lives of men and women of faith who lived what they taught. For me, it was under the canopy at the entrance to the Nazarene Clinic on Sunday mornings when Bredda Eddie Gillett and Brother George Flowers poured their lives into this hyperactive boy of eight years. How can I forget Bredda George’s patient appeal to us: “ Mix unu bwai, unu behave unuself noh?!” The memory of those who have gone on and the quiet observation by our elders who remain challenges us today because we can see changes advancing on us that are not in keeping with our traditions. The requaintancies and bonds renewed and forged over this weekend must impel us- those from abroad and those who live in Belize- to give attention to the things that matter- to caring for our children and the poor among us, to the single mother who has been abandoned by her children’s father, to the elderly and the shut-ins. They are all here among us in Crooked Tree and I challenge every one of you to take some time over this weekend and seek them out- seek one, if only one- and show them you care.

Ladies and gentleman- thank you for your kind attention- you have been a terrific group. God bless every one of you!! 
