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Little Me, Forward On (006) 

Author: Zaion Williams 

1st place – Poetry 11 and under 

 

Forward ever, backward never. 

Each endeavoring, all achieving, 

Living in peace and harmony,  

Where all God‟s creatures are free. 

Our forefather‟s laboured and toiled, 

They became sons of the soil. 

They did their best, day after day, 

Never time to rest, 

For freedom was their quest. 

Boys and girls, big and small, 

Answer to our nation‟s call. 

Stand tall, do not be afraid, 

We are the children of the day.  

So, let us remember our nation 

As we play and pray. 

I am a child, very small, 

But, one day, I will stand tall. 
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Forward On (002) 

Author: Karenna Nicholson 

2nd place – Poetry 11 and under 

 

Antigua and Barbuda, so good to me, 

An island where the people are free, 

To choose the leaders of the nation, 

And celebrate emancipation. 

 

Before emancipation we worked so hard, 

None of the slave masters had any regard, 

For boy, girl, woman or man, 

Who toiled every day in their homeland. 

 

Then, one day, freedom came! 

What an end to this wicked game! 

It was a very happy end, 

Massa and slave soon became friends. 

 

Antigua is moving swiftly ahead, 

No longer our forefathers suffer and bleed. 

The days of slavery have long gone. 

Forward Antigua, forward on! 
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I Whisper, “Forward On” (012) 

Author: Jordée Josiah 

1st place – Poetry 12 - 17 

 

I chose to whisper because it seems like the only form of the spoken word we listen to; 

The only form we garner our energies to appreciate.  

The whisper says I‟m scared of the beginning, not the ending, because of the faith that is 

needed to start every new journey. 

Do I trust myself to take the first step?  

Or do I stay where I am and keep wishing for the end? 

Do I try to make a difference, or do I follow my ancestors and sleep forever?  

Do I become the coward that hides in his own shadow?  

Why choose to hold onto the end of the rope dangling over a cliff when the rest of the rope is 

in sight? 

Why not hold tight and climb to new heights? 

Just like the moth is not the death of day but the life of night, 

So each of us is here for a different time, season, and purpose. 

We all hear the whisper, “Forward On.” 

We know it means to let go of the past and step into a new era. 

When are we going to become the whisper and tell ourselves, friends, family and country, 

To Forward On, and to take only what we need to make a better future? 
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Keep Moving Forward! (021) 

Author: Brittany Noon 

2nd place – Poetry 12 - 17 

 

What is a world without improvement? 

What is a dance without movement? 

Believe it or not, new things are invented every day; 

New cooking recipes and games to play. 

You can‟t stop progression,  

Some people say it‟s just an impression. 

Even when there‟s a recession, 

You can‟t sit and worry about depression.  

I can‟t help but think that something good, 

Will come from the misunderstood. 

There‟s a silver lining in every cloud, 

An outstanding person in every crowd. 

There are so many reasons to keep improving, 

Showing that you can do your best is something worth proving. 

So, try your best each day, 

Improvement is worth the price you pay!  
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Success, Moved On (034) 

Author: Cocher Josiah 

3rd place – Poetry 12 - 17r 

 

Sitting nervously with bitten nails, 

Legs shaking, belly turning, 

Wondering if you made it, 

Nobody wants to be the one who fails. 

 

Forgotten are the troubles you‟ve seen, 

Forgotten are those who denied your dreams, 

Forgotten are those who wish you wouldn‟t succeed. 

 

For they were wrong, 

For you said, forward on! 

And you ran the race, like Usain Bolt, you came first place. 

Your ideas flowed like a river of creativity. 

 

You packed your bags the night before morning came, 

You played your hand in life‟s unfair game, 

You made the best from the worst, 

You conquered all, and now it‟s yours, 

What you have been fighting for. 

 

You said no to second place, 

You kicked failure in the face, 

Now you can stand with head held high, 

For you have earned your place in the sky. 
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This is Not a Good Time (020) 

Author: Kimolisa Mings 

1st place – Poetry 18 and over 

 

Ladies and gentlemen, 

This moment in time, 

Is not great, 

In fact, 

It is awful. 

 

Between wars and famine, 

Revolutions and riots, 

All taking place 

In the backdrop  

Of an economic downturn. 

 

This, my friends, 

Is not a good time. 

 

The hemlines of  

Our young women rise, 

As the waistbands of 

Our young men fall. 

 

This, people, 

Is not a good time. 

 

I know it, 

You know it, 

We all know it, 

And yet we are reminded 

Over and over 

By the media. 

 

Through the television, 

Via the radio, 

In publications, 

On the internet. 

We are constantly being 
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Reminded of how 

Bad our situation is. 

 

Forcing us to relive this awful moment, 

Over and over. 

Forcing us to wear the 

Grey-coloured shades 

Of misery. 

 

Today, 

In this moment, 

I say “Enough!” 

 

Enough with reminding us 

Of the problems, 

The debates of what and where 

It went wrong, 

Looking for someone to blame, 

The political puppet-shows. 

Enough! 

 

Instead, 

Let us come together 

And find a solution 

To move forward, 

To escape this place 

Inhabited by 

Fear, hatred, 

Anger, and uncertainty. 

 

Let us move forward 

To a place where 

We all prosper, 

Big and small, 

Rich and not so rich. 

 

A place where happiness is found 

And occupies spirit and mind, 

Where there is success from hard work, 

And joy in our connections  

With each other.  
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I believe we all possess the God element… 

 

The same thing that 

Takes a grain of sand 

And creates a pearl. 

 

The same thing that 

Creates a diamond 

From a lump of coal. 

 

We all possess it… 

It can be found  

In the smallest atom 

And it can be found 

In the largest galaxy. 

We possess it… 

 

The moment we were conceived 

We had this little piece of God, 

And as we grew, 

We were taught to forget it, 

But I ask you, 

I beg you to remember  

How great you are. 

 

They say the world 

Is to end in 2012, 

I say let it end. 

And from the ashes 

We will make a new one, 

A better one, 

A greater world. 

 

Forward on, 

Backward never. 
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Just Forward On (014) 

Author: Denise Smith-Lewis 

2nd place – Poetry 18 and over 

 

Uncle Jay smiles broadly, his tear-glistened eye beams with pride. 

“That‟s my daughter you know!” he says, turning to the stranger at his side. 

“Is first class honours she get!” He exclaims with much vigour, 

“What a way how me baby girl turn big time scholar!” 

 

“It was rough going fuh me, cause me Vee die and leave she small. 

An me fuh raise deh ten o‟ dem alone, dat was a helluva call! 

But me farward on, an did me best, didn‟t murmur nor complain. 

Me jus cry out to the Almighty Lard, again and again. 

 

“Plenty times me feel like giving up, me couldn‟t tek it no more. 

Me wanted fuh lie down side me Vee, on dat peaceful shore, 

But dem ten pickney look to me everyday fuh daily bread. 

So all dat talk „bout giving up, me get dem out me head. 

 

“Fuh feed ten pickney nuh easy, nuh! Food disappear in me house! 

Sometimes me swear say, we was infested wid a million mouse. 

Then clothes, an shoes, an school. Lard, what a frustration! 

But me farward on, an see to it, dem get one good education. 

 

“So, now, me baby graduate, ah me feel like a one king. 

Fuh see a dis what all me hard work an sacrifice bring. 

De sky is de limit, everything possible in sight. 

Lard, thank you, fuh help me do something right. 

 

“So son, whatever your struggle, you too, can achieve. 

Never give up on your dreams, always believe! 

When you fall, „rouse youself, nuh stay trodden dong, 

Get up again with courage an jus farward on!” 
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Forward On (025) 

Author:  Patsy Philip 

3rd place – Poetry 18 and over 

 

Remember the days of the old coal pot?     

How it used to keep food, piping hot? 

When Pappie light the fire from dry, cassie wood; 

Mamma food used to taste „finger-licking good.‟ 

 

But some people say the coal pot too slow, 

Nowadays, everybody is on the go. 

No time to catch fire, nor light a coal pot, 

What you going to do when that‟s all you got? 

 

Me hear „bout the oil stove that work just fine, 

It cook the food in a far less time. 

So I went and bought one from Luke and Son, 

To show me neighbour that I can move on. 

 

But the first time de food cook pon de oil stove 

The flame burn red, then blue, then mauve. 

Sometimes, it smoke and black-up the pot 

And the food taste smoky, just lakka dat. 

 

Then, one night I was watching ZAL TV 

And see an advertisement that really struck me. 

The man said this is the new model stove, 

It‟s now on the market, like name brand clothes. 

 

So I went to Hadeed to check it out 

And met people from east, west, north and south. 

We all paid down on this new gas stove, 

That would neither burn red, blue nor mauve. 

 

Soon after that I wanted to bake 

My own pies, cookies, bread and cake. 

So I went to Mansoor to trust the latest one 

And started my business of baking bun. 
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Sometimes the customers were on the run, 

Wanted butter and cheese in a hot bun. 

One of them told me to get a microwave 

But the danger of that is an early grave. 

 

Now, I have moved on from the good old days, 

Traded technology for my heritage. 

Yes, I have moved on. What price will I pay? 

And where would I be without technology today? 
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Forward On (003) 

Author: Danté Barton 

1st place – Short Story 11 and under 

 

Once there was a vicious tiger that terrorized and stole the food from two villages.  Sadly, the 

two villages hadn‟t liked each other for a long time, and often fought over the little things.  

One day, the tiger seriously injured a child from each village. The villagers finally realized 

that the only way to solve the problem of the tiger was to work together and trap it.  A great 

trap was set by the two villages, and the tiger was caught and sold to the zoo. Then the 

villagers realized that once they work together they can move forward. 

 

Forward On (004) 

Author:  Johliya Joseph 

2nd place – Short Story 11 and under 

 

Two young girls, Mary, who was eleven years old, and Jane, who was twelve years old, lived 

in a low income area in Antigua. 

Roslyn, their mother, was a single parent, and a domestic worker, who made a small 

income.  Both girls were in Grade 6 at a government primary school, and were preparing to 

sit their Common Entrance Exams. Since they had no electricity and barely any food to eat, it 

was a challenge for them to complete their homework but they did. However, their mother 

constantly prayed for them to excel. Sometimes, she even cried.   

Exams came. Both girls passed in the top hundred. Their mother rejoiced, “Go girls, forward 

on!” 
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Grandma and the Computer (040) 

Author: Autumn Odlum 

1st place – Short Story Ages 12 - 17 

 

It‟s a stormy night. The thunder is so loud that it sounds like it‟s inside the house. Then a 

lightening flash almost blinds me. The rain pelts so hard on the roof that it sounds like it‟s 

boring through the sheet-metal and piercing holes. I worry that electricity will be cut, and just 

in case this happens, I start looking for my laptop to charge it. I run to my bedroom, the 

kitchen, dining room, and the living room but there isn‟t any sign of my laptop. I search every 

room in the house but still I can‟t find it. Where is my laptop? Then I remember I didn‟t check 

my Grandma‟s bedroom. I think to myself, it can‟t be there! I remember that yesterday I saw 

her sneaking a look at it as she was making a big fuss about computers, as she usually 

does. To be honest, I don‟t think she even knows how to turn it on. Still, there is this nagging 

thought, and I know I need to check Grandma‟s room. I quickly scan the room and as I‟m 

leaving, I turn around and head to her closet. There was my laptop. I think to myself, “Why 

would she, of all people, have my laptop? Is this the same thing she calls evil?” I quickly 

open it and see that it‟s on Youtube, playing a song I heard her singing this morning. I am so 

engrossed in my thoughts that I don‟t hear when Grandma returns.  She looks at me, and 

then looks at the computer. Quietly, she explains, “I need to find a song the choir will be 

singing on Sunday.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Independence Literary Arts Competition 2011 
14 | P a g e   

Forward On (042) 

Author:  Briana Lewis 

2nd place – Short Story Ages 12 - 17 

 

One October afternoon, Mercedes arrives home after a long, arduous day at her school‟s 

youth rally practice. The beautiful, svelte, fifteen year old, quickly throws her denim shorts on 

the floor, kicks off her shoes and hurries to her laptop to find out about the latest rumours 

on Facebook, forgetting that she has to do the dishes. She‟s now only wearing her pink, crop 

top that clings to her shapely torso.  

She is so engrossed with her laptop, she doesn‟t hear her mother arrive. Her mother arrives 

home to find the dishes aren‟t done. As the mother makes her way to Mercedes room, she 

sees the discarded shorts – a pair that she‟d expressly told her daughter not to wear – lying 

on the ground next to her shoes. She sees her daughter sitting in her room in a halter top, 

idly looking at the computer. 

 “Mercedes,” she says, “why aren‟t the dishes done?”  

“Mom, I was planning on doing them later,” Mercedes replies. 

The mother is now in a rage, and also very upset about Mercedes‟ attire.  

“What are your shoes doing in the middle of the floor, Mercedes?” her mother asks.  

“Mom, can‟t you give me a break…like seriously!” Mercedes pleads.  

In her state, the mother takes it upon herself to see what Mercedes is doing on her 

computer. When she sees what‟s on the screen, she realizes that Mercedes is hiding a big 

secret from her. She says to her daughter, “Mercedes, for the last time, please remove 

yourself from the computer!” 

Being the stubborn person that she is, Mercedes refuses to get off the computer.  

“Is there anything,” her mother asks, “that you‟d like to tell me?”  

Mercedes sighs, “Yes, mind your business. This doesn‟t really concern you.”  
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Her mother is livid. “Mercedes, this is the last and final time I‟m going to be ordering you off 

the computer.” 

 “Alright, I‟ll turn it off,” Mercedes replies. ”But please leave me alone!” 

Mercedes gets off the computer and storms out of her room, slamming the door 

behind her. After her mother returns to the kitchen and begins washing the dishes, 

Mercedes approaches her, and says in a grumpy manner, “Excuse me, Mom, can you please 

iron my dress uniform. I need it for tomorrow morning.” 

Her mother ignores her and continues to wash the dishes. After she realizes that her mother 

is ignoring her, Mercedes approaches her mother differently.  

“Mom, can you please remember to pack my attire for the cheerleading competition?” 

 “Mercedes,” her mom replies, “Do you really think I should allow you to go to the youth rally 

celebrations tomorrow?” She is quietly celebrating her victory. She never believed in giving 

licks but she knew this might be the best punishment for this situation.  

When she realizes what‟s happening, Mercedes goes straight to her room, muttering 

terrible words about her mother. Her mother pays her no mind. Once again, Mercedes 

approaches her mother and pleads with her to let her go. She feels bad because she‟d 

promised her boyfriend and her friends that she‟d be there.   

Her mother is firm, “Mercedes, I have come to my decision, and it is final. You will not 

be attending the youth rally celebrations tomorrow.”  

“But, Mom,” pleads Mercedes, “I‟ve been practicing so hard for it. Now you choose to tell me 

that I can‟t go. I‟ve made special arrangements to meet my boyfriend tomorrow, and I really 

want to see him.”  

“Excuse me, young lady, your boy who?” her mother asks.  

“Wait, are you deaf?” Mercedes taunts, “Did I stutter the words? My boyfriend!” 

Her mother, now visibly angry, tells her child, “Well, the last time I happened to check, I am 

the adult and you are the child. So, what I say must go!” 
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In the end, Mercedes took her punishment and realized that in the long run her mother was 

looking out for her and that her mother didn‟t hate her, or have anything against her. She 

recognized that her mother‟s love will benefit her, and she needed it to become a well-

rounded individual with excellent qualities and personality traits. Finally, and most 

importantly, the mother knew that she had to be steadfast in her decision because she 

wanted to mould Mercedes along the right path. Mercedes was soon on the right track 

heading in the right direction. Forward on!  
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Forward On (038) 

Author: Emiline Bero 

3rd place – Short Story Ages 12 - 17 

 

There are times in an individual‟s life when they are teased, bullied, abused or just hurt. In 

my essay, I will be writing about when a child feels miserable and in a crisis, they should say 

„Forward On‟ with my life, my education, my pride. 

When a child is stuck in this crisis (usually from the age of nine), they need to think about 

moving forward on. They should think about what is ahead of them. There is a saying ‘sticks 

and stones may break my bones but words will never hurt me.‟ This is false because words 

do hurt, and this causes children to break down in tears. 

I know this because I was bullied in Grade 5, at the age of nine. My mother helped me 

overcome it. She told me it wasn‟t the end of the world. I quote her exact words, „You should 

think of your life ahead of you.‟ She also told me „forward on with your life darling, it is not 

the end of the world‟.  

What I am saying is that no matter what problems you have in your life, the whole idea is to 

think of the problems that you will face in the future and not the past or the present. 

Anything can happen in a day, hour, or even a minute, and that is why we have today to 

ourselves and our pains…FORWARD ON WITH OUR LIFE, EDUCATION AND PRIDE! 
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Carmen, Forward On (015) 

Author: Denise Smith-Lewis 

1st place – Short Story Ages 18+ 

 

It‟s the grand opening. The building is painted orange, trimmed with lavender. The stools 

and tables are painted red and purple and neatly frame the veranda, giving the appearance 

of a rainbow. The brightly decorated sign read, Carmen‟s Cookery. It‟s a proud moment and 

the proprietor, Carmen Woodley, smiles a satisfied smile. She‟d moved forward, and the 

evidence is there for all to see. 

As Carmen stands in her new restaurant, a flood of emotions washes over her. She 

remembers everything like it was yesterday. She‟s sitting under the guinep tree doing her 

family‟s laundry.  With seven children and another on the way, it seemed like every day was 

washing day.  She surveyed the two lines of clothes, and chided herself for working so hard. 

The baby moved, as if in agreement. “You better rest yourself in truth,” Carmen mused, “for 

you know what Alexander will want when he comes home tonight.”   

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a vehicle on her driveway. This was a very 

unusual time of the day, and she doesn‟t expect any visitors. She sees the car stop and Miss 

Dover, the company‟s secretary, and Mr. Rawlins, the company‟s manager, stepping out of 

the vehicle, and coming towards her. The strained look on their faces spoke volumes, and a 

knot tightened in Carmen‟s stomach.   

“What‟s going on? What‟s happened to Alexander?”  Carmen asked nervously.   

Miss Dover held Carmen‟s hand, and led her to a chair. As she relayed the details of her 

husband‟s accident, Carmen howled like a wounded animal. 

“Take it easy, Carmen,” the woman said soothingly as she patted Carmen‟s hand. 

“Remember the baby.”  

That was the day Carmen‟s world turned upside down.  

Alexander was badly crushed, and went abroad for medical attention. If he survived, he most 

likely would not be able to work again. How was Carmen going to manage with eight 

children?  Throughout their marriage, Alexander insisted that she didn‟t need to work. And 

he was right. She was pregnant so often that it would have been difficult for her to hold 

down a job.  Now what was she to do?   

“Giving up is not an option,” she told herself. “Crying all the time won‟t help either.  So pull 

yourself together!  Be strong and forward on!”  
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Carmen pondered what could she do to help herself. She knew that she was a great cook, 

and that‟s how the brilliant idea of Carmen‟s Cookery was born. 

Carmen started the business in her home but it was slow-going. Then she made a little niche 

for herself on Market Street with her food stand where she gradually built up her clientele.  

Business took off.  As she grew heavier with her pregnancy, there were many times when 

Carmen felt unable to move. But move she did because her survival depended on it. She 

worked up to the day she gave birth.  And to ensure that her clientele didn‟t suffer during her 

weeks of convalescence, she made her eldest daughter, Maude, do the cooking while she 

supervised. She knew that customer satisfaction was important. 

After six months abroad, Alexander returned home with only the use of one hand. Now, he 

felt threatened by Carmen‟s independence, and angry at his uselessness.  He was angry all 

the time and became abusive. When she saw him behaving like this, Carmen threatened to 

end their marriage.   

“I don‟t have anything now, so go ahead and leave me,” Alexander yelled. 

“A one hand man is no less a man” Carmen told him. “When you ready to believe this, let me 

know.”   

Then Alexander broke down in tears and his attitude changed.  In the midst of her many 

challenges, her husband realized that his wife still left his manhood intact.      

Now, today, at the opening of her restaurant, he stands next to Carmen.  He wipes the tears 

flowing down her cheeks. He looks a little awkward as he does this.  

“You did it Carmen, you did it. Against all odds, when life had you down, you got up and you 

forward on.” He draws her close to him with his one good hand.  “I am so proud of you. You 

picked up our broken pieces and moved on.” 

“And I am proud of you, too, Alexander.  We both have picked up the pieces and moved on” 

“The customers are coming,” Alexander said. “It‟s time to get busy; so let‟s forward on.” 

They smile knowingly and go to welcome their customers. 
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See Jane Run (001) 

Author:  Devra Thomas 

2nd place – Short Story Ages 18+ 

 

Her feet hit the ground with hardly a sound. The thud-thudding of her heart sounds the 

alarm that sends every dog and donkey scurrying out of her way. 

She runs but doesn‟t look back. There is nothing to slow her steps.  Her family is lost to her. 

They‟ve rejected the call for freedom, preferring, instead, to stay enslaved under Bakra‟s 

oppressive, but familiar rule.  As for him, she was just another roll in the hay, an object of his 

abuse.  

She propels forward by her desire to be free. Her tattered clothing has forsaken her yet, she 

presses on – naked and bleeding. She doesn‟t care that the moon‟s beam shows her 

shame. She just keeps moving forward, forging a path for the brave to follow. 

The sugar-cane and cotton fields give way to sea and sand.  Her feet collapse at the touch of 

the cold, salty water. She looks back and bursts into laughter.  She has overcome! She 

escaped and out-ran them all. She is free!  But who is calling her name? 

“Get up you lazy woman!” the jailer shouts as he pours a bucket of cold water on her. 

 She awakes with a start and stares intensely at him. His skin was the colour of burnt wood, 

the same as hers. She begins to smile. 

He retreats slowly as he takes her in. He realizes there is something different about her.  

She has changed. The look in her eyes disturbs him more than the stench that fills the small 

space. 

Her smile gives way to laughter, and the sound of her voice quickly escapes through the 

openings in the hut. She looks at the shackles on her hands and feet, and laughs even 

louder.  

“You call me a slave,” she shouts, “but I am free!”   

She is indeed free, for she no longer believes their lies about who she is. The shackles are 

now loose from her mind, and she knows it won‟t be long before these physical chains fall 

off and she can run…  They will all see Jane run!  
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A New Stove for Independence (015) 

Author:  Star E. 

3rd place – Short Story Ages 18+ 

 

“Future? What future?” She laughs until the sight of her discouloured gums makes me want 

to vomit. And yet, I was the one being scorned. 

“How dare she laugh at me?” I think to myself. “How dare this ash gray skinned, white hair, 

old nobody laugh at me? I was born in the age of technology. I know how to use a 

BlackBerry. I can talk to friends in China via wireless internet. What do I know about the 

future? What does she?” 

“Mama, look!” I say, “It‟s even got burners with automatic ignition so you won‟t have to light 

any matches.” 

“So, now, I‟m too old and weak to light a match?” 

“Mama, I‟m only saying a stove like this will save you a lot of time…” 

“What you know about time? Your generation always in a rush - rush hour, high speed; 

instant this, instant that. What do you know about quality time? About doing things right?” 

She asks.  

“Mama we do things right. Better yet, we do things efficiently. People are trying to build a 

decent future. Nobody has time to stand around and take in the sights. Things have got to 

be done now.” 

She releases a long, slow sigh; a never-ending sigh, a sigh that makes me wonder if, in our 

advanced era, there are machines that make old people less stubborn.  

She looks at me with her hollow, fading eyes, “How can you build a secure future if you 

never slow down to study the blueprint that is history? How can there be a future where 

there is no past?” 

I watch Mama spend hours cooking fungee and saltfish in her worn clay pot on that Sunday. 

She sings as she toils, “Onward Christian soldiers, marching as to war, with the cross of 

Jesus going on before.” I scoff internally - old people are just incorrigible.  

Then a clump of ash rises in the air as she fiddles with the pot. These ashes blow away but 

they don‟t go far. They find a resting place in the concrete mixer that will provide the 

foundation for my future home.  
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Forward On (013) 

Author: KERRY-ANN QUINLAND 

1st place – Essays 12 -17 

 
Life is a challenge we face every day. As we move forward, we will be faced with difficulties 

because nothing good in life comes easy. However, with hard work and determination, we 

will achieve. Looking back, from slavery to now, we‟ve come a long way. Look around and 

see the beauty that surrounds us that says forward on: forward ever; backward never.  

 

Success comes through team work, so let us forward on as a nation, hand in hand with all 

hands to the plow for a progressive country. Never let opportunity pass you by, once it‟s 

gone it will never return. Let us grasp every opportunity for our nation‟s wealth. You are 

never too old to learn and, remember, technology rules the world. I urge you not to get left 

behind. Increase your knowledge by getting involved with modern technology that is a part of 

today‟s society. The world has changed and we have to change with it for the betterment of 

our beloved twin island state.  So, let us forward on as we strive for a better nation.  

 

Youths, we are the future! Get involved in nation building. The time is now, and we need 

young fresh minds with new ideas. Be productive and work alongside the elders with one 

purpose as we look towards a brighter future. Together, we can make a difference; together, 

we will forward on.  

 

We welcome visitors from near and far to our beautiful shores, where the beach is just the 

beginning. As we celebrate our independence, as one family moving towards a secure 

future, may God bless us all, as we forward on. 

 

 

Forward On (024) 

Author: Trinity Wilson 

2nd  Place – Essays 12 - 17 

 

Moving forward means to be successful in every aspect of my life. My future plans include 

completing all my studies, and becoming a veterinarian. Then, I want to travel the world to 

visit people, and animals that need help.  

I want to help needy people get better housing and food. I want them to have the same life 

as other people are having today. On the other hand, I want to be an animal activist, and 

fight against animal cruelty, especially in the Caribbean region. I believe that making the 

world a better place to live can happen, one step at a time. Forward on!! 
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Forward On (008) 

Author: Nycosia Mack 

3rd  place – Essays 12 -17   

 

So, I‟m guessing you can tell by the name of our country that Antigua and Barbuda consists 

of two major islands. This year, our theme is Forward On! 

Today marks Antigua and Barbuda‟s 30th Independence Celebration. Let‟s celebrate! We 

became independent from the United Kingdom on November 1, 1981. 

The original full name given to our island was Santa Maria de la Antigua, named after a 

church in Seville, Spain.   

Did you know that we have our own national heroes? One of them is Sir Vivian Richards, who 

still lives in Antigua. We also have the sweetest pineapple in the world named „Antigua 

Black‟. 

It is independence time again! Let us celebrate Antigua and Barbuda! Let us forward on with 

our life, pride and education!  

We are one people moving towards a happy future. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


