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It is indeed a pleasure and privilege to be given the opportunity to say a few words at this function to launch the Simms Building print and this fund-raising event for my old school. Not only am I a JC old boy, but I am also a former resident of this building so magnificently portrayed in this print by Joanne Sibley.





My pleasure this morning is tinged with nostalgia as I look around at these surroundings. Well do I remember the ficus tree in front of Simms. It was from this tree that our footballers earned the nickname “ficus-foot”. As they hoisted shots over the goal, and over the tree. In cricket season there was always a fielder positioned just below the tree as our batsmen always seemed lured to hit a six over the tree, and inevitably failed. I often wondered as a student here, why the cricketers didn’t play football and vice versa.





Simms Building itself housed many secrets and many mysteries for us as boarders. Firstly the Gargoyles on top are the Griffins portrayed on the crests of our school badge. They are housed on top of the roof of the tower in which was supposed to be a coffin in which the ghost of some former master lived. By the time I built up enough courage to explore, with a large contingent of other wary but inquisitive schoolmates, the ghost had long migrated and the senior boys used the room for studying.





When I lived in Simms, Busha Watson was housemaster and resided in quarters at the top of the stairs. Snooky Ennevor was headmaster and had residences at the end of the hall. We seniors lived in 4th dorm at the opposite end of the hall. “Cacao” an English recruit who taught geography lived right next to us, and did not recognise us as the seniors (and privileged members) that we thought we were. He gave us an awful lot of trouble and I remember well disciplining him at our last end of term. Liquid metal, the type used for patching holes in pots and that sort of thing had just been marketed. We bought a tube of this miracle glue and filled his keyhole (with key in place) after he had locked his door for the night. We never did find out if he ever got out.





In my earliest days at JC the dining rooms were housed in the lower halls. I remember sitting at lunch with Bop Sparkes, who was Hardie Housemaster. I remember Bop lamenting at the toughness of his piece of beef, with “I don’t mind horsemeat, but I do wish they’d take of the saddle”. He was also the character who when baptised by a low flying bird was heard to remark “it’s a good thing cows don’t fly”.





In those early days we lived in trepidation of H.C. Chambers, Chief, who was one of the legends of JC. His characteristic walk and impeccable dress were only surpassed by his reputation as a “ladies man”. His feats were legendary, though as best as I can recall, none of us ever saw him with any of the ladies. 





At the end of my education Harvey Ennevor had been appointed headmaster. It was soon after that the fire partially destroyed Scotland House. Snooky was reputed to have been overheard speaking to the fire department. It went something like this. “Hello, this is Harvey Ennevor headmaster of Jamaica College. We have a raging inferno at Scotland House. Would you send a waterwagon with all dispatch”. There was a long stretch of silence followed by “Man! Are you intelligent?”





But most of all, I remember the friendships and the camaraderie that existed amongst us as schoolboys, friendships which still continue today some 45 years after entering this great institution. Being a JC Old Boy is an automatic entrée into a world of men who never seem to forget. Even if our lives at school never coincided, the fact of the common background creates a bond that is difficult to explain. We automatically know who we are and that assures us of the benefit of the doubt in almost every circumstance. It is a good feeling to be a JC Old Boy, and certainly something we are all proud of.





Coming back here has caused me also to reflect on the changing nature of our society and customs. Unquestioned obedience which was the order of the day in my time is no longer the case. Young people demand to be heard, to make their opinions or comments on matters that  affect them individually, and rightly so.  No man or woman is the repository of all wisdom and we can all learn from the views of others and from looking at things from a different perspective





Then of course there is the change in the dress code which sometimes alarms older people who see as undesirable, braids or long hair, or pants which seem to be on the verge of dropping off, etc.





But when all these outer manifestation of today's world are put aside we still need to understand and to accept the value of and the need for maintaining traditional core values.





There is no substitute for good manners and simple courtesy. These are not attributes that come from being rich or living in the more affluent sections of Jamaica. Far from it, the ordinary Jamaican of yesteryear was known and respected for his or her good manners; and the ultimate accolade from any Jamaican particularly when speaking of young people, was bestowed when they were judged "mannersable" or exhibited “brought-upsy”.








Courtesy and good manners tell everyone that we have respect for ourselves and are therefore able to respect other persons. This is where it all starts, with respecting oneself. If one respects oneself then there are some things that you will not do - you will not indulge in vulgar and inappropriate behaviour patterns which belittles you - you will not lie, cheat or indulge in violent behaviour because these acts also disparage you.





These are some of the traditional core values that were instilled in Jamaica College students in the old days.





I suspect it is more difficult to inculcate them in today's students, largely because of the current state of societies both locally and internationally. Because fewer and fewer people that they encounter display these traditional values, the tendency is to disregard them as useless and inappropriate in today's society.








To do so, however, is to sell ourselves and our communities short and to neglect much that has made Jamaica and Jamaicans what they are today.





I want to commend those who have been responsible for the project that has resulted in the launching of the Simms Building print.





It is an inspired idea - making available to the J.C. family -old boys as wells as current students - a valuable memento of a school whose graduates have made an outstanding contribution to this country over the years.





It is also a unique structure, typical of the Victorian-Gothic revival architectural style used in many English public schools of that period.





Whatever the merits of its architectural style, however most of us remember the Simms building as a familiar landmark of our youth.





In this spirit I am indeed proud today to launch this print. I am confident that sales will be abundant, as most JC Old Boys will want to have a copy to recapture something of their youth.


