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COMMENTARY By DR. DHANPAUL NARINE

Dr. Dhanpaul Narine

The offi  cer asked the 
lady to see whether Ravi 
was at home. She rushed 
upstairs with a pounding 
heart to fi nd Ravi’s bed 
empty. He had sneaked 
out of the house when 
everyone was asleep and 
joined his friends. As 
the news began to fi lter 
in the community fi ve 
young persons had died 
in a smash-up on the 
highway and Ravi was 
among them. 

The parents were 
devastated as they strug-
gled to understand why 
some young people 
would go speeding in 
the night and without 
a care in the world. At 
the outset, it should be 
stated that many young 
people play by the rules. 
They get good grades, 
graduate from schools 
and colleges, get decent 
jobs, and move up in the 
society.

But there those that 
throw it all away by fol-
lowing the wrong crowd, 
cut school, join gangs, 
do drugs, drive under the 
infl uence of alcohol, dis-
respect women, are rude 
to their parents, and re-
fuse to listen to anyone. 
They are ill-mannered 
and short-tempered and 
in a good many cases 
their parents are afraid of 
them. These young peo-
ple are hard and mean 
and think that they know 
it all.

According to one 
parent, “You just can’t 
talk to the children these 
days; they are ready to 
curse you, they think that 
they know everything. 
But when trouble meet 
them they keep running 
to the parents for help. 

The fi rst murder of 2017 
was a block from Liberty 
Avenue. The loss of life 
is horrible in any cir-
cumstance but the inci-
dent on January 2, 2017 

reached the depths of de-
pravity. 

Ricky arrived in New 
York from Guyana on a 
Wednesday to attend his 
grandmother’s funeral. 
On the Saturday night he 
was in a nightclub with 

his brother. Someone 
saw his gold chain, took 
a liking to it and words 
were exchanged. At 
3:30 on Sunday morning 
Ricky and his brother 

were shot. Ricky 
didn’t make it. His 
mother said, “He 
come here for a fu-
neral and he’s dead 
now.” He went to 
New York for his 
grandmother’s fu-
neral and now his 
mother had to plan 
his own.

It is mostly in 
the early hours of 
the morning when 
the alcohol and the 
drugs have done 
their damage, and 
the security is no-
where to be found, 
that the craziness 
take over. The 
children you raised 
are not yours any-
more as the ‘street’ 
and peer pressure 
do their damage.

One worried 
parent went to a 
nightclub in the 
early hours to get 
his son and could 
not recognize 
him. He said, “My 
son was with his 
friends in a group 
drinking shots 
openly as they kept 
egging him on; I 
asked him to leave 
but the friends sur-
rounded him and 
prevented me from 
getting close. The 
place was loud and 
the young people 
were drunk. There 
was no security 
and most of his 
friends I had not 
seen before.”        

Do these young 
people really care 
about the sacri-
fi ce their parents 
make to put food 
on the table? There 
is no doubt that a 
good many do but 
there are others 

that take life for grant-
ed. The answer is to stay 
close to your children, 
know who their friends 
are, take them to places 
of worship and instill in 
them the importance of 
good manners, daily. If 

not, the ‘Henny brigade’ 
waits to take over.

A young man was 
gunned down in a street 
off  Liberty Avenue a few 
years ago. At the wake, 
there were Henny bot-
tles lining the street. The 
victim’s friends drank 
and partied in the drive-
way as the priest read 
the holy book inside the 
house.

The victim’s mother 
whispered, “Look how 
they behaving outside. 
I brought my son here 
from Guyana for a bet-
ter life and now our lives 
have changed forever.” 
In the years that have 
passed none of the Hen-
ny friends has reached 
out to the family to fi nd 
out how they are coping.    

This brings us the De-
cember 2017. One friend 
picked up another in Far 
Rockaway and headed 
to Liberty Avenue. The 
party was in full swing, 
words were exchanged, 
there was a ding on a 
car, and arguments for 
a parking space. There 
was a stabbing and in 
a blur a car ran over a 
group of revelers. It was 
4:30 on a Sunday morn-
ing when most people 
were asleep. The blur 
became all too real: one 
friend had killed another.

The father arrived to 
view a crumpled body on 
Liberty Avenue. He was 
Ricardo Chattergoon. 
He came to America, 
from Guyana, eighteen 
months ago for a better 
life. Ricardo was buried 
in Guyana, the dream ex-
tinguished too early.

There was a brief 
pause; the neon fl ashed 
in dimensional colors 
and someone touched a 
button. He pumped up 
the volume and the party 
was again in full swing 
in Liberty Avenue.  

What are parents to do? 
They give the kids ev-
erything and are treated 
with no respect.”

There is no question 
that the ever-suff ering 
parents and guardians 
have to face the glare of 
publicity, media atten-
tion, comments from the 
public and to bear the 
loss of their loved ones 
with stoic resignation. In 
the end, those that lose 
out the most are 
the loved ones. The 
parents and guard-
ians must look at 
the empty rooms 
and stare at walls 
and imagine what 
might have been 
if he or she were 
alive. 

Liberty Ave-
nue is the strip of 
dreams. Its con-
fl uence fl ows into 
houses of worship, 
and to fast food 
joints with fresh-
ly baked bread to 
spicy doubles with 
everything. It is 
Liberty Avenue 
that has come to 
defi ne the aspira-
tions of the honest 
trader that looks 
out for his client, 
and to the hustler 
that makes all sorts 
of promises for the 
quick dollar.

It is Liberty Av-
enue that leads to 
airports and to oth-
er worlds. It is also 
Liberty Avenue that is 
the scene for the weekly 
drama that brings diverse 
crowds into the night-
clubs and bars that open 
all night and into the 
next day. Liberty Avenue 
has seen its fair share of 

violence from the young; 
of people being beaten 
by baseball bats, guns 
blowing off  body parts 
and knives ripping into 
fl esh.

The actors are 
diff erent; you can 
fl ip the script but 
the outcome is 
the same. No one 
takes the blame 
for anything. The 
violence is mere-
ly a response to 
someone else’s 
behavior. It is 
never about tak-
ing personal re-
sponsibility. If 
Liberty Avenue 
could spring to 
life it would belch 
with the weight 
of senseless vi-
olence. It would 
speak of hun-
dreds of stories in 
which young peo-
ple are led astray 
by drugs, alcohol 

and crazy all-night par-
ties.

In this culture of de-
nial nothing sticks; ev-
eryone shifts the blame 
to the other person. In 
the meantime the sense-
less killings continue. 

The police offi  cer rang the doorbell. 
It was 3 o’clock in the morning. 

The lady that answered was puzzled. 
“Does Ravi live here?”’ the offi  cer 
asked. The lady nodded and ex-
plained that she was Ravi’s mother. 
“I’m afraid there has been accident, 
ma’am,” the offi  cer said. The lady 
became nervous. “There has to be 
some mistake because Ravi is in bed. 
It can’t involve Ravi. I saw him to his 
room.”
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Guns, Cars and Henny!

Ricardo Chattergoon was run over and 
killed on Liberty Avenue in New York.

Reaching out: NYPD Police Offi cer Khyume Khan and Dr. Dhanpaul 
Narine offer condolences to the family of Ricardo Chattergoon.


