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BY DR. DHANPAUL NARINEof The WeekPROFILE

Uncle Harinarine
There was a time when the village in 

Guyana had no electricity. Old Time Stories!
They used hand lamps 

to move around at nights. 
These lamps had a wick and 
a knob pushed the wick up 
or down depending on the 
user’s choice. The lamps 
were blown out at eight 
in the night and everyone 
was supposed to be in bed. 
Those that could afford it 
had the gas lamps but after 
several pumpings the Tiley 
lamps would puff and go out 
as well.

Then there were those 
that had neither gas nor 
hand lamps. They used a 
bottle with a long cloth wick 
soaked in kerosene and the 
smoke that came out was 
thick and black. It left a 
mark in the house and if you 
were a student staying up 
late the smoke went direct-
ly into your eyes. Those 
were the days, the happy 
days when the village had 
only one radio and they all 
strained their ears to catch 
Wordsworth McAndrew on 
‘Creole Meche Meche’ or 
Ayube Hamid on ‘Indian 
Memory Album.’ Sonny 
Mohamed and Eshri Singh 
were permanent fi xtures too 
as were Clairmont Taitt and 
Pat Cameron.

Uncle Harinarine belongs 
to the old days. He is living 
in New York but he recalls 
vividly the days when his 
parents had to get up early 
and cultivate the fi elds in 
Guyana. He was born at 
DeKinderen in 1934 in a 
family of six children and 
he grew up in No 1 Canal. 
His mom was Bindramattie 
and his dad was Kowlessar 
Persaud while grandpa Rag-
beer was from India. Uncle 
Harinarine went to school 
as far as Big ABC as he left 
school early to look after the 
family. He remembers Canal 
as a beautiful place where 
people looked out for each 
other and the pineapple was 
the sweetest in the country. 

His grandfather used to 
raise buffalo and there was 
always warm buffalo milk 
in the big carahee to offer 
friends.

Uncle Harinarine says 
that these days people treat 
marriage like a play thing. 
They take and leave each 
other with the children 
going in different directions. 
The talk shows in New 
York are fi lled with stories 
about ‘who is the daddy’ 
but in Guyana   this did not 

exist in the old days. There 
was no dating, no going out 
to the movies or telephone for 
boy or girl to speak to each 
other. ‘People grew up with a 
lot of respect and regard for 
each other,’ Uncle Harinarine 
said. When the time came for 
marriage the father would ask 
his son if he had someone in 
mind. If the son said he didn’t, 
as was normally the case, dad 
would say, ‘okay don’t worry I 
will fi nd a wife for you, I know 

what you want!’
Dad would go to the next 

village and make the match. In 
fact he was probably looking 
at the family for years and so 
it was only a matter of time 
before he played his cards. Un-
cle Harinarine was married to 
Latchmin in 1952 in Brickwall 
Street. It was a year before the 
Coronation of Queen Eliza-
beth and Uncle Harinarine and 
Latchmin attended the Corona-
tion festivities in Georgetown 
and saw the fi reworks. As it 
turned out Uncle Harinarine 
and Latchmin became the 
parents of three children before 
Latchmin sadly departed. He 
eventually remarried Enardai 
and together they have fi ve 
beautiful children. He says 

that Enardai and his family are 
precious to him.

Uncle Harinarine said that 
after marriage he lived with 
his father-in-law and that there 
were no problems. He eventu-
ally moved to Leonora on the 
West Coast of Demerara and 
he described life then as being 
hard. There was one memory 
that would remain long with 
Uncle Harinarine. This was the 

incident that involved the death 
of Kowsilla. During the distur-
bances in the sixties in Guyana 
Uncle Harinarine was squatting 
at Leonora.

He said, ‘we were squatting 
and the ladies were sitting at 
the side of the bridge. Kowsilla 
was among them. Then came 
this man with a tractor and he 
was approaching the bridge and 
he ran into the ladies. People 
suspected that the driver got the 
instruction from the authorities 
to drive straight into the crowd. 
When the driver hit Kowsilla 
he left the tractor and ran away. 
As we now know Kowsilla had 
one of the biggest funerals in 
Guyana.’

Uncle Harinarine points out 
that in the old days justice was 

hard to get. He said that there 
was a Manager that was driving 
his car between Stewartville 
and Uitvlugt Side Line Dam 
when he committed an acci-
dent. When the police went 
to investigate another lesser 
employee took the blame and 
the Manager got off scot-free. 
Uncle Harinarine says that 
Guyana was a haven during the 
time when Cheddi Jagan and 

Forbes Burnham were ‘holding 
one head.’ They cared about 
the country and even though 
people were poor one could 
see progress. But these days 
things are different. There is 
no unity and without unity one 
can’t build a country. ‘How can 
you build a country when half 
of the people is pulling in the 
opposite direction?’ he asks.

This disunity happens 
regardless of who is in power. 
‘Look what they do,’ Uncle 
Harinarine continues. ‘ As soon 
as they get in power they start 
knocking people off from their 
jobs. How will these people 
live?’ President David Granger 
has a tough job ahead. They are 
killing people, including wom-
en, and the police do not seem 

to have the answer. In 1987, 
Uncle Harinarine migrated 
to the United States from 
Anna Catherina in Guyana 
and he returns to his home-
land from time to time to 
reconnect.

He bemoans the loss of 
the trains in Guyana as some 
of the tracks are still to be 
found at Anna Catherina. In 
looking back at the old days 

Uncle Harinarine would like 
to see a return to honesty in 
politics.

 He still likes to travel 
and remembers the grand 
time he had in Paris many 
years ago. 

As far as giving advice 
to the young is concerned 
Uncle Harinarine says that 
young people these days 
don’t really listen. This is 
the major cause of their 
problem. They don’t like to 
follow directions. Maybe the 
old time stories would teach 
them to walk on the right 
path, he said.

Uncle Harinarine has 
lived an exemplary life. He 
has a wonderful family and 
we wish them well. 

Uncle Harinarine wants the young people to walk on the right path.


