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Jamaica National Pledge

Before God and all mankind,

I pledge the love and loyalty of my heart,

the wisdom and courage of my mind,

the strength and vigor of my body

in the service of my fellow citizens;

I promise to stand up for Justice,

Brotherhood and Peace,

to work diligently and creatively,

to think generously and honestly,

so that Jamaica may, under God,

increase in beauty, fellowship and prosperity,

and play her part in advancing the welfare

of the whole human race.
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There are islands, and then there is Jamaica; a place where the land breathes memory and the people rise with a rhythm that cannot be silenced. This book is born from that breath, that rhythm, that unbroken lineage of footsteps stretching from the first Taino villages to the modern pulse of Kingston streets. It is a gathering of stories, a weaving of truth, a poetic recounting of who we were, who we are, and who we continue to become. This book aims to be a chronicle, a testament, a cultural inheritance for Jamaica.

Jamaica Land We Love 

Long before the world named her, Jamaica existed as a living archive — a keeper of stories etched into limestone hills, riverbeds, and mountain ridges. The land remembers everything. It remembers the soft footsteps of the Taino, moving through forests with reverence. It remembers the first ships that broke the horizon, carrying strangers who came not to learn, but to conquer. It remembers the cries of the enslaved, the coded songs, the whispered rebellions, the Maroon drums echoing through Cockpit Country like thunder.

The land remembers Nanny — her fire, her defiance, her unyielding spirit. It remembers Tacky’s uprising, Sharpe’s final sermon, and Bogle’s march toward justice. It remembers the chains that broke, the flags that rose, and the voices that declared freedom in the face of impossible odds.

Every grain of sand, every stone, every river bend holds a fragment of our story. The land has been both battlefield and sanctuary. It has carried our wounds and our triumphs. It has sheltered our ancestors and shaped our descendants.

In the section, Jamaica Land We Love, the poems honor that memory. They tell the story of origins, ancestry, resistance, and cultural birthing. They walk through centuries; from Taino beginnings to African arrivals, from Maroon victories to the rebellions that carved freedom into the soil. They honor Garvey’s vision, Rastafari’s rise, reggae’s heartbeat, and the moment Jamaica stood tall as an independent nation. These poems are truth in rhythm, history in rhyme, memory in verse. They are the land speaking through the poet.

Jamaica People Rise

If the land remembers, then the people rise — always, again and again. Jamaicans have endured storms, both literal and metaphorical, that would have broken lesser nations. Yet every trial has only sharpened our resilience. The political violence of the 1970s, the election crisis of 1980, the Tivoli incursion, and the economic struggles of the 1990s were not just events; they were turning points that tested the soul of the nation. And still, our people rose.

We rose after Gilbert tore roofs from homes. We rose after Ivan, Dean, and Melissa — storms that battered our shores but could not drown our spirit. We rose when migration scattered our families across oceans yet somehow strengthened our global presence. We rose through dancehall’s raw voice, through reggae’s global echo, through the laughter of market women and the prayers of grandmothers.

We rose on the legs of sprinters who outran the world — Ottey, Powell, Campbell-Brown, Bolt, Fraser-Pryce, and the many who carried our flag across finish lines with pride. We rose through culture, through creativity, through the unshakeable belief that Jamaica, despite her struggles, is a place of brilliance, beauty, and boundless potential.

The section, Jamaica People Rise, is the story of that resilience. It is the story of a people who refuse to bow. A people who turn hardship into humor, pain into poetry; struggle into strength. A people who rise because rising is in our blood.

These poems are celebrations, warnings, lessons, and victories. They are the voices of a nation that has learned to stand tall in every storm.

The Poet As Witness

Why did I write these stories, these poems? Every nation needs its storytellers; those who gather the fragments of history and bind them into something that can be carried forward. This book is my offering to Jamaica, my tribute to the land that shaped me and the people who continue to inspire me.

I write these poems not as an observer, but as a witness; a daughter of the soil, a keeper of memory, a voice among many voices that refuse to let our stories fade. These poems are crafted with intention: each one a narrative, each one a truth, each one a rhythmic retelling of moments that shaped our identity. They are written to uplift, to educate, to empower, and to remind every reader — Jamaican or not — that this island is more than a place. It is a force.

A force of culture.

A force of resilience.

A force of spirit.

A force of people who rise.

This book is for the ancestors who fought. For the children who will inherit. For the diaspora who carry Jamaica in their bones. For the women who hold the nation together. For the men who rise from struggle to strength. For every Jamaican who has ever whispered, “We likkle but we tallawah.”

This is our story. Our truth. Our legacy. Our Jamaica. And now, through these poems, it is yours to hold.

​​​
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Jamaica Land We Love
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1.  Footsteps
The Taino Civilization
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They walked before the world knew our name,

soft-footed children of sun and flame.

Across the hills where the rivers bend,

their stories rise where the mountains end.

They carved their homes from cedar and clay,

watched dawn spill gold on a newborn day.

Their hands shaped tools from stone and bone,

their hearts beat close to the land they owned.

Cassava baked on a quiet fire,

calabash bowls shaped with care and desire.

They fished the sea with a reverent grace,

left no scars on the island’s face.

Zemis whispered in forest air,

spirits guarding the people there.

They danced in circles beneath the moon,

their voices blending in ancient tune.

Before the storms, before the chains,

before the centuries of pain,

the Taino walked with gentle tread—

their footsteps echo where they bled.

And though their villages turned to dust,

the land remembers; the land is just.

For every trail and every stone

still hums the truth: 

they were the first to call this home.
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2.  Invasion
Spanish Colonization
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The horizon darkened with foreign sails,

iron hearts riding Atlantic gales.

They came with crosses, muskets, greed,

blind to the island’s sacred creed.

The Taino watched from shaded trees,

felt dread move through the mountain breeze.

For strangers stepped on golden sand

with conquest burning in their hand.

They claimed the land with violent ease,

turned paradise into a graveyard breeze.

Villages burned, families torn,

a nation wounded, a people mourned.

They hunted bodies, branded skin,

forced the innocent into sin.

The gentle ones who knew no war

were crushed beneath a foreign law.

Yet even as the island wept,

the spirit of the people kept

a quiet fire beneath the pain—

a promise whispered in the rain.

For though the swords cut deep and wide,

the land refused to bow or hide.

And in the shadows, fate prepared

for those who’d come, unbroken, spared—

to rise, resist, reclaim the day

when Spain’s dark rule would fade away.
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3.  Enslaved
Arrival of Africans
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They came in chains across the sea,

torn from the roots of ancestry.

The ocean swallowed screams and cries

as ships cut through unholy skies.

Packed like shadows, stripped of name,

their bodies bruised, their spirits flame.

The Middle Passage carved its mark—

a journey birthed in endless dark.

Yet even bound in iron’s hold,

their hearts beat fierce, their blood beat bold.

They carried stories in their bones,

songs that rose like sacred tones.

Drums that once called tribes to stand

now thundered in a foreign land.

Whispers of home, of gods, of kings

fluttered beneath the overseer’s stings.

On Jamaican soil they stood again,

broken in body, unbroken in men.

Women who birthed hope in pain,

children who learned to rise again.

They tilled the cane, they bore the lash,

they watched their sweat turn into cash.

But deep within, a fire grew—

a vow that freedom would break through.

For though enslaved by whip and law,

their spirits held a sharper claw.

And from their suffering, fierce and grave,

a nation rose from the backs of the brave.
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4.  Resistance
First Maroon War
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They fled to hills where the clouds sit low,
where only the brave and the hunted go.
Through tangled vines and mountain stone,
they carved a kingdom of their own.

The Maroons rose fierce in the forest’s keep,
their vows were carved in the roots so deep.
They watched the redcoats march below,
men who feared what they could not know.

Drums spoke warnings through the night,
echoes calling the brave to fight.
With every beat, a message spread:
We will not bow. We are not dead.

Ambush shadows in Cockpit’s maze,
warriors moving through smoky haze.
The British learned with bitter dread
that freedom’s fire cannot be shed.

For every raid, for every blow,
the Maroons struck back with a righteous glow.
And though the treaties came with cost,
their victories proved no war was lost.

Resistance lived in every breath—
a promise stronger than fear or death.
And from their courage, fierce and pure,
Jamaica learned how to endure.
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