
Oh freedom! Oh freedom! gfit ?,&jfln
Oh freedom, Lord for me, Lord for mel ' '

infl before I'd be , slave; I'd be buried inm BY graveAnd go home to By Lord and be free. ;

Ngo more k?liing, no mere killing,Ne more killing, Lord for me, Lord for melAnd before I'd be a slave, I'd be buried in = ave4nd go home to me Lord and be free
b5 r
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He more erying, ne more crying,No more crying, Lord for me, Lord for wme.And before 1'd be a slave, 1'd be buried iz my graveind go home to my Lord gad be free,
: y

§0 more scabbing, no more scabbing,¥o more scabbing, Lord fer e, lord for me.And before I'd be a slave, I'd be buried in Ry graveAnd go home to my Lord and be free.
:

ble Skall Mot B: IMoyst
¥e shall pot, we shall net be moved. {(twice)
Just like a tree that's planted by the water,¥e shall not be moved.

We're f;ghting for our freedom....The union is behingd
US. oo ARFEOREE MP....Y%e'1]l builda wighty uBioch....
¥e're gonna beat the growers....¥e're gonna stand
'togetherfiwt & & flgfla . 7
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Tihis land is your land, this land is my land,
From Calif. to the New York Isiand.
From the redwoecd foresitw to the Gulf Stream watergs-e-
This land was made Br you and me,

As I went walking tha! ribbon of highway,
I saw above me the endless skyway, I saw belowme that

goiden valley, This land was made for you and me.
This land is your landeecseveecsca

Well, I roamed and rambled, & I followed my footsteps
To the sparkling sands of her diamond desert,

" And all around me, a voice vas calling: this land was

mader you and me.
This land is your landeecscev.cceece,

Chorus: Goodbye to my Juan,
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%Adios mis amigos, Jesus Y Maria,
4
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:You won't have a name when you ride the big
& %ol 1 - ¢airplane,

Py g™ ~ . s 2 ammisd B1I they will call you will be, deportees.o

The crops are 2ll in, peaches rotting,
The oranges are piled in their creosote dumps.
You're flying them crder,
It takes all their again, {(chorus)
% £ 4 n Bite i ot £ 4.

§My father's own fatih
£They took ali the

My sizters and broth fruit fields,
&7

A A 7 { s : <Hode that truck ti d. (ehorus)
Some of us are illegal & others not want

Sur work contract's cut and we have to BOVE oR.

00 miles to the Mexican border - they chase us like

rustlers, like ouvtIaws, like thieves. (chorus;

The sky plane caug i1ge Gatos canyon,
A fireball of ligh t! shook all our hillis,
Who are these dear friends, &ll scatiered like dry leaves

The radio  says they ae just, deportees. {chorus)

Is this the best way we can raise our good orchards,
is this the best way we can grow cur good crops.
Te die and be scattered to rot on ithe topmoil.
Ts he called by no name except deporieces {chorus)
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sGuantanamera, Guajiizfees's s op! e \‘\ " ii B 5 &"~

Yo sov un hombre sincerg, de donde crece la palma {(twice)
Y antes de morirme gquiere, Echar mis verges del alma,
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g - P . = BRIs i¥i verss es de un verde claro, Y de ur carmin encendide
- CLgRTe

P Ay YMi verso es un cierro herido, twice)
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Con los pobres de la tierra, guiere yo me suerte echar,
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i -~ - 3El arrovo e la sterra, rwice
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Me comnlace mas cue el mar, LCROYUs)


