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In the decades since I  

had left ,  things had

not just stood st i l l  for 

l i teracy in my 

community,  things 

had actual ly gotten 

worse. I  was taken 

out of t ime for a 

moment, saddened by 

this place that had 

gone backwards as I  

had moved into my

future. 

   

Dear friends and supporters of ROI,  

This summer I  traveled home to Jamaica to 
celebrate the fift ieth birthday of my brother 
and several of our childhood friends. I  was 
excited to spend time with people I  love,  and I  
was also eager to spend time with myself in the 
place where I  was formed. 

So in between nights of endless conversations 
under starl it  skies,  my brother and I  visited the 
places we remembered most fondly from our 
childhood.  First stop, to no one’s surprise,  was 
the l itt le l ibrary where I  had first learned to 
love the smell  of books and the taste of words. 
 My brother,  by far the less sentimental ,  was 
amused by my giddy anticipation. 

As we approached, I  was happy to see the 
building sti l l  there.  Sadly,  the building was all  
that remained.   I  was informed by a passersby 
that the l itt le building was now used as a 
space for parties.  No one else seemed 
saddened by this.   They explained that the 
l ibrary had been moved, and directed me to a 
smaller building, semi-obscured by crowds of 
people going about their daily l ives. But I  could 
see enough to understand that the already 
small  l ibrary,  the only one that served several 
communities,  had been downsized.   In the 
decades since I  had left ,  things had not just 
stood sti l l  for l iteracy in my community,  things 
had actually gotten worse. I  was taken out of 
t ime for a moment,  saddened by this place that 
had gone backwards as I  had moved into my 
future. 



I was considerably deflated as we drove 

next to the home of my first teacher Aunt 

Dar.  She taught my brother and I in basic 

school (preschool).  My teacher has long 

passed, but we felt a need to be in her yard, 

and to remember how she taught us. Her 

classroom was often the big tree in the 

middle of the yard where she commanded 

our respect and attention with nothing but 

her knowledge of her subject matter and her 

will for us to learn it.  No formal walls or 

windows restricted us, and although we did 

not know enough as children to appreciate 

our unusual circumstances, we knew enough 

to absorb the fundamentals which would 

lead some of us to obtain coveted degrees 

in very fine universities. 

On this trip home, I also met one of the two 

current basic school teachers at Jeffrey 

Town Basic School,  a town where I attended 

primary (elementary) school. Now the basic 

school is housed in a building with very little 

ventilation, a leaky roof and no books. There 

are thirty-eight children who are being 

underserved in this school, and their lack of 

access, juxtaposed against the 

opportunities afforded to many of the 

children I know in America, is heartbreaking. 

One bright light was the energy and passion 

displayed by the teacher I met. She clearly 

cares about her charges, and credits her 

teaching vocation to Aunt Dar, the same 

basic school teacher who gave my brother 

and I our start. 

To the extent that home has changed, sadly 

for me, it has not been for the better. 

 Fortunately, Reading Owls International is 

itself an agent for the changes we want to 

see.  To that end, we have recently 

partnered with the Early Childhood 

Commission, the organization charged with 

developing appropriate plans and programs 

for Jamaican children from birth to eight 

years, to ensure that every child not only 

has access to books as early as possible, 

but are set on a path to optimal 

development.  
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Even though the country has made strides, 

large areas of Jamaica are still 

fundamentally underdeveloped, with a 

shocking degree of literacy deficiency that 

continues to have a crippling effect on 

national development and personal 

empowerment. Recent data from The World 

Bank affirms what we already know, that is, 

 "in order to attain high literacy rates, 

children should be taught to read in the first 

few years of school; interventions for 

getting young children to read work and 

higher literacy rates are associated with 

healthier populations, less crime, greater 

economic growth, and higher employment 

rates." More information on the published 

data can be found here. 

https://ecc.gov.jm/
http://blogs.worldbank.org/education/why-we-should-invest-getting-more-kids-read-and-how-do-it?utm_source=All+Children+Reading%3A+A+Grand+Challenge+for+Development+eNewsletter&utm_campaign=1fa7c487b4-eNews+%28August+2017%29&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_2411ed4691-1fa7c487b4-240021889


GOING
HOME
AGAIN
Going home again has
reinforced even more the
importance of equipping our
youngest with the tools they
need to succeed. As we turn
the chapter on a new school
year, I want to thank each and
every one of you who have
joined us on this incredible
journey - to level the playing
field so that ALL kids have the
opportunity to realize their
full potential.
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With gratitude, Elaine Dickson, Chair, ROI

https://www.facebook.com/readingowlsinternational/
https://www.instagram.com/thereadingowls/
https://twitter.com/thereadingowls
http://www.readingowlsinternational.org/

