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                                                             “I own an Island”


Jamaica, my heart, my soul, my tune, 
Where the sun on earth lasts the entire day lengthy.
Golden sunsets upon the waves that dance free, 
In the rhythm of the breeze, I find my peace.
 
The hills include the sky in green, 
And clouds taking their seats at the peak,
A region more diverse and gorgeous than I’ve ever seen.
The laughter of school children echoes in the air, 
Reminisces within me and my place as once those children,
Jamaica, my la la land
 
The reggae beats pulse deep in my chest,
A melody of pleasure, of freedom and relaxation.
As I listen to my culture where ever I am,
From Kingston to Negril, the spirit is alive,
No matter if I am here in “foreign”,
An island of satisfaction, in which desires to thrive.
 
Food , the way of life, the human being’s type, 
I seek comfort of your nation’s greatest meals.
Jamaica, you're all the time in my mind.
Your warmth, my culture, they bring me high, 
Like the mockingbirds that sing for your sky.
 
In each sundown, I rest by the fireside,
Shared by Rastafarians, yet so sacred,
A burning fume of infinite protection.
The colorful shades of green, black, and gold that paint the day,
Jamaica, my love, you mild my manner.
 
Your rivers float with historical grace,
From the days we fought as slaves,
To the whispering tales from the dead, we bathe and drink from the roots you’re made of.
And on your mountains, I discover my roots, 
Jamaica, you're in which I belong.
 
I will carry you with me, near and from a far, 
Because I've never been prouder to express my faith of you from your arms.
For you are my domestic, my pride, my home, 
Jamaica, I own up to your specialities, I own this island.

