Lorna Deane

Micro Memoire Week Three
FOOD

We arrived at Grove Place Congregational Church, Manchester, Jamaica. Again, I relived the excitement I felt earlier that day, in anticipation of the celebration of Harvest Sunday.  I was eight years old, wearing my new, soft textured, pink dress, with a sheen, like an adult.                                                                 
“Dad,” I blurted out, “I’m going to view the gifts, and decorations.”
I exited the car and headed to the church door, eager to get my first glimpse of the contributions.  I breathed in the enticing aroma of fruits, vegetables, and flowers, mingled with that of cakes and pastries, that wafted through the door.
Inside the church, against each row of benches, stood tall stalks of sugar cane, their blue/purple tinged leaves extending to form an arch over the centre aisle.
At the base of the platform, I witnessed a rainbow of colours, green corn, golden oranges, orange coloured ortaniques and tangerines, lemon-coloured grapefruits, red apples, coconuts, yams, purple and Irish potatoes, carrots, beets, green and ripe bananas, pumpkins, and several more items.  Each item represented the best and largest from each farm, clearly donated in thanksgiving and love.
I returned to our car for the harvest basket I made and decorated with colourful tissue and crepe paper. Mum filled my basket with her specialty, an assortment of grated coconut and sugar cakes. One type had the texture of the creamiest of melt in your mouth fudges, with a butterscotch flavour.  I had saved to buy as many of these as I could.
The service commenced with all of us children, proudly marching into the church, our baskets held high, before we placed them on the table in front of the platform, while we sang “Bringing in the sheaves…….”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
We sang our hearts out in celebration of the Harvest, without fully understanding the words we sang.
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