
A great father makes all the difference in his children’s lives. A great father is not only a
pillar of strength for his family, a shoulder to cry on, a support system that never
waivers, and an absolute provider. He is also the person that makes his family feel
completely whole. He forms the structure and embraces all his loved ones in his arms
that are never too short to hold us all at once if needed. My Dad was all of this and
more – because he was not just great, he was perfect in every sense of the word. He
was the perfect father and the perfect husband. 

How do you describe perfection, especially when this status is almost impossible to
achieve? Well, as most already know, Dad was always someone that strived to attain the
unattainable and so I will do my best to share the story of my perfect father. 

Dad was born on October 13, 1955 at the St. Joseph’s Hospital in Kingston, Jamaica.
Little did this baby know that he would one day be referred to as a legend. Dad went
through his school life and at the tender age of 16, he met Elizabeth McCulloch, who
would turn out to be the love of his life, the mother of his children and his forever life
partner. I have been blessed in this life, because both of my parents have achieved the
status of perfection. There is nothing that we, as their children, could ever want to
change about either of them. They provided the absolute best home to grow up in and
as adults their love, support, generosity never wavered.  At each point in our lives, our
parents were always there. For my mom, my brother and I, until March 24, 2021 at
approximately 12:15am, we had a perfect reality. 
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Dad gave us this perfect reality. He was in every sense of the word an amazing human
being. To truly know him, was to truly love him. He was our hero, our mentor, our
support system, our joy, our rock and everything else that we needed or wanted.  How
he managed everything all at once is still unbelievable to all of us. As a younger trainer
his job was extremely demanding and 24 hours in a day was barely enough. Early
mornings, quick lunches, 15 minute naps, talking with owners and friends on the phone
and late nights with the racing book or race videos were all the norm. Yet, in some
unimaginable way, he always had so much time for us. We were never an afterthought.
He managed a demanding career and maintained a loving family life at home with
incredible ease. 

Every other Sunday, we would be woken up at about 5 a.m., quickly changed out of our
PJ’s, put into the car packed with breakfast items, snacks and of course music turned up
– we would stop at the track first and then we were off to some part of Jamaica. Dad
would sing along to his favourites and of course go quiet when “rubbish” songs came on
or if we somehow got to play our music. When he went quiet this was most likely the
sign that the volume would soon be turned down and the chatting would start. The
hours of 5 a.m. to 11 a.m. will always be Daddy’s favourite times to chat – and boy did
we love his stories. The thing was, that even though we weren’t with him at the track
every day, he included us in everything. This included sharing all the funny stories and
the not so funny ones too. We were and will always be his biggest defenders. 
One of his most amazing qualities was how he handled adversity. He was the strongest
man I knew. He would never let it get him down or make him stop trying. It always
pushed him to be better and work harder. He was the definition of a determined
individual and nothing anyone could say or do would change this. He would brush off
any difficulty, say “ok, next time” and make a plan. A plan was always made and none of
his achievements came with the odds being in his favour. 
The morning of February 28th, I of course, was calling the Doctors and Nurses non-stop
only to be eventually told “your Dad is making a lot of phone calls, he really should be
resting.” But he could not rest – he was making a plan. He called each of us, told us how
much he loved us and then - he made a plan. He even went as far as to call his assistant
to plan the horse workouts for the following morning since he would be unable to
communicate with him then. He was the most precise man, nothing would be left to
pure chance and nothing would be left unfinished. If you truly knew him, you knew that
he earned every accolade with the grit of hard work, determination and humility. 

Humility. Many would not think that Dad was a humble man. After all, he achieved the
greatest heights in his career, had a loving and supportive family at home, had some of
the most loyal friends, most of whom turned into family, and created a life where he
would not need for anything.  Yet somehow, Dad was the humblest man I knew.
Humble in a way that he didn’t view himself as the best or having it all. He always
thought there was room for improvement and this is why he was always able to achieve
more than he even thought possible. He was humble yet extremely competitive.



Dad thrived on competition. Whether it be in his career, in poker, in chipsam or just in
life in general - competition gave him the ability to dig deeper and it lit a spark in him
every time. His competitiveness was unmatched and he would never “throw in the
towel” or come up with excuses. He would fight to the very end which make either his
victory or his competitor’s victory even sweeter. Gambling was in his heart and all his
family and friends knew that he could never turn down a good game.  During his life, I
can say with certainty, that he won more than he lost, and even in victory he never
found joy in another’s defeat. His joy came from putting up a great fight. So even in
defeat, he would never be embarrassed by a fight fought well, but instead he would feel
a great sense of pride in knowing that he did all that he could. Of course as his biggest
defenders we would take any and everything way too personal, but he would always tell
us “don’t worry guys, we’ll get them next time,” maybe with a couple expletives added
depending on the mood. And with this he kept us laughing all the time, never allowed
us to stay in a down mood.

Whenever Dad was awake and in his talking mood it was always a belly full of laughter.
Half the time he didn’t even think he was being funny, but there was something so
special about the way he related a story or told a joke that would make it 10x funnier
than it even was. Not to mention his “unique” remarks that became very known to those
in his inner circle. Every time he said them, without a doubt, it brought a smile or laugh
to the faces of those around. It was especially funny when he got mad and the
expletives were added again. We will gravely miss his story times. Even my husband
would get excited to go over in the evenings just to hear the stories. The love we have in
our family will always be a blessing.

Love. Our love knew no bounds and there was nothing we wouldn’t do for each other.
As strong and “serious” that Dad may appear sometimes, he was the most loving father
and very sensitive when it came to us and those that he cared about.  He was always in
the mood for hugs and kisses, and he did give the best hugs. Most evenings, I would go
over to the house, see Dad peacefully sleeping on the couch and “accidentally” bounce
into his feet so he could wake up. Up to this day, he has never woken up in a bad mood.
He would smile and I would kiss his forehead and say “I love you pops.” Sometimes my
annoying chatter would wake him up completely, other times he would fall right back
asleep. If he did wake up, it was with complete certainty that he would then call out to
Mom, “Honeyyyy, what’s for supper?” And in an instant mom was up and about looking
after something for him. He was of course stubborn at times and fell asleep right after
eating, but as stubborn as he could be, he was the best listener. He was always willing
to listen to our problems, of course fix them with ease, lend his advice and then
promptly fall asleep after. He could do no wrongs in our eyes and if you thought
differently, you would quickly become public enemy number #1 in our eyes.



As much as we defended him, and he easily brushed off his own adversities, Dad was a
huge defender of his family and his friends. We all knew that Dad told it like it was and
he was never one to “pretty” up a situation. If the day came that someone tried to take
advantage of his family or his friends, he would be charged up and ready to rectify that
situation very quickly. You could not take advantage of someone he cared about on his
watch. He defended us in all we did or against all who crossed our paths in the wrong
way. If you were his family or friend, you could rest easy before knowing that he had
your back at all times and now, you can continue to rest easy knowing that he’s
watching over all of us from Heaven.

Everyone knew of his other love in life – his love for animals, especially his horses and
his adopted dog “Girl”. Before there was even a thought of being a trainer, Dad had his
very own horse “Bonnie” that he kept at a stable on Sandhurst crescent right where he
lived. He rode Bonnie up and down Kingston and after buying his first horse for racing,
he was hooked.He took great care in looking after his animals. Nothing would get him
more upset, and everyone knew it was the fastest way out of his stable, than someone
treating an animal as a lesser creature. He believed they must be looked after like you
would look after your own and all measures must be put in place to prevent any form of
suffering on their part. After all, the love that animals show back to us is far greater than
we deserve. Dad had even “adopted” a dog at the stables for the past couple of years,
known as “Girl.” She used to roam around the entire track and one day she just decided
to stay. From that day, Mom quickly had another role of putting up food for her every
night so that Dad could take it to the stable in the mornings (n.b. – she only likes meat).
“Girl” defended Dad like no other and was known to “protect” the stable if she didn’t
think you were welcome. Dad described her as the most loyal dog and would treat her
accordingly. She had her last set of babies, before he got her spayed, in his stable and
Dad ensured all her puppies were adopted. Now, who would think this “serious” man
would take such care of a wandering animal that just seemed to like him? Well every
day, as his blue pickup turned the bend for the stable she would come out wagging. She
still does to this day when Jason pulls up.  

Jason. My Dad’s protégé and his very best friend. Dad very firmly believed in the
statement “It’s never too late for an old dog to learn new tricks” and for this Jason was
his very best adviser. Even though they were apart in distance they would speak almost
every morning and advice would be shared back and forth. Dad had no quims in saying
“Jason going to be better than me you nuh.” He believed in his love for the horses and
his aptitude to train them to the best of his ability. After all, from he was a little boy,
nothing or no one could keep Jason away from the track. Dad was so very proud of
Jason and what he has been able to achieve at such a young age. Jason, in turn, had the
utmost love and respect for Dad and there is nothing that he wouldn’t do for him. Their
bond was special and Dad will always be Jason’s mentor and guru in his life and his
career. 



Mom. The love of his life. His forever partner. The woman who helped him to build his
life and his career. The woman he would drop everything for in a second if he had to.
His everything. They were high school sweethearts; whose love grew even deeper under
Grandma’s roof (Joan McCulloch). Even though at one point, Grandma forbade them
from being together for a little – there is something called destiny and they were back
together in no time. The love that my Dad had for my mother was out of this world,
literally. They were two peas in a pod and nothing or no one could ever come in
between them. The characteristics of an amazing husband was embedded deep within
my father, never to leave, and the lessons he taught us on how to not only be the best
parent, but also the best partner, will never be forgotten. Honesty, loyalty, love, care,
patience, compassion are but only some of the qualities we saw expressed for my mom.
Jason and myself took great pride in our parents. We were constantly reminded just
how lucky we were to grow up in a home filled with so much love - from random slow
dances, to singing duets with the help of youtube, to just pure adoration of one
another. Their marriage and bond was once in a lifetime – what dreams are made of. An
eternal, endless love. 

Love was something that we were never short of, and we find some peace in knowing
that Dad knew just how much we all loved him and looked up to him. Dad you were the
most amazing father and my hero. I thank God for giving us a beautiful life, filled with
beautiful memories. Even though I wish we had more time with you, I also thank God
for giving us our very own Guardian Angel. I know that you will be up in Heaven with
your very own stable of horses, racing every day of the week, “awesome” food, poker,
chipsam & domino games every night, with all the family and friends that you have
gone up there to be with. Until we see you again in Heaven, we will miss you each
second, of every minute, of every hour, of every day, of every month and of every year
for the rest of our lives. Nothing will ever be the same without you Dad, but you will be
with us in our hearts at all times. I love you pops, we love you, Always & Forever, and
some more after that. 

Love, 
Stephanie 


