The ‘Rum Punch’ Caribbean Cruise

We departed and set sail, in reverse of the Windrush,
To the homelands of my fore parents, bright and oh so lush.
A chance to hop islands, set in a shimmering blue sea,

| longed for white sand, sat underneath a cooling palm tree.

We first docked in the exotic British Virgin Islands,
Most joyous steel pans, the lilting serenade of the bands.
Hospitality soon followed and a most lovely drink,

A very nice glass of rum punch | was compelled to sink.

| was told it was the strongest in the Caribbean.
So, from the next shot, | had to do some rapid fleeing.
| could still admire the island and the beautiful sea,

Now holding my wife’s hand | thought: “Mmmm, this really suits me.”

Voyaging through the Leeward Islands, Antigua’s port next,
Choosing my favourite isle, the only thing that perplexed.
A tour of Fort James and Viv Richards’ stadium followed,

And a few gulps of a tasty rum punch | soon swallowed.

“Nuh dih bes’ in dih Caribbean?” | was bluntly asked.
Fending off another proud boast, | successfully tasked.
We didn’t stop in Barbuda, | have to sadly say,

But with the Lord’s support and blessing, one day, if | may.

When we hit Dominica, | was offered a rum punch,
Dismissive that | don’t usually drink before lunch.
We enjoyed the rainforest and a steaming thermal spring.

“The most untouched island”, | could hear a chirping bird sing.



“Now dis is the bes’ rum punch on any island, not true?”
The tour guide’s very bold announcement was how not so new.
A night on board, dressed up dining at the Captain’s table.

I made small talk but just had to read the rum punch label.

Now on St. Lucia we visited the Catholic church,
The cathedral’s stain glass images, | have to research.
Yes, ‘Basilica of the Immaculate Conception’.

Next the volcanic Pitons, “lovely”, was my perception.

| know bananas are the islands biggest industry,
But the beating hot sun and sea really did it for me.
| jokingly asked: “are bananas in my nice rum punch?”

| was told: “we had to find a way, sip some wid your lunch.”

We next docked in Grenada, mmm-hmm, the island of spice,
And of course the cordial rum punch was oh, so, so, so nice.
A most sobering visit to Fort George was on the tour,

But the beauty of the island’s Morne Rouge Bay offered more.

Of course, my wife made me check out the rum distillery.
Yes, man! One of the best places on earth, at least to me.
All things Leeward and Windward now in my most vivid dreams.

And the sweet thought of rum punch always with me, so it seems.

Finally, we docked in Barbados, the isle of my wife.
| sat on deck and thought: “Oh, this rum punch cruise... what a life!”
No need to visit Bathsheba, we skipped Sam Lord’s castle,

We saw family, whom with our entrance we did startle.



They said | need to see other islands, like Monserrat,
I’'m just gonna need another cruise to rectify that.
We didn’t sail to Guyana, the home of Mum and Dad.

But all that | had seen, meant my cruise was not at all sad.

Not sampling all the Caribbean’s rum, meant | near cried.
But if we sailed to Jamaica, | surely would have died!
Instead | played reggae with thoughts of Trinny’s carnival,

Noting a cruise like this will be very hard to rival.

All these wonderful jewels, in the realm of two seasons,
| thanked God for the cruise, and to return, many reasons.
Wifey said: “Stop daydreaming, eat our final onboard lunch”,

But | thought about Duty Free and, yes, bottled rum punch.

The End



