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There are books we read to understand history. There are others we read because somewhere between their pages we discover the people who raised us and, in discovering them, begin to understand ourselves.
For me, Aboard the Commandante Pineres by my father, Gabriel J. Christian, is both.
I am the first child of Gabriel and Joan Christian, born in the United States but raised with Dominica, the Caribbean, Africa and the African Diaspora as permanent parts of my consciousness. My name—Samora Dominique—carries within it family, national and Pan-African inheritance.
My brother Makonnen and I grew up in Maryland, but Dominica was always present in our home. Africa was present in our names. Caribbean history appeared constantly in Dad's conversations. Public service was rarely something discussed merely in theory. Usually it meant Dad was taking us somewhere—to a meeting, lecture, awards ceremony, Caribbean function, Tuskegee Airmen program, book event, fundraiser, Dominica Association gathering or some other activity he believed contributed to the life of a community.
Only as I became older did I understand that this habit of organization was not incidental to his personality.
It is one of the central themes of his life.
And Aboard the Commandante Pineres explains where much of it began.
The memoir records the voyage of a seventeen-year-old Dominican student activist who traveled in 1978 with other Caribbean youth aboard the Cuban vessel Commandante Pineres from Montego Bay, Jamaica, to Cienfuegos, Cuba, on their way to the 11th World Festival of Youth and Students in Havana.
But the book is about much more than a ship.
It is about a generation.
It is about the transition from British colonial rule to independence across the West Indies. It is about Black consciousness, Pan-Africanism, socialism, democracy, mistakes and maturation. It is about Africa's liberation struggles and the Caribbean's search for political dignity.
Most importantly, it documents my father's movement from the revolutionary enthusiasm of youth toward a mature conviction that freedom without education, science, organization, democratic institutions and technical competence cannot be sustained.
The memoir opens from the proposition that history must be recorded because memories disappear when witnesses pass away. Dad consciously places his own experiences within the larger post-World War II Caribbean struggle for political independence and renewed African and indigenous dignity.
That concern with memory ultimately connects the voyage aboard the Pineres to almost everything Dad did afterward.

[bookmark: _5wn30dkxtmk5]Born Between Empire and Independence
Dad was born in Dominica in 1961, at a remarkable historical moment.
The British West Indian territories were beginning to emerge from centuries of colonial rule. Jamaica and Trinidad and Tobago would gain independence in 1962. Barbados followed in 1966. Dominica moved through Associated Statehood before becoming fully independent on November 3, 1978.
His generation therefore entered childhood as British colonial subjects and adulthood as citizens of newly independent Caribbean states.
Yet Gabriel Christian did not grow up in a household that casually rejected Britain.
Quite the opposite.
His father, my grandfather Wendell McKenzie Christian, was a World War II veteran of the British Army's Windward Islands Battalion, South Caribbean Forces. He had been formed by traditions of duty, discipline, Christianity, education and military service. He admired Winston Churchill and worried that Dominica lacked sufficient discipline and administrative capacity to successfully manage independence.
My grandmother Alberta Christian represented another form of public service. She worked as a nurse and later managed Dominica's Workshop for the Blind, helping transform it into an institution where disabled Dominicans could acquire productive skills and earn income with dignity rather than depend entirely upon public assistance.
The lessons from both parents survived long after Dad ceased sharing all their political assumptions.
From Wendell came discipline.
From Alberta came compassion and service.
From both came faith, education, duty and the conviction that one's life should be useful to others.

[bookmark: _jb25d2ha0xgq]Family History and the Pan-African Journey
Another dimension of my father's formation was family pride.
Dad found heroes abroad—Martin Luther King Jr., Malcolm X, Samora Machel, Amílcar Cabral, Agostinho Neto, Nelson Mandela, Michael Manley, Fidel Castro, Che Guevara and Roosevelt “Rosie” Douglas—but later recognized that some examples were already within his family.
His memoir is therefore not only about political awakening. Read against the larger history of our family, it is also about people shaped by migration, education, professional excellence, public service, cultural work and Pan-African commitment.
[bookmark: _ipvopjt3r460]The John Baptiste Family: Migration and Resilience
On his mother's side, Dad descended from the John Baptiste family of St. Joseph and Delices.
Members of that extended family, including relatives Johnson, Ambrose and Washington, became part of the broad Windrush generation of West Indians who traveled to Britain following World War II.
They arrived in a Britain that colonial education had taught West Indians to regard as the Mother Country, only to encounter racial discrimination and the complicated realities of being Black colonial subjects in metropolitan Britain.
Yet they persisted.
They worked.
They established families.
They contributed to their communities.
Their lives taught another form of liberation.
Not all liberation occurs through revolutions or demonstrations.
Sometimes liberation means sacrificing so that a child can receive an education.
Sometimes it means crossing an ocean in search of opportunity.
Sometimes it means confronting discrimination without surrendering dignity.
Sometimes it simply means building something that did not exist before.
Dad's Aunt Geraldine John Baptiste and the wider John Baptiste clan belonged to this inheritance of family solidarity, migration and resilience.

[bookmark: _59ccdsv1ax6l]The Christian Family: Education, Music and Public Service
On his father's side, Dad inherited another distinguished tradition of education, music, science, law and public service.
His uncle Henckell Christian served in senior public office, including as Minister of Education and Health during the period spanning late colonial government and the movement toward independence.
His uncle Lemuel McPherson Christian became one of Dominica's notable musical educators. He established the Christian Musical Class and composed the music of Dominica's national anthem.
There is something symbolically important about this.
Music was not merely entertainment in the Christian family.
It was discipline.
Education.
Culture.
National identity.
The creation of a national anthem itself belongs to the process by which a formerly colonized population begins consciously defining itself as a nation.
That tradition continues through later generations, including our cousin Trudy Christian, an educator and leader at Dominica State College who has contributed to public-health education, student development and the revival of organized debating among Dominican students.
Lemuel educated through music.
Dad and Uncle Irving André educated through books and publishing.
Trudy develops young minds through science, education and debate.
Different instruments.
The same commitment to intellectual development.

[bookmark: _fnr8xtmll2qm]The Brothers and Sisters Who Made Education and Service Real
Dad's brothers and sisters formed an extraordinary circle of family example, but their importance cannot be measured only by academic degrees or professional achievement.
His eldest sibling, Christalin Christian, lived with an intellectual disability. Yet what I remember most about Aunt Christalin was not her disability but her loving and gentle nature. She was affectionate and kind, including to me when I was a young child. In a family distinguished by doctors, engineers, scientists, accountants and public servants, Christalin represented another kind of human worth—the value of kindness, innocence, affection and the dignity that belongs to every person regardless of intellectual or physical ability. Her life also reflected the compassion of my grandmother Alberta, who devoted so much of her own public service to improving the circumstances of people with disabilities.
Dad's eldest brother, Dr. Wellsworth Christian, represented a very different but equally important part of the family story. He was the first of the Christian brothers to become a cadet and the only one among them to attend St. Mary's Academy, rather than Dominica's other historic secondary school, the Dominica Grammar School, which Dad and several members of the family attended.
Wellsworth went on to become a pioneer in Dominican veterinary medicine. He graduated with honors from Kerala Agricultural University in Kerala, India, and later earned a master's degree in veterinary medicine from the University of Florida at Gainesville. He eventually became Dominica's first native-born Chief Veterinary Officer, bringing advanced scientific education home and placing it directly at the service of his country.
His achievement deserves particular emphasis because it embodied an idea that would become central to Dad's mature philosophy: education reaches its highest purpose when specialized knowledge is returned to one's community and used to strengthen national capacity.
Wellsworth was therefore more than Dad's older brother. He was an early example of what disciplined scientific education could accomplish.
My Uncle Lawson Christian, the civil engineer, reinforced that lesson through engineering—the science by which societies build roads, bridges, structures and the physical systems upon which modern life depends.
My Uncle Dr. Samuel Christian played an especially direct role in Dad's own advancement by helping make his access to university education in Washington, D.C., possible. Family support became the bridge between aspiration and opportunity.
My Aunt Esther Christian, a Certified Public Accountant who also pursued studies in human behavior, shared part of Dad's experience of studying as a young West Indian in Washington and represented the importance of financial, administrative and behavioral knowledge to the functioning of institutions.
And my Aunt Hildreth Christian, an environmental scientist, demonstrated another dimension of scientific accomplishment while remaining, to Makonnen and me, a loving and supportive aunt.
Seen together, the Christian siblings reflected a remarkable range of human experience and accomplishment: Christalin's loving spirit; Wellsworth's veterinary science and national service; Lawson's engineering; Samuel's medicine and support for his younger brother's education; Esther's accounting and study of human behavior; and Hildreth's environmental science.
Their stories helped teach Dad—and later helped teach us—that the strength of a family is not found in one kind of achievement alone.
It is found in love, education, service, faith, science, professional excellence and the willingness of one generation to help lift the next.

[bookmark: _4ggklmnytpc9]George James Christian: A Dominican Who Returned to Africa
One member of the larger Christian family most dramatically connects family history to the Pan-African themes of Aboard the Commandante Pineres.
George James Christian, born in Dominica in 1869, became a teacher, traveled to Britain, studied law at Gray's Inn and participated in the historic First Pan-African Conference in London in 1900.
He later journeyed to the Gold Coast, present-day Ghana, where he established himself as a successful attorney, became a civic leader and served on the Gold Coast Legislative Council until his death in 1940.
Decades before Dad sailed toward Cuba animated by the cause of African liberation, a member of his extended family had already undertaken a remarkable journey back toward Africa.
And there is profound symbolism in that fact.
The Atlantic slave trade had carried Africans westward by force.
George James Christian traveled eastward voluntarily.
He entered Africa not as property, but as a lawyer.
Not as a captive, but as a professional.
Not as a man denied civic standing, but as one who would participate in the political life of an African territory.
His journey represented, in a small but powerful way, a reversal of history.

[bookmark: _e0i92xncch1u]An Early Pan-Africanist
George James Christian's importance went beyond professional success.
His participation in the 1900 Pan-African Conference places him within one of the earliest organized modern efforts to challenge colonial domination and the worldwide mistreatment of African people.
This was before Ghanaian independence.
Before Kwame Nkrumah.
Before Nelson Mandela became an international symbol.
Before Samora Machel.
Before Dad's generation.
Even before Marcus Garvey's great mass movement reached its height.
George James Christian understood that the destiny of people of African descent in the Caribbean could not be completely separated from the destiny of Africa.
That realization would echo generations later in Dad.

[bookmark: _m0zno2p73spj]From Dominica to Ghana and British Cultural History
George James Christian's descendants extended the story still further.
Among them was Margaret Busby, born in the Gold Coast and destined to become a pioneering writer, editor and publisher and Britain's first Black woman publisher.
Another distinguished descendant, broadcaster Moira Stuart, has explored her Dominican ancestry and George James Christian's role in Ghana and early Pan-African history.
The family story therefore stretches across a remarkable geography:
Dominica.
Britain.
Ghana.
The United States.
And the wider African Diaspora.
It connects law, education, music, publishing, broadcasting, science and public service.

[bookmark: _fj2q9v9j3s0x]When History Came Into Our Home
For Makonnen and me, this history was not confined to a genealogy chart.
It entered our house.
When our family commemorated the centenary of George James Christian's pioneering journey to the Gold Coast, Margaret Busby and Moira Stuart visited our home.
Children do not always understand such moments while they are happening.
Adults gather.
Stories are told.
Photographs are taken.
Food is served.
Names from history become people sitting in the same room.
Only later did I appreciate what was taking place.
A family dispersed through empire, migration and the African Diaspora was consciously reconstructing its memory.
Dominica was speaking to Ghana.
Ghana was speaking to Britain.
Britain was speaking back to the Caribbean.
And an American-born generation—Makonnen and me—was being introduced to all of it.

[bookmark: _16jbl94zkdbn]The Irony of Dad's Pan-African Search
There is therefore an irony in Dad's youthful search for African heroes.
He marched for Mozambique.
He supported Angola.
He admired Mandela.
He read about African liberation.
He sailed toward Cuba in part because Cuba had defended Angola against apartheid South Africa.
He would eventually name his daughter Samora, linking our family to the memory of Mozambique's Samora Machel.
Yet one of Dominica's early Pan-African pioneers had already emerged from his own extended family.
Sometimes we travel the world searching for what history has quietly placed within our own household.
Dad ultimately did not have to choose between the John Baptiste family and the Christian family.
Nor did he have to choose between being Dominican, Caribbean, African-descended and American.
All those histories could coexist.

[bookmark: _fwdz63weywrr]Family Pride Without Arrogance
Family history matters not because it proves that one family is superior to another.
That would contradict the egalitarian ideals Dad's generation professed.
Family history matters because it creates obligation.
If our ancestors built institutions, we should build institutions.
If they educated others, we should promote education.
If they preserved culture, we should preserve it.
If they practiced law, we should defend justice.
If they served the public, we should understand office as a trust.
If they crossed oceans seeking opportunity, we should not become complacent.
If they returned to Africa, we should remember Africa.
Heritage matters only when it generates responsibility.

[bookmark: _w34lqllinmtp]Libraries Before Revolutions
If family gave Dad examples, books gave him worlds.
Long before Cuba, Georgetown or Pont Casse Press, there was the Roseau Public Library.
Dad and his schooldays friend Dr. Irving W. André—Uncle Irving to us— spent countless hours moving through its shelves.
Dad recalls reading entire shelves of books and mentally traveling through Europe, Africa, Asia and the Americas before he had physically left Dominica.
The library itself carried historical meaning, having originated through the philanthropy associated with Scottish-American industrialist Andrew Carnegie's international library movement.
Decades later, Dad took my mother Joan, Makonnen and me back there.
We donated books.
As a child, it could have seemed like another errand.
As an adult, I understand it differently.
The boy who had taken knowledge from those shelves returned with his family to put knowledge back onto them.
That is gratitude transformed into institution-building.

[bookmark: _b7kyqzo9l5lx]Uncle Irving and Vanguard
Books led naturally to writing.
Dad recruited Irving André into the Roseau circle associated with the Popular Independence Committee, the movement connected with Roosevelt “Rosie” Douglas and the campaign for Dominican independence.
Together with Arlington Burnette, the teenage Irving André and Gabriel Christian produced two issues of Vanguard—The Voice of the Working People.
Dad later joked about teenagers living at home presenting themselves as voices of the working class.
But something serious was happening.
They were learning editing.
Printing.
Persuasion.
Organization.
They were discovering the power of the written word.
The memoir itself recalls the partnership between Dad and Irving André in publishing Vanguard during the independence struggle.

[bookmark: _2gaqp65ek3cr]Frontline Bookstore: Culture Becomes Organization
In 1981, that publishing instinct developed further when Dad and his friend Eddie “Izzar” Toulon founded Frontline Cooperative Bookstore.
Dad served as the first President.
Eddie Toulon served as General Secretary and bookstore manager.
Frontline was not simply a commercial venture.
It represented the belief that a newly independent society required its own intellectual infrastructure.
Its magazine Ramparts created a written platform for Dominican poets, essayists, thinkers and emerging writers.
A poet may possess genius, but the poem needs somewhere to appear.
A young thinker may have something profound to say, but somebody must be willing to publish it.
Frontline attempted to create that space.
Among the early stalwarts were Eddie “Izzar” Toulon, Gabriel Christian, Steve “Nii Kwashi” Roberts, Milton Eloi, Curtis Victor, Bevin Lewis, Alvin Bernard and Darwen Daway.
The wider Frontline family included Jill Selbourne, Jen McCleland and Andy Gregg of Frontline U.K., Sandra Casimir, and others.
Their names deserve preservation in Dominican cooperative and cultural history.
Frontline demonstrates something fundamental about Dad:
He has always been an organization man.
If books matter, establish a bookstore.
If writers need a voice, publish a magazine.
If history is disappearing, create a press.
If young people need discipline, restore the Cadet Corps.
If the Diaspora possesses knowledge Dominica needs, organize an academy.
Ideas, Dad increasingly understood, must become institutions if they are to survive.

[bookmark: _d2c0islxgx4j]From Frontline to Pont Casse Press
The intellectual partnership between Dad and Uncle Irving survived distance.
Irving pursued studies at Johns Hopkins University in Baltimore while Dad studied at the University of the District of Columbia in Washington.
They found themselves together again within reach of one of the world's great repositories of knowledge.
They researched at the Library of Congress.
In 1992 they founded Pont Casse Press.
The genealogy is extraordinary:
The Roseau Public Library.
Vanguard.
Frontline.
Ramparts.
The Library of Congress.
Pont Casse Press.
What began with two Dominican schoolboys pulling books from library shelves became a publishing institution that has produced more than forty works of history, biography, politics, culture and Caribbean memory.
Dad describes Pont Casse Press as an instrument for the “institutionalization of national memory,” arguing that a people worthy of nationhood must preserve their historical record and develop a national narrative of their own.
Political independence gives a nation a flag.
Writers give it memory.

[bookmark: _4xm6ehe4335u]Why Africa Mattered
The African liberation struggles were not theoretical matters to my father's generation.
They followed Mozambique.
Angola.
Guinea-Bissau.
South Africa.
They supported FRELIMO under Samora Machel, the MPLA under Agostinho Neto, PAIGC under Amílcar Cabral, and the cause of Nelson Mandela and the African National Congress.
This was the political environment in which Dad's Pan-African consciousness matured.
Africa also entered our family symbolically through our names.
My brother Makonnen was named for Ras Makonnen, the Ethiopian statesman and military leader who was father of Emperor Haile Selassie I.
In our names, Gabriel and Joan Christian told their children that the Atlantic slave trade had scattered African people but had not erased Africa from our inheritance.

[bookmark: _tpurx45cm6tn]Aboard the Commandante Pineres
Against this background, the 1978 voyage becomes easier to understand.
Dad was seventeen.
He was a student leader.
He believed passionately in Caribbean independence, Black dignity, African liberation and socialism.
But even then his circle was thinking beyond flags and political offices. The memoir records their concern that Dominica needed science, technology and control over its productive economy in order to become a competently administered country with a decent standard of living.
The Dominican delegation traveled through Barbados and Jamaica before boarding the Commandante Pineres at Montego Bay.
As the vessel approached Cuba, a MiG-21 swept across the sky while Cuban missile boats came alongside.
The young delegates erupted in excitement.
They connected Cuban military capability with Cuba's intervention in Angola against apartheid South Africa.
For those young West Indians, this represented something historically extraordinary: a formerly colonized Caribbean country had projected power across the Atlantic in defense of an African nation.
The Commandante Pineres therefore becomes more than a ship.
It carries the hopes, assumptions, courage and errors of an entire generation.

[bookmark: _1c3y14p1bpev]Washington: Revolution Meets Reality
Dad eventually came to Washington, D.C.
The transition was far from glamorous.
He worked as a janitor, sandwich chef, movie-theater usher and dock steward at the Capital Yacht Club while pursuing his education.
Here, family support again mattered.
Uncle Samuel helped make university possible.
Aunt Esther shared part of the experience of being a student in a foreign city.
Lawson's engineering and the professional achievements of Dad's siblings demonstrated what education could accomplish.
At the University of the District of Columbia, Dad did not abandon activism.
He became active in the Caribbean Students Association and eventually served as its President.
In 1984, he represented UDC in the DC Student Coalition Against Racism, continuing his campaign against apartheid in South Africa while pursuing his studies.
The Pineres had reached Cuba years earlier.
The commitment to African liberation had followed him to Washington.

[bookmark: _f0lkzyg1jnvv]Coalition Beyond Race
Dad's American experience also broadened his understanding of alliance.
He worked with Black activists, white progressives, Jewish allies, Caribbean nationalists, African freedom advocates, socialists, liberals and people whose later politics differed considerably from his own.
Among those allies was Nancy Scwaln, who worked with the Socialist Workers Party while Dad participated in the student anti-apartheid movement.
Together with other organizers, they contributed to the great student mobilization against apartheid that brought activists together at Hunter College in New York in 1984.
Dad increasingly came to understand an important distinction.
Black pride did not require hatred of white people.
Pan-Africanism did not require racial chauvinism.
The enemy was injustice.
Not a human being merely because of ancestry.
That principle would become even more important in his professional life.

[bookmark: _eenxvffl8zvi]Georgetown Law and the Anti-Apartheid Cause
From UDC, Dad entered the Georgetown University Law Center.
Even amid the demands of legal education, civic activism continued.
He participated in the Georgetown movement advocating institutional divestment from apartheid South Africa.
He also served in student government through the Student Bar Association.
Among his contemporaries was Michael Steele, another Black law student who would later become Maryland's first African American lieutenant governor and subsequently the first African American chairman of the Republican National Committee.
Their later political views would not always follow identical paths.
That itself demonstrates something valuable.
Public institutions bring people together without demanding lifelong ideological uniformity.

[bookmark: _158qfpntuwdx]John Smallwood Opens a Door
Dad's entrance into American law added another dimension to his evolution.
Attorney John Smallwood, a former Peace Corps volunteer to Fiji, hired him as a law clerk at a predominantly white insurance-defense firm.
Smallwood apparently saw potential in the Dominican immigrant who had Cambridge A-levels, had survived UDC, entered Georgetown and possessed an unusual command of history.
The memoir remembers Smallwood as progressive, open and free of racial hostility.
Someone had to open the professional door.
Smallwood did.

[bookmark: _x5gj2iogl11s]Thomas Alvin Farrington: Mentor Across Race
Then came Thomas Alvin Farrington.
Farrington was a Yale Law School graduate, a former U.S. Army Ranger and officer, a student of history and a distinguished lawyer.
He was also, according to Dad's memoir, the first white attorney to join the Prince George's County branch of the NAACP.
That meant something.
Here was a white American lawyer who had associated himself with Black civil rights when such public identification could carry social consequences.
Farrington and Dad connected in part through their fascination with military history.
Farrington invited the young Dominican law clerk to a World War II discussion group of senior lawyers and judges. Dad's presentation on the Battle of Kursk impressed the group sufficiently that he became its youngest member.
Eventually Farrington became more than his employer.
He became a mentor.
And later a law partner.
The relationship crossed race, nationality, class and generation.
When Farrington died suddenly on July 19, 1997, Dad was his partner. He continued in law practice while strengthening the firm's commitments to pro bono service, mentoring and Caribbean community organizations.
There is a profound lesson here.
The teenage revolutionary who had once understood much of history through categories of colonial domination eventually learned to distinguish unjust systems from individual human beings.
One of the important mentors of his adult life was a white American veteran and Yale lawyer who believed in civil rights.
History had complicated ideology.
That is not betrayal.
That is maturity.

[bookmark: _ktkfvkocgdcg]Uncle Rosie Comes to Our Home
Roosevelt “Rosie” Douglas was not merely a figure inside Dad's memoir.
For Makonnen and me, he entered family memory.
When I was a small child, Rosie—by then Prime Minister of Dominica—visited our home.
Security men stood around in dark suits while Dad and the man we knew as Uncle Rosie talked, laughed and remembered their younger years.
I did not then understand what those conversations represented.
Only later did I appreciate that these were veterans of Dominica's independence generation asking what liberation should now mean.
Their answer had evolved.
Education.
Science.
Technology.
Capacity-building.
Enterprise.
Good government.
Rule of law.
Democratic institutions.
The mature discussion was no longer simply about who possessed state power.
It was about whether a nation possessed the competence to use independence well.

[bookmark: _a79p76r4b901]The Cadet Corps: Recovering What Was Useful
One revealing example was Dad's collaboration with Rosie to revive the Dominica Cadet Corps.
The Cadet Corps had been inherited from British rule.
As a young radical, Dad had criticized colonialism.
As an adult, he learned that rejecting colonial domination did not require rejecting everything Britain had left behind.
Discipline was useful.
Leadership was useful.
Teamwork was useful.
Organization was useful.
The memoir recounts Dad urging Rosie to revive the Cadet Corps and immediately drafting the letter that empowered Francis Richards to begin that effort.
The episode symbolizes Dad's intellectual maturation.
Liberation requires discernment.
A wise society preserves what works, corrects what was unjust and makes useful institutions its own.

[bookmark: _dx6rygkahug4]The Organization Man Raises Children
By the time Makonnen and I were growing up, organization had become part of Dad's daily philosophy.
We attended programs of the Dominica Association of Washington, D.C.
We went to Caribbean American Heritage Awards programs and events organized by the Institute of Caribbean Studies under Dr. Claire Nelson.
We encountered thinkers and diplomats connected with Caribbean policy organizations, including Jamaican attorney and diplomat Ambassador Curtis Ward.
There was always another function.
Another seminar.
Another dinner.
Another speaker we were supposed to listen to.
Looking back, Dad was giving us a civic education.
Show up.
Join.
Volunteer.
Serve.
Give.
Organize.
Preserve records.
Support institutions.
Introduce young people to accomplished people.
Do not merely complain that something should exist.
Help build it.

[bookmark: _55y0qxra5cgw]The Tuskegee Airmen and Technical Excellence
One of the most powerful extensions of that education came through the Tuskegee Airmen.
Dad introduced us to people such as the legendary Brigadier General Charles McGee.
We came to know his daughter Yvonne McGee and others committed to preserving the heritage of the East Coast Chapter of Tuskegee Airmen, Inc.
We also saw the voluntary service of aviation professionals such as Jerome Hodge of AvDyne AeroServices LLC, who helped make aviation facilities available for Tuskegee Airmen programs.
As a child, one sees an event.
As an adult, one sees the labor behind the event.
Someone opened the hangar.
Someone paid the bill.
Someone invited the students.
Someone arranged the chairs.
Someone preserved the photographs.
Someone remained after everyone else went home.
That is how institutions survive.
Dad eventually became a board member and served as President of the East Coast Chapter from 2018 to 2020.
The Tuskegee Airmen also embodied a lesson central to his mature philosophy.
They fought racism through courage—but also through technical excellence.
They mastered aviation.
Navigation.
Maintenance.
Engineering.
Military discipline.
Mission planning.
They destroyed racist assumptions through performance.
Freedom requires skill.

[bookmark: _xgefzotpgv7k]The Dominica Academy of Arts & Sciences
This same concern with competence helps explain Dad's commitment to the Dominica Academy of Arts & Sciences.
The Academy sought to organize the considerable professional talent of Dominicans in the Diaspora and direct that knowledge toward national development.
Dad's memoir praises people including Dr. Clayton Shillingford, Judge Irving André, Dr. Thomson Fontaine and Dr. Dorothy Wills for contributing their expertise toward that effort.
Its underlying argument is clear: societies that remain weak in science, technology and organization remain vulnerable. Therefore technical education is not separate from liberation.
It is part of liberation.
This insight connects many members of Dad's family.
Wellsworth the veterinarian.
Lawson the engineer.
Hildreth the environmental scientist.
Samuel the physician.
Esther the accountant and student of human behavior.
Alberta the nurse and institutional manager.
The Tuskegee Airmen.
The Cadet Corps.
Dad's own later emphasis on science and technology.
Different professions.
The same principle:
Capacity is freedom.

[bookmark: _60v8pbg4yrc]Garveyism Put Into Practice
Dad's later Pan-African journey eventually brought him into friendship and professional collaboration with Dr. Julius Garvey, son of Marcus Mosiah Garvey.
Dad helped incorporate the Marcus Garvey Institute for Human Development, became its general counsel and served as a legal adviser to Dr. Julius Garvey.
Among their practical collaborations was a breadfruit initiative for Jamaica and Dominica through which hundreds of breadfruit trees were distributed.
There is something wonderfully appropriate about this.
Pan-Africanism can become trapped in speeches.
A breadfruit tree cannot.
A tree feeds people.
It strengthens food security.
It reduces dependency.
It connects land and labor.
It produces long after the conference has ended.
That is Garveyism planted in soil.

[bookmark: _5vt8a43j39z9]What History Taught the Revolutionary
One of the strongest aspects of Aboard the Commandante Pineres is that Dad does not pretend everything he believed at seventeen proved correct.
The collapse of the Grenada Revolution became an especially important lesson.
Young Caribbean radicals sometimes assumed that because a government claimed to represent workers and ordinary people, constitutional democracy was secondary.
Grenada demonstrated the danger of that reasoning.
Dad came to insist upon free elections, independent courts, due process, constitutional restraints and political pluralism.
His memoir ultimately concludes that a philosophy unwilling to regularly submit itself to free and fair elections and effective restraints upon executive power is unworthy of allegiance.
The revolutionary became a constitutional democrat.
But he did not stop caring about justice.
That distinction is essential.
Maturity does not have to mean abandonment of one's ideals.
Sometimes it means finding better institutions through which to pursue them.

[bookmark: _ttd9xw5i71u5]From George James Christian to Gabriel Christian
Viewed across generations, the parallel between George James Christian and Gabriel J. Christian becomes striking.
George James Christian left Dominica.
He traveled to Britain.
He studied law.
He entered Pan-African politics.
He went to Africa.
He practiced law.
He participated in public affairs.
Generations later, Gabriel Christian left Dominica.
He studied in Washington.
He became a lawyer.
He opposed apartheid.
He wrote and published Caribbean history.
He built organizations.
He connected the Caribbean Diaspora with Africa.
Their circumstances were separated by generations.
Yet certain themes recur:
Law.
Writing.
Africa.
Public service.
Institution-building.
The Diaspora.
The belief that education carries obligations beyond oneself.

[bookmark: _3dehlkoqgobc]From Family Memory to National Memory
This family history also helps explain why Dad has devoted so much effort to preserving records.
The Roseau Public Library.
Vanguard.
Frontline.
Ramparts.
Pont Casse Press.
The Dominica Academy of Arts & Sciences.
Family commemorations.
Historical essays.
Archives.
Books.
They are variations on one concern.
Memory must be institutionalized.
Aboard the Commandante Pineres warns that unrecorded history disappears when witnesses die.
The same is true of families.
If photographs are not labeled, faces become strangers.
If stories are not written down, grandchildren eventually forget them.
If young people are never told who came before them, every generation begins again believing history started yesterday.
The John Baptiste and Christian stories therefore place Dad's voyage inside a much longer journey.
His generation did not invent the desire for advancement.
It inherited it.
From migrants.
Teachers.
Nurses.
Musicians.
Soldiers.
Civil servants.
Doctors.
Veterinarians.
Engineers.
Accountants.
Scientists.
Lawyers.
Publishers.
And people such as George James Christian who journeyed all the way back toward Africa.
No generation begins from nothing.

[bookmark: _e8w66d6exhqo]What My Father Passed to Us
Near the conclusion of his memoir, Dad writes about my mother Joan, my brother Makonnen and me.
He acknowledges that he has tried to pass along his philosophy while recognizing that his children must remain free thinkers and make their own choices.
That may be one of the healthiest things a parent can say.
The purpose of raising children should not be to manufacture replicas of oneself.
The proper inheritance is equipment.
Knowledge.
Values.
Examples.
History.
Discipline.
Love.
And then freedom.

[bookmark: _m8s33d5uo73s]The True Meaning of the Voyage
When I read Aboard the Commandante Pineres today, therefore, I no longer see merely the story of a seventeen-year-old revolutionary traveling to Cuba.
I see a much longer voyage.
It begins before Gabriel Christian was born.
With George James Christian returning toward Africa.
With the John Baptiste family crossing the Atlantic in the Windrush era.
With Wendell Christian going to war.
With Alberta Christian serving the disabled.
With Henckell Christian in public service.
With Lemuel Christian teaching music and helping give a nation its anthem.
It continues through Christalin's kindness and humanity; Wellsworth's veterinary science and national service; Lawson's engineering; Samuel's medicine and sacrifice for his younger brother's education; Esther's accounting and study of human behavior; and Hildreth's environmental science.
It passes through the Roseau Public Library, where Gabriel Christian and Irving André devoured books.
Through Vanguard.
Through Frontline Cooperative Bookstore and Eddie “Izzar” Toulon.
Through Ramparts.
Across the sea aboard the Commandante Pineres.
Into the University of the District of Columbia.
Through the anti-apartheid movement.
Through Georgetown Law.
Through John Smallwood.
Through Thomas Farrington.
Through legal practice.
Through marriage to Joan Robinson-Christian.
Through the birth of Samora and Makonnen.
Through Pont Casse Press.
The Cadet Corps.
The Dominica Association of Washington.
The Institute of Caribbean Studies.
The Dominica Academy of Arts & Sciences.
The Tuskegee Airmen.
Ethiopia.
Julius Garvey.
Breadfruit trees.
And always—
Books.
Education.
Organization.
Service.

[bookmark: _wzvkcekrf5jx]The Watch Passes to Us
The mature message of Aboard the Commandante Pineres is not that my generation should reproduce the politics of 1978.
We should reproduce its courage.
We should retain its conviction that injustice can be challenged.
But we should add the lessons history taught.
Freedom requires democracy.
Dignity requires education.
Independence requires economic capacity.
Sovereignty requires science and technology.
Memory requires writers, libraries and publishers.
Community requires volunteers.
Leadership requires discipline.
Pan-Africanism requires productive engagement with Africa.
And human progress requires the wisdom to form alliances across race, nationality, religion and political background without abandoning one's own heritage.
Family pride must therefore become obligation.
We owe something to those who crossed oceans before us.
We owe something to those who survived slavery and colonialism.
We owe something to the Kalinago who resisted conquest.
We owe something to the people who fought apartheid.
We owe something to Samora Machel and those who liberated Mozambique.
We owe something to George James Christian and those early Pan-Africanists who recognized Africa as a common concern.
We owe something to the Windrush generation.
We owe something to the Tuskegee Airmen.
We owe something to the librarians who kept books on shelves.
We owe something to Aunt Christalin, whose loving spirit reminds us that human worth is greater than academic or professional achievement.
We owe something to Uncle Wellsworth, who took advanced scientific knowledge abroad and returned it to Dominica in public service.
We owe something to Uncle Samuel, who helped another brother get an education.
To Uncle Lawson and Aunt Hildreth, who demonstrated the usefulness of science.
To Aunt Esther, who shared the struggle of education in a foreign city.
To Uncle Irving and Eddie Toulon, who helped turn ideas into publications and institutions.
To John Smallwood, who opened a professional door.
To Thomas Farrington, who showed that mentorship and commitment to justice can cross racial lines.
To Rosie Douglas and those who struggled for Caribbean independence.
And we owe something to children who have not yet been born.
Our duty is not to worship the past.
It is to use what the past has taught us.
To build Africa and the Caribbean stronger.
More educated.
More scientifically capable.
More democratic.
More productive.
More environmentally responsible.
More technologically advanced.
More united.
More prosperous.
And more sovereign.
That, to me, is the deepest meaning of my father's journey.
The Commandante Pineres reached Cuba decades ago.
But Gabriel Christian's real voyage was never simply from Jamaica to Cienfuegos.
It was the voyage from protest to construction.
From revolutionary romance to democratic institution-building.
From colonial education to intellectual independence.
From racial consciousness to human solidarity without surrendering African dignity.
From books read in a small Dominican library to books published for generations yet unborn.
From political liberation to scientific and economic competence.
From searching the world for heroes to recognizing the unfinished work within one's own family.
That voyage is not over.
The generations of George James Christian, Wendell and Alberta Christian, the John Baptiste clan, Uncle Irving, Eddie Toulon, Rosie Douglas and my father's comrades carried the watch across very different periods of history.
My father's generation carried it farther.
Now the watch is passing to us.
And the question that Aboard the Commandante Pineres ultimately places before my generation is not simply what we believe.
It is:
[bookmark: _jy4j5m8i0ki]What will we build with the freedom, education and inheritance entrusted to us?

