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And limbo stick is the silence in front of me
limbo
limbo
limbo like me
limbo
limbo like me
long dark night is the silence in front of me
limbo
limbo like me
stick hit sound
and the ship like it ready
stick hit sound
and the dark still steady
limbo
limbo like me
long dark deck and the water surrounding me
long dark deck and the silence is over me
limbo
limbo like me
stick is the whip
and the dark deck is slavery
stick is the whip 
and the dark deck is slavery
limbo
limbo like me
drum stick knock
and the darkness is over me
knees spread wide
and the water is hiding
limbo 
limbo like me
knees spread wide
and the dark ground is under me
down
down
down
and the drummer is calling me
limbo
limbo like me
sun coming up
and the drummers are praising me
out of the dark
and the dumb god are raising me
up
up
up
and the music is saving me
hot
slow
step
on the burning ground.
THIS POEM HAS LOTS OF RHYTHM AND SOUNDS AND TELLS THE STORY OF SLAVERY AS A DANCE.  

A LIMBO STICK IS A LONG WOODEN POLE WHICH IS LOWERED TOWARDS THE GROUND AND THEN DANCED OR ‘LIMBOED’ UNDER.

RUNNING ALONGSIDE THE DANCE ARE IMAGES OF THE AFRICAN SLAVES ON A VOYAGE TO A HORRIBLE FUTURE.

