
Uncle Neville… 

Mr Aming… 

Grampy …

Pops…

Aming…


These are just a few ways that everyone 
referred to Neville Romus Aming… But to 
me… He was DADDY… and MY DADDY 
WAS THE BEST BEST DADDY!!!


Allow me to explain… Biologically, Neville 
was my grandfather. My birth mother was 
Roxanne, his daughter, now deceaced. At 
just a few weeks old, I was left in the care 
of him and his wife Conchita for what was 
intended to be a temporary visit, this visit 
however, turned into a lifetime. So to me, 
Conchita is my mummy & Neville was MY 
DADDY… and my Daddy was the best best 
Daddy. 




Neville Aming was born on August 9th, 
1923 to his parents Wilfred & Jane Aming. 
Wilfred was what we call a chiney man 
straight off the boat. In those days, 
immigrants from China entered Trinidad via 
ship and when  you came off the vessel 
and your names were being recorded, they 
would write it just as they heard it. So in 
actual fact, our original family name was 
MOY MING. But to the registrar’s ears, it 
sounded like Aming. And it was there that 
the Aming Dynasty was born.


Neville was the first born son, and after him 
came Rita, fondly referred to as Auntie 
Ayoon…  Joesph, Uncle Joe… then our 
legendary musician and night club owner 
Choy Aming… Francis, lovingly called 
Uncle Kim and finally the baby… queen 
maker Kim Sabeeney or Rhoma Aming Snr, 
which is an inside family joke. 




Born on Nelson Street, Port of Spain, 
Daddy spent his childhood behind the 
bridge. For the younger ones amongst us, 
behind the bridge refers to that area 
between Charlotte Street and 
Independence Square, encompassing 
streets like Observatory Street, Piccadilly 
Street, Oxford And Duke Streets… however 
Codrington Street is where he called home. 
He attended Belmont Intermediate Boys 
school.


Daddy would tell stories about where his 
love affair with Carnival began. He would 
runaway from home and school to go to 
the Mas camps in the area. It was there 
that he would help make costumes and 
shadow his mentors and absorb all the 
knowledge that he could… the tools of the 
trade as it were. These tools would give 
him the courage and confidence to 
eventually begin bringing out his own band. 




Neville Aming’s band was a family band. 
Just yesterday at his viewing, an old 
Masquerader shared stories of how 
comfortable she felt playing mas with him 
year after year…. Till she felt as if she was 
now part of HIS family. Daddy was just that 
A FAMILY MAN. His family meant 
EVERYTHING to him. Daddy had 10 
children… Albert, known as Poney, now 
deceased… Alana, Steve and Noel.  All 
born of Granny Joyce. Followed by Bobby, 
Angie, Roxanne (now deceased), Maurice, 
Lisa and Marissa. All children of Theresa 
Wilson, known as Granny Kim.


In the early 70’s Daddy met and married 
Conchita, a widow with 2 children, Patty 
Ann and Joey. At that time, his blended 
family took residence at upper Charlotte 
Street. In 1976 I came along and within a 



few years, we would all move to Boissiere 
Village in Maraval. 


Eventually, his children would all grow up 
and get married, some migrated to 
America, while a few of them remained in 
Trinidad. His children made their homes in 
varying states, such as Florida, New York 
and Maryland. It was in Maryland that most 
of them settled. Daddy LOVED to travel!! 
I'm not even sure what he loved more… 
traveling…. or traveling so that he could 
shop. Yes… he was a man that LOVED to 
shop! An oxymoron, right?!?


More than his love for shopping was his 
love for a discount and a bargain. DADDY 
LOVED A SALE!! Whether he traveled to 
Margarita on his annual pilgrimage to the 
feast of the lady of the valley….the states 
to visit his children and grandchildren… 



Bermuda or New York on his missions as 
Carnival Ambassador. 


Neville Aming HAD TO SHOP!! I didn't 
mind…. Because as the spoil child in the 
family… I benefitted from this glorious 
addiction.  Daddy would collect ALL the 
daily reading material , sit at the dining 
table and peruse most carefully page by 
page. You would think he was reading the 
newspaper, right…. no my friends… he was 
reading the coupons!! Daddy would read 
the coupons, map out his route and 
summond his offspring or their husbands 
and wives or his grandchildren to take him 
shopping when they got home from work 
or school… to buy everything that was on 
special. Anywhere there was a sale or 
bargain shopping… Daddy was there. Big 
Lots, Bag Man and the Dollar Store were 
daddy’s best friends. 




Needless to say…. His suitcase would be 
filled to capacity ( back then it would be 70 
lbs each) with things that he needed and 
mostly things that he didn't need…. But it 
didn't matter… cuz it was on SALE!!! As a 
little girl, I couldn't wait for daddy to return 
to Trinidad, because I would stay awake till 
after midnight, to help him unpack when he 
got home, because like I said before… 
being the spoil child… most of those 
goodies would be for me.


Daddy loved a bargain. I'll share with you 
One of my favorite stories… Joey and 
mummy would remember…

One morning daddy called up Jerry…. A 
cousin, but also one of his many drivers, 
because Daddy never drove…and said 
“Jerry, Come fuh mih nah… ah want to go 
in de country to get some goat milk” Jerry 
was there within the hour. I remember it as 
a Saturday morning and they would have 



left around 9am. Only to return after lunch. 
We opened the gate, only to see that not 
only did he and Jerry return, but there were 
2 other cars that followed into our 
driveway. 2 strange gentlemen pulled in, 
parked the cars and left… “OK Uncle… 
Take Care!!

So I said “Daddy, who's that and why they 
parking here?!?”

Daddy replies “ Girl… ah get 2 fuh 20!!

“What?!?”

Neville Aming left home to buy Goat’s 
Milk… but came home with 2 cars…. 
Because he got a deal!! Daddy bought 2 
cars for $20,000. Needless to say… there 
was no Goats milk in sight….

But he said “doh worry… ah going back 
tomorrow to buy d goat… ah will get goat 
milk when ah want…. And de goat will eat 
all d grass in yard, so ah doh have to pay a 
man to do it !! That was my Daddy… 
ALWAYS looking for a bargain!!




Now remember, Daddy didn't even drive…. 
Which is what made this story even more 
ridiculous… but like I mentioned… I always 
benefited from his shopping addiction, 
because one of those said 2 cars would 
turn in to MY first car… The good old Mint 
Green Galant Pan. I think u too Uncle 
Maurice took a tush in it on your visits.


In the same breath, there was never 
anything that you couldn't ask Daddy for. 
Daddy was just that guy… and if HE 
couldn't get it himself… he ALWAYS knew 
SOMEBODY who could.

You need a little money borrowed… ask 
Uncle Neville… you need a speaker or a 
mixer…. ask Uncle Neville… you need 
some materials to spruce up your 
costume… Ask Uncle Neville… u needed a 
car borrowed for the day… ask Uncle 
Neville… you name it.. you asked for it… 



and if he didn't have it… he would find it! 
Best believe Daddy would.


How do you honour an already honorable 
man. In 1996, Daddy was awarded the 
Humming Bird Silver medal by then 
President Noor Hassanali. Culturally, one of 
his proudest moments. He often bragged 
about his achievements over his 94 years. 
His greatest accomplishment by far was his 
family and being the last of his generation. 
But as was mentioned in our daily Guardian 
newspaper last week Daddy lived and died 
Carnival. 

His first band was Reign of the Mings in 
1959 followed by Golden Age of China in 
1960. Some of his favorites were Oriental 
Fantasy in 1967; All Things Beautiful in 
1972; Beauty is Simplicity in 1980; Dream 
Fantasy, Mas on Mars in 1990 and Beauty 
of the Coral Seas in 1998 which would be 
his final presentation.




Daddy won every single title there was to 
win in Trinidad Carnival. However he never 
won a Queen of Carnival title. I would come 
very close, as I came second in 1998 with 
the portrayal Flowers of the Coral 
Seas.That elusive title was lost by just one 
point. 

Hilton Cox would bring home the gold as it 
were, in the King of Carnival  title in 1978 
with The Demon Mantis and again in 1981 
with First Quarter of the Moon. 

Daddy won Band of the year Medium in 
1978 with Legend of the Mayans. He 
always loved history and enjoyed reading 
National Geographic magazines and similar 
publications. He was very inspired by 
Greek and Roman mythology and biblical 
themes.

He was a founding member of the Carnival 
Bandleaders Association which would 
become the NCBA and for many years 
after his quiet retirement from the mas 



arena, served as an advisor with the 
National Carnival Commission.

Neville Aming was a Carnival Icon. His 
children would continue his legacy, as his 
Son Bobby and his Daughter Lisa and her 
husband would bring out a band in what 
was then D.C. Carnival. They too have 
since retired from the Carnival Arena, 
however his influence lives on with me… 
the spoil child… As I am currently a 
costume designer, and have been for the 
last 18 years. It's in my blood… I couldn't 
deny it if I tried… because I too have been 
known to live and breathe Carnival. 


In his later years, Daddy remained at home 
in Maraval. Now very aged, he was unable 
to do the things he loved the most, and for 
this he grieved.  His body was slowly 
reminding him that he was now an old man 
and he just physically was unable to make 
his frequent trips to Charlotte Street to 



make market. Pass by Samaroo’s on 
Abercromby Street, to just smell and touch 
the feathers and fabrics and get some 
sweet talk from Sharon and the girls to 
remind him that he was a sweet man. Cuz 
we all know how Daddy loved the ladies. To 
walk through the streets of Port of Spain 
and hear “Aming” shouted to him as he 
was recognized by old friends and 
masqueraders… and for this he grieved. He 
would return home, sit in his recliner with a 
BIG glass of juice and watch his team 
Manchester United play football or West 
Indies cricket or just sit and listen to Bing 
Crosby or Barbra Streisand and pray the 
rosary on cd’s with Mummy. Joey, his wife 
Christine and mummy were now Daddy’s 
backbone. They would now be his daily 
refuge and tend to him more than any of us 
could. When Daddy’s needs became more 
than could be handled at home, he spent 
his last days at the Corpus Christi home, 



where he was looked after by Sister 
Marcella and his caregiver Susan, to whom 
our family is forever indebted. We cannot 
thank you enough for the love, attention 
and care that he received and for that we 
Thank you.  In his last moments,  the nuns 
were surrounding him, his daughter Lisa 
was hugging him… and Daddy crossed his 
hands about his body with his rosary 
around his hands and closed his eyes. 
They literally sang him into heaven. We 
couldn't have asked for a better send off. 
He knew that he was loved… he wasn't 
alone… and the angels came and got him. I 
was away at work when I got the news 
around 9:30 pm that Friday night. I boarded 
a flight home just after midnight to head 
back to Trinidad and sat staring out the 
window the entire time. The lighting show 
in the sky was INCREDIBLE. There was fire 
works in heaven… welcoming Daddy 
home. 




I could stand here for hours and tell stories 
about My Daddy. I walked in this morning 
and saw so many faces that brought back 
instant memories of my childhood and 
being a mas man’s daughter. Daddy 
touched sooo many lives. I haven't even 
scratched the surface of all the tales of this 
Pioneer… this Gladiator… this Patriarch… 
this Legend. He lived an amazing life… 
THAT was an innings!! He left us with a 
legacy that we will ensure lives on.   


I could stand here and say soooo much…. 
But What  I will say though… is My Daddy 
was the BEST, BEST DADDY. 



