
Dedicated to my Father, Keith de Sousa
Loving you today, tomorrow, and always xo





 As the “fasten seat belt” sign lit up and the plane slowly 
moved away from the gate, I said goodbye to beautiful Barba-
dos. I was feeling pretty tired as I had a hard time sleeping 
the night before. All I could think about was how this had been 
the greatest adventure I had ever been on and I didn’t want it 
to end. How was I supposed to sleep with all the images flowing 
through my head of evil pirates, colorful fish, snorkeling in crystal 
blue water, and dancing under the stars to Caribbean beats? Most 
of all, I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I had learned 
along my journey through beautiful Barbados. The newfound 
knowledge of my ancestry and culture was a gift that no one could 
take away from me. My father turned to me and said, “We have 
a long flight. You should try to get some sleep.” My eyelids felt 
heavy and as our elevation increased and the palm trees got smaller 
and smaller, as I started to fall asleep.

 When I awoke I was standing in a bustling marketplace 
with hundreds of people moving around me. It was blazing hot 
and my nose went into overdrive from the strong curry and fish 
aromas. As I looked up I saw a huge cast iron clock tower and 
a sign that read Stabroek Market of Georgetown, Guyana. There 
were a variety of vendors selling everything from gold jewelry to 
fruits and vegetables. I overheard one gentleman call it the “Bi-
zarre Bazaar.” While aimlessly wondering around the market I 





accidentally bumped into a family that was carrying an abundance 
of groceries from the market. My carelessness caused the mother 
and one of her sons to drop several items. I was so embarrassed! 
I bashfully knelt down to pick up the groceries. The family was 
very forgiving and asked if I was lost or needed help. I didn’t 
know what to say except that I was a tourist. They replied, 
“Well then you are definitely in the right spot! This is the big-
gest market in all the Caribbean!” I smiled and agreed. They 
introduced themselves as the de Sousa family. The father’s name 
was Frank, his wife’s name was Margaret, and they had four chil-
dren: Frank, Norma, Robert, and Hazel.

 Mr. de Sousa said, “If you aren’t busy tomorrow and 
wish to see one of the greatest historical sites in Georgetown, 
you should join us at the St. George’s Cathedral.”

 I was extremely excited and replied, “Absolutely!” 

 The next day I met the de Sousa family at church. As 
I walked inside I grabbed a bulletin, which read the year 1930, 
and sat down next to Mrs. de Sousa who was busy directing her 
sons to fix their ties and her daughter to sit quietly with their 
hands neatly folded. After, we joined together in the church hall 
for breakfast. Mr. de Sousa asked what I did for a living.

 When I told him I was a teacher his face lit up and 





he said, “I have always believed education was important, which is 
why I went to college. If it wasn’t for my hard work in college 
I wouldn’t have been able to achieve the Chief Cashier’s position 
at Bookers. In fact, they recently promoted me to Assistant Ac-
countant.”

 “Congrats!” I said. “Those are incredible accomplish-
ments indeed.”

 After the boys finished their breakfast they asked if they 
could be excused to go play football outside with the other boys. 
The eldest, Frank, turned to me and said,” Do you like foot-
ball?”

 “Yes, very much,” I replied.

 “You should come watch us play,” young Frank said. As 
we walked outside together he said, “You know, my dad is the 
Honorary Treasurer for the Football Association.”

 “Very cool,” I said.

 With a confused look Frank said, “What does cool 
mean?”

 “It means great,” I said.

 “Oh,” he said. “I think you are cool!”





 Later that day I went for a relaxing swim in the Carib-
bean Sea and as I dove into the crashing waves something magical 
occurred.

 I came up for air and I noticed that my surroundings 
were completely different. I was not at the beach, and in fact, it 
seemed apparent that I was swimming near Kaietuer Falls. They 
were magnificently beautiful. After, drying off from my relaxing 
swim I made my way back into Georgetown. I stumbled upon an 
old building with a sign that read, “Portuguese Social Club Dance 
Tonight.” Intrigued, I walked inside. The energetic roar of the 
party gave me a rush All of a sudden, “Oops! Sorry!” A young 
woman and her husband bumped into me while dancing. We sparked 
up a brief and engaging conversation. Their names were Frank and 
Agnes de Sousa and they were out celebrating.

 “Agnes recently found out she is pregnant with our first 
child!” Frank announced.

 They invited me to attend mass at Sacred Heart Catholic 
Church the following morning. Afterwards, we returned to their 
home where we had a delicious breakfast with various fruits, eggs, 
and toast. Mr. de Sousa explained how thrilled he was with his 
position as a salesman for National Cash Register.





 “It’s quite a change from my days on Plantation Enmore 
where I battled tarantulas on a daily basis,” Mr. de Sousa stated. 
“These cash registers are an invention that will change the future 
of business. My father, an accountant, would be amazed by their 
capabilities.”

 When we finished our breakfast we gathered in the living 
room to socialize. As Mr. de Sousa was showing me his exten-
sive stamp collection I looked up and saw a painting of a colorful 
tropical sunset with palm trees and a glowing ocean. As I was 
being hypnotized by the painting Mr. de Sousa said, “What do 
you think? I painted it a couple of weeks ago.”

 “It’s gorgeous,” I replied. “It draws me right in.” 

 I enthusiastically explained to him how much of a passion 
I had for painting. “The smell of the oil paint and the feeling 
of the brush swiping across the canvas are empowering.” Mr. de 
Sousa understood my love for painting. As I gazed at the paint-
ing something unexpected took place.

 Woosh! Big blue salt-water waves were crashing over me. 
I gasped for air and swam to shore. As I was sitting on the 
soft sand catching my breath I suddenly recognized my surround-
ings when I saw the gigantic Bathsheba Beach rock. I was in 
beautiful Barbados! I heard a cute giggling voice pass by me. A 
young boy was chasing a little red crab on the beach.





 I heard a man’s voice call out, “Keith, come back this 
way! Leave the crab alone.”

 I recognized Mr. de Sousa from the Portuguese Social 
Club dance. He was flying a massive box kite and his son, Keith, 
ran back to him and launched a smaller kite into the air. The 
subtle beach breeze accommodated their kite-flying quite graciously.

 I walked over to them and commented, “Your kites are 
magnificent!”

 They politely replied, “Thank you. We made them our-
selves.”

 “My father helped me,” said Keith with pride.

 The next day as I was strolling along the streets of 
Barbados I saw several people taking pictures of a gorgeous home 
that had a sign that read “MAFRA.” In front, there were stun-
ning flowers exuberating vivid colors which engrained themselves 
in my mind. As I was admiring the “MAFRA” house I saw 
Frank and Margaret de Sousa in the foyer. Suddenly, I noticed 
Keith squeezing in between his grandparents to get outside. As he 
smiled at me his father came out and waved me over. They invited 
me in for some lunch and I happily accepted their invitation. As 
I walked into the house I realized the whole family was here 
with Keith, his parents, and his grandparents. Margaret and Agnes 





were in the kitchen cooking up a feast of spicy curry chicken and 
plantains. As I was observing them I noticed a calendar on the 
wall that was dated 1960. When we sat down to eat, the eldest, 
Frank de Sousa, said a prayer for Agnes de Sousa. She was ex-
pecting her second child, whom they would name Christopher. 

 The following day I was walking by a school called 
“Presentation College” where I observed the students running out 
the school doors for what appeared to be recess. Several boys were 
getting ready to play cricket. I saw Keith in his school uniform. 
He was relieved to be able to remove his tie for the game. As I 
checked my watch for the time, BAM! The cricket ball acciden-
tally hit me in the head.

 I could hear the beats of calypso as I began to regain 
consciousness. My eyes slowly opened and I held my head in my 
hands as it was throbbing with pain. In front of me was an es-
tablishment with a sign that stated, “Tornados playing tonight 
from 5-7.” I went inside with hopes of quenching my thirst and 
taking a load off. When I asked the server to recommend some-
thing he said, “In Trinidad we traditionally drink mauby.”

 When I took my first sips I smacked my lips together 
and winced because while the drink was refreshing, it was also ex-
tremely bitter. As I relaxed in my chair I watched the Tornados 
perform. While listening to them jam out I noticed that the man 





on the right of the stage was none other than a full-grown Keith 
de Sousa. When they were done playing I enthusiastically clapped 
at their performance. Later, I mentioned to Keith how much I 
enjoyed the Tornadoes’s show. He invited me to join them for a 
bite to eat. Around the table we all chowed down on some spicy 
roti. Keith casually picked up his guitar and played “Hey Jude” by 
the Beatles. The whole table sang along in unison as he played.

As everyone was packing up their instruments I noticed 
some papers about Canada and Australia in Keith’s guitar case 
dated 1972. I asked if he was planning a vacation. He replied, 
“More like a permanent vacation.”

 Keith was trying to decide to move to Canada or Aus-
tralia. I immediately offered my opinion, “Canada is the best 
choice! In fact, you should go to Toronto. It is a bustling 
multicultural city with plenty to do.”

 “I will take that into consideration,” Keith responded. 
When Keith was leaving he gave his guitar to another band member 
and asked me if I needed a ride. I hopped on the back of his 
motorbike which was as yellow as a banana. As we sped up the 
Trinidad air felt exhilarating. I closed my eyes as an excited grin 
stretched across my face.





 “Please bring your seats and tray tables to their upright 
and locked positions.” My eyelids fluttered and my vision was 
blurred.

 As I came to, I noticed my father sitting beside me. 
“Did you sleep well?,” he asked. 

 I mumbled something resembling a yes. That’s when I 
realized that my journey through generations was over. As the 
plane descended and more sights became familiar I sat back in my 
seat and sighed. Finally, we landed safely. Everyone released their 
seat belts, gathered their belongings, and deplaned.

 Our next stop was customs and immigration, which is 
always an adventure in and of itself. We were called to the coun-
ter and asked a laborious litany of questions. I was surprised he 
didn’t demand to know what I had for breakfast that morning! As 
the customs agent looked over my and my father’s passports, he 
said, “You are this man’s daughter?” I nodded my head. Then, 
the agent stated, “It is quite obvious. You both look very much 
alike.”

 I felt my chest swell up with pride as I glanced towards 
my dad’s smiling eyes, “Yep, I am my father’s daughter.”

 




