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Canto de esperanza

Algin dfa los campos estarsn siempre verdes

y la tierra serd negrs, dulce y humeds.
En ella erecerdn altos nuestros hijos

y los hijos de nuestros hijos...

Y serdn libres como los drboles del monte

¥y las aves

Csda manana se despertardn felices de poseer la vida
y sabrdn que la lierra fue reconquistada para ellos.

Algin dfa...

Hoy aramos ioS campos resecos
Pero cads surco se moja con sangre

Daisy Zamora

Song of Hope

One day the fields will be forever green

and the earth will be black, sweet and moist,
Our children will grow tall on her

and the children of our children...

And they will be free as the trees and the birds of the
and the birds of the wildermness

Eaeh morning they will awake in the joy of having life
gnd will know tha! the earth was reconguered for them.

One day...

Today we plow the parched fields
but each furrow Is soaked with blood.



Palestinians Again Clash With Israeli Troops in Gaza Strip

Mpiwrs brses e Puresa

tors, lsrasel has been unabie to impose order in the
Gaza strip ar the occupied West Bank, Ay the UN,
“the Security Council, in a unanimous vole, called on
Israel to drop deportation orders, Page &

Protesiers throwing stones at lsrael soldiers n
Kkan Yums, where one youth was killed and sevén
wountded. Despite deporuation order for nine mili-
tants and the arrest of more than 1,000 demonstra




Poem of Victory

Days and nights in captivity
May seem filled with gloom

Anger, frustration, rage

Each day and each night
Might seem to be but a repetition

Of life and time itself

The dirty repression
And slimy, psychological warfare
Of the pig captors

May even make us despair at times

But with the courage of Comrade George

The inexhaustable confidence of Ho Chi Minh
The spirit of Crazy House

The altruism of Che

The steel-like patience of Mandela

The rock-hard commitment of Jonathan

The burning ire of Cinque

The stellar example of Mao

And the inimitable love of the Ppeople

We will field overwhelming victory over world oppression.

----- Comrade Rickke Green
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Crime of the Country

JUDY STATSINGER

A CAPELLA
FIRST AND LAST CHORUS
JLI 21 i | T 1 T
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Can't let the guilt — Yy go free.
CHORUS: The crime of the country, we can clearly see.

The crime of the country, the guilty go free.
The crime of the country, we can clearly see.
The crime of the country, the guilty go free.

1) When you got no money now your choices are few.
Hunger comes around, might have to steal for your food.
They put you in prison for some petty crime.

A lot of our good people spend their lives doing time.

CHORUS: The crime of the country, victims behind bars,
The victims of a system, system run on the dollar.
(Who's the guilty one?)

2) Ain’t it the man who pulls the strings?
Ain’t it Rockefeller and his friends?
U.S. aggression is a crime of greed
Waged against the Third World and people in need.

CHORUS: The crime of the country, we can clearly see.
The crime of the country, the guilty go free.
(Who's the guilty one?)

3) Uncle Sam, you've lied too long.
The taxpayer’s gonna know you're wrong.
Do you hear me in this song?
Do you hear me in this song?

CHORUS: The crime of the country, we can clearly see.
The crime of the country, the guilty go free.
The guilty go free.
Can't let the guilty go free.
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Patrice Emery Lumumba
DAWN IN THE HEART OF AFRICA

For a thousand years, you, African, suffered like a beast,
Your ashes strewn to the wind that roams the desert.
Your tyrants built the lustrous, magic temples
To preserve your soul, preserve your suffering.
Barbaric right of fist and the white right to a whip,
You had the right to die, you also could weep.
On your totem they carved endless hunger, endless bonds,
And even in the cover of the woods a ghastly cruel death
Was watching, snaky, crawling to you
Like branches from the holes and heads of trees
Embraced your body and your ailing soul.
Then they put a treacherous big viper on your chest:
On your neck they laid the yoke of fire-water,
They took your sweet wife for glitter of cheap pearls,
Your incredible riches that nobody could measure.
From your hut, the tom-toms sounded into dark of night
Carrying cruel laments up mighty black rivers
About abused girls, streams of tears and blood,
About ships that sailed to countries where the little man
Wallows in an anthill and where the dollar is king,
To that damned land which they called a motherland.
There your child, your wife were ground, day and night
In a frightful, merciless mill, crushing them in dreadful pain.
You are a man like others. They preach you to believe
That good white God will reconcile all men at last.
By fire you grieved and sang the moaning songs
Of a homeless beggar that sinks at strangers’ doors.
And when a craze possessed you
And your blood boiled through the night
You danced, you moaned, obsessed by father’s passion.
Like fury of a storm to lyrics of a manly tune
From a thousand years of misery a strength burst out of you
In metallic voice of jazz, in uncovered outcry
That thunders through the continent like gigantic surf.
The whole world surprised, wakes up in panic
To the violent rhythm of blood, to the violent rhythm of jazz,
The white man turning pallid over this new song
That carries torch of purple through the dark of night.

The dawn is here, my brother! Dawn! Look in our faces,
A new morning breaks in our old Africa.

Qurs alone will now be the land, the water, mighty rivers
Poor African surrendered for a thousand years.

Hard torches of the sun will shine for us again

They’ll dry the tears in eyes and spittle on your face.

The moment when you break the chains, the heavy fetters,
The evil, cruel times will go never to come again.

A free and gallant Congo will arise from black soil,

A free and gallant Congo—black blossom from black seed!
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Conspiracion

Mientras en mi exista todavia un respiro,
Yo conspiro.

Mientras mi espmtu pueda todawa cavalgar

Mientras mi brazo pueda todavia levantar

una pluma, un fusil,

Yo seré sutil!

Mientras exista el Ie-lo-lat la palma, el flamboyan

Mientras el pueblo esté presente,

Y balla gente

Cuenta conmigo, pues yo estaré al frente.

Mientras yo pueda respirar,

Yo podre conspirar.

Mientras las masas exijan protecc:on

Y m:entras el pueblo pida accion,

Estaré € yoatu lado, no habra separacién.

Habri conspiracion!

Mira bacia el sol, el mar, el universo,

Mientras estos existan, estaré yo en el verso

de cada guerrillero que camina disperso,

buscando entre otras cosas

tu libertad ansiosa.

Mientras este gusano americano

Siga en largos plazos

dictando nuestros pasos

Estréchame en tus brazos

No babri otra solucion

Habrd conspiracion!

~Carmen Valentin

Conspiracy

While there is a breath still left in me,
1 will engage in conspiracy.

While my spirit still can run,

While my arm can raise a gun,

or my band a pen still lift,
1 will be secret, subtle, swift.

As long as you can bear the ‘le-lo-lai"”’
As long as palm trees and the flamboyan still survive
So long as my people answer the call --
Count on me, at the front, with you all.
As long as I can breatbe,
I will conspire.

While the masses demand protection

and the people cry out for action

1 will stand beside you, not separately --
There will be conspiracies!

Look toward the sun, the universe, the sea

As long as these exist, then in the poem

of each guerrilla walking in your midst,
There | will be, seeking freedom, eagerly.

As long as these American worms
Continue to dictate the terms
Hold me in your arms.
There’s no other remedy -

But CONSPIRACY!

—-Carmen Valentin
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Otto René Castillo, Roque Dalton, Miguel Hernandez

translated by Barbara Paschke & David Volpendesta

LIBERTAD

Tenemos

por ti

tantos golpes
acumulados

en la piel,

que ya ni de pie
cabemos

en la muerte

En mi pais,

la libertad no es sélo

un delicado viento del alma,
sino también un coraje de piel.
En cada milimetro

de su llanura infinita

estd tu nombre escrito:
libertad.

En las manos torturadas.

En los ojos,

abiertos al asombro

del luto.

En la frente

cuando ella aletea dignidad.
En el pecho,

donde un aguanta varén
nos crece en grande.

En la espalda y los pies

que sufren tanto.

En los testiculos,
orgullecidos de si.

Ahi tu nombre,

tu suave y tierno nombre,

cantando en esperanza y coraje.

Hemos sufrido

en tantas partes

los golpes del verdugo

y escrito en tan poca piel
tantas veces su nombre,
que ya no podemos morir,
porque la libertad

no tiene muerte.

Nos pueden

seguir golpeando

que conste, si pueden.

Ta siempre serds la victoriosa,
libertad.

Y cuando nosotros
disparemos

el dltimo cartucho,

(3

FREEDOM

For you,

so many blows
have gathered

on our skin

that even standing
we do not fit
death.

In my country,

freedom is not only

a delicate breath from the soul
but physical courage as well.
On every millimeter

of its infinite landscape

your name is written:
freedom.

On tortured hands.

On eyes opened

to the amazement

of grief.

Upon the forehead

when it expresses dignity.

in the chest

td seras la primera
que cante en la garganta
de mis compatriotas,
libertad.

porque

nada hay mas bello
sobre la anchura

de la tierra,

que un pueblo libre,
gallardo pie,

sobre un sistema
que concluye.

La libertad,

entonces,

vigila y suena

cuando nosotros
entramos a la noche

o llegamos al dia,
suavemente enamorados
de su nombre tan bello:
libertad.

where an enduring man

grows within us to greatness.
On the back and feet

which suffer so much.

In the testicles,

proud of themselves.

There, your name,

your soft and tender name
singing with hope and courage.

We have suffered

in so many places

the blows of torment

and written in so little skin
your name so many times
that now we can‘t die
because freedom is deathless.

Of course,

they can continue beating us,
if they can.

Freedom,

you will always be victorious.
And when

we fire

the last shot,

Freedom,

you will be the first

to sing in the throat

of my countrymen

because

there is nothing more beautiful
on the face

of the earth

than a free people

standing bravely

upon a system

which is ending.

Thus,
freedom
dreams and keeps vigil.

We enter night

or arrive at day,

softly enamored

of your heautiful name:
Freedom.

— Otto René Castillo
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Me Contaste Como Mataron A Tu Hermano

Me contaste coma matarah a Antonio
ty hermang

¥y sa lenaron tus ojos de I;grian

- Fueron los guardias que estdn en Honduras - dijiste -,

lo mgarraron

e pegaron hasta aburrirse

y uno de ellos dijo que era mejor espolearle

eomoa si fuera animal -

Cuando ty mamd Hegd a reclamarlo

a un hospital de Tegucigalpn

lo mirg destrezade )

y un rotulo en el pecho decia "Sandino-comunista”.

Rosario Garels

Literacy volunteer, She belongs to the 19th of July
Sandinista Youth. From the poelry workshop of
Palacagdine, Nicaragua.

You Told Me How They Killed Your Brother

You told me how they tilled Antonio
your brother
and your eyes filled with tears.
—It was the quurdia who are in Honduras — you said—,
they grabbed him
they beat him wntil they were bored
and one of them said it was better to butcher him
as if he were an animal—.
When your molher srrived to elaim the body
at & hospital in Teguelgalpa
he was cut 1o pleces
and an imseription on his chest said "Sandino-communist”,
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This poem is dedicated to:

A message from Assata Shakur, dated May 2, 1979

Steven Biko, Ron Carter, Joseph Cinque, Mark Clark, Frank “Heavy" Field, Fanny Lou Hamer,
Fred Hampton, Bobby Hutton, George Jackson, Jonathan Jackson, Patrice Lumumba, Changa
Olugbala, Kakuyan Olugbala, Kimu Olugbala, Rema Olugbala, Sandra Pratt, Gabriel Prosser,
Harold Russell, El Haj Malik Shabazz, Zayd Malik Shakur, Sojourner Truth, Harriet Tubman, Nat
Turner, David Walker, Denmark Vesey. and to Black people throughout history who have given
their lives to the struggle for freedom. This poem is called “The Tradition:"

Carry it on now

Carry it on

Carry it on now

Carry it on

Carry on the tradition

There were Black people since the
childhood of time

Who carried it on

In Ghana and Mali

In Timbuktu

We carried on the tradition

We hid in the bush

When the slave hunters came

Holding spears and when the moment was
right

Leaped out and lanced the life blood of
would-be masters

We carried it on

On slave ships, hurling ourselves into
oceans

Slitting the throats of our captors

We took their whips and their ships

Blood flowed into the Atlantic

And it wasn't all ours

We carried it on

Fed Missy arsenic apple pie

Stole the axes from the shed

Went and chopped off Massa’s head

We ran, we fought, we organized a
railroad, an underground

We carried it on

In newspapers, and meetings

In arguments and street fights

We carried it on

In tales told to children

In chants and cantatas

In poems and blues songs and saxophone
screams

We carried it on

In classrooms, in churches

In courtrooms, in prisons

In barracks and basements

We carried it on

On soapboxes and picket lines
Welfare lines, unemployment lines,
Our lives on the line

We carried it on

On cold Missouri midnights
Pitting shotguns against lynch mobs
On burning Brooklyn streets
Pitting rocks against rifles

We carried it on

Against water hoses and bulldogs
Against night sticks and bullets
Against tanks and tear gas
Needles and nooses

Bombs and birth control

We carried it on

In Selma and San Juan
Mozambique, Mississippi

In Brazil and in Boston

We carried it on

Through the lies and the sell-outs
The mistakes and the madness
Through pain and hunger and frustration
We carried it on

Carried on the tradition

Carried a strong tradition

Carried a proud tradition

Carried a Black tradition

Carry it on

Pass it down to the children

Pass it down

Carry it on

Carry it on now

Carry it on

To freedom.

.
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CURRENT EVENTS

i undersiand that i am

slightly out of fashion,
The in-crowd wants no part of me,

Someone said that | am too stxtes
Black.
Somecne else told me | had failed to mellow:

It is true § have not
straightened back my hair.
MNor rediscovered maybelline.
And it is also true

that i still like African things,
like starues and dresses

and PEOPLE.

And it is also mrue

thar struggle is foremost in my mind.
And i still rap about discipline—

my anger has not run away.

And i still can’t stand ole

el dorado.

And i still can't dig no

one and one

And i still don't dig no

roka fellas.

And i call a pig 2 pig.

And a party, to my thinking,
happens only once in a while.

Anyway, i'm really kind of happy
being slightly out of style.

ASSATA

\7
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Song of Choice
by Peggy Seeger

Early every year the seeds are growing

Unseen, unheard, they lie beneath the ground
Would you know before their leaves are showing
That with weeds all your garden will abound?
If you close your eyes, stop your ears

Close your mouth then how can you know?

For seeds you cannot see may not be there
Seeds you cannot hear may never grow

In January you've still got the choice

You can cut the weeds before they start to bud
If you leave them to grow high

They'll silence your voice

And in December you may pay with your blood

Chorus:

So close your eyes, stop your ears

Close your mouth and take it slow

Let others take the lead and you bring up the rear
And later you can say you didn't know

Every day another vulture takes flight
There's another danger born every morning
In the darkness of your blindness

The beast will learn to bite

How can you fight if you can recognize

A warning?

Today you may earn a living wage

Tomorrow you may be on the dole

Thought there's millions going hungry

You needn't disengage

For its them, not you, that's fallen in the hole

It's alright for you if you run with the pack

It's alright if you agree with all they do

If fascism is slowly climbing back

It's not here yet, so what's it got to do with you?

The weeds are all around us and they're growing
It'll soon be too late for the knife

If you leave them on the wind

That around the world is blowing

You may pay for your silence with your life

Final chorus:

So close your eyes, stop your ears

Close your mouth and never dare

And if it happens here they'll never come for you
Because they'll know you really didn't care



They Tell Us to Wait

They tell us to wail,

They say orlly queers are dying.
Queers and junkies.

Those who deserve to five

are not at risk.

The epidemic Is not yet out of control,

They tell s they are concemed,
They are not concemed aboud
the lives that have been losL
They are concemed because
they are not sure they can control
whio will die next.

They are concemed about

the loss of productivity,

about Insurance paymenis.

They are calculating the cosls.

They tell us they are concermned

but they show no concem for

the millons of infected Africans

whose graves they have dug

with their civilizing influence.

They have not yel calculated the priority
ol sanving Afican lives.

They lell us

AIDS is affecting

Blacks and Puerto Ricans.
They show us the faces of
dying addicts,

They tel s Lo feel pity.
They ulter words like
homible

lragic

a waste of human life,
They omit the word
genodde.

They tell us they cannot tell us
aboul safe sex,

It makes them uncomfortable
to admit that human beings
are sexual

and thal gay sexuality & human ,
They wouid rather we die.
They lell s

we have committed a

crime against nature,

god & punishing us.

They tell us abstinence s sale,
They tell us to wait

until we get married.

\9q

They tedl us when
wie will die,

bwelve months, pehaps two years,
They do not tell us how to sunvive

how 1o be strong, healthy
how o change our fves.
They tell us lo wall

untll research scentisis
develop a are.

They hand out placebos to

guaraniee the scientific integrity

ol their research.
They do nol do

research on drugs that offer no hope

of profiL

They tedl us 1o wail

but we are tired of waiting,

We are lired of being told.

We are lired of unerals.

Let the cold silence

of the grave

dalm the ones who feed on human
misery,

the ones who calculate who

will lve and who will die,

They have tved many enemies.
We remember what they have told us
We will lnosen their grip.

We will reciairn the humanity

they have wasted.

wi
We will survive, =
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There’s a New World Coming

BERNICE REAGON

CHORUS: There’s a new world coming!

Everything’s gon’ be turning over,
Everything’s gon’ be turning over.
Where you gon’ be standing when it comes?

A CAPELLA
SING DOWN ONE OCTAVE © ]
CHORUS 1975 by Bernice Reagon
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| g Lar LoD many yeurs

L heen marchng, :.ingmg andd palkinmg,

Lrenng things | thaught would mu ke me {ree
While people hallway aruung the wold
Thev Been Tightng and dying and Blovding
P 11 seems thal they are gonna lag!

Yo know the haol |, The Bible?
Yoou read il and you will sew

Iy il surely come 1o pass

Vs o how (1| s gonng he

those thr were meck and humble
Would ¢ ome (o gain the carth

haem (hal shoddered a1 1he hat tom
Yooruled iae and rule The wld!

CATHY CADL

The naivans oF SAsig and Alnca
They ve taking over thon Joves

I he soslcis and brathei~ saulh ol s
Arp Linally BEI0R" wisg

Then take a look United States

Q0 the Morth Amengan clime

With youwu shvange mosiurd o wealtin g i

Vbl WweCEn BN O BT s 1o



1L

The stare of Chihuahua has 3 long history of revolutionary
with Pancho Vidla's armvin 1910

actwvity Pictured are women whe foughs
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Women—Lmoleum cul, 1975
Elizabeth Catken

Maturity

emma jean aged one night
back in september of '63

it was after them girls

had recejved death in alabama
on their knees

praying

to the same god,

i the same church,

in the same space,

she prayed.

she aged that night

after the day had gone

and left her with her thoughts.
left her with the

history of her people in
america.

emma jean matured that night
and knew that in a country
that killed the children

under

the eyes of their god that
she nor her people

were safe,

emima jean

decided back in september of '63
that she would let her pegple
know that they were not safe in
america

this is what she has done

and is doing if she has not found you
lack for her kiss & hug her
thank her and then help her

to help us

mature.

—Haki R. Madhubuti (don 1. lee)
© 1977



4







Greensboro: North Carolina:
Dedicated to Constance Evans

We

studying the rule

you can

not say death to the Klan

you can

not say death to the Klan
death to the Klan

you can

not say death to the Klan

We

answering the riddle

why the white

man will not give the black
man

a glass of water

why the white

man will not give

the black man

a glass of water why

the white

man will not give the black
man death to the Klan

you can

not say a glass of waler

to a thirsty black man

you cannot

say

a glass of water
you cannot

say
‘death to the Klan

death to the Klan

June JorpAN




Seeds

White snow turned red with bleood.

Clear rivers run red with blood.
Vast plains spattered red.
So much pain.

Anger, like a fist,
hardens in the belly.
But soft,

with tears

that well up

to drowm fear.
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S0 watered, anger grows
like an acorn

in the soul

to an oak.

Granite cracks

as the roots spread out.
Every crack brings

another ray

of sunshine

to encourage the green growth
that begins to crumble

the ancient stone

to dust.

_ ﬁnm'a Jehnston
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THAT GIVE LESSONS IN THE SAILLS OF WAR?Y e e

" TO BUILD A SOCIETY THAT WILL ELIMINATE FEARS.

*WHY WAR TOYS?'
WHAT ARE THESE TOYS OF CHRISTMAS WE SEE. ..

IS THIS HOW WE WANT OUR SOCIETY TG BE. ..
OR A SOCICTY THAT WE ALL CAN ADDRE?®Y
WHY MUST VIOILENCE RBE TAUGHT THROUGIHH WAR TOYS..
IS THIS ALL. WE CARE FOR OUR GIRLS AND BOYS?
WHY NOT GIVE TOYS OF LOVE AND PEACE. ..
AND TEACH KIDE THAT WAR IN THE WORLD MUST CEASE?
WHY NOT PLAY TAG WITH A FRIENDLY TOUCH. ..
INSTEAD OF WITH TOY LASER GUNS AND SUCH?
MUST & RAMBO OUTFIT BE THE GARD OF THE DAY. ..
WHEN JOHNNY 1S ASKED TO COME OQUT TO PLAY?
CIVE SOME PLUSH ANIMALS OR AN EDUCATIONAL TOY.
SUCH TOYS HELP KIDS LEARN-—AND BRING ABOUNDING JDY o o
JOIN WITH PEOPLE AT CHRISTMAS, SAY NO TO TOYS OF WAR. . .
MAKE A CHOICE FOR PEACE, WHEN ON THE SHOPPING FLOOR.
Sababu Na Uhuru (Eill Stener) Nov., R7

(Thie poem wse written for the Red Dragonsi a youth group
in the PBerkeley Calif ares, that protested the sale of wer toys

) during the 198& Christmas season.)

YOUTH OF TOMORROW
LOOY TG THE YOUTH OF THE COMING YEAKRS. ..

FEARS OF HUNGER, POVERTY AND WAR. ..
THE KIND OF SOCIETY WE ALL HOPE FOk.

BUILD A SOCIETY THAT WILL GIVE PECOPLE HOPE. ..
FREE OF CRIME, VIOLENCE, AND DOPL.

TEACH SOME RESPECT FOR THE SICK AND OLD. ..
SHELTER THE HOMELESS FROM THE COLD.

BUILD A SO{IETY THAT WILL BE COLOP--BLIND. ..
ONE THAT HELPS ALL RACES DEVELOP THE MIND.

ONE THAT USES SCIENCE FOR THE BENEFIT OF ALL..
NOT FOR A WAR MACHINE ON CONSTANT CALL.

ONE THAT DISCOVERS MEDICINE TO HEAL A DISEASE. ..
ONE THAT GROWS FOOD THAT 1S SAFE AND WILL PLEASE.

DEVELOP A SOCIETY THAT APPRECIATES ART. ..
ONE THAT SPAWNS FRIENDSHIPS FROM THE HEART.

YES, YOUTH OF TOMORROW: THE FUTURE IE YOURS. ..

" BUILD A SOCIETY THAT WILL OPEN ALL DOORS.

~Sababu Na Uhuru (Bill Stoner) Nov. 87
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IV. Carol, in the park, chewing on straws

She has taken a woman lover
whatever shall we do
she has taken a woman lover
how lucky it wasnt you
And all the day through she smiles and lies
and grits her teeth and pretends to be shy,
or weak, or busy. Then she goes home
and pounds her own nails, makes her own
bets, and fixes her own car, with her friend.
She goes as far
as women can go without protection
from men.
On weekends, she dreams of becoming a tree;
a tree that dreams it is ground up
and sent to the paper factory, where it
lies helpless in sheets, until it dreams
of becoming a paper airplane, and rises
on its own current; where it turns into a
bird, a great coasting bird that drearms of becoming
more free, even, than that — a feather, finally, or
a piece of air with lightning in it,
she has taken a woman lover
whatever can we say
She walks around all day
quietly, but underneath it
she’s electric;
angry energy inside a passive form.
The common woman is as common
as a thunderstorm.

By j"uo-\f GRAYN







Fear

(Chiguin is an affectionate Nicaraguan term

for ehild)

raotner caile asks,
Tlrz plumz?
?il2nes una pluma?
Fapeful eyes
seening g future,
wrating toel,

A drzwing tool

A way to leave
a merk upon the world.

=y, B1iguin,

- wa*r sc much

3 see Lhie mard
J m=ke on this world.
wart you to have

rany pens
5

L7 rany eclors
1T merk the streets and walls
=T & new world.

Eefzre 1 came here
mary asded me
arez't you alraid?
ky, Chiguin,
SESINE you
I an gfraid
oecause 1 know
Jur enemy
o9 well.
h2'd rather ses you buried
than drawing this world anew.

*'AHML ngﬁh“=-
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A Different Kind of Love Song
by Dick Gaughan

You ask me why I sing no love songs
You say the songs that I sing

Make you angry and sad

You say that you listen to music

To escape from the things
That make you feel bad

You say all that I sing of |
And that doesn't entertain vy
You say I should be trying
To make people happy

Well, strange as 1t seems
That's just what I'm trying to do

ils trouble
ou

could close my eyes to the suffering
could switch off my mind
nd sing pretty songs

could close my ears to the crying
could sing, take the money and run

L e B

But that wouldn't help those in trouble

That wouldn't help make their pain disappear
And the homeless, the workless

The hopeless and helpless

Wouldn't be any happier

Would still live in fear

So I'1l keep trying to make people happy
I'll keep trying

In the best way I know how

And for me to help make

The most people happy

I must make you even more

Sad and angry now

S50 you see where you misunderstand me

If you listen again

Then you might even find

All the songs that 1 sing are love songs
But their love is a different kind.




TIMICCOME when you piek pan de Panthers
I elied warn yu

il 8001 come when yu jack i op gunst de wall

il Cone 131 thiedne baowl,
losok out ! ook ont ! fook o ! bt 1 eliel seann yu.

[ruit soun ripe new visi fiee borning i nneve,

fe tek wi bire, smell bidness pan mi hreat

steenell soon come feel vialence, vinlenee.

fewi e wi mute. Isrrstin outta it

loak ot !
il 5000 Cone
10 SO0 SOl oo late nonw
look out ! hook out ! ook out ! I ohied s .

wi el bind

wi look sl

wi simoke weed LinTon Kwﬁ;_f TMHJ”H

ar i vu eye sharp,

read de vialenee inna wi eye,

wi goim smash de sky wieh wi Danel ool Lilisead
losak et ! loak out ! look o !

1 5001 Come
IS0 Lo ;
is the shedrow swalkin beland yu
'ls [ Stannngp rile hi_‘fun' ¥,
fraak et !

Band B0 teae Lok o ¢
T ehiel s yie

when vie g mi inna prison
| elied warn yu
wliem vean kil Clhawade

“-4:; A
Folul winm yu . FIJE;E:F'.'é=
; 3% R
when vu heat Joshua Frances o RO

I chiel warn yu

Sy
ﬁ%{/ﬁ? ffffﬁ'lﬁﬂ






Sabha s an old woman.

Swity years old

Her heart is green, green, green.
Like an old Lree —

as old as Lthe earth.

Her son . ..
.. will soon be nine,
Bul he knows how 1o throw stones!
And he knows how to shout-
Oh, Palestine!

His mother shouted as they knocked him down

Leave my son alone!

Leave my son alone!

Isn't it enough that you've killed his father and brother?

£
]
.
&

But the devil only smiled,

and told her:

Listen, old woman!

We'll slaughter all who don’t obey.

But then the mother produced a knife,
and belore he raised his hand
she sank it deep into his heart

Abu Sadek Husseini

(One of the most beloved poets
among the exided Palestimans, the
author of the most popular
fighting songs of the liberation
movement )




Tam the Areh Afuned

He said

fam hullets

and pranges

arngd dreams

Tef Zagiar (s my tent

Al | aine ifve homeland

The ongoing journiey

To the vomeland

From e East 1o the Weyg

Tite ywinrds wery being sharpenicd
Az Alimad conme 1o Know lies Binfin
Soparing like a star

Crazing to see MHaifa,

Alvmadd was (o be the saerifice
The civies lefr beliind olelr axpplialt Hiee s
And come after lim

To kifl him

From the Egsi 1o the Wesy

Ty were arranging ihe fureral
They were selecting the guillferim

ts
Vo

Faeer Hhe slrals Alveriged

|

L} ]
#
®

Lor the hesiepers come!

59
2

-
-
-
-
il oy W,
—a
s
.

My body b the furiress

S5

b
-

Lot the stege evmie!
Fam the fireline

4S5

Aered T will h:':-l:a"j.'l' them

G
f

For v hrcast i the shelter
H mey preopale
Lart Ve stewe come!

Sectpom ol the pown Alimad Zaatar by Maliaand [aea s
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To the Landlords

Landlord,

'm guing lo cut my [lesh into shreds
and hang i1

on each barb of your fence

until it's putrd

end you can't stand the slench

and you heve to leave

for somewhere else.

o 5
Fe Fr Crspar (rartin Lavian4,

Mag Tyl b FELAN Cons BATANT

VIIL Cooperativas

de Autodefensa

A los lerratenientes

Terrateniente,

WOy B COrlAr mi came en girones
pars colgaria

&n ceds pls de tus cercos

hasle gué 5 pudra

y no resisies €] hedor

v lengas que marcharte

A OLTE parte.
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A Red Star for Angel

dad §obeer o genall vl of careds groom phe
paths preai byorbe erids of Loves and Javiya,
(i wnp of the amarryned brearhs
of Vachin abandoned,

O the erysial af v sinele teanfrop syneczed
Jrocosr Maraania ma ber sparernal ovdeals i e U THITS
Ora bead J;'rurr.- Lolua’s rotary
_,:"'--fl.ihr._.r f:_] ber pravers ;‘m the hiowielamd
(0 il wiy ol senbighy thar annonnced anotlvr
day 1o Oswear i Dis cell on dearl vos:

O a bunger spasm from thyv
solinary confinenicur of Jian Artonni
Or the pain ;urn;}:;: fo sorcs
ou Fxow Pedm’™s cxremninies
Or the prarrynzed flesh awd bolovanse
of Willun Guillermo
Or a .'iH‘!I;".'r.’ u'lruln ol floog
Jren Hedrar H.u.;;;m'.«'.-g.’.’:.-f.n.-; Jimper,
O the anenymous mails uf o defiany beary
phar traoet o0 the airwaves we hreathe,

P wonld wake Angel jomng them together
@0 IR, .fr'mmpn’lrmr roud st
Wed as il burning bload of your
et it tortired hrow
A v Puereo Rican Star
trdde pedennse. Socalisy,

Mude to conform wub vour
walrand, Jecisioe wonds

e f0 g Consuela Lor f'[.l.r'.r[‘,fj.r')‘



The One Who Died Fighting

Don't ask me who I am

Nor if you ever met me.

The dreams that I have had

Will grow even though I am not here.
I no longer live, but 1 was

In what you were dreaming

And the others who keep on fighting
Will make new roses grow,

And in the name of those things
Every one will call my name.

Don't remember my face.

That was mv war mask

As long as there was a need to hate
in my land.

In the sky which is becoming light

You will know what mvy real face is like.

Few pecple hever heard me laugh

But they will find my unknown laughter
in the dawn

Of the day which is about to begin.

Don't ask me my age.

I am as old as evervone,

I chose among many ways

Tc be clder than my age,

And my true years

. Are the shots that I have fired.
e I am born in every volley

And even though my body dies

1 will be exactly as old

As the child I have liberated.

Doen‘t go looking for my tomb

Because you won't find it.

My hands are in the hands of others who are shocting,
My woice the one that is shouting,

My body the one that remalns wheole.

And know that I will only die

If the rest of vou weaken,

Because the one whe died fighting

Lives in every companero.

=== ANCONYmMous
El Salvador
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