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50 Poems of Struggle, Survival, Spirit & Strength

Life has a way of placing stones in our hands long before we understand what to do with them. Some are smooth, worn down by time and memory. Others are jagged, cutting us as we try to hold them. And some, we carry for years without realizing how heavy they have become. These stones—these pebbles—are the moments, the wounds, the lessons, and the quiet truths that shape who we are. They are the fragments of our becoming. This book, Jamaican Pebbles, is a collection of those fragments.

Growing up in Jamaica, you learn early that life is not soft. It is beautiful, yes—full of laughter, mango juice running down your elbows, sea breeze cooling your skin, and the sweet mischief of childhood. But beneath that beauty is a deeper truth: every Jamaican carries a story, and most of those stories are carved from struggle. We inherit resilience the way other nations inherit heirlooms. We learn to stand firm because our fore parents had no choice but to stand firm. We learn to endure because endurance is stitched into the fabric of our culture. And we learn to rise because rising is the only way to survive.

But struggle is not unique to Jamaica. It is not bound by borders, accents, or ancestry. The human condition is universal. Pain is universal. Betrayal, heartbreak, disappointment, fear, loneliness—these are the quiet languages spoken in every home, every country, every heart. What changes is how we respond to them. What changes is the spirit we bring to the weight we carry. This book is my attempt to explore that weight.

Jamaican Pebbles is about the storms that shape us—the internal hurricanes, the emotional earthquakes, the quiet battles fought behind closed doors. It is about the bruises no one sees, the tears we swallow, the truths we whisper only to ourselves. It is about the moments that break us, and the moments that build us back.

The title came to me because pebbles are small, but they hold history. They are shaped by pressure, time, and the relentless force of the world around them. They are carried in pockets, shoes, rivers, and memories. They are often ignored, overlooked, and underestimated. Yet each pebble is a story. Each pebble is a survivor. Each pebble is proof that something endured. And so are we. When you think about it, it was a smooth pebble that brought Goliath down.

Every poem in this collection is a pebble—some heavy, some sharp, some smooth, some comforting. Together, they form a path through the human experience. A path through hurt, confusion, betrayal; even through the quiet ache of being alive. A path through the moments that test us, stretch us, and sometimes break us. But also, a path toward healing, toward clarity, toward strength, toward becoming.

I write these poems from a place of perfection; from a place of truth. A place of lived experience. A place of scars and survival. A place of reflection and revelation. They are written for anyone who has ever carried a weight they did not ask for. For anyone who has ever felt broken, unseen, unheard, or undone. For anyone who has ever wondered if they would make it through. For anyone who has ever needed a reminder that they are stronger than they know.

We all carry pebbles.

We all walk with weight.

We all rise in our own time.

And like the pebbles shaped by rivers, storms, and years of pressure, we too are being shaped—into something stronger, something wiser, something more resilient than we ever imagined.

These poems are my offering; some apart of my journey. Some apart of your journey.

May they remind you that you are not alone. May they help you breathe through the heaviness. May they help you find your own strength. And may they guide you toward the person you are becoming. Because in the end, we are not defined by the weight we carry.

We are defined by the strength we become

​​
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1.  Jake’s clothes
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Jake walks in,

an di fridge door fling open like it vex wid di world.

Is well past three o’clock inna di mawning,

an mi ears sharp like razor blade,

catch every likkle sound him mek.

Mi watch him outta di corner a mi eye,

steady, quiet, pretending fi sleep,

as him drop him clothes inna di basket

like is jus one normal night.

But mi spirit know better.

When di sun barely crack di zinc roof,

mi get up fi sort out him breakfast,

same way mi do every day,

same way mi been doing fi years.

But when mi turn to di clothes basket...

Lawd God.

Mi heart freeze like ice water.

Di demon dem grin up at me

from di brown-stained T-shirt,

staring bold, daring me fi ask question

mi nuh ready fi hear answer to.

Mi hand tremble,

but mi still pick dem up

an drop dem inna di wash basin

like mi washing sin.

Jake is mi everyting.

Before him, mi only know pain—

mi madda an mi step-fadda,

di beatings, di silence, di shame.

Jake tek care a him

when him hear how him did a mistreat an abuse me.

Dem still nuh find him.

Mi nuh ask.

Mi nuh want fi know.

Jake buy mi everyting—

shoes, clothes, food,

even di likkle phone mi hide fi call mi fren dem.

An mi cook him food,

clean him house,

wash him clothes,

same way a good woman should.

Dat’s what mi tell miself.

Mi go fi di cake soap an brush,

hot up some wata pon di stove,

an brace miself fi scrub out

whatever story di shirt a try tell mi.

Most evenings him leave as dark come,

every night him set watch pon di corna,

an most mawnings him come home

when even dog fraid fi bark.

Some nights him come home wid stains—

lipstick, dirt, sweat,

an sometimes...

sometimes is blood.

But mi still cook him food,

clean him house,

wash him clothes.

Every week mi wash him clothes,

every night him come home late,

every day mi pretend mi nuh see

what di world a show mi clear.

But mi still cook him food,

clean him house,

wash him clothes.

Di blood stain dem look up at me

wid dem demon eye,

mocking mi loyalty,

mocking mi silence.

Mi wonder which unfortunate soul

it belong to...

but den mi stop miself.

Mi don’t want fi know.

Mi still cook him food,

clean him house,

an wash him bloody clothes.

Because sometimes,

love is not love—

is survival.

Is fear.

Is di weight we carry

when we nuh know how fi put it down.
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2.  The Rainbow life
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I drink where you spit

I caress where you hit

I see the rainbow you plant in my eyes

And thank god, 

Those beautiful colours I still recognise;

I have breath and can barely breathe

From the broken nose, you've gifted me

And every day, I thank God, 

I heal well and still have a beautiful face,

Even under these welts;

I nurture the child within

I fight through the pain I feel

You talk filth and I believe your lies

Because you were the first

To look through my soul

With your dark brown eyes;

I walk, weary

I sit, in pain

I lie, drinking sobs

Fighting back the hurt and disdain;

I shake my head and say

Today will be the day

Where you will stop abusing me

Because you told me, you loved me 

So convincingly;

So I continue each day and...

I drink where you spit

I caress where you hit

I see the rainbow you plant in my eyes

And thank God 

Those beautiful colours I still recognise;

I have breath and can barely breathe

From the broken nose

You’ve gifted numerously

And every day, I thank god, I heal well

And still have a beautiful face 

Even under these welts;

Though my friends can still tell...

Tonight you came in with some ho

You told me to leave and never come back home, 

When I refused

You threw me down the two flight stair well

Now my head pounds

And my face starts to swell;

I can feel my constant friend, 

Caressing my neck, my back, my legs

Pain greets me with a smiling face

And say, with me you can forever dwell

My eyes go dark and I sleep for a while

I should have told you 

I was pregnant with your child;

Now we are dancing on the sunny streets

She is as beautiful as I used to be

Her smile bring dimples to her cheek

She blinks and brings a sense of joy in me;

I see you in her dark brown eyes

And laughter where once lived your lies

Now we rest in our new home

Where angels dwell, 

And fear and anger never roams.
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3.  Tired 
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Open your eyes and see

It's not your hands alone that hurt me!

It's not the kick, it’s not the box

It's not the throwing of glasses

Nor the hitting with pots;

It’s not the back of your hand

Nor the doubling of your fist

It's also your words

That hits, and hits;

They mark a spot deeper

And hurt more severe...

They tear through my soul

And etch themselves there.

HER:

Yuh kill me a likkle each time

When yuh tell me how worthless I am

An dat I am not worth yur time;

When yuh tell me about all me generation dem

Yuh not only curse me

But mi future as well;

When yuh come in drunk

Smelling of some whore

Then expect me to greet yuh

Like a loving wife at the door;

When yuh have the guys over at night

Playing games, talking about me

Making me feel so shame;

When yuh withhold the respect

Yuh vowed to give

Yuh make me want to take a knife

An carve an dig;

Yuh turn me into a demon of meself

Yuh make me bask in the horrors that

Live in my head;

Tired of the beatings yuh give

Tired of feeling like filth;

Tired of living a lie

An looking at the pastor

An faking a smile;

Tired of protecting my children from yuh

Tired of thinking what my eldest son

Wants to do to yuh;

Tired of sleeping an watching our daughter

Tired, I
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