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SAN BUSHMEN

Flrst People
BY Wayne visser

Flrst people of this ancient Lanol
Last exiles tn the desert sanal
To You we owe our destiny
our struggle to be wild and free

we call you Hunter, Bushmen, San
You sowen the seeds of primal Man
A gentler race we have not known
See how Your legacy has grown

For millennin You Lived in peace
(nw havrmony with nature’s beasts
With tools of stnew, wood and stone
And crafts of egg-shell, quill and bone

Hunting game ana digging roots
Tapping trees and plucking fruits

Night theatre around dancing fires
Click singing under starry skies

You chose the way of archers’ bow

Of hunters’ grace - the art of flow:

To glve and take and see the whole
To honour Life and feed the soul

You felt the weather in your bones
Awnd sensed earth’s subtle undertones

You heard the stars whisper ‘tsau! tsau!’
Awnd rooe the wind, we kinow not how

The landscape generations trod
Recalls to us Your Mantis god
Windswept by myths and scattered tales
Told and retold on dus’cg trails
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Then came the time of racial blight
A target for both black and white
The hunter became hunted prey
Pre-dawning your extinction day

You were the masters of the hunt
But progress Left your arvows blunt
And tracking skills that relgned suprevee
Are all but Lost in history’s stream

et even now Your soul still breathes

Ow cave walls and in rocky cleaves
tn ochre, charcoal, vmaud and Line
Your gallery now transcends thme

We see You smile in every face
Whose eyes reflect that ancient place
In wrinkled elders old as earth
wWhose wisdom joins us with our birth

Flrst people of this anclent Land
i we could only understand
Your ancient ways still hold the key
To setting ourselves truly free

Copyright 2005

Page 2 of 2

% Wagwe . CO WM %




