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They were those who cut cane
to the rhythm of the sunbeat 

They were those who carried cane
to the rhythm of the sunbeat 

They were those who crushed cane
to the rhythm of the sunbeat 

They were women weeding, carrying babies
to the rhythm of the sunbeat 

They were my people, working so hard
to the rhythm of the sunbeat - - long ago
to the rhythm of the sunbeat. 

