
1



2

Dunstan St. Omer no longer stands before us.  A giant has 
fallen asleep! The crow’s feet which once clasped  his eyes 
in  rivulets of pain from a lifetime of struggle have dried. 
The roar of his laughter is stilled, and the fire in his belly 
has died. We hang onto the memory of the passion he had 
inside, the raging love of art, of people, of country; for we 
know that  this home-grown genius has etched his name in 
the annals of our artistic history.

Dunstan Gerbert Raphael St. Omer was born in 
Castries, St. Lucia, on the 24th 
October 1927, the second son 
of Gerald and Louisa St. Omer. 
His father was an ex-soldier 
and customs officer, his mother, 
a home-maker. He had an 
older brother, Allen, and a 
younger sister, Geraldine. He 
attended the St. Aloysius Boys’ 
(“R.C.Boys”) School and later 
St. Mary’s College where he met  
Leo ‘Spa’ St. Helene and Derek 
Walcott who would become 
his best friends. He married 
Cynthia St. Croix in 1952 and they had nine children, 
Roxanne, Lydia, Sophia, Alwyn, Luigi, Digna, Julio, 
Giovanni and Dunya, many of whom are artists in their 
own right.

St. Omer began painting as a child, attracted, as 
he recalls, by “the beautiful Sacred Heart paintings in 
Belgrave’s shop on the Chaussee road in Castries,” and by 
the paintings of B.T. St. Helene which his friend ‘Spa’ used 

to show him. At about eleven years, his aunt took some 
of his paintings to Harold “Harry” Simmons, the father-
figure for art and culture in St. Lucia. “Harry” invited the 
young St. Omer to his studio. Thus began an apprenticeship 
which would last for years and would flower into a life-long 
relationship with Derek Walcott, another of “Harry’s” 
student artists.

In 1946 St. Omer left St. Lucia for Curacao. There he 
began to study architecture. He came under the influence 

of the best painter on the island, a 
Greek named Pandelis, who exposed 
him to the kind of literature on art 
that was not available in St. Lucia. 
He returned to St. Lucia in 1949, but 
the famous Castries fire of 1948 (cf. 
Derek Walcott’s “A City’s Death by 
Fire”) had destroyed all of his Pre-
Curacao works. So he taught for a 
while at the Vide Bouteille Primary 
School , moved into surveying  
with Vernon Augustine. He taught 
part-time  at St. Mary’s College  and 
at the Extra-Mural Department of 

UWI. In 1956 UWI Extra-Mural Department gave him a 
thirteen months scholarship to study art in Puerto Rico.

Upon his return to St. Lucia, St. Omer  worked with Upon his return to St. Lucia, St. Omer  worked with U
Harold Simmons as sub-editor of the Voice of St. Lucia 
replacing him as editor from 1959-1962. For an interval of 
three years he painted professionally, although he was for a 
while a construction worker at the new Blue Waters Hotel. 
He joined the St. Lucia Chamber of Commerce and served 

National 
Cultural 
Hero 
Hon. Sir Dunstan Gerbert 
Raphael St. Omer 
SLC, KCMG, MBE, BM, D.Litt.

“A sun that stands 
back from the fire of 
itself, not shamed, 
prizing its shadow, 
watching it blaze!…”
Another Life, 
Derek Walcott on St. Omer
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as Secretary from 1967-71.During that period he became 
the first General Secretary for the Chambers of Commerce 
of the Windward Islands (1970). In 1971 St. Omer was 
appointed Art Specialist in the Ministry of Education ( 
later called ‘Curriculum Officer for Arts’), a position held 
until his retirement in 2000.

As an artist, St. Omer’s dream was to  “paint every bay, 
every village, the whole country.” As he once said “ The 
whole country must be recorded in beauty, so that people 
living with it and growing up with it will grow up with the 
sense of beauty that is their heritage, that they are part of.”

That dream he has realised in great measure, not only 
through the hundreds of his paintings which adorn our 
homes, or murals that grace our churches and  village 
sidewalks, but in the generations of young St. Lucian artists 
he has inspired as the art instructor for schools over a 
period of three decades. To crown it all, he gave the nation 
it’s proudest symbol, the national flag. 

Dunstan St. Omer has given St. Lucia international 
recognition as one of the principal muralists in the region, 
and undoubtedly the premier Catholic muralist in the 
Caribbean. His church murals include the “La Rose mural” 
at Monchy, the Desruisseaux “Last Supper,” the twenty-
foot Black Christ at the church of Sts. Philip and James 
in Fonds St. Jacques, the famous “Holy Family” mural in 
Jacmel/Roseau and the murals that now adorn the Minor 
Basilica of the Immaculate Conception, Castries. His 
church murals extend beyond the shores of St. Lucia to the 
church of St. Francois in Martinique, and to the Regional 
Seminary in Trinidad.

 Through his murals St. Omer brings the ancient 
art of Catholic iconography celebrated by the world’s 
leading painters in cathedral and basilicas throughout the 
centuries, right here to our present age, in a spectacular 
feat of inculturation. In the process he has created a unique 
artistic variation of the cubist style called prismism.  
Prismism is the artistic representation/revelation of reality 
in the way that light is refracted in a prism or a rainbow 
through raindrops.

His madonnas too are a unique genre in Caribbean 
art; mother and child in a foetal relationship. It symbolises 
what the artist believes is every man’s love for his own 
mother and every Catholic’s love for the Virgin Mary. St. 
Omer love affair with the Virgin stems from his black-

consciousness and inability to relate to the European 
images of Christ. This is why he exclaims “I feel that 
my greatest contribution as an artist in St. Lucia, my 
monument, is that I’ve been able to start painting Christ, 
his mother and Joseph in the church as ‘black’. Your god 
must be of you, and you of your god. I live in God and God 
lives in me. My god must be like me, like my father, like my 
ancestor.” The murals at the Minor Basilica in Castries are 
a testimony to that consciousness.

St. Omer, along with Harold Simmons, have become 
part of world literature as principal characters of Derek 
Walcott’s Another Life, and St. Omer’s “Holy Family 
Mural” in Jacmel  has been immortalised in Walcott’s Sea 
Grapes. Not only has this mural been celebrated in verse, 
but  it has been used in many publications as representative 
of St. Lucia’s artistic tradition and has appeared as the 
cover for a number of books. In 1999  that mural received 
international recognition when it was  chosen among 
submissions from Chile, Peru, Ghana, Tanzania, India and 
Hong Kong as the cover for a world-wide publication on 
popular Catholicism ( Popular Catholicism in a World 
Church, eds. Thomas Bamat and Jean-Paul Wiest, Orbis 
Books, Maryknoll, N.Y.,1999) This meant  that in every 
reputable University and Theological Institute in the world, 
students would  be exposed to St. Omer’s mural through 
this study. Our St. Omer was no longer purely local; he had 
become regional and now global. 
St. Omer  was awarded a Bene Merenti Papal Medal by 
the Catholic Church and the St Lucia Cross by the St 
Lucia government on the occasion of the island’s 25th 
Anniversary. In 2007 the Folk Research Centre declared 
him a National Cultural Hero. In 2009 he received an 
honorary Doctor of Letters degree from the University 
of the West Indies, and in 2010 the Knight Commander 
of the Order of St Michael and St George (KCMG) was 
conferred on him in the New Years Honours of H.M 
Queen Elizabeth II.
On May 5th, 2015, the Hon. Sir. Dunstan, Gerbert, 
Raphael St. Omer, the designer of our national flag, the 
father of Prismism and the creator of the native Madonna,  
Saint Lucia’s muralist par excellence, died peacefully at his 
home in Union. He was 87 years old.

Msgr. Hon. Dr. Patrick Anthony, SLC.



4



5



6

Arrival of Her Excellency the Governor General.

Welcome and Introduction
Ms. Marcellina John

Tributes The Requiem (Charles Cadet Musical) 

Cultural Development Foundation (CDF}

St Lucia School of Ballet (Schubert’s Ave Maria, 
soloist: Elra Ermay-Glasgow accompanied by 
the St. Lucia School of Music String Ensemble)

Ministry of Education, Song by Ave Maria Girls 
Primary School: Soon and Very Soon (Andrae 
Crouch) accompanied by the Corinth Secondary 
School Musicians.

Carlos St Omer (Special Musical composition 
for Sir Dunstan) Vocals by: Presley Scotlandfor Sir Dunstan) Vocals by: Presley Scotlandf

Folk Research Centre

Dr. Jocelyn Clarke Fletcher (Family)

Eulogy McDonald Dixon
Derek Walcott (Poetic Tribute)
Ronald Boo Hinkson, Chanson Marianne, 
Guitar Solo

Celebration of the Life of
National Cultural Hero

Hon. Sir Dunstan St. Omer 
SLC, KCMG, MBE, BM, D.Litt.
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Order of Service

Celebrants  His Eminence Kelvin Edward Cardinal Felix
Msgr. Patrick A.B. Anthony

Animator  Ms. Marcellina John

Musicians  Our Lady’s Choir
Organist : Ms. Joyce Auguste
The Royal Saint Lucia Police Band

Entrance Hymn Blessed Assurance 

1st Reading  Isaiah 25: 6-10a
Her Excellency, Dame Pearlette Louisy

Responsorial
Hymn  Into Your hands (Psalm 31/ 22; 

No. 167 in the hymnal  “Moments of Celebration”)

2nd Reading  I Corinthians 12-31-13:13
Meckana Desa

Gospel 
Acclamation  Easter Alleluia

Gospel  John 17: 21-26    

Celebration of the Life of
National Cultural Hero

Hon. Sir Dunstan St. Omer 
SLC, KCMG, OBE, BM, D.Litt.
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Homily  Homily  Homily Msgr: Patrick A. B. Anthony

SMC School 
Anthem   Step Together

Prayers of 
the Faithful  Kerrida St Omer

Natanni St Omer
Elsa Alnebeck
Alwyn St. Omer, Jr.
Arienne Hall
Denise St Omer
Sophia St Omer

Collection  In Aid of the Holy Family Children’s Home

Collection Hymn Hallelujah Chorus (Handel) 
The Royal St. Lucia Police Band

Offertory  Offertory  Offertory Papa Nou Ka Ofé

Hosanna  Grayson Warren

Sign of peace Peace and Love (Rastafarian version)

Lamb of God Sr. Gertrude Gurney OSB

Communion  I am the Bread of Life 

Signing of 
the Register  Je Vous Salue Marie 

Celebration of the Life of
National Cultural Hero

Hon. Sir Dunstan St. Omer 
SLC, KCMG, MBE, BM, D.Litt.
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Celebration of the Life of
National Cultural Hero

Hon. Sir Dunstan St. Omer 
SLC, KCMG, MBE, BM, D.Litt.

Witnesses  Digna St Omer Hall
Dunya Alnebeck
Alwyn St Omer
Luigi St Omer

Final 
Commendation Ode to an Artist 

(composed by Charles Cadet)

Recessional Hymn How Great Thou Art

Pall Bearers  Alwyn St Omer
Luigi St Omer
Julio St Omer
Giovanni St Omer
Magnus Alnebeck
Andre St Omer
Carlos St Omer

Graveside Hymns I Surrender all
Going Home
I Watch the Sunrise (Close to You)I Watch the Sunrise (Close to You)I W
How Great Thou Art
Peace & Love 
We RememberWe RememberW
O Pastora Divina
Be Not Afraid 
Ave Maria (Schubert)Ave Maria (Schubert)A
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Asix year old school boy, turning seven, goes 
past Block H, Apartment 1, in the CDC 
Castries, from Monday to Friday, to and 

from the Anglican Infant School. On most days he 
encounters a tall man seated on a low stool, on a 
porch, in front of an easel and a primed piece of hard 
board, reminiscent of a small black board at school, 
only that the hard board was white with charcoal 
figurines. Fascinated by the figures taking shape on 
the piece of hard board, the small boy summons the 
courage to begin a conversation with the man who 
is seventeen years his senior. The man astonished by 
the child’s keen interest in his work, one afternoon 
asked, if he would like to try his hand and passed the 
brush. The man had been priming a piece of hard 
board with white paint. Thus began the friendship 
that would span six decades, and cement a lasting 
relationship with art and culture that has never 
fluttered, or been dimmed by time or circumstance.

Long before I grew to understand the true 
meaning of art and culture, or even before having 
remote knowledge of being a successor to a mighty 
heritage, I had met the great Apilo. In a child’s mind 
he was already larger than life with a handlebar 
moustache that tapered like his brushes. Had I 
known of Dali then, I would have equated the two 
as brothers. Anyone who could take the sea and 
sky and reduce them in paint on a 30 by 40 piece of 
canvas was a giant; the friendly kind that popped out 
from fairy tales by Hans Christian Andersen, or the 
Grimms Brothers, to assuage my nightmares. Never 
could my young mind conceive a natural progression 

of this magnitude, without relating it to some of the 
contes I had heard, or some latent image framing in 
my subconscious.

Through his generous interaction, which 
allowed me to prime the hard-board scraps lying 
around on his porch and to sketch in charcoal on 
the pieces I had been permitted to prime, I slowly 
began to develop a long and lasting reverence for 
the arts, which is with me up to today. He was very 
stingy, however, with his paints and brushes, always 
bickering how expensive they were and if I wanted to 
graduate to using them, I would have to be serious. 

This served as an incentive and never deterred me , 
prodding me on to cajole my mother into buying my 
first set of water colours and drawing book under 
the pretext that it was required for school, without 
spelling out which school.

We left the CDC in 1952 and I would not We left the CDC in 1952 and I would not W
meet Sir Dunstan again until 1956 when I went 
to St. Mary’s college and he was the arts teacher. 
I distinctly remember him asking me for my 
old drawing books and being saddened by the 

Eulogy
HOMAGE TO SIR DUNSTAN 
McDonald Dixon

“…But drunkenly, or secretly, we swore, disciples 
of that astigmatic saint, that we would never 
leave the island until we had put down, in paint, 
in words, as palmists learn the network of a 
hand,all of its sunken, leaf-choked ravines, every 
neglected, self-pitying inlet muttering in brackish 
dialect, the ropes of mangroves from which old 
soldier crabs slipped surrendering to slush,” 
( Derek Walcott, Another Life )
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disappointed look on his face when I told him I had 
not kept them.  A lot had happened in those four 
years and my mother had moved house on four 
occasions, getting rid of anything she considered 
rubbish. At my age, I had no say. There was a unique 
and infectious manner in the way Sir Dunstan 
taught art. He gave you the subject, whether it was 
the lighthouse, a still life, or a landscape and asked 
you to go paint it. When you returned with the 
finished work there was no conventional criticism. 
It did not matter to him whether the work was 
good, bad, or indifferent. What mattered were the 
colours used; were they appropriate? and the light. 
It was always the light; how you treated the light. 
“Black is not a shade, it is a colour.” He taught us 
to see. Like his lifelong friend Derek, he instilled 
in his young charges the reality that mahogany was 
as noble as the oak, and the Caribbean was as blue 
green as the Aegean.  There was a nobility in us as 
a people that could not be subjected to colonialism. 
If I gained any knowledge from his classes, it was 

learning the importance of who I am and my place 
in the world as a man born in the Antilles. “Learn to 
believe you are as good as Michelangelo, if you want 
to be a sculptor or a painter,” he said. “Or as good 
as Shakespeare if you decide to write, I will accept 
nothing less.”

I remember him going away to study sometime 
in 1957 and was overseas for a few years; I do not 
recall how long. By the time he returned, Gordon 
Jn Baptiste and myself were the only student who 
continued painting. I had been taking a serious 
interest in the lives of the masters and borrowed 
every available book from the library on the 
subject until I had exhausted the ample offerings 
on the shelves and befriended the librarian who 
would permit me to take home reference books on 
weekends, with strict instructions to return them on 
Monday afternoons after school…

On the lighter side, who can forget the rum 
punches that sent you reeling after just a whiff? 
the aroma filtering through every corner of the 
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maisonette apartment. Naturally Sir Dunstan 
allowed everybody to think that he was the maker, 
but those of us who knew otherwise, understood 
that Lady Cynthia would do nothing to hurt his 
ego in the presence of his friends.  As a teenager, 
the rum punches were more than ample incentive 
to visit him frequently. He had been married by 
then, with a growing family and was living at block 
R, Apartment 3,where the children grew up. I 
began to realize about that time (not that I had not 
observed) his firm commitment to his earlier vow 
with his friend Derek, not to leave this country 
until he had put down in paint every nook and 
cranny of this island. This was to find its epitome 
in the altarpiece at Jacmel, Roseau, painted on the 
sanctuary wall of the parish church, where his black 
Madonna sits triumphant, over a valley prone to the 
miseries of cane, making poverty seem like a rustic 
jewel that must be revered in a light that cannot be 
dimmed even in death, but will continue to shine in 
immortality, throughout the ages.  

Greater than life’s gift, his obvious talent as 
a painter, was his indomitable skill as a teacher 
with the ability to hone young minds in his care 
to understand and receive the unyielding light: to 
see old things with fresh eyes; to reassure us that 
what we perceive as weakness is a subtle strength, 
pliant as bamboo, but resilient like teak. Had he 
been born in another country, perhaps in another 
age, his would have been a household international 
name, if not already so as I speak; renowned as 

Picasso, Giotto, Leonardo or Michelangelo. His 
body of work can fill anyone of the world galleries, 
commanding attention; can adorn the pages of the 
most discriminate art journals, highlighted in places 
of prominence and with profound purpose. But 
deep inside, was this type of fame he sought, going 
beyond his motto of: “Drink your rum, praise your 
God and mind your own business?”  I do not believe 
this.

It was not by accident he stumbled on his 
black Madonna. It had been on his mind since he 
painted the panels at the church of Saint Joseph the 
worker in Gros Islet. It was only a fervent love for 
his faith which prevented him from painting her 
then, as he would have likely been reprimanded, or 
worse, excommunicated, the pain of which would 
have been too heavy for him to bear. By a generous 
providence of fate, along came Pope John the 
twenty third in the early sixties with the concept 
of Vatican II and freedom of worship unleashing 
all the creative genomes in Sir Dunstan, to parody 
Brathwaite, black snows fell from his heaven. He 
would understand his faith with greater clarity 
seeing his God and all the angels and saints in 
his own individual light. To understand the man, 
who was both simple and complex, a paradox like 
all genius, before him and after, let me illustrate, 
painting with the words of Derek Walcott, which I 
borrow here liberally from Another Life: 

(Gregorias laughs, a white roar ringed with 
lamplight, gigantic moths, the shadow of his hands
fluttering the wall, it is his usual 
gesture now, the crucifix…

“Ah, Gregorias, you are a genius, yes!
Yes , God and me, we understand each other.”
He hoists his youngest landscape like a child,
kisses, cradles it, opens the window
of the village night, head tilted seaward,
grey gaze serenely clamped,
lean fingers waving, “listen!”
As if the thunderous Atlantic
were a record he had just put on.
“Listen! Vasco da Gama kneels to the New World.”)

It is never easy to accept and mourn the passing of 
a friend, but when that friend has grown in stature 
to become a legend in his lifetime where does 
mourning pause and the eulogy begin. I would 
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have loved to tell you that in addition to his painterly 
scholarship what a wonderful actor he was and I had 
the honour to have seen him play Svietlovidoff opposite 
Arthur Jacobs as Ivanitch, in Swansong by Chekov. How 
both he and Jacobs were lavished with praises by Sir Rex 
Harrison and his wife who were in the audience, being 
on island for the filming of Doctor Doolittle. But that 
would be trivia and can find its place elsewhere. It is also 
pointless to repeat the several well known anecdo tes 
regurgitated in journals and in pamphlets over the past 
two weeks, which some you by now have committed to 
memory. Not wishing to bore you with repetition has 
made this eulogy all the more difficult to write. However, 
a real biography is waiting for a brave researcher, who 
will be bold enough to enter the complex labyrinth, 
with all its winding passageways, that is the life of Sir 
Dunstan. The pain, the suffering and in the end the 
ultimate triumph; a book that if properly written will 
become compulsive reading to any aspiring Caribbean 
Artist who is willing to forsake the glamour and undergo 
the sacrifice of self. 

There is no instrument to measure loss, only the 
dull pain that comes with remembering. A constant 
throbbing reminds you that the heart still functions and 

the pain of passing will ease with time but will not stop. 
There is nothing I can say to you Lady Cynthia, short 
of bringing back Sir Dunstan that will console you. But 
as you relive those sixty three years you spent together 
and the nine replicas the two of you created, assure 
yourself that Sir Dunstan continues to parade through 
those memories and in the lives of your children and 
grand children. To Alwyn and the rest of the crew, be 
strong , keep the faith. He kept his side of the bargain, 
never to have left this island until every bay and inlet 
was captured on his canvas, you are now charged with 
the responsibility to record the future. Just as the seasons 
in other climates change, so will our beloved landscape 
surrender to the embrace of progress; it is for you and 
all of us who are left behind as custodians of his long 
legacy to ensure that these changes enhance and not 
destroy, preserve life and fully sustain the needs of future 
generations in all their artisanal endeavours. To Derek 
and Paba and Sir Dunstan’s multitude of friends, of 
which I am honoured to be part, both here and across 
the sea, I say: the legend continues, art is immortal.
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Condolences.

Sincerest condolences on the passing of one of Saint 
Lucia’s most accomplished sons. A patriot  in every 
sense of the word, Sir Dunstan made it his life’s work 
to make us know, love,  and appreciate ourselves and 
what is ours.  And indeed, we see ourselves in the flag 
he designed for us, in the murals he painted of and for 
us, in the native Madonnas that became his signature.  
He gave us beautiful things we could live with for the 
rest of our lives.  

His life’s work is ended. We can all proudly say of his 
legacy what he himself said of a good painting:  that 
his was a very good legacy, a good one by any stand-
ard, one we will enjoy for the rest of our own lives.  

 May God’s richest mercies and blessings attend him.   
May the Madonna receive and embrace him with the 
same tenderness that he so lovingly portrayed her.

May he rest in peace.

Dame Pearlette Louisy
Governor  General 
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 “I would like to express on behalf of the Government 
and people of Saint Lucia the deepest regret at the loss 
of Sir Dunstan. He was truly a phenomenal man. 

His passing creates a great chasm in our collective 
heart and soul, particularly because we know how 
much he loved and served his island home, and how 
he believed in celebrating everything that is beautifully 
Saint Lucian. 

In the days to come, the entire nation will come to 
honour his remarkable life, his indelible brushstrokes 
across Saint Lucian identity, his colour-filled memory, 
and I am confident that his legacy will live on, through 
his sons and daughters, his grandchildren, great 
grandchildren, and through all those he inspired. 

May he rest in eternal peace.” 

Kenny D. Anthony
Prime Minister
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Requiescat in Pace

Farewell my friend
And good counselor
Farewell!
You have gone away
May heaven enjoy your laughter
As you surrender to joyful bliss 
forever

Behold your Madonna
Don’t try to embrace her
Let her embrace you
With the love that surrounds her
Look at her smile
And maternal composure
Behold forever your masterpiece
Great Artist of the Madonna

Hush now and be silent
In mystical contemplation
Join the holy ones
In praise and adoration

Behold your Eucharistic Lord
In glorious splendor!
Now paint your greatest master-
piece Maestro St. Omer
Devoted Artist of Christ in the 
Eucharist

Dear friend you promised
To read my next poem
To laugh and enjoy it
And encourage my endeavours 
Now Here I am
Writing a poem you won’t read
But allow me to dedicate it
To one of great worth

With light perpetual
Shining upon you
Take delight in God
Three in one and one in three

For no eye has seen 
Such glory divine
Great Artist gaze upon Infinite 
Beauty
And delight your soul with 
Eternal Truth
And Eternal Love Divine

Requiescat in Pace
Rest in Peace

+ Robert Rivas O.P.
May 7, 2015
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Sir Dunstan St Omer’s contribution to art education in 
Saint Lucia is immeasurable.  Between the years 1962 – 
2000, he worked tirelessly and enthusiastically within our 

education system to nurture the artistic talent of young Saint 
Lucians. At that time, Sir Dunstan worked as an art specialist 
with the Ministry of Education and also served as a part time 
tutor at the then Teachers’ College at Morne Fortune. 

The following extract from the ‘Who’s Who’ column of the 
Teachers’ College 1975 ‘Flamboyant’ Magazine captures the 
essence of Sir Dunstan’s disposition, his spirit and character:

This Tutor has a philosophy that anyone can become an 
artist in a very short space of time and that’s not a joke – for 
many students have really become artists (something they 
never dreamt of). Undoubtedly the most easy-to-get-along-
with tutor who never refrains from creating laughter in a 
classroom. A part-time tutor of the college, the art ‘King’ holds 
the responsibility of organizing the Art programme for schools 
throughout St. Lucia.

Indeed, Sir Dunstan demonstrated a deep confidence in 
the ability of the students with whom he worked. He was able 
to hone their talent in the most non-threatening and risk free 
manner - the hallmark of a great teacher. There is no doubt that 
Sir Dunstan’s engagement with a generation of budding Saint 
Lucian artists set the foundation for the development of art in 
our education system.

Ministry 
of Education 
Tribute

Sir Dunstan St. Omer: 
The Art King
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“never leave the island
until we had put down, in paint, in 
words,as palmists learn the network 
of a hand,all of its sunken, leaf-choked 
ravines,every neglected, self-pitying inlet 
muttering in brackish dialect…”

Folk 
Research 
Centre 
Tribute

In October 2007, during a moving and 
impressive ceremony at the Church 
of the Holy Family, Jacmel, the FRC 

elevated Dunstan St. Omer to the position of 
National Cultural Hero.  In 2005, his mentor 
Harold Simmons (1914-1966) and Dame 
Sesenne Descartes (1914-2010) had been also 
proclaimed Cultural Heroes. The Church at 
Jacmel is the home of one of his most famous 
church murals, eulogised by Nobel laureate 
Derek Walcott in his 1976 poem Sainte Lucie.

Dunstan St. Omer had always been one 
of the heroes of the Folk Research Centre, 
dedicated as it was to the life and culture 
of St. Lucia. This had been Dunstan’s own 
ambition, committed as he, Harold Simmons, 
Derek Walcott and their generation had been, 
to (in the words of Walcott’s famous poem,) 

His close friendship with the founder of 
the FRC, Msgr Patrick ‘Paba’ Anthony, 
reflected his full support of Paba’s seminal 
work, through the church, the FRC, his 

own cultural involvements and writings, 
to “indigenise” the St. Lucian Catholic 
Church. That is, to encourage the people to 
worship God in the image of their Kwéyòl 
language, their wear, their music, their 
dances. In his art, and especially in his church 
murals, Dunstan embodied what Paba’s 
indigenization theology and research and 
cultural education work were all about. His 
Catholicism, through his art, bore the faces, 
figures and landscapes of his beloved Saint 
Lucia.

As the FRC put the St. Lucian people at 
the centre of their concerns so Dunstan put 
St. Lucia and St. Lucians, their lives, their 
religious faith, at the centre of his art. He 
was an unwavering patron of the FRC from 
the beginning. Three of his paintings – a self 
portrait, and paintings of Harold Simmons 
and Derek Walcott – grace the walls of the 
FRC. They indicate that these men, and 
chantwelle Dame Sesenne Descartes (whose 
sculpted figure also adorns the walls,) are the 
guiding spirits of the FRC and its continuing 
efforts to validate, promote and lift high the 
traditional and contemporary culture of this 
Saint Lucia, our Sent Lisi.

The FRC mourns the passing of Sir 
Dunstan ‘Apilo’ St. Omer, National Cultural 
Hero, but also celebrates with great joy, his 
full and fruitful life.

Self portrait of Dunstan St. Omer. 
Courtesy Folk Research Centre.
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Folk 
Research 
Centre 
Tribute

A Work Of Art 
Tribute To Apillo – Sir Dunstan St. Omer
Written by: Carlos St.Omer
Vocals by: Presley Scotland

Verse 1.
He didn’t tread through his life’s journey
Without getting his hands and feet dirty
He picked up rocks along the way
For every trial and tribulation he faced
As his bag of burdens got heavy
Rested when he could no longer carry 
Though he struggled to see one more sunrise
Darkness did close his eyes

Chorus
He has painted his Madonna
He has made peace with his maker
He has left no stone unturned, his life is a 
work of art
When his wife knows that he loved her
And his children stick together
It is all good with his soul, his life is a work of 
art, a work of art

Verse 2
He saw beauty in every creature
Said mistakes weren’t born of Mother Nature
Highly praised his collection of trophies
But held no prize above God or country
Searched for answers where pioneers dare not 
look
Never doubted his faith in the good book
A world where colours unite was his vision
And all men live in freedom

Chorus
He has painted his Madonna
He has made peace with his maker
He has left no stone unturned, his life is a 
work of art

When his wife knows that he loved her
And his children stick together
It is all good with his soul, his life is a work of 
art, a work of art

Verse 3
There was silence on that dreadful morning
Even birds knew a hero had fallen
A brother-man, a role model father
He will be missed and remembered forever
Let’s celebrate his life and legacy,
His bravery in the face of adversity 
He suffered not for the glory of martyrdom 
But for the pride of a champion

Chorus
He has painted his Madonna
He has made peace with his maker
He has left no stone unturned, his life is a 
work of art
When his wife knows that he loved her
And his children stick together
It is all good with his soul, his life is a work of 
art
He has painted his Madonna
He has made peace with his maker
He has left no stone unturned, his life is a 
work of art
When his wife knows that he loved her
And his children stick together
It is all good with his soul, his life is a work of 
art, a work of art

Emmanuel Carlos St.Omer © 2015 (BMI)
www.carlosstomer.com
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Louisa St Omer with daughter Geraldine’ 
at her First Communion
Louisa St Omer with daughter Geraldine’ 
at her First Communion
Louisa St Omer with daughter Geraldine’ 

Gerald St Omer- The old soldier

Louisa St Omer with son Allen at his 
First Communion

Dunstan the Sailor, with sister Geraldine’
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The Wedding Sir Dunstan and Lady Cynthia  St Omer
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I
The chapel, as a pivot of this valley,
round which whatever is rooted loosely turns
men, women, ditches, the revolving fields
of bananas, the secondary roads,
 draws all to it, to the altar
and the massive altar-piece;
like a dull mirror, life
repeated there,
the common life outside
and the other life it holds
a good man made it.

Two earth-brown labourers
 the earth, the heavy foot.

This is a rich valley,
It is fat with things.

Its roads radiate like aisles from the altar towards
those acres of bananas, towards
leaf-crowned mountains
rain-bellied clouds
in haze, in iron heat;

This is a cursed valley,
ask the broken mules, the swollen children,
ask the dried women, their gap-toothed men,
 ask the parish priest, who, in the altarpiece
 carries a replica of the church,
ask the two who could be Eve and Adam dancing.

 II
 Five centuries ago
in the time of Giotto
this altar might have had
in one corner, when God was young
ST OMER ME FECIT AETAT whatever his own age now,
GLORIA DEI and to God’s mother also.

It is signed with music.
It turns the whole island.
You have to imagine it empty on a Sunday afternoon
between adorations

Nobody can see it and it is there,
Nobody adores the two who could be Eve and Adam 

dancing.

A Sunday at three o’clock
when the real Adam and Eve have coupled
and lie in re-christening sweat

his sweat on her still breasts,
her sweat on his paneled torso
that hefts bananas
that has killed snakes
that has climbed out of rivers,

now, as on the furred tops of the hills
a breeze moving the hairs on his chest

on a Sunday at three o’clock
when the snake pours itself
into a chalice of leaves.

The sugar factory is empty.

nobody picks bananas,
no trucks raising dust on their way to Vieuxfort,
no helicopter spraying

the mosquito’s banjo, yes,
and the gnat’s violin, okay,

okay, not absolute Adamic silence,
the valley of Roseau is not the Garden of Eden,
and those who inhabit it, are not in heaven,

so there are little wires of music
some marron up in the hills, by AuxLyons,
some christening.

A boy banging a tin by the river,
with the river trying to sleep.
But nothing can break the silence,
which comes from the depth of the world,
from whatever one man believes he knows of God
and the suffering of his kind,

it comes from the wall of the altarpiece
 ST OMER AD GLORIAM DEI FACET
in whatever year of his suffering.

FOR THE ALTARPIECE OF THE ROSEAU 
VALLEY CHURCH SAINT LUCIA
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III
After so many bottles of white rum in a pile,
after the flight of so many little fishes
from the brush that is the finger of St Francis,

after the deaths
of as many names as you want,
 Iona, Julian, Ti-Nomme, Cacao,
like the death of the cane-crop in Roseau Valley, St Lucia.

After five thousand novenas
and the idea of the Virgin
coming and going like a little lamp
After all that,
your faith like a canoe at evening coming in,
like a relative who is tired of America,
like a woman coming back to your house

that sang in the ropes of your wrist
when you lifted this up;
so that, from time to time on Sundays

between adorations, one might see,
if one were there, and not there,
looking in at windows

the real faces of angels.

© Derek Walcott 1976
    From Sea Grapes



30



31






