
 

 
 

 

BOY FROM THE SUN 
By Wayne Visser 

 
Oh Langa, our boy from the sun 

From the blessed dust of gold you grew 
Like an arrow from the bow of a hunter you flew 

May your flight in life be swift and true 
Carry this quill every tightly in your hand 

And bring light and reconciliation to this shadowed land 
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