Singing Order for Songs IBMT Concert,
on Sept 6th

Maria Luisa

Asikhatali
Bella Ciao
Dance des bombes 

Derry Streets 

Jarama

Nkosi sikelele
Rosa Parks
Viva la Quince Brigada
(En El Pozo) Maria Luisa 

Castillan version: 

En el pozo Maria Luisa la la la … (bis)

Murieron cuatro mineros

Mira, mira Maruxiña , mira

Mira como vengo yo!

Traigo la camisa roja la la la… (bis)

De sangre de un compañero

Mira, mira Maruxiña, mira

Mira como vengo yo!

Traigo la cabeza rota la la la… (bis)

Que me la rompio un barreno

Mira, mira Maruxiña, mira

Mira como vengo yo!

Me cago en los capataces la la la … (bis)

Accionistas y esquiroles

Mira, mira Maruxiña , mira

Mira como vengo yo!

Mañana son los entierros, la la la la la la.... (bis)

.De esos pobres compañeros

Mira, mira Maruxiña, mira

Mira como vengo yo! rpt v 1

Asikhatali - Palestine 

All: Ah see ka tar (le), no mar si bosh (wa),

See see mise ay ling koo loo lay ko (x2)

Oon zee ma lung twa lo,

Oo foo na ma do da, (x2)

Sop: We are the children of Palestine, and it's for freedom that were fighting now

Chorus after verse 2:

All: A heavy load, a heavy load, A it will take some real strength

Sop+Altos: We're not afraid of the prison walls, It is for freedom that we go now.

Sop+Alt+Ten: They took our land and they took our homes,

how much longer will they bleed us

All: In Gaza they shot us down, but we shall rise up united.

Bella Ciao 

1. Questa mattina, mi sono alzato, 

O bella ciao, bella ciao, bella ciao ciao ciao

Questa mattina mi sono alzato

E ho trovato l’invasor

2. O partigiano porta mi via, 

O bella ciao,etc. 

O partigiano porta mi via,

che mi sento di morir 

3. quieter  E se io muoio, de partigiano,

O bella ciao etc.

E se io muoio de partigiano,

tu mi devi seppellir

4. quieter Mi seppellirai, sulla montagna, 

O bella ciao etc.

Mi seppellirai sulla montagna,

sotto l'ombra d'un bel fior

5. E tutti quelli che passeranno, 

O bella ci ciao etc

Tutti quelli che passeranno 

Mi diranno "Che bel fior"

6. Questo e'il fiore del partigiano,

O bella ciao etc

Quest e e'il fiore del partigiano,.morto per la liberta.

La Danse des Bombes

Louise Michel, avril 1871, version de Michèle Bernard

Each verse builds up to a crescendo at end

1, Oui barbare je suis

Oui j'aime le canon

La mitraille dans l'air

Amis, amis, dansons.

refrain

La danse des bombes

Garde à vous! Voici les lions!

Le tonnerre de la bataille gronde sur nous

Amis chantons, amis dansons

La danse des bombes

Garde à vous! Voici les lions!

Le tonnerre de la bataille gronde sur nous

Amis chantons !

2. L'acre odeur de la poudre

qui se mêle à l'encens.

Ma voix frappant la voûte

et l'orgue qui perd ses temps.

(refrain) la danse des bombes

3. La nuit est écarlate.

Trempez-y vos drapeaux

Aux enfants de Montmartre,

la victoire ou le tombeau !

Aux enfants de Montmartre,

la victoire ou le tombeau !

(en canon)

Oui barbare je suis,

Oui j'aime le canon,

Oui, mon cœur je le jette à la révolution !

refrain

Oui, mon cœur je le jette à la révolution !

Yes, savage that I am

I love the canons

With shot raining down

friends, friends, lets dance

Chorus

Derry Streets

1. SW Solo:  The sun did dawn so grey and cold on Derry's empty streets

The buildings echoed one by one the sound of marching feet

But not one soul who braved that day not woman, man or wain

Knew fourteen men would never walk on Derry streets again.

2. Sop+Altos: The people gathered silently to march to Guildhall square

They came in peace to state their case among their own kind there

But butchers waited there for them, with bullet, blood and pain

And fourteen men would never walk on Derry streets again . 

3. All: The tramp of feet up Rossville street was broken by the sound

of armoured cars and rifle shots and death was all around

Some ran to tend the fallen men, by cowards they were slain

And fourteen men would never walk on Derry streets again.

4. Let England hang its head in shame, now all the world can see

The day there was a massacre they called a victory

Let Ireland stand united now, and speak the message plain

That honest folk may dare to walk on Derry streets again.

Jarama

1. All: There's a valley in Spain called Jarama,

It's a place that we all know so well.

For 'twas there that we gave of our manhood,

And most of our brave comrades fell.

2. Unison: We are proud of our British Battalion,

And the stand for Madrid that they made,

For they fought like true sons of the people,

As part of the fifteenth brigade.

3. All but bass: With the rest of the International column

In the fight for the freedom of Spain

They swore in the valley of Jarama

That fascism never should reign

4. All: We have left that dark valley for ever

But its memory we ne'er shall forget

So before we move on to our future

Let us stand to our glorious dead.

Nkosi Sikelela

1.  Nko-si si-ke-lel' i-A-fri-ka

Ma-lu-pha-kan-yi-sw'u-

pho-ndo lwa-yo

Yi-zwa i-mi-than-da-zo ye-thu

Nko-si si-ke-le-la, 

Nko-si si-ke-le-la

Nko-si si-ke-lel' i-A-fri-ka

Ma-lu-pha-kan-yi-sw'u-

pho-ndo lwa-yo

Yi-zwa i-mi-than-da-zo ye-thu

Nko-si si-ke-le-la, 

Thi-na lu-sa-pho lwa-yo

2. (bass): Wo-za Mo-ya

All: Si-ke-le-la Nko-si si-ke-le-la)

(bass): Wo-za Mo-ya

All: Si-ke-le-la Nko-si si-ke-le-la)

Wo-za Mo-ya O-yin-gewe-le.

Nko-si si-ke-le-la, 

Thi-na lu-sa-pho lwa-yo.

3. x2: Mo-re-na bo-lo-ka 

se-cha-ba sa he-so

O fe-di-se din-twa le Mat-swen-ye-ho

4. x2: (sop): O se bo-lo-ke

(all): O se bo-lo-ke

(sop): O se bo-lo-ke

(all): O se bo-lo-ke, 

Se-cha-ba sa he-so

Se-cha-ba sa A-fri-ka

Pronunciation

'u' pron. 'oo'.

'ph' pron. 'p'.

'th' pron,'t'.

'c' pron. as a 'tut' sound. .

'a' pron. 'ah'.

Rosa Parks

Words and music Polly Bolton

Structure: A, B, A, C, A, B, 

A, Coda

A section

Oh Rosa Parks, she would not stand for the white folk

I said Oh Rosa Parks, she would not stand on the bus x2

B section

Oh what a difference that woman made x4

C section

I’m gonna sit, I’m gonna sit at the front of the bus

Ain’t gonna stand, ain’t gonna stand at the back of the bus

Ain’t gonna stand, ain’t gonna stand at the back of the bus

I’m gonna sit, I’m gonna sit at the front of the bus

Coda

She would not stand

Oh she would not stand

No she would not stand on the bus

Viva la quince brigada (Pete Seeger version)

1. Viva la quince brigada

Rúmbala, rúmbala, rúmbala x2

Que se ha cubierto de gloria

Ay, Manuela. Ay, Manuela x2

2. Luchamos contra los moros

Rúmbala, rúmbala, rúmbala x2

Mercenarios y fascistas

Ay, Manuela. Ay, Manuela

3. Solo es nuestro deseo

Rúmbala, rúmbala, rúmbala x2

Acabar con el fascismo

Ay, Manuela. Ay, Manuela x2

4, En el frente de Jarama x2

Rúmbala, rúmbala, rúmbala

No tenemos ni aviones,

ni tanques, ni cañones

Ay, Manuela.

5. Ya salimos de España

Rúmbala, rúmbala, rúmbala x2

Por luchar en otros frentes

Ay, Manuela. Ay, Manuela x2

Translations

En El Pozo María Luisa

In the María Luisa mine, la la

Four miners have died  

Look, look Maruxina, look 

look how I'm coming home 

My shirt has turned red, la la

Stained with the blood of a fellow miner look.. 

My head has broken, la la

It was broken in a blast, look...

I shit on the small bosses, la la

shareholders and black legs, look...

we bury them tomorrow, la la

Bury 4 compagneros, look...

Bella Ciao

In a morning, I woke up

o bella ciao, bella ciao

bella ciao, ciao, ciao

in a morning, I woke up

and I found the invader.

2. Oh partisan, take me away,

o bella ciao.....

oh partisan, take me away

because I feel that I will die.

3. If I die as a partisan

o bella ciao.....

If I die as a partisan

you will have to bury me.

4. Bury me up on the mountain

o bella ciao.....

bury me up on the mountain

in the shadow of a beautiful flower.

5. And the people passing by

o bella ciao.....

and the people passing by

will say: “What a beautiful flower.”

6. This is the flower of the partisan

o bella ciao.....

this is the flower of the partisan

who died for freedom.

The dance of the bombs

Yes, savage that I am

I love the canons

With shot raining down

friends, friends, lets dance

 Chorus

The dance of the bombs

Watch out! Here are the lions

The thunder of the battle rages round us

Friends, sing, friends dance

The dance of the bombs

Watch out! Here are the lions

The thunder of the battle rages round us

Friends, sing,

The bitter smell of powder

which mixs with incense

My voice echoes from the vaults

and the organ misses a beat

chorus

The night is scarlet.

Soak your flags there

Children of Montmartre,

Its victory or the tomb!

Children of Montmartre,

Its victory or the tomb!

(canon)

Yes savage that I am,

Yes I love the canons

Yes, I throw my heart into the revolution!

chorus

Yes, I throw my heart into the revolution!

Nkosi Sikelele

Lord bless Africa

Let its horn be raised

Listen also to our prayers.

Lord bless us,

We, the family of (Africa).

Come Spirit

Come Holy Spirit

Lord bless us, we, the family of Africa.

Lord bless our nation

Stop wars and suffering

Save it, Lord

Our nation,

The African nation.

Let it be so for ever.

Viva la quince brigada

Long live the 15th Brigade

rumba la rumba la rumba la.

Which covered itself in glory

Ah Manuela ! Ah Manuela !

We fight against the Moors

The mercenaries and the fascists

Our only desire, 
Is to end fasism

At the Jarama front 

We had no planes, no tanks, no cannons

We will leave Spain To fight on other fronts

