Tori Amos.  “Silent All These Years.”  Little Earthquakes.  New York: Atlantic Recording Corporation, 1991.

Silent All These Years

Excuse me but can I be you for a while

My dog won’t bite if you sit real still

I got the anti-Christ in the kitchen yellin’ at me again

Yeah, I can hear that been saved again by the garbage truck

I got something to say you know

But nothing comes 

Yes I know what you think of me

You never shut-up

Yeah, I can hear that 

But what if I’m a mermaid in these jeans of his with her name still on it

Hey, but I don’t care cause sometimes I said

Sometimes I hear my voice and 

It’s been here 

Silent all these years

So you found a girl who thinks really deep thoughts

Boy you best pray that I bleed real soon

How’s that thought for you

My scream lost in a paper cup 

You think there’s a heaven where some screams have gone

I got 25 bucks and a cracker

Do you think it’s enough to get us there 

Years go by

Will I still be waiting for somebody else to understand

Years go by

If I’m stripped of my beauty and the orange clouds raining in my head

Years go by

Will I choke on my tears till finally there is nothing left

One more casualty 

You know we’re too easy

Easy, easy

Well, I love the way we communicate

Your eyes focus on my funny lip shape 

Let’s hear what you think of me now

But baby don’t look up 

The sky is falling

Your mother shows up in a nasty dress 

It’s your turn now to stand where I stand

Everybody lookin’ at you 

Here take hold of my hand 

Yeah I can hear them

Big Mountain.  “Right to Live.”  Without Apology: Reggae Free Mumia.  New York: Without Apology Music, 1999.

Right to Live

Yes my people it’s time for us to reach deep down inside

We got to help brother Mumia ‘cause he needs our help

Deep in the dungeons of Babylon

A soldier of truth is remaining strong

Refuses to compromise his liberty

Teaching the people to help them see

We have the right to live 

We have the right to be free

Yes brother Mumia has the right to be free

They tried to establish his guiltiness 

But we have no doubt of his innocence

Everything points to a conspiracy 

That’s why we’re chanting “No justice, no peace”

Come make we join hands

And sing the people’s song

(Chorus)

You know we’ve been here before

Trodding depressed

More to receive our less

We’ve answered their questions and swallowed their lies

Now the gate is open and time for their surprise

One by one

It’s time we had our fun

One by fun

Babylon goes down

All the people have changed

They have got o confess

Brother Mumia needs our help

The man is innocent

Don’t let Babylon push us

In these days

Facing brutality each and everyday

No peace and there is no justice

Let the music free the people

Let Jah music give the people the strength to rebel

We have the right to live

We have the right to be free

Body Count.  “Cop Killer.”  Body Count.  New York: Sire Records, 1992.

Cop Killer

This next record is dedicated to some personal friends of mine, the LAPD. For every cop that has ever taken advantage of somebody, beat 'em down or hurt 'em, because they got long hair, listen to the wrong kinda music, wrong color, whatever they thought was the reason to do it. For every one of those fuckin' police, I'd like to take a pig out here in this parkin' lot and shoot 'em in their mothafuckin' face.

· Body Count (w/Ice-T) - "Out In The Parking Lot" - Cop Killer 

COP KILLER! 

Yeah! I got my black shirt on 

I got my black gloves on 

I got my ski mask on 

This shit's been too long 

I got my twelve guage sawed off 

I got my headlights turned off 

I'm 'bout to bust some shots off 

I'm 'bout to dust some cops off 

I'm a...

COP KILLER, better you than me 

COP KILLER, fuck police brutality! 

COP KILLER, I know your family's grievin' ... FUCK 'EM! 

COP KILLER, but tonight we get even 

I got my brain on hype 

Tonight'll be your night 

I got this long-assed knife and your neck looks just right 

My adrenaline's pumpin' 

I got my stereo bumpin' 

I'm 'bout to kill me somethin' 

A pig stopped me for nuthin'! 

COP KILLER, it's better you than me 

COP KILLER, fuck police brutality! 

COP KILLER, I know your family's grievin' ... FUCK 'EM! 

COP KILLER, but tonight we get even 

DIE, DIE, DIE, PIG, DIE! FUCK THE POLICE! 

COP KILLER, it's better you than me 

COP KILLER, fuck police brutality! 

COP KILLER, I know your family's grievin' ... FUCK 'EM!

COP KILLER, but tonight we get even 

FUCK THE POLICE! 

FUCK THE POLICE, for Daryl Gates

FUCK THE POLICE, for Rodney King

FUCK THE POLICE, for my dead homies 

FUCK THE POLICE, for your freedom 

FUCK THE POLICE, don't be a pussy 

FUCK THE POLICE, have some mothafuckin' courage 

FUCK THE POLICE, sing along! 

COP KILLER! 

I'm a muthafuckin' COP KILLER! 

COP KILLER! 

Burning Spear.  “Statue of Liberty.”  Calling Rastafari.  Cambridge, MA: Heartbeat, 1999.

Statue of Liberty

In the early fifties and sixties and seventies

American stretched forth her hands and welcome us all

Yes we built and now they refuse us

Yes we clean it ad now they refuse us

Yes they mark us, they su su su

Yes we been there with a working intention 

Yes we been there with a educational intention

Yes we been there

So many different nationalities been there too

Never been treated like we do

Never been handled like we do

Never been talked about like we do

We have no intention to bomb threat

No intention to hijacking 

No intention to hostage holding

(Chorus)

Statute of liberty light up your torch so we can see

It’s not like we begging or demanding anything

It’s not like we begging or demanding anything

It’s just an example

It’s just an example

(Chorus 2x)

In the forties and fifties no one was fair

In the sixties people start to share

In the seventies we were there

In the nineties immigration get started

(Chorus)

Jimmy Cliff.  “No Justice.”  Images.  Miami: Vision Records, 1989.

No Justice

I work all day to find my daily bread

Work so hard to get a roof over my head

But the ones I work for act like they’re my master

When what I produce I’m more than equal partner

I can’t get no justice under this system

I can’t get no justice in this society

I work all day and night to find my daily needs

But freedom is suppressed by another ones greed

Why should certain ones control another ones needs

It’s rebellion these kind of action breeds

I can’t get no justice under this system

I can’t get no justice in this society

Why should one be judged by the color or their skin

Instead of the qualities they show from deep within

If they keep wanting to control what we earn

Run oppressor run ‘cause we’re going to burn

I can’t get no justice under this system

I can’t get no justice in this society

Culture.  “Still Rest On My Heart.”  Three Sides to My Story.  Kingston, Jamaica: Shanachie Records, 1991.

Still Rest On My Heart

Oh, what a happenin’

Pain on the slaveship

We have been robbed of our rights

Even my sister has been stripped

It’s a shame upon our race

Murder

Still rest on my heart

Can you imagine the way the people felt

Travelling from home to Jamaica

They traveled so very far

Packed up in slaveships

I’m going to name theme for you

One called The Nina, one called The Pinta, the other The Santa Maria

Believe me when I say

Still rest on my heart

Grandmother feel it

After a hard days labor

They took my neighbor

Place him down his knees, hear me now

And then the slavemaster climb on his back

And mount onto his horse

That burns into my heart

Still rest on my heart

When slavemaster get eat

And drink his wine

And beat my sister in drunkenness

Say that she’s no working

She’s getting sloppy

Yet my sister keep him clean

What ungrateful man

Still rest on my heart

My sister was tricked

No education

No rest for the weary

All I can see is frustration

Hear me when I say 

Still rest on my heart

Eminem.  “97’ Bonnie and Clyde.”  The Slim Shady LP.  New York: Interscope Records, 1999.

97’ Bonnie and Clyde

Just the two of us.. (8X) 

[Eminem] 

Baby your da-da loves you (hey) 

And I'ma always be here for you (hey) no matter what happens 

You're all I got in this world I would never give you up for nothin 

Nobody in this world is ever gonna keep you from me 

I love you 

C'mon Hai-Hai, we goin to the beach 

Grab a couple of toys and let da-da strap you in the car seat 

Oh where's mama? 

She's takin a little nap in the trunk 

Oh that smell (whew!) da-da musta runned over a skunk 

Now I know what you're thinkin - it's kind of late to go swimmin 

But you know your mama, she's one of those type of women that do crazy things, and if she don't get her way, she'll throw a fit 

Don't play with da-da's toy knife, honey, let go of it (no!) 

And don't look so upset, why you actin bashful? 

Don't you wanna help da-da build a sand castle? (yeah!) 

And mama said she wants to show how far she can float 

And don't worry about that little boo-boo on her throat 

It's just a little scratch - it don't hurt, her was eatin dinner while you were sweepin and spilled ketchup on her shirt 

Mama's messy isn't she? 

We'll let her wash off in the water and me and you can away by ourselves, can't we? 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

And when we ride! 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

Just you and I! 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

And when we ride! 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

Just you and I! 

See honey.. there's a place called heaven and a place called hell 

A place called prison and a place called jail 

And da-da's probably on his way to all of em except one 

Cause mama's got a new husband and a stepson 

And you don't want a brother do ya? (Nah) 

Maybe when you're old enough to understand a little better I'll explain it to ya 

But for now we'll just say mama was real real bad 

She was bein mean to dad and made him real real mad 

But I still feel sad that I put her on time-out 

Sit back in your chair honey, quit tryin to climb out (WAHH!) 

I told you it's okay 

HaiHai, wanna ba-ba? 

Take a night-night?

Nan-a-boo, goo-goo ga-ga? 

Her make goo-goo ca-ca? 

Da-da change your dia-dee 

Clean the baby up so her can take a nighty-nighty 

Your dad'll wake her up as soon as we get to the water 

Ninety-seven Bonnie and Clyde, me and my daughter 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

And when we ride! 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

Just you and I! 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

And when we ride! 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

Just you and I! 

Wake up sweepy head we're here, before we pway we're gonna take mama for a wittle walk along the pier 

Baby, don't cry honey, don't get the wrong idea 

Mama's too sweepy to hear you screamin in her ear (ma-maa!) 

That's why you can't get her to wake, but don't worry Da-da made a nice bed for mommy at the bottom of the lake 

Here, you wanna help da-da tie a rope around this rock? (yeah!) 

We'll tie it to her footsie then we'll roll her off the dock 

Ready now, here we go, on the count of free.. One.. two.. free.. WHEEEEEE! (whoooooshhhhh) 

There goes mama, spwashin in the wa-ta 

No more fightin wit dad, no more restraining order 

No more step-da-da, no more new brother 

Blow her kisses bye-bye, tell mama you love her (mommy!) 

Now we'll go play in the sand, build a castle and junk 

But first, just help dad with two more things out the trunk 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

And when we ride! 

Just the two of us.. (2X) 

Just you and I! 

[Eminem] 

Just me and you baby is all we need in this world 

Just me and you 

Your da-da will always be there for you 

Your da-da's always gonna love you 

Remember that If you ever need me I will always be here for you 

If you ever need anything, just ASK 

Da-da will be right there 

Your da-da loves you 

I love you baby

Foundation.  “Pride.”  Flames.  New York: Island Records, 1988.

Pride

I’ve got hold to my pride

As a black man I won’t let go

I’ve got hold to my pride

As a black man I won’t let go 

I have seen some black man

Use things to let their hair look like white man

I have seen some black man

Use things to let their skin look like white man

But I 

I got to hold on to my pride

As a black man I won’t let go

I’ve got hold to my pride

I’m glad I’m black

It’s your thinking that makes you rich

It’s your thinking that makes you poor

It’s your thinking that makes you strong

It’s your thinking that makes you weak

I’ve got hold to my pride

As a black man I won’t let go

I’ve got hold to my pride

As a black man I won’t let go 

Never never let go

Can’t run away from yourself

Can’t run away from yourself 

Aretha Franklin.  “Natural Woman.” Aretha Franklin: 30 Greatest Hits.  New York: Atlantic Records, 1967.

Natural Woman

Looking out on the morning rain
I used to feel uninspired
And when I knew I had to face another day
Lord, it made me feel so tired
Before the day I met you, life was so unkind
But your love was the key to peace my mind

Cause you make me feel, you make me feel, you make me feel like
A natural woman

When my soul was in the lost-and-found
You came along to claim it
I didn't know just what was wrong with me
Till your kiss helped me name it
Now I'm no longer doubtful of what I'm living for
Cause if I make you happy I don't need no more

Cause you make me feel, you make me feel, you make me feel like
A natural woman

Oh, baby, what you've done to me
You make me feel so good inside
And I just want to be close to you
You make me fell so alive
Cause you make me feel, you make me feel, you make me feel like
A natural woman


Michael Franti and Spearhead.  “Listener Supported.”  Stay Human.  San Francisco, Six Degrees Records, 2001.

Listener Supported
Six foot six above sea level

I grab the mic because I like to take you to anotha mental level

Low power frequency modulation 

The big sound from underground anotha pirate station

We bring the truth to places truth is never heard before

We bring the sound communication of our tribal war

Dark vision fly by helicopters in the night 

Attempt triangulation of our station in the fight

Straight from the bass the deep down low precision 

High crime treason we broadcastin’ sedission

Like the wall street mornin’ afternoon edition 

Commandeering airwaves from unknown positions

Live and direct we comin’ never prerecorded

With information that will never be reported

Disregard the mainstream media distorted

Whoop! Whoop!

We comin’ listener supported

Don’t take no prisoners if you can’t afford to feed none

Don’t start no fights if you can’t predict the outcome

Don’t make donations where you cannot get your dough back

Fuck the apathetic bullshittas send ‘em all your prozac

I will not climb into your telephone tree

And “hell no you can’t put me on hold!”

It’s the same recorded message you been singin’ all along

Keep handin’ us the bible while you walkin’ off with all the gold

The bureaucratic office sends you merry-go-rounding

While the KKK police the streets by blood hounding

Interest on the credit card just keeps on compounding 

But the FCC can neva shut this pirate sound down

Live and direct we comin’ never prerecorded

With information that will never be reported

Disregard the mainstream media distorted

Whoop! Whoop!

We comin’ listener supported

Michael Franti and Spearhead.  “Oh My God.”  Stay Human.  San Francisco, Six Degrees Records, 2001.

Oh My God
Oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ suicide

Singin’ oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ genocide

Slam bam I come unseen

But like gasoline you can tell if I’m in the tank like money in the bank

I smell appealing, but I’m toxic, can send ya realing, without an inklin’, keep ya thinkin’

‘Cause you gave cash to the feds, left your school district for dead

Fucked you up in the head, but still they sayin’ nothin’s wrong

Selling firewater but outlawing the bong

Still beliveving the system is workin’ while half of my people are still outta workin’

Anonymous notes left in the porckets and coats

Of judges and juries from ‘Frisco to Jersey

Threats and protests politicians mob debts trumped up charges and phony arrests

Stage a lethal injection, the night before the election

‘Cause he got donations from the prison guard’s union

Oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ suicide

Singin’ oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ genocide

Listen to my stethoscope on a rope

Internal lullabies, human cries, thumps and silence, the language of violence

Algorithimic, cataclysmic, seismic, biorhythmic 

You can make a life longer, but you can’t save it

You can make a clone and then you try to enslave it?

Stealin’ DNA samples from the unborn

And then you comin’ after us ‘cause we sampled a James Brown horn?

Scientists whose God is progress, a four headed sheep is their latest project

The CIA runnin’ like that Jones from Indiana but they still won’t talk about that Jones in Guyana

This ain’t no cartoon, no one slips on bananas

Do you really think that car killed Diana

Hell I shot Ronald Reagan, I shot JFK, I slept with Marilyn she sung me happy birthday

Oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ suicide

Singin’ oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ genocide

Well politicians got lipstick on the collar

The whole media started to holler

But I don’t give a fuck who they screwin’ in private 

I wanna know who they screwin’ in public

Robbin’, cheatin’, stealin’, white collar criminal McDonald eatin’, you deserve a beatin’

Send you home a weepin’, with a fat bill for your Caribbean weekend

For just about anything they can bust us

False advertising sayin’ “halls of Justice”

You tellin’ the youth don’t be so violent 

Then you drop bombs on every single continent 

Mandatory minimum sentencin’

‘Cause he got caught with a pocket fulla medicine

Do that again another ten up in the pen

I feel so mad I wanna bomb and institution

Oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ suicide

Singin’ oh-my, oh-my God!

Out here mama they got us livin’ genocide

Michael Franti and Spearhead.  “Rock the Nation.”  Stay Human.  San Francisco, Six Degrees Records, 2001.

Rock the Nation

We livin' in a mean time and an aggressive time
a painful time, a time where cynicism rots to the vine
in a time where violence blocks the summer shine
lifetimes, go by in a flash
in search for love, in search for cash
everybody wanna be some fat tycoon
everybody wanna be on a tropic honeymoon
nobody wanna sing a little bit out of tune
or be the backbone of a rebel platoon
it's too soon to step out of line
you might get laughed at you might get fined
but do you feel me when I say I feel pain everyday
when I see the way my friends gotta slave
and never get ahead of bills they gotta pay
no way no way!
some make a living doing killing Colombian penicillin
some are willing to play the villain they just chillin'
to pass the time, pass the information
or pass the wine
pass the buck or pass the baton
but you can't pass the police or the pentagon
the I.R.S. or the upper echelon
I think it's time to make a move on the contradiction 

(chorus)
Bom-Bom, rock the nation
take over television and radio station
Bom-Bom the truth shall come
give the corporation some complication! 

This is the dawning of our time I say it one more time
to emphasize the meaning of my rhyme
to rise above all the dirt and grime
add the right spice at the right time
fuck the constitution
are we part of the solution or are we part of the pollution
sittin' by and wonderin' why,
things ain't the way we like to find them to be, to be
for you and for me the people over there and the ones in between
check our habitation are we a peace lovin' nation
peace lovin' nation
I have a reasonable doubt I think I'll just spell it out
there's no need to scream or to shout
the N.R.A. just bought a man's soul
then he jumps up and shouts gun control
the government says that killin's a sin
unless you kill a murderer with a lethal syringe
so I ask again "are we peace lover's then"
some of them slang guns when they six years old
some of them end up in some six foot hole
this whole damn place seems to, lost control
so I raise my voice before I lose my soul
(chorus) 

This is the way I'll express my feelings
vibe revealed and revolved spinnin’ on a record y'all
try to confiscate take what I communicate with
it's ancient gift of the lip steady creating
activating passin’ vocal vibrations to the blind plus the seeing
human doesn't mean just being
be coming don't believe it just belief it
belongings or beloved rehearse it or recite it
while shining drop your guns and move your tongues
battle motivation in no time lyrics come
sometimes fun others run their mouth or away
my mind co beaming like an early sunray
one day we'll get the picture and all combine
less the talking bout mines is mine and become one mind
every piece of the puzzle has its place
to build the piece of the puzzle called the human race 

taking it long enough we crush the formal journalistic
dyslexic critters talk backwards to rap words
I'm sure raising my hands with questions and demands
statements and a plan with a map of the land
(chorus) 
Funkdoobiest.  “Pussy Ain’t Shit.”  Brothas Doobie.  New York: Immortal Records, 1995.

Pussy Ain’t Shit

Pussy aint shit but lips and clits x 4


Verse 1:
One vagina, two vagina just like a minor
I'm gonna go deep paid fuck for reminder
doobie can't spark itch my dick with the clitoris
isn't this cause all the pussy can't get with this
shaving the anus, smelly who sprayed it
she grabbed my dick with the pussy lips sagging
I just fuck the pussy, then I just throw it out
it aint shit the bitches be acting like its gold
sucking, fat lips swelled with the ovaries
the space in between was her urinary opening
vagina walls pollute my dick with the uterus
Funkdoobiest, yo girls aint used to this
fallopian tubes, the pussy's pulsating
and clitoris is hot my way I'm masturbating
waiting for the skin, but isn't all for me though
the pussy aint shit fuck a bitch and her ego
Pussy aint shit but lips and clits x 4


Verse 2:
What was that, the pussy just farted
I lubricate the lips vagina walls had parted
the cervix of her uterus, I saw Mrs. Diaphragm
pussy aint shit give it to me in a frying pan
who's catching coodies pussy gotta doodie
brush with the remedy we'll give it up the booty
a turn on, the passage to the female genitals
I won't play myself and giving em my principal
physical, female, anatomy sad to see
a pressed pussy lip drip so don't be mad at me
brothas in prison doing time for the coochie
the tuna, the shrimp, the snatch, and the sushi
vaginas discharged, spots on the panties
unsanitary cause the pussy's too hairy
Pussy aint shit but lips and clits x 4


Verse 3:
Nigga wanna die for the pussy and fight for the pussy
kill for the clit yo I aint going out
it's just me on the marrow, a muscle for the friction
cold sex for no sex that’s my prediction
diction, speak the x-rated lingo
waiting on my dick I hit the g-spot bingo
pussy lips wrinkled, the wet soft and nappy
a menstruating cycle that’s never acting happy
hormones, menopause, cramps yo I wonder
pussy can't bury niggas six feet under
others won't listen, vaginas all busted
Son's so disgusted, can't be trusted
infested, dirty with the Monistat 7
rotten was the clitoris and pussy lips infected
remember I said the first time it came to me
now I look back and shit it's all the same to me
Pussy aint shit but lips and clits x 4

The Heartical Crew.  “Free Mumia.”  Without Apology: Reggae Free Mumia.  New York: Without Apology Music, 1999.

Free Mumia

Free Mumia 

Free Mumia

From the hands of the downpressor

Free Mumia 

Free Mumia

Facts are facts

Fiction are fiction

He is the wrong man in the investigation

Racist politricks of the prosecution

Stripped him of his rights of the Constitution

Trial by error, trial of deception

His testimony through intimidation 

So much perjury so many violation

Babylon gonna burn if they kill the wrong man

Free Mumia

Free Mumia

From the hands of the downpressor

Free Mumia

Free Mumia

You’re not right

Baby-wrong

Your Queendom won’t last for long

You are weak, not strong

Wickedness could never enter the gates of Zion

It’s not right, it is wrong

Stand firm, stand strong

Free Mumia

It is time to set Mumia free

Too many years in captivity

Judged by the courts of partiality

He only tried to stop their police brutality

His innocence requires clemency

Living on death row is not where he should be

Free Mumia

Do it Jah

Lauryn Hill.  “Everything Is Everything.”  The Miseducation of Lauryn Hill.  New York: Columbia Records, 1998.

Everything Is Everything

[Lauryn singing - Chorus] 

Everything Is Everything 

What is meant to be, will be 

After winter, must come spring 

Change, it comes eventually (2x) 

[Singing - Verse One] 

I wrote these words for everyone who struggles in their youth 

Who won't accept deception, in--instead of what is truth 

It seems we lose the game 

Before we even start to play 

Who made these rules? (Who made these rules?) 

We're so confused (We're so confused) 

Easily led astray Let me tell ya that... 

[Chorus] 

Everything Is Everything 

Everything Is Everything 

After winter, must come spring 

Everything Is Everything 

[Rapping - Verse Two] 

I philosophy 

Possibly speak tongues 

Beat drum, Abyssinian, street Baptist 

Rap this in fine linen, from the beginning 

My practice extending across the atlas 

I begat this 

Flipping in the ghetto on a dirty mattress 

You can't match this rapper slash actress 

More powerful than two Cleopatras 

Bomb graffiti on the tomb of Nefertiti 

MCs ain't ready to take it to the Serengeti 

My rhymes is heavy like the mind of sister Betty (Betty Shabazz!) 

L-Boogie spars with stars and constellations 

Then came down for a little conversation 

Adjacent to the king, fear no human being 

Roll with cherubims to Nassau Coliseum 

Now hear this mixture, where Hip Hop meets scripture 

Develop a negative into a positive picture 

[Chorus] 

Now Everything Is Everything 

What is meant to be, will be 

After winter, must come spring 

Change, it comes eventually 

[Lauryn Singing - Verse Three] 

Sometimes it seems 

We'll touch that dream 

But things come slow or not at all 

And the ones on top, won't make it stop 

So convinced that they might fall 

Let's love ourselves and we can't fail 

To make a better situation 

Tomorrow, our seeds will grow 

All we need is dedication 

Let me tell ya that... 

[Chorus] 

Everything Is Everything 

Everything Is Everything 

After winter, must come spring 

Everything Is Everything 

Everything Is Everything 

What is meant to be, will be 

After winter, must come spring 

Change, it comes eventually 

Lauryn Hill.  “Mystery of Iniquity.”  MTV Unplugged 2.0.  New York: Columbia Records, 2002.

Mystery of Iniquity
It's the mystery of Inequity...

Said it's the misery of Inequity...

Said it's the history of Inequity...

When it all...

All falls down...

Telling you all...

It all falls down

Children...

Eat your bread

Little children...

Eat your bread

Cuz it all...

All falls down...

Telling you all...

It all falls down

(First and only verse)

Yo!  Ya'll can't handle the truth in a courtroom of lies

Perjures the jurors

Witness despised

Crooked lawyers

False Indictments publicized

Its entertainment...the arraignments

The subpoenas

High profile gladiators in bloodthirsty arenas

Enter the Dragon

Black-robe crooked-balance

Souls bought and sold and paroled for thirty talents

Court reporter catch the surface on the paper

File it in the system not acknowledged by the Maker

Swearing by the bible blatantly blasphemous

Publicly perpetrating that "In God We Trust"

Cross-examined by a master manipulator

The faster intimidator

Receiving the judge's favor

Deceiving sabers doing injury to their neighbors

For status, gratis, apparatus and legal waivers

See the bailiff

Representing security

Holding the word of God soliciting perjury

The prosecution

Political prostitution

The more money you pay.. the further away solution

Legal actors

Babylon's benefactors

Masquerading as the agency for the clients

Hypocritical giants

Morally non-compliant

Orally armed to do bodily harm

Polluted, recruited and suited judicial charm

And the defense isn't making any sense

Faking the confidence of escaping the consequence

That a defendant is depending on the system

Totally void of judgment purposely made to twist em'

Emotional victim blackmailed by the henchmen

Framed by intentions

Inventions whereby they lynch men

Enter the false witness slandering the accused

Planting the seed openly showing he's being used

To discredit, edit, headed for the alleged

Smearing the individual fearing the unsuspected

Expert witness (the paid authority)

Made a priority to deceive the majority

Of disinterested peers

Dodging duty for years

Hating the process 

waiting to be returning to their careers

Do we expect the system made for the elect

To possibly judge correct?

Properly serve and protect?

Materially corrupt

Spiritually amuck

Oblivious to the cause

Prosperously bankrupt

Blind leading the blind

Guilty never defined

Filthy as swine

A generation pure in its own mind

Legal extortion

Blown out of proportion

In vein deceit

The truth is obsolete

Only two positions:

Victimizer or Victim

Both end up in destruction trusting this crooked system

Mafia with diplomas keeping us in a coma trying to own a piece of the "American Corona"

The Revolving Door

Insanity every floor

Skyscraping, paper chasing

What are we working for?

Empty traditions

Reaching social positions

Teaching ambition to support the family superstition?

When the Son of Podition is Commander in Chief

The standard is Thief

Brethren can we candidly speak?

Woe to the men

Trusted in the chariots dem'

Leaning on horses

They run their intellectual sources

Counterfeit wisdom creating the illusion of freedom

Confusion consumes them

Every word they speak it turns them out really white

Internally they absent of light

trapped in the night and bonded to the Cain of the night

Under the curse

Evil men waxing more worse

Faxing the first

Angelic being cast to the earth

It's time for rebirth

Burnin’ up the branch and the root

The empty pursuits of every tree bearing the wrong fruit

Turning me ill

Let him who stole, no longer steal

Oh it's real

Surrender for Jehovah is real

How long will you sleep

Troubled by the thoughts that YOU keep

The idols YOU heap

Causing the destruction you reap

Judgment has come

Find it and return to the One

Abandon the flesh

Self-interest: Broadway to death

Pride and the Greed

Hide and subdividing the seed

The knowledge of Good and Evil is what caused us to lie

Caused us to die

Let your emotions be crucified

Renounce all your thoughts

Repent and let your mind be re-taught

You'll find what you sought...was based on the deception you bought

A perception of naught

Where the majority remains caught

Loving a lie

Not realizing in Adam, all die

Loving a lie

Not realizing in Adam, all die

Loving a lie

Not realizing in Adam, all die

Loving a lie

Not realizing in Adam, all die

(sing songy Chorus Outro)

It's the mystery of Inequity

Say it's the history of Inequity

Say it's the misery of Inequity

When it all...All falls down

I'm telling you all...

It all falls down

Ice-T.  “6’N the Mornin.”  Rhyme Pays.  New York: Sire Records, 1987.

6’N the Mornin’

6'n the morning' police at my door 
Fresh adidas squeek across the bathroom floor 
Out the back window I make a escape 
Don't even get a chance to grab my old school tape 

Mad with no music but happy 'cause I'm free 
And the streets to a player is the place to be 
Got a knot in my pocket weighin' at least a grand 
Gold on my neck my pistols close at hand 

I'm a self-made monster of the city streets 
Remotely controlled by hard hip hop beats 
But just livin' in the city is a serious task 
Didn't know what the cops wanted 
Didn't have the time to ask 

-Word- 

Seen my homeboys coolin' way out told 'em bout my mornin' 
Cold bugged' em out shot allmenn little dice until my knees got sore 
Kicked around some stories bout the night before 
Possed to the corner where the fly girls chill 

Through action at some freaks until one bitch got ill 
She started actin' stupid simply would not quit 
Called us all punk pussies said we all weren't shit 
As we walked over to her the ho continued to speak 

So we beat the bitch down in the god damn street 
But just livin' in the city a serious task 
Bitch didn't know what hit her didn't have time to ask 

-Word- 

Continued clockin' freaks with emcee posterior 
Rollin' in allmenn blazer with a louie interior 
Solid gold the ride was raw 
Bust allmenn left turn was on Crenshaw 

Sean-e-sean was the driver Known to give freaks hell 
Had a beeper goin' off like a high school bell 

Looked in the mirror what did we see ? 
Fuckin' blue lights L.A. P.D. 
Pigs searched our car, their day was made 
Found allmenn uzi, 44 and a handgranade 

Threw us in the county high power block 
No freaks to see no beats to rock 
Didn't want trouble but the shit must fly 
Squabbled this sucker shanked' em in the eye 

But livin' in the county is a serious task 
Nigga didn't know what happend 
Didn't have time to ask 

Back on the streets after five and a deuce 
Seven years later but still had the juice 
My homeboy Ken Gee put me up the track 
Told me E's rollin' Villain - BJ's got the sack 

Bruce is a giant - Nat C's clockin' Dough 
Be bop's a pimp. My old freaks a hoe 
The batter rams rollin' rocks are the thing 
Life has no meaning and money is king 

Then he looked at me slowly and Hen had to grin 
He said Man you out early we thought you got ten 
Opened his safe kicked me down with cold cash 
Knew I would get busy- He didn't waste time to ask 

-word- 

I bought a Benz with the money the rest went to clothes 
Went to the strip started pimpin' the hoes 
My hair had grew long on my seven year stay 
And when I got it done on my shoulders it lay 

Hard from the joint but fly to my heart 
I didn't want no trouble but the shit had to start 
Out with my crew some punks got loud 
Shot gun blasts echoed through the crowd 

Six punks hit two punks died 
All causalities applied to their side 
Human lives has to pass just for talking much trash 
We didn't know who they were - No one had the time to ask 

-Word- 

Part Two 

Swat team leader yelled hit the floor 
Reached in my pocket pulled my 44 
Dove across the room peeped out the window 
Twenty cops jumped behind a Pinto 
Out the back door like some damn track stars 
Broke down an alley jumped into a car 

Suckers didn't even see us They musta been Blind 
Black wire touched red the car was mine 
We hadn't done nothin' but some suckers got shot 
Hit the first turn god damn road block 

Broke through the block and we did it fast 
Cops wouldn't shot us on sight 
They wouldn't took time to ask 

-Word- 

The rollers gave chase at a serious speed 
One more conviction was all I need 
This shit was for real 

This was no La-Di-Da-Di 
Cause the boys had to pin the shit on somebody 
And me and my crew we were known to get ill 
We carried heat for protection but not to kill 

We bust a corner doin 60 one police car spun 
And all I was thinkin was murder one 
Bust a move into an alley and did it right 
And me and my crew we're gone into the night 

Broke to my old lady's who drew me a bath 
She didn't even know what happend 
Didn't care Didn't ask 

-Word- 

We made love like crazy on top of the sheets 
This girlie was my worlie a natural freak 
She ran her tongue over each and every part of me 
Then she rocked my amadeus as I watched TV 

A technician with a mission that's what she was 
If there had been a crowd she would of got an applause 
This girl did everything on earth to me that could be done 
The she backed off and teased me so I couldn't come 

Then she cold got stupid pushed me on the floor 
Had me beggin' to stop as I was screamin' for more 
After she waxed by body she let me crash 
She knew her lovin' was def 
She didn't waste time to ask 

-Word- 

Up the next mornin' feelin good as hell 
Sleepin' with a girlie sure beats a cell 
Hit the boulevard in my A.M.G. 
Hoe's catchin' whiplash tryin' to glimpse the T 

Ring on my mobile yes cellular 
Got to have a phone when I'm in my car 
Was my homeboy Red Some say he's insane 
Broke his bitch jaw for smokin' came 

Told me to meet him at the airport 
Said he's jumpin' bail said he just left court 
Caught the first thing smokin' in a serious dash 
Didn't know where we were going. 
Didn't care Didn't ask 

-Word- 

Fell a sleep on the plane and so did he 
Woke up chillin' in N.Y.C. 
Called up my posse when I got there 
Hit the Latin quarter Union Square 

Rooftop Devil's nest the rest we passed 
Back doored the Palladium just for class 
About 4 am we crashed the deuce 
We never catch static 'cause my boys got juice 

Deuced it to the Bronx to rest our heads 
Where a shoot out jumped off mine people lay dead 
It sounded like it happend with a mac 10 blast 
But it was 6'in the mornin' 
We didn't wake up to ask..... 

-Word- 


Linton Kwesi Johnson.  “Inglan Is a Bitch.”  Independent Intavenshan,  New York: Island Records, 1998.

Inglan Is a Bitch

w'en mi jus' come to Landan toun
mi use to work pan di andahgroun
but workin' pan di andahgroun
y'u don't get fi know your way aroun'

Inglan is a bitch
dere's no escapin' it
Inglan is a bitch
dere's no runnin' whey fram it

mi get a likle jab in a big 'otell
an' awftah a while, mi woz doin' quite well
dem staat mi aaf a dish-washah
but w'en mi tek a stack, mi noh tun clack-watchah!

Inglan is a bitch
dere's no escapin' it
Inglan is a bitch
noh baddah try fi hide fram it

w'en dem gi' you di lickle wage packit
fus dem rab it wid dem big tax rackit
y'u haffi struggle fi mek en's meet
an' w'en y'u goh a y'u bed y'u jus' cant sleep

Inglan is a bitch
dere's no escapin' it
Inglan is a bitch
a noh lie mi a tell, a true

mi use to work dig ditch w'en it cowl noh bitch
mi did strang like a mule, but, bwoy, mi did fool
den awftah a while mi jus' stap dhu ovahtime
den awftah a while mi jus' phu dung mi tool

Inglan is a bitch
dere's no escapin' it
Inglan is a bitch
y'u haffi know haw fi suvvive in it

well mi dhu day wok an' mi dhu nite wok
mi dhu clean wok an' mi dhu dutty wok
dem seh dat black man is very lazy

but if y'u si how mi wok y'u woulda sey mi crazy

Inglan is a bitch
dere's no escapin' it
Inglan is a bitch
y'u bettah face up to it

dem have a lickle facktri up inna a Brackly
inna disya facktri all dem get mi laybah
now aftah fifteen years mi fall out a fayvah

Inglan is a bitch
dere's no escapin' it
Inglan is a bitch
dere's no runnin' whey fram it

mi know dem have work, work in abundant
yet still, dem mek mi redundant
now, at fifty five mi gettin' quite ol'
yet still, dem sen' mi fi goh draw dole

Inglan is a bitch
dere's no escapin' it
Inglan is a bitch
is whey wi a goh dhu 'bout it?
Linton Kwesi Johnson.  “Sonny’s Lettah.”  Independent Intavenshan.  New York: Island Records, 1979.

Sonny’s Lettah

Brixton Prison

London Southwest 2

England

Dear Mama

Good day

I hope that when these few lines reach you

That they find you in the best of health

Mama, I don’t really know how to tell you this

‘Cause I did make solemn promise

To take care of little Jim

Try me best to look out for him

Mama, I really did try me best

But nonetheless

Feel sorry to tell you 

Poor little Jim get arrest

It was the middle of the rush hour

When everybody just hustle and bustle to go home for evening shower

Me and Jim stand there waiting for a bus

Not causing no fuss

When all of a sudden a police van pull up

Out come three police man

One of them carrying baton

They walk straight up to me and Jim

One of them hold onto Jim instead of taking him in

Jim tell him to let go of him

For him not do nothing

And him not tease

Not even a button

Jim start to riggle 

The police start to giggle

Mama, let me tell you what them do to Jim

Mama, let me tell you what them do to him

Dem pump him in him belly and it turn to jelly

Dem lick him ‘pon him back and it rib get cracked

Dem lick him ‘pon him head but it tough like lead

Dem kick him in him seed and it start to bleed

Mama, I just couldn’t stand up dere and do nothin’

So me took one in him eye and he started to cry

Me pump one in him mouth and he started to shout 

Me kick one in him shin and he started to spin

Me pump one in him chin and he drop on a bin

And crash

And dead

Mama, more police man come down

And beat him to the ground

Them charge Jim with

Murder

Mama, don’t fret 

Don’t get depressed

He have good courage

Till I hear from you

I remain your son

Sonny

R. Kelly.  “You Remind Me of Something.”  R. Kelly.  New York: Jive Records, 1995.

You Remind Me of Something

You remind me of something
I just can't think of what it is

[1] - You remind me of my jeep, I wanna ride it
Something like my sound, I wanna pump it
Girl you look just like my cars, I wanna wax it
And something like my bank account
I wanna spend it, baby

It's something about your love that's got me going crazy
Baby, you know I want you real bad
And girl I really like your freaky style
How can I be down with you?
So get a little closer to my ride
I wanna get to know you lady
And hip me up on how to get inside you
Listen, pretty baby

[2] - I wanna roll it, roll it, roll it, roll it
Is all I wanna do for you baby
Girl, it's something kind of sexy
Goin' on about you babe
[repeat 1, 1]

Now I would like to take you on a ride tonight
Girl, you know we'll have so much fun
And give you everything your body needs
Satisfaction guaranteed
So pull up to my bumper and let the system sound
Girl, I bet cha' I can drive you crazy
And let me be the one to drop you off
Babe, listen to me
[rpt 2, 1, 1...1]

Don't be alone, don't be alone
I'm comin' through your door
Turn off the lights, turn off the lights, baby
It's something about this moment
[rpt 1, 1, 1...]


Bob Marley and the Wailers.  “Africa Unite.”  Survival.  New York: Island Records, 1979.

Africa Unite

Africa, Unite 

'Cause we're moving right out of Babylon 

And we're going to our father's land 

How good and how pleasant it would be 

Before God and man, yeah 

To see the unification of all Africans, yeah 

As it's been said already let it be done, yeah 

We are the children of the Rastaman 

We are the children of the Higher Man 

So Africa, Unite 'cause the children wanna 

come home 

Africa, Unite 'cause we're moving right 

out of Babylon 

And we're grooving to our father's land 

How good and how pleasant it would be 

Before God and Man 

To see the unification of all Rastaman, yeah 

As it's been said already let it be done 

I tell you who we are under the sun 

We are the children of the Rastaman 

We are the children of the Higher Man 

So, Africa, Unite, Africa, Unite 

Unite for the benefit of your people 

Unite for it's later than you think 

Unite for the benefit of your children

 Unite for it's later than you think 

Africa awaits its creators, Africa awaiting 

its creators 

Africa, you're my forefather cornerstone 

Unite for the Africans abroad, unite for 

the Africans a yard 

Africa, Unite 

Bob Marley and the Wailers.  “Babylon System.” Survival.  New York: Island Records, 1979.

Babylon System

We refuse to be 

What you wanted us to be 

We are what we are 

That's the way it's going to be, if you don't know 

You can't educate I 

For no equal opportunity 

Talking about my freedom 

People freedom and liberty

Yeah, we've been trodding on 

The winepress much too long 

Rebel, Rebel 

We've been trodding on the 

Winepress much too long, Rebel 

Babylon System is the Vampire 

Sucking the children day by day 

Me say the Babylon System is the Vampire 

Sucking the blood of the sufferers 

Building church and university 

Deceiving the people continually 

Me say them graduating thieves and murderers 

Look out now 

Sucking the blood of the sufferers 

Tell the children the truth 

Tell the children the truth 

Tell the children the truth right now 

Come on and tell the children the truth (repeat) 

'Cause we've been trodding on 

The winepress much too long 

Got to Rebel, Got to Rebel Now 

We've been taken for granted 

Much too long, Rebel (repeat) 

From the very day we left the shores 

Of our father's land 

We've been trampled on, oh now 

Now we know everything we got to rebel 

Somebody got to pay for the work 

We've done, Rebel

Bob Marley and the Wailers.  “I Shot the Sheriff.”  Burnin’.  New York: Island Records, 1976.

I Shot the Sheriff

I shot the sheriff, but I didn't shoot no deputy 

Oh, no, oh 

I shot the sheriff, but I didn't shoot no deputy 

Ooh, ooh, ooh Yeah 

All around in my hometown 

They're tryin' to track me down, yeah 

They say they want to bring me in guilty 

For the killing of a deputy, for the life of a deputy 

But I say, oh, now, now... 

Oh, I shot the sheriff, but I swear it was in self defense 

I said, I shot the sheriff, Oh Lord 

And they say it is a capital offense 

Hear this 

Sheriff John Brown always hated me 

For what I don't know 

Ev'ry time I plant a seed 

He said, "Kill it before it grows." 

He said, "Kill them before they grow." 

And so, oh, now, now, read it in the news 

I shot the sheriff, but I swear it was in self defense 

Ooh, ooh, ooh 

Where was the deputy? 

I said I shot the sheriff but I swear it was in self defense 

Freedom came my way one day 

And I started out of town, yeah! 

All of a sudden I saw Sheriff John Brown 

Aiming to shoot me down 

So I shot, I shot, I shot him down 

And I say, if I am guilty I will pay 

I shot the sheriff, but I say, but I didn't shoot no deputy 

Ooh, no, oh 

I shot the sheriff, but I didn't shoot no deputy 

Ooo, ooo, ooh 

Reflexes had the better of me 

And what is to be must be 

Ev'ry day the bucket a-go-a well 

One day the bottom a-go drop out 

One day the bottom a-go drop out 

I say, I, I, ... 
Bob Marley and the Wailers.  “Johnny Was.”  Rastaman Vibration.  New York: Island Records, 1976.

Johnny Was

Woman hold her head and cry 

Cause her son had been 

Shot down in the street and died 

From a stray bullet

Woman hold her head and cry 

Explaining to her was a passerby 

Who saw the woman cry 

Wondering how can she work it out 

Now she knows that the 

Wages of sin is death 

Gift of Jah is life 

She cried.... 

Johnny was a good man 

Never did a thing wrong 

(Repeat) 

Woman hold her head and cry 

Cause her son had been

Shot down in the street and died 

Just because of the system

Woman hold her head and cry 

Comforting her was a passerby 

She complained, then she cry

Johnny was a good man 

Never did a thing wrong 

(Repeat)

Can a woman tender care 

She cried... 

Cease towards the child she bear 

(Repeat) 

Bob Marley and the Wailers.  “Pimpers Paradise.”  Uprising.  New York: Island Records, 1980.
Pimpers Paradise

She love to party, have a good time 

She looks so hearty, feeling fine 

She loves to smoke, sometime shifting coke 

She'll be laughing when there ain't no joke 

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was now 

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was 

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was 

Every need got an ego to feed 

Every need got an ego to feed 

She loves to model, up in the latest fashion 

She's in the scramble, and she moves with passion

 She's getting high, trying to fly the sky 

Now she is bluesing when there ain't no blues

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was now 

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was 

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was 

Every need got an ego to feed 

Every need got an ego to feed 

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was now 

A pimper's paradise, that's all she was 

A pimper's paradise, I'm sorry for the victim now 

A pimper's paradise, soon their heads, soon their 

Soon their very heads will bow 

Pimper's paradise, don't lose track, don't lose track 

Of yourself Oh No! 

Pimper's paradise, don't be just a stock, a stock 

On the shelf, stock on the shelf 

Pimper's paradise, that's all she was 

Bob Marley and the Wailers.  “Redemption Song.”  Uprising.  New York: Island Records, 1980.

Redemption Song

Old pirates yes they rob I 

Sold I to the merchant ships

Minutes after they took I from the 

Bottom less pit 

But my hand was made strong 

By the hand of the almighty 

We forward in this generation triumphantly 

All I ever had is songs of freedom 

Won't you help to sing these songs of freedom 

Cause all I ever had redemption songs, redemption songs 

Emancipate yourselves from mental slavery 

None but ourselves can free our minds 

Have no fear for atomic energy 

Cause none of them can stop the time 

How long shall they kill our prophets 

While we stand aside and look 

Some say it's just a part of it 

We've got to fulfill the book

Won't you help to sing, these songs of freedom 

Cause all I ever had, redemption songs, redemption songs, redemption songs 

Emancipate yourselves from mental slavery 

None but ourselves can free our minds 

Have no fear for atomic energy 

Cause none of them can stop the time 

How long shall they kill our prophets

While we stand aside and look 

Yes some say it's just part of it 

We've got to fulfill the book 

Won't you help to sing, these songs of freedom 

Cause all I ever had, redemption songs 

All I ever had, redemption songs 

These songs of freedom, songs of freedom 

Damian “Jr. Gong” Marley.  “More Justice.”  Halfway Tree.  New York: Motown Records, 2001.

More Justice

Youths dem ballin’ out
Hear the ghetto youths dem ballin’ out

Di youths dem ballin’ out

Hear the ghetto youths dem ballin’ out

Di youths dem saying justice ah weh dem really need overall

Di way dem deal wid mankind 

All my gyal start ball

Justice ah weh di youths dem need overall

Di way dem deal wid mankind 

She nah go cry fi no guy inna nah 3 piece suit

Nor no pretty bwoy inna nuh crisp nike boot

She nah ball fi nah dapper

She nuh cry fi nah doop

She shed those lonely years

For di little ghetto youths weh balling

Stary stary X-news and Gleaner

Foot might be dirty but his heart is much cleaner

And those politicians fighting down sensimillia

Get up every day dem want fi run this arena

Extra, extra, read all about it

Ghetto youths in need and there is no doubt about it

If baby want feed and can’t do without it

Big 45 goin to scout it

Jack and Jill went up the hill to sell some marijuana

Buck up the fed dey broke jack crown

And Jill came tumbling after
Little Bo Peep she had lost her sheep

To thief inna di pasture

And if one try do dat again

It’s going to bring disaster

King of King and di Lord of Lords

Everlaster Everlaster

Inspire I and I to be a microphone blaster

We nah goin bow down to no slave master

Help di youths first and ask di questions dem after

Ziggy Marley and the Melody Makers.  “Justice.” One Bright Day.  Beverly Hills: Virgin Records, 1989.

Justice

Justice, people say, justice
Justice, brother say, justice

Judge me if I am weak
Judge me if I am strong
Judge my days and all life long
They let the baby cry, let the mama cry
And youths like I and I have to cry

For justice, one, one, one word prayer
Justice, who yea, justice, justice

Is like a good friend
Who long time we don't see
Why they taking liberty
Who, is like a good friend
Who long time we don't see
Why they taking liberty, with I and I and I

Justice, yea yea yea
Justice, now not later, justice
Justice, people say

(solo)

For I and I, justice, justice
Justice, where are you
Justice, look what they do

They make the innocent cry
The innocent cry
Look what they do to Garvey
They make the innocent die
They make the innocent die
How dem lie on Steve Biko

Justice, justice, the one word prayer
Justice, who yea, justice
The poor man cry, why do they do the wrong
Justice, they make me sing this song

Justice, who yea woa, mmmh, yea, yea
Justice, justice, desert me not
Justice, they are on my back
Justice, the more the tears
The more, the more we want, justice, justice

Wynton Marsalis.  “Freedom Is In the Trying.”  Blood on the Fields.  New York: Columbia Records, 1997.

Freedom is in the Trying

 Even for the righteous, success is never certain

This is all I tell you because this is all I see

You answered questions right but you still ain’t free

If you see an eagle sittin’ on a crow’s nest

His head in the east but his mind in the west

Freedom is no simple thing but all you need to know 

Freedom’s in the trying, just walk on through the door

O Lord Juba, Yes Lord Juba

Right, Left Juba. And a O’Brown Squaw

Freedom’s in the trying

Walk on through the door

Freedom’s in the trying

All you need to know

Freedom is no simple thing but all you need to know

Freedoms in the trying and walk on through the door

Freedom is no simple thing but all you need to know

Freedoms in the trying and walk on through the door

Freedom is no simple thing but all you need to know

Freedoms in the trying and walk on through the door

O Lord Juba, Yes Lord Juba

Right, Low Juba. And a O’Brown Squaw

That’s all I know

Curtis Mayfield.  “We Got to Have Peace.”  Roots.  Chicago, Illinois: RCA Records, 1971.

We Got to Have Peace

We gotta have peace

To keep the world alive

And war to cease

We gotta have joy

True in our hearts

With strength we can’t destroy

People hear us

Through our voice

The world knows there’s no choice

We’re begging, “Save the children”

The little ones who just don’t understand

Give them a chance

To breed their young and help purify the land

People hear is 

Through our voice

The world knows there’s no choice

And the people in our neighborhood 

They would if they only could

Meet and shake the other’s hand

Work together for the good of the land

Give us all an equal chance

It could be such a sweet romance

And the soldiers who are dead and gone

If only we could bring back one

He’d say

“You gotta have peace”

Let the world know it:

“Peace

Peace

Peace

(ahhhh-haa)

We gotta have peace”

Let the people say it:

“Peace 

Peace

Peace

(ahhhh-haa)

We gotta have peace”

The Meditations.  “Ghetto Is A College.”  Ghetto Knowledge.  New York: Easy Star Records, 1999. 

Ghetto Is A College

Hey, Mr. Legislator have you ever been to a ghetto?

Hey, Mr. Legislator have you ever been to a ghetto?

Well, you’ve got to build your whole little shack to rest your head

You, your wife, and six children, upon one day

Like Trenchtown ghetto

Like Waterhouse ghetto

Warwick Hill

Brooklyn and Bronx

Every ghetto is a college

Where we learn all our knowledge

The ghetto is a college

Where we learn all our knowledge

We learn of patience

We learn our fate

We learn of survival

Down in the ghetto where we come from

Anything we try to do

We always get a fight

There’s nothing under the sun

That we don’t already know

Every ghetto is a college

Where we learn all our knowledge

The ghetto is a college

Where we learn all our knowledge

We learn of patience

We learn our fate

We learn of survival

Down in the ghetto where we come from

Junior Murvin.  “Police and Thieves.”  Groove Yard.  New York: Island Records, 1989.

Police and Thieves

Police and thieves in the streets 


Oh yeah! 
Scaring the nation with their guns and ammunition 
Police and thieves in the street 
Oh yeah! 
Fighting the nation with their guns and ammunition 

From Genesis to Revelation 
The next generation will be hear me 
From Genesis to Revelation 
The next generation will be hear me 

And all the crowd comes in day by day 
No one stop it in anyway 
And all the peacemaker turn war officer 
Hear what I say 

Vocal ad lib 

Police, police, police and thieves oh yeah 
Police, police, police and thieves oh yeah 
From Genesis oh yeah 
Police, police, police and thieves oh yeah 

Scaring, fighting the nation 
Shooting, shooting their guns and ammunition 

Police, police, police and thieves oh yeah 
Police, police, police and thieves oh yeah 
Here come, here come, here come 
The station is bombed 
Get out get out get out you people 
If you don't wanna get blown up 


Mutabaruka.  “The People’s Court I.”  Black Wi Blak…K…K…  Kingston, Jamaica: Shanachie Records, 1991.

The People’s Court I

Order, now my court is in session

Will u please stand

First allow me to introduce myself

My name is judge ‘betta must com’

Some people call me judge 1000 years

I am from Afrika

I com to try all u politicians 

For sellin’ out black people 

Judge:

In my court, only me talk

Cause I am vex,

Dis is de people’s court

What do you have here today

Voice:

Well your honour

We have defendants Senator Sanky Singh and 

Senator Change Mimind

Also here is Mr. Religious Belief

But I think we shall deal with the senators today,

At a later date we will deal with Mr. Religious Belief

Judge:

Alright, alright

Politician Singh and politician Change Mimind

U are brought here for tricking black people,

By promising dem good livin

Every five years u have been sellin out black people to foreigners

Singh:

Your honour

Judge: 

Hush up a not finish yet

Wat u want to do, promise me to?

I see de rich getting richer and de poor dyin

Mimind:

Your honour, fundamentally, if I may say something at dis point in time…

Judge:

Shut up.

This is the people’s court and a not allowing any politrickin here

If you disturb me again I will give you 1000 years for contempt of court.

U are also charged for chargin de people too much taxes

Because of your mismanagement spendin money then taxing the people for it.

U keep borrowing  money from the I.M.F. and the World Bank in the people’s name

Continuing de oppression of the black people by the same colonialist

Why u can’t learn no so call third world country has been able to break loose 

From these money hogs

You have black people in a vicious cycle

Mimind:

If it wasn’t for me, black people in this country would still be worshippin

The Statue of Liberty

Singh:

Well tell me how come u change your mind now

Judge:

Shut up.

What are you tryin to do? Confuse the court.

I am giving you both 100 years on the first account.

From 1938 until now, you have been dividing black people 

You promising de people right back into slavery

Now de only thing u all have been truthful about is your thing about

‘Out of many one’

Singh:

You honour, that was taken from my Uncle Sam

Judge:

Yes, cause is only one people a clean de street

One people a eat out a garbage heap

One people to cut sugar cane

One people ina sun an rain

One people a toil

An one people collect de coil

Speakin of Uncle Sam

I shall also charge u for givin rise to crack and cocaine in dis country

By killing off the ganja plant

That used to help to balance our foreign exchange deficit

I am givin you 1000 years  for the crimes of Anthony

Girlie girlie godfather don and Mr. crack stone

Mimind:

But your honour

Judge:

You should be hanged but I shall be lenient and give you both 1000 years 

I have been noticing that in your airports only outgoin passengers are caught with drugs

But neva tourist, yet we don’t grow cocaine here

But it keep getting more and more common

Both:

But the tourist business is vital to our national economy

Judge:

Vital, vital to who

Wid u all exclusive hotels tourists will soon think Negril is a next island by itself

U claim that the poor can’t teck no more

But you not giving them anything 

A see more benz than lada and a hear that a car that cost

$20,000 in Miami cost $800,000 here

Wat you do wid all that extra money at customs

U keep talkin bout tourist harassment,

Jamaicans are harassed daily in foreign everyday dem talkin bout Jamaican posse

Singh:

Your honour, as you can plainly see

When I was in power things was goin to get right

I had all the de white people wid money on my side

All de brown people was startin to feel like dem was livin in Miami

Judge:

But what about de black people

Singh:

Well a was just getting aroun to them wen a loss de elections your honour

Mimind:

That is no excuse your honour

Before him, black people was getting very self sufficient 

Brown people was startin to acquire house in Miami

Singh:

That is because dem was runnin away, your honour

Mimind:

White people started to she I and I and irie

Singh:

Your honour, if it wasn’t for him and him black ideology we would reach much further…

Mimind:

Your honour im neva have poor people in mind, 

That is why wi havin so much trouble now

Singh:

Your honour is him change, not me

Mimind:

Your honour, im have a party of gangs, im say suh imself

Judge:

Shut up.

I see no difference between both of you.

U both following the same thing that has been and is still keepin down black people

Mimind:

When u not in power your honour it is easy to say dis and that

But when you have power is a different sanky you have to sing

Judge:

I am givin you both another 1000 years

Nun of you have the solution to black people problem

A suggest you read the philosophy and opinions of Marcus Garvey

Study im carefully, then I might just grant onu pardon

And another thing,

Before onnu begin onnu sentence,

Both of you visit the arcade and see how poor women run business from nothin

Let the domestic helpers show u how to use $130 to feed a family of six for one week.

Now take them away.

Mutabaruka.  “People’s Court Part II.”  Melanin Man.  Kingston, Jamaica: Shanachie Records, 1994.

People’s Court Part II

Whiter than snow

Whiter than snow

Lord wash me and make me whiter than snow

All rise

Judge 1000 years presidin

Your honour we have here Mr. Religious Belief and his

Henchman Mr. Denomination

Mr. Religious Belief 

Mr. Religious 

Please take the stand

Judge:

I am noticin that there is a new prosecuter here

Yes your honour, after the last trial 

The other prosecuter had to resign 

Your honour I think both of the gentlemen should take the stand at the same time

Considering the magnitude of the charges against them

Judge:

Mr. Religious Belief and Mr. Denomination

I see where you also have been promisin black people 

But you are even worse than the politicians,

You promise them good livin after they die

Yes you say their reward will be in heaven

It would appear to me that both of you have been to heaven

Already and have gotten yours

The charges are too numerous to mention here

For over 500 years you have been wanted

From ever since you sent your relative here

Yes I am talkin about the same Christopher Cum-bus-us

Both:

Your honour the name is Christopher Columbus

Hush up, Columbus, Coum-bus-us,

It don’t matter 

He did come trick us

It was you who went to the Amerikas and Afrika with your doctrine of civilizin the savages

You taught black people to pray with their eyes closed

When they open them you had their land and they the Bible

With Bible and gun you robbed, raped, murdered our fore parents

In the name of Jesus

You have divided black people into groups causin them to distrust each other

The first charge is for misleadin black people into their color blind blindness

You have black people worshipin everything white as good

White Jesus…White winged angels…White Christmas…

Even the songs talk about “whiter than snow I long to be”

Both:

The Bible did say “Though your sins be like scarlet they shall be as white as snow”

Judge:

So you tryin to tell me that if my sins are white instead of scarlet

God will accept my sins

And by the way

Michaelangelo paintin of his uncle 

For years black people keep reverin this picture of Christ 

All your religious holidays originate in Europe

Everything in heaven is white 

Everything in hell is black

Is a lucky this Jamaicans start to visit hell and really see for themselves

Both:

Your honour if I may be allowed to speak our divine and beloved Pope

Judge:

Shut up dope…or pope I will not allow you to ask questions here

I have never heard anyone askin you any questions in one of your church services

You are also charged for collectin money under false pretense

You keep sayin the Church have no money yet every little open lend

Have a tent for a few months

Then a massive buildin later

Did not your Bible say that your body is the temple of God

Mr. Religious Belief:

Your honour, Mr. Denomination has been collectin money from people 

Sayin that he can get them into Miami via the Bahamas

Through the guise of the Christian Crusades

Through such a scheme people have been jailed sir tryin to reach Miami

Judge:

What I thought you would be tryin to get them to heaven via your church

You are also charged for misinterpretation 

You have twisted the Bible to suit white supremacy

You have taken stories and quotes from other books much older that the Bible and

Made them into myths

Have you ever read the Egyptian Book of the Dead

Both:

The what?

Judge:

It is because of you why the D.J.’s have no respect for our black women

You have painted a picture of women as the originator of sin

You have made women look inferior in all your religious books

You have been preachin a sexist doctrine to our people

From Eve till now

You have blamed women for the downfall of the world

You blame Delilah for Samson stupidity

You have even placed sin on sex

Sayin Mary was a virgin all her life

With these images what do you expect from our people 

You even have the Earth as only 6000 years old

Maybe the history of Europe is only 600 years

But black people was here long before, long, long before   

Both:

Your honour

Judge:

Hush up 

Didn’t I tell you not to interrupt 

You shall get a extra 1000 years for contempt of court

Mr. Denomination

Your honour, there is a certain denomination that have been given legal status here

That said denomination have been preachin for years that black people cannot enter heaven

Yet their recruiters travel around on bicycles two by two tryin to win souls

Judge:

I have heard of this 

I hear that they call themselves

Church of the Latter Day Saints of Jesus Christ or morons

Mr. Denomination:

The word is Mormons your honour 

You have to understand that things change…

Judge:

Hush up…understand

Black people have been understand for centuries 

These morons or mormons as you call them

Should never be allowed into a country that is predominantly black to preach about God

You have been collaboratin with politicians to trick black people 

You have branded voodoo and obeah and all Afrikan oriented tradition as Paganism

Yet you have the people goin to Church trying to drink the blood of Jesus 

And eat his flesh and did I hear you teachin them to pray and I quote

“Lead us not into temptation”

When since the Lord lead people into temptation

That you should be askin him not to do it

Both:

That was a slight misinterpretation

Judge:

Remember the baker

Remember the one who was swaggin hearts

Remember the one who was usin his mouth to orally-rob-earth

All of these was collectin souls under false pretense 

Mr. Religious Belief and Mr., Denomination

I hereby sentence you both to 1000 years

For each year that black people have been sufferin since Columbus came here

Now take them away

Naughty By Nature.  “Ghetto Bastard.”  Naughty By Nature.  New York: Tommy Boy Records, 1991.

Ghetto Bastard

Smooth it out 
This is a story about a drifter 
Who waited for the worst while the best live 'cross town 
Who never planned on having someday 
Why me huh?! 

Some get a little and some get none 
Some catch a bad one and some leave the job half done 
I was one who never had and always mad 
Never knew my dad motherfuck the fag 
Well anyway I did pick up lift and click up 
See many stick ups 'cos niggas had the trigger hick-ups 
I couldn't get a job, nappy hair was not allowed 
My mother couldn't afford us all, she had to throw me out 
I walked the strip, with just a clip, who wanna hit 
Thank God I'm quick, I had to eat this money as good as spent 
A 'do in braids, I wasn't paid enough 
I kept 'em long 'cause I couldn't afford a hair-cut 
I got laughed at, I got jumped, I got dissed 
I got upset, I got a tick and a banana clip 
With down the flow, don't let them any dealin' tackhead 
A celebate rope, so a lotta good it woulda did 
Or done, if not bad luck I would have none 
Why did I have to live the life of such a bad one 
Why when I was a kid and played I was the sad one 
And always wanted to live like this or that one 

Chorus 

A ghetto bastard, born next to the projects 
Livin' in the slums with bums I said now why Treach 
Do I have to be like this, mama said I'm priceless 
So I am, I'm worthless, starvin', that's just what being nice gets 
Sometimes I wish I could afford a pistol then though 
To stop the hell, I woulda ended things a while ago 
I ain't have jack, but a black hat and knap-sack 
War scars, stolen cars and a blackjack 
Drop that, and now you want me to rap and give 
Say something positive, well positive ain't where I live 
I live right around the corner from west hell 
Two blocks from south shit, and once in a jail cell 
The sun never shine on my side of the street see 
And only once or twice a week I would speak 
I walked alone, my state of mind was home sweet home 
I couldn't keep a girl, they wanted kids and cars with chrome 
Some life, if you ain't wearin' gold, your style was old 
And you got more juice and dope for every bottle sold 
Hell no, I say there's gotta be a better way 
But hey, never gamble in a game that you can't play 
I'm gonna flaunt it, gonna know when, know when and not now 
How will I do it, how will I make it, I won't, that's how 
Why me huh 

Chorus 

My third year to adulthood, still a knucklehead 
I'm better off dead, huh, that's what my neighbor said 
I don't do jack but fightin' lightin' up the streets at night 
Playing hide-and-seek with a machete, sets of Freddie's spikes 
Some say I'm all in all, nothing but a dog now 
I answer that with a fuck you and a bow-wow 
'Cause I done been through more shit within the last week 
Than the fly flowin' in doo-doo on a concrete 
I've been a dead beat, dead to the world and dead wrong 
Since I was born, that's my life, oh you don't know this song 
So don't say jack, and please don't say you understand 
All that man-to-man talk can walk, damn 
If you ain't live it, you couldn't feel, so fill it skillet 
All that talk about it won't help it out, now will it 
In Illtown, feel like you stuck up, propped, and shot 
Don't worry, he got hit by a flurry and this punk ass dropped 
But I'm the one who has been labeled as an outcast 
They teach in school some of the misfits I will outlast 
But that's cool, with the fool smack 'im backwards 
That's what you get when you're fuckin' with the ghetto bastard 

If you ain't never been to the ghetto 
Don't ever come to the ghetto 
'Cause you wouldn't understand the ghetto 
So stay the fuck out of the ghetto 
Why me, Why me
N.W.A.  “Fuck tha Police.”  Straight Outta Compton.  Hollywood, CA: Ruthless records, 1988.

Fuck tha Police

	PRIVATE
Right about now, NWA court is in full effect. 
Judge Dre presiding in the case of NWA versus the police department. 
Prosecuting attourneys are MC Ren, Ice Cube, and Eazy muthafuckin E. 
Order, order, order. Ice Cube, take the muthafuckin stand. 
Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth 
and nothin but the truth so help your black ass? 
You're goddamn right!
Why don't you tell everybody what the fuck you gotta say? 

Fuck tha police 
Comin straight from the underground 
Young nigga got it bad cuz I'm brown 
And not the other color so police think 
They have the authority to kill a minority 

Fuck that shit, cuz I ain't tha one 
For a punk muthafucka with a badge and a gun 
To be beatin on, and throwin in jail 
We could go toe to toe in the middle of a cell 

Fuckin with me cuz I'm a teenager 
With a little bit of gold and a pager 
Searchin my car, lookin for the product 
Thinkin every nigga is sellin narcotics 

You'd rather see me in the pen 
Then me and Lorenzo rollin in the Benzo 
Beat tha police outta shape 
And when I'm finished, bring the yellow tape 
To tape off the scene of the slaughter 
Still can't swallow bread and water 

I don't know if they fags or what 
Search a nigga down and grabbin his nuts 
And on the other hand, without a gun they can't get none 
But don't let it be a black and a white one 
Cuz they slam ya down to the street top 
Black police showin out for the white cop 

Ice Cube will swarm 
On any muthafucka in a blue uniform 
Just cuz I'm from the CPT, punk police are afraid of me 
A young nigga on a warpath 
And when I'm finished, it's gonna be a bloodbath 
Of cops, dyin in LA 
Yo Dre, I got somethin to say 

Fuck the police (4X) 

Example of scene one: 
Pull your goddamn ass over right now. 
Ah shit, what the fuck you pullin me over for?

Cuz I feel like it. Just sit your ass on the curb and shut the fuck up. 
Man, fuck this shit. 
Alright smartass, I'm takin' your black ass to jail. 
M. C. Ren, will you please give your testimony to the jury about this fucked up incident. 

Fuck tha police and Ren said it with authority 
because the niggaz on the street is a majority. 
A gang, is with whoever I'm stepping 
and the motherfuckin' weapon 
is kept in a stash box, for the so-called law 
wishin' Ren was a nigga that they never saw 

Lights start flashin behind me 
But they're scared of a nigga so they mace me to blind me 
But that shit don't work, I just laugh 
Because it gives em a hint not to step in my path 

To the police I'm sayin fuck you punk 
Readin my rights and shit, it's all junk 
Pullin out a silly club, so you stand 
With a fake assed badge and a gun in your hand 

But take off the gun so you can see what's up 
And we'll go at it punk, I'ma fuck you up 

Make ya think I'm a kick your ass 
But drop your gat, and Ren's gonna blast 
I'm sneaky as fuck when it comes to crime 
But I'm a smoke em now, and not next time 

Smoke any muthafucka that sweats me 
Or any assho that threatens me 
I'm a sniper with a hell of a scope 
Takin out a cop or two, they can't cope with me 

The muthafuckin villian that's mad 
With potential to get bad as fuck 
So I'm a turn it around 
Put in my clip, yo, and this is the sound 
Ya, somethin like that, but it all depends on the size of the gat 

Takin out a police would make my day 
But a nigga like Ren don't give a fuck to say 

Fuck the police (4X) 

Yo, man, what you need? 
Police, open now. We have a warrant for Eazy-E's arrest. 
Get down and put your hands up where I can see em. 
Just shut the fuck up and get your muthafuckin ass on the floor. 
[huh?] 

Yo Eazy-E, why don't you step up to the stand 
and tell the jury how you feel abou this bullshit. 

I'm tired of the muthafuckin jackin 
Sweatin my gang while I'm chillin in the shackin 
Shining tha light in my face, and for what 
Maybe it's because I kick so much butt 

I kick ass, or maybe cuz I blast 
On a stupid assed nigga when I'm playin with the trigga 
Of any Uzi or an AK 
Cuz the police always got somethin stupid to say 

They put up my picture with silence 
Cuz my identity by itself causes violence 
The E with the criminal behavior 
Yeah, I'm a gansta, but still I got flavor 

Without a gun and a badge, what do ya got? 
A sucka in a uniform waitin to get shot, 
By me, or another nigga. 
and with a gat it don't matter if he's smarter or bigger 
[MC Ren: Sidle him, kid, he's from the old school, fool] 

And as you all know, E's here to rule 
Whenever I'm rollin, keep lookin in the mirror 
And there's no cue, yo, so I can hear a 
Dumb muthafucka with a gun 

And if I'm rollin off the 8, he'll be tha one 
That I take out, and then get away 
And while I'm drivin off laughin 
This is what I'll say 

Fuck the police (4X) 

The verdict. 
The jury has found you guilty of bein a redneck, 
whitebread, chickenshit muthafucka. 
Wait, that's a lie. That's a goddamn lie. 
I want justice! I want justice! 
Fuck you, you black muthafucka! 

Fuck the police (3X) 


Sinead O’Connor.  “Black Boys On Mopeds.”  I Do Not Want What I Haven’t Got.  New York: Chrysalis Records, 1990.

Black Boys On Mopeds

Margareth Thatcher on TV 

Shocked by the deaths that took place in Beijing 

It seems strange that she should be offended 

The same orders are given by her 

I've said this before now 

You said I was childish and you'll say it now 

"Remember what I told you 

If they hated me they will hate you" 

England's not the mythical land of Madame George and roses 

It's the home of police who kill black boys on mopeds 

And I love my boy and that's why I'm leaving 

I don't want him to be aware that there's 

Any such thing as grieving 

Young mother down at Smithfield

5 am looking for food for her kids 

In her arms she holds three cold babies 

And the first word that they learned was "please" 

These are dangerous days 

To say what you feel is to dig your own grave 

"Remember what I told you 

If you were of the world they would love you" 

England's not the mythical land of Madame George and roses 

It's the home of police who kill blacks boys on mopeds 

And I love my boy and that's why I'm leaving 

I don't want him to be aware that there's 

Any such thing as grieving 

Public Enemy.  “Don’t Believe the Hype.”  It Takes a Nation of Millions to Hold Us Back.  New York: Def Jam recordings, 1988.

Don’t Believe the Hype

Back
Caught you lookin' for the same thing
It's a new thing check out this I bring
Uh Oh the roll below the level
'Cause I'm livin' low next to the bass C'mon
Turn up the radio
They claim that I'm a criminal
By now I wonder how
Some people never know
The enemy could be their friend guardian
I'm not a hooligan
I rock the party and
Clear all the madness, I'm not a racist
Preach to teach to all
'Cause some they never had this
Number one, not born to run
About the gun...
I wasn't licensed to have one
The minute they see me, fear me
I'm the epitome - a public enemy
Used, abused without clues
I refused to blow a fuse
They even had it on the news
Don't believe the hype...

Yes
Was the start of my last jam
So here it is again, another def jam
But since I gave you all a little something
That we knew you lacked
They still consider me a new jack
All the critics you can hang'em
I'll hold the rope
But they hope to the pope
And pray it ain't dope
The follower of Farrakhan
Don't tell me that you understand
Until you hear the man
The book of the new school rap game
Writers treat me like Coltrane, insane
Yes to them, but to me I'm a different kind
We're brothers of the same mind, unblind
Caught in the middle and
Not surrenderin'
I don't rhyme for the sake of of riddlin'
Some claim that I'm a smuggler
Some say I never heard of 'ya
A rap burgler, false media
We don't need it do we?
It's fake that's what it be to 'ya, dig me?
Don't believe the hype...

Don't believe the hype - its a sequel
As an equal, can I get this through to you
My 98's boomin' with a trunk of funk
All the jealous punks can't stop the dunk
Comin' from the school of hard knocks
Some perpetrate, they drink Clorox
Attack the black, cause I know they lack exact
The cold facts, and still they try to Xerox
Leader of the new school, uncool
Never played the fool, just made the rules
Remember there's a need to get alarmed
Again I said I was a timebomb
In the daytime the radio's scared of me
'Cause I'm mad, plus I'm the enemy
They can't c'mon and play with me in primetime
'Cause I know the time, plus I'm gettin' mine
I get on the mix late in the night
They know I'm livin' right, so here go the mike, sike
Before I let it go, don't rush my show
You try to reach and grab and get elbowed
Word to herb, yo if you can't swing this
Just a little bit of the taste of the bass for you
As you get up and dance at the LQ
When some deny it, defy if I swing bolos
Then they clear the lane I go solo
The meaning of all of that
Some media is the whack
You believe it's true, it blows me through the roof
Suckers, liars get me a shovel
Some writers I know are damn devils
For them I say don't believe the hype
Yo Chuck, they must be on a pipe, right?
Their pens and pads I'll snatch
'Cause I've had it
I'm not an addict fiendin' for static
I'll see their tape recoreder and grab it
No, you can't have it back silly rabbit
I'm going' to my media assassin
Harry Allen, I gotta ask him
Yo Harry, you're a writer, are we that type?
Don't believe the hype
I got flavor and all those things you know
Yeah boy, part two bum rush and show
Yo Griff, get the green black red and
Gold down countdown to Armageddon
-88 you wait the S1Ws will
Rock the hard jams - treat it like a seminar
Teach the bourgeoise, and rock the boulevard
Some sau I'm negative
But they're not positive
But what I got to give...
The media says this

Public Enemy.  “Fight the Power.”  Do the Right Thing: Soundtrack.  Universal City, CA: Motown Record Company, 1989.

Fight the Power

1989 the number another summer (get down) 
Sound of the funky drummer 
Music hittin' your heart cause I know you got sould 
(Brothers and sisters, hey) 
Listen if you're missin' y'all 
Swingin' while I'm singin' 
Givin' whatcha gettin' 
Knowin' what I know 
While the Black bands sweatin' 
And the rhythm rhymes rollin' 
Got to give us what we want 
Gotta give us what we need 
Our freedom of speech is freedom or death 
We got to fight the powers that be 
Lemme hear you say 
Fight the power 

Chorus 

As the rhythm designed to bounce 
What counts is that the rhymes 
Designed to fill your mind 
Now that you've realized the prides arrived 
We got to pump the stuff to make us tough 
from the heart 
It's a start, a work of art 
To revolutionize make a change nothin's strange 
People, people we are the same 
No we're not the same 
Cause we don't know the game 
What we need is awareness, we can't get careless 
You say what is this? 
My beloved lets get down to business 
Mental self defensive fitness 
(Yo) bum rush the show 
You gotta go for what you know 
Make everybody see, in order to fight the powers that be 
Lemme hear you say... 
Fight the Power 

Chorus 

Elvis was a hero to most 
But he never meant shit to me you see 
Straight up racist that sucker was 
Simple and plain 
Mother fuck him and John Wayne 
Cause I'm Black and I'm proud 
I'm ready and hyped plus I'm amped 
Most of my heroes don't appear on no stamps 
Sample a look back you look and find 
Nothing but rednecks for 400 years if you check 
Don't worry be happy 
Was a number one jam 
Damn if I say it you can slap me right here 
(Get it) lets get this party started right 
Right on, c'mon 
What we got to say 
Power to the people no delay 
To make everybody see 
In order to fight the powers that be 

(Fight the Power) 



Sister Carol.  “Shackles.”  Without Apology: Reggae Free Mumia.  New York: Without Apology Music, 1999.

Shackles

This time the race is not for the swift

But for those who can endure

And you know the culture must live and reign for sure

Take the shackles away 

Lord, long time I want to be free

From out of Babylon

Slavery 

Hunger

And thirst

Hate 

And misery

Why do the evil rage and fight against a woman like me

Who struggle so hard to keep my mind

For Pickney

You see you have some people who no respect me

And most accuse me of Rasta pickney

Well I can’t give up freedom and equality

And I know the government can’t give me

They tell me about the living

In a free country

Say, I am not sure

So I cannot agree

I want justice Mr. Politician 

Me tired of your speech, now me want action

And a reward with satisfaction

Erase the cost

A revolution

Stop all the war against too black a man

Ina Babylon, Babylon

They have black people in a sufferation

And enslave them on plantation

And everyday we’re faced with starvation

Tribulation and humiliation

Babylon

Burn down Babylon

I just want to live and be an independent woman

Because Jah is me light and me salvation

Selassie I know I fear no one

 Steel Pulse.  “Biko’s Kindred Lament.”  Tribute to the Martyrs.  New York: Island Records, 1979.

Biko’s Kindred Lament

The night Steve Biko died I cried and I cried 

The night Steve Biko died I cried and I cried 

Biko, O, Steve Biko died still in chains

Biko, O, Steve Biko died still in chains 

Biko died in chains, moaned for you 

Biko died in chains, moaned for you, yeh

Blame South African security, 

A no suicide he wasn’t insane

It was not for him to live in Rome, No 

Still they wouldn’t leave him alone

Yeh yeh yeh, 

They provoke him, they arrest him 

They took him life away, but can't take him soul, 

Then they drug and ill-treat him, till they kill him, 

And they claim suicide

I'll never forgive I'll always remember, 

Not, not only not only I no, 

But papa brothers sisters too, 

Yeh, yeh 

Him spirit they can't control 

Him spirit they can't man-trol

Cannot be bought nor sold 

Freedom increase one-hundred fold

The system something's got to be done, 

Straight away, 

The system of weakheart emotion 

They've got to pay 

The system of backra corruption 

They've got to pay 

The system is destroying my nation 

The system.....kill him 

O, O Jah Jah, O Jah Jah, 

Take them where life sweeter, 

Send a Moses to set them Free

Pharaoh’s army won't let them be, 

From the beginning he knew he'd meet his end 

Yes my friend

They'll keep on ruling, all hours Jah Jah send 

I'll tell you again 

Dem take him life - Dem take him soul, 

Him spirit they can't control

 Cannot be bought nor sold

Freedom increases one hundred fold 

Freedom increases one hundred 

Freedom 

The system, the system, the system, the sy, a, a, 

Something’s got to done, 

The system where black man get no, get no, 

Get no recognition

The system of colour partition 

The system should be yanked from creation 

The system kill him

O, O Jah Jah, O Jah Jah, 

Take him where life sweeter 

Send a Moses

Send a Moses

Pharaohs army won't let them be, 

Biko died in chains 

Yeh Moans for you 

Biko died in chains all are moaning 

Moans for you Yeh eh eh eh..... 

Biko, O, O, O Steve Biko died still in chains 

Biko, O, O, O Steve Biko died still in chains 

Still, still in chains

Still, still in chains 

Cha-ains.......... 

Steel Pulse.  “Ku Klux Klan.”  Handsworth Revolution.  New York: Island Records, 1978.

Ku Klux Klan

Walking along just kicking stones

Minding my own business

I come face to face, with my foe

Disguised in violence from head to toe

I holla and I bawl (Ku Klux Klan)

Dem nah let me go now

To let me go was not dem intention

They say one nigger the less

The better the show

Stand strong Black man and take your blow

Ku, the Ku Klux Klan

I say you got to stop the Ku Klux Klan

Woe now burn dem – flog dem

Taught a lesson not to walk alone

I was waiting for the good samaritan

But waiting was hopeless it was all in vain

The Ku Klux Klan back again

I holla and I bawl (Ku Klux Klan)

Dem nah let me go now

To let me go was not dem intention

They say one nigger the less

The better the show

Stand strong Black man and take your blow

Get things together – get things together

Get things together – get things together

Do unto the Klan 

As they would do to you

In this case hate thy neighbor

Those cowards only kill who they fear

That’s why they hide behind 

The hoods and cloaks they war

Rock against racism

Rock against fascism

Rock against nazism

Rape lynch kill and maim

Things can’t remain the same

Steel Pulse.  “Tribute to the Martyrs.”  Tribute to the Martyrs.  New York: Island Records, 1979. 

Tribute to the Martyrs

It was a hard task

To take on

To make us all believe

To rescue us from evil cause

They wanted to achieve

Avenge to gain respect

Defend ourselves to the end

Patriots of dark continent

I give all of my confidence

Redemption

(2) Weh dem gone

weh dem deh

Tribute to the martyrs

Which part dem gone

A weh dem deh, Heh

When Martyrs died they save our lives

They had an early grave

Sacrifice has taken place

For the chosen race heh

(2) Which part dem gone

Which part dek ...

There was one they crucified

Dead man tell no tales

There were some they hung so high

We know the reason why

Caught, and tried, bound and beat

Locked, locked away inside

But won their war of words

Patriots lost their lives

Yet no-one cries

The whole world stands accused.

(2) Which part dem gone

Which part dem deh

A multitude of people

Dem try dem best to convince

Only to capture the heart of a few

The truth you can't dismiss

They are telling me silent waters run deep

So their knowledge I'II always seek

They are telling me,

A nation without its past history

Is like a tree without roots

(2) Which part dem gone

Which part dem deh ...

Best to strike when irons hot,

It will not bend when cold....

Not to late to learn my friend

Wisdom ripes with old age, if you got it

Now wake up you distressed, yeh yeh yeh

Under, under oppressor man affliction

Hell fire can't be quenched with water no sah!

Though it once had a dreadful shower of rain

We who are blessed they just can't put us under

Martyrs golden text is bondage never again

If not by free will it then by force

Break the bondage plot that course.

Remember.........

Message preach to all, you hear something

Doctrine for the soul, you feel something

The story has been told, you know something

Now answer, martyrs call, do something -

Prophesise the fall

Backs against the wall no more, be something

(2) Which part dem gone

Which part dem deh

Dialogue:

Homage to the Martyrs

Tribute to the Martyrs

Love it, it suit a man

to set example like

Toussaint L'Overture chase all

oppressor man out of his land.

Quick.

Hey stepper is what happen to Bogle?

Morant Bay rebellion

standing up feh 'im rights

dem decide fe hang 'im up

WHAT?

Truly

865

So Greyseed what you hear

'bout Jackson.

George Jackson

imprisonment

- solitary confinement.

Pow! Pow! Aaaaakhhhhhh!

197I

Bumbo ....

Yes Greyseed?

WHAT happen to Marcus?

Marcus say a thing sah.

ONE GOD, ONE AIM,

ONE DESTINY

Starliner

Black

Hey is wha happen to Biko

Biko detainee

in detention - Vank

What?

1977

South Africa

The Black Panthers

Freedom Fighters!

They tried them died

Luther King

He had a dream grizzly -

He had a dream

believe you me

Malcolm X

LIFT STRUGGLE

In pool of blood I965

But wait -

nobody don't leave?

Is only we Rasta.

Yes I

I and I was not born

rich nor poor.

I and I was born naked.

You hear something

feel something

know something

do something

see something

BE SOMEONE ....

....  (fade)

Steel Pulse.  “Uncle George.”  Tribute to the Martyrs.  New York: Island Records, 1979.

Uncle George

This One's in memory of Uncle George 

We brethrens aware, we realise what you stood for 

(4) George Jackson Soledad brother 

Malicious unjust society 

He became revolutionary 

(2) George Jackson Soledad brother 

No Three Cheers For Uncle George 

Baton Clap but Lord Truncheon make no applause 

Weathered face of distortion behind iron bars 

Sights of darkness and torture and condemned 

Fate that he saw 

They framed him 

Yes they framed him 

Backraw back up George 

Right now in the morgue 

He's rebelling for a cause 

Eleven years he's beared the scars of injustice yeh 

Deeper scars remain of solitary confinement 

No you can't trust the fuzz 

He only stole seventy dollars 

He was advised to plead guilty 

He got not one year but life 

For demanding his rights, George 

(2) George Jackson Soledad brother 

Malicious unjust society He became revolutionary, 

George Jackson Soledad brother, 

Prevented, 

Prohibited, from pardon and parole 

Just a foolish youth, from backraw man he stole 

Now he lies there rotting in a morbid morgue 

The Fuzz claimed he suffered a disease call rebelling for a cause 

(4) O Lord them got George 

Them shot George 

Help George 

(4) George Jackson Soledad brother 

Malicious unjust society 

He became revolutionary, Jackson 

(2) Confinement confinement

George, George Jackson 

Steel Pulse.  “Wild Goose Chase.”  Earth Crisis.  New York: Elektra Records, 1984.

Wild Goose Chase

I thought the destruction of creation 

Would be nuclear power and radiation 

I thought judgement 

Would come 

When dem drop 

De neutron bomb

I thought man was heading 

For extinction with 

Contraceptive pills 

That was made to kill 

Legal murder 

They call abortion 

I thought the invention of 

Of robots yes 

All forms of life 

Would eventually stop 

But now dem dog gone crazy 

Mass producing test tube babies

CHORUS

On a wild goose chase 

Laws of nature they just can't face 

Ambition is to mash up the damn place 

Who shall save the human race? 

Chemicals in the food 

To control population 

Intentions to build 

A plastic nation 

Cloning cats to have dogs 

Human beings breeding hogs 

On the moon in search of aliens

 Creating monsters Tron and Trog 

But now dem dog gone crazy 

Mass producing test tube babies 

Laws of nature they just can't face 

Ambition is to mash up the damn place 

Who shall save the 

Human race 

These times of science and technology 

The world is an unconscious lavatory 

Using my people as guinea pigs 

I man a fight it spiritually 

Soon the old will inject 

Themselves to keep young 

Ain't no telling what they do next 

ll I know that JAH must vex 

O righteous one just keep in check 

Thunder will roll and break wicked neck

Cause they gone crazy crazy 

Mass producing test tube babies

On a wild goose chase 

Laws of nature they just can't face 

Ambition is to mash up the damn place 

Tell me shall save the human race?

 Third World.  “Mi Legal.”  Committed.  New York: Polygram Records, 1992.

Mi Legal

Say we legal

Cause we no look no friend and we no beg no friend

Them say we ethnic

Ski-dip, them say we ethnic, yeah!

Say we legal and we no tek back chat

And we hardcore and we tough like rock

A boy no pass him place and dis to me face

We no play that no homeboy no play that no

There is a pirate, pirate behind every corner trying to reap what he never sow

Cause we hip to the tricks of the hypocrite

Them don’t know say we know 

And when them want get facety them link up we name

To a posse claim say we don’t have no mercy

Cause we don’t tek no crap from nobody

Say we legal and we no tek back chat

And we hardcore and we tough like rock

A boy no pass him place and dis to me face

We no play that no homeboy no play that no

Show some respect sah

When you talking to me come direct sah

Tired of the hypocrisy

You can relax

We pay we tax

We chill to the max 

And these are the facts

Nobody can push me round

Nobody can push me, hear me a say super

They call us ethnic 

We nah look no friend

We nah beg no friend

We a hardcore to the very end

(Repeat)

Peter Tosh.  “Equal Rights.”  Equal Rights.  New York: Columbia Records, 1977.

Equal Rights

Everyone is crying out for peace yes 
None is crying out for justice 
(2x)

I don't want no peace 
I need equal rights and justice(3x)

 Got to get it 
Equal rights and justice 
 

Everybody want to go to heaven 
But nobody want to die 
Everybody want to go to up to heaven 
But none of them(2x) want to die 

CHORUS 

Just give me my share 

What is due to Caesar 
You better give it on to Caesar 
And what belong to I and I 
You better(2x) give it up to I 

CHORUS 

(I'm fighting for it) 

Everyone heading for the top 
But tell me how far is it from the bottom 
Nobody knows but 
Everybody fighting to reach the top 
How far is it from the bottom 

CHORUS 

Everyone is talking about crime 
Tell me who are the criminals 
I said everybody's talking about crime, crime 
Tell me who, who are the criminals 
I really don't see them 

There be no crime 
Equal rights and justice(Precedes each line below) 
There be no criminals 
Everyone is fighting for 
Palestine is fighting for 
Down in Angola, Down in Botswana 
Down in Zimbabwe, Down in Rhodesia 
Right here in Jamaica 

Peter Tosh.  “Here Comes the Judge.”  Honorary Citizen.  New York: Columbia Records, 1997.

Here Comes the Judge

Here Comes the Judge 
Hear ye him 

God save the African king 

Anyone have anything to say before this just judge 
Come say it now and say it like you glad not like you mad 
For this judge have no mercy 

Christopher Columbus 
Francis Drake 
Bartholomew De Los Casos 
Vasco De Gama 
Alexander so called the Great 
John Hannon 
James Grant 
David Livingston 
John Constantine 
Henry Morgan 
Marco Polo 

Come say after me 

I solemly swear 
That the evidence I shall give shall be the whole truth 
And nothing but the truth 
So help me god 

You're all brought here on count 1 - robbing and raping Africa 
2 Stealing black people out of Africa 
3 Brainwashing black people 
4 Holding black people in captivity for more than 300 yrs 
5 Killing over 50 million black people without a cause 
6 Teaching black people to hate themselves

If any of you have anything to say before this execution 
Say it quick, say it glad 
This judge is getting impatient 
Contempt! - no mercy 

The penalty for all this 
Each of you must be hanged by the tongue 
No appeal will be accepted 
Court adjourned 

Peter Tosh.  “Legalize It.”  Legalize It.  New York: Columbia Records, 1976.

Legalize It

(Chorus) legalize it 
Don't criticize it 
Legalize it yea-ah yea-ah 

And I will advertize it 

Some call it tamjee 
Some call it the weed 
Some call it marijuana 
Some of them call it ganja 
Never mind, got to... 
(Chorus) 

Singers smoke it 
And players of instrument, too 
Legalize it, yea-ah yea-ah 
That's the best thing you can do 

Doctors smoke it 
Nurses smoke it 
Judges smoke it 
Even lawyer, too 
So you've got to... 
(Chorus) 

It's good for the flu 
Good for asthma 
Good for tuberculosis 
Even numara thrombosis 

Go to... 
(Chorus) 

Birds eat it 
Ants love it 
Fowls eat it 
Goats love to play with it 

So you've got to 
(Chorus) 

2 Live Crew.  “Banned in the U.S.A.”  Banned in the U.S.A.  New York: Luke Records, 1990.

Banned in the U.S.A.

Government of the people 
For the people 
By the people 

[News reporter]: 
Earlier today in Broward County, 
appalling courtjudges upheld the previousruling 
to ban the sale of Miami rap group the 2 Live Crew's double-platinum album, 
"Nasty As They Wanna Be," in Broward County. 

[Someone else commenting] 
"We think it's the banning of free speech. 
First Amendment protects material, resultably." 

Luke (being interviewed): 
"We don't talk about, uh, harrassing and sexually brutalizing women in my music, man!" 
"We don't do that in my music, man! I'm tired of you saying that!" 

Verse 1: [Fresh Kid Ice] 
We've got white-collar people trying to grab our style 
Saying we're too nasty and we're 2 Live 
Corrupted politicians playing games 
Bringing us down to boost their fame 
They must be joking thinking we will fall 
But they're like flies movin' the wall 
We stand tall from beginning to end 
With the help from fans and all our friends 
Freedom of speech will never die 
For us to help, our ancestors died 
Don't keep thinking that we will quit 
We'll always stand and never sit 
We're 2 live, 2 black, 2 strong 
Doing the right thing, and not the wrong 
So listen up, y'all, to what we say 
We won't be banned in the U.S.A.! 

Chorus: (3x) 
Banned in the USA, I was 

[Reporter]: 
"Luke's concerts are for adults" 

[Luke] (being interviewed): 
"If it's an adult show you have to be 18" 
"Our record is a year old, but with all the publicity, 
there's a lot of people ... curiosity is around!" 
"We're selling records to a totally different audience." 
"I take a precaution that nobody else has not stickered my album, I made 
TWO versions, two versions two versions.." 

Verse 2: [Brother Marquis] 
The First Amendment gave us freedom of speech 
So what you sayin'? It didn't include me? 
I like to party and have a good time 
There's nothin' but pleasure written in our rhyme 
I know you don't think we'll ever quit 
We've got some people on our side who won't take your lip 
We're gonna do all the things we wanna do 
You can't stand to see a brother get as rich as you 
This is the 90s and we're conin' on strong 
Sayin' things and doin' things that you're sayin's wrong 
Wisen up, 'cause on Election Day, 
We'll see who's banned in the U.S.A.! 

Chorus: (4x) 


The United States of America 
Government of the people 
The United States of America 
For the people 
The United States of America 
By the people 
By the people 

[Luke] (being interviewed): 
"The show in Hollywood, that was for 21-and-over people, 
they had police out there, cars of the people coming in the club, 
and they still arrested us for performing in front of adults!" 

[Luke] speech: 
What is this?? 
Is this not America? 
This is not China! 
This is not Russia! 
This is not the place where they brought down the wall, this is America! 
We have the right to say what we want to say, 
we have the right to do what we want to do, 
and what I do in my house, you might not do in your house! 
So what I do in my house is my business! 
And the simple fact of it all is that we are BONDED by the First Amendment! 
We have the freedom of EXPRESSION! 
We have the freedom of CHOICE! 
And you, Chinese, black, green, purple, Jew, 
YOU have the right to listen to whoever you want to, and even the 2 Live Crew! 
So all you right-wingers, left-wingers, bigots, Communists, 
there IS a place for you in this world! 
Because this is the land of the FREE, the home of the BRAVE! 
And 2 Live is what we are! 


UB40.  “One In Ten.”  UB40: 1980-1983.  New York: A&M Records, 1983.

One In Ten

I am the one in ten
A number on a list
I am the one in ten
Even though I don't exist
Nobody knows me
Even though I'm always there
A statistic, a reminder
Of a world that doesn`t care

My arms enfold the dole queue
Malnutrition dulls my hair
My eyes are black and lifeless
With an underprivileged stare
I'm the beggar on the corner
Will no-one spare a dime?
I'm the child that never learns to read
'Cause no-one spared the time

I'm the murderer and the victim
The licence with the gun
I'm a sad and bruised old lady
In an alley in a slum
I'm a middle aged businessman
With chronic heart disease
I'm another teenaged suicide
In a street that has no trees

I'm a starving third world mother
A refugee without a home
I'm a house wife hooked on Valium
I'm a pensioner alone
I'm a cancer ridden spectre
Covering the earth
I'm another hungry baby
I'm an accident of birth.

UB40.  “You’re Not an Army.”  Geffery Morgan.  New York: A&M Records, 1984.

You’re Not an Army

We can drag you out of bed in the middle of the night 
Drive tanks along your street looking for a flight 
We can put you in a cell an dash away the key 
Make you stand against the wall torture chamber stylee 
The reason is simple, it`s obvious to see 
We can shoot at you but you can`t kill we 
Don`t you see, don`t you see, your not an army 

The reason is simple, it`s obvious to see 
Right is on your side but the media`s with we 
Don`t you see, don`t you see, your not an army 

The thing you must remember since these troubles first began 
Were supported by a tax paying population 
And if the rest of this world is against we 
It`s a fact that the people of this country won`t see 

They can give you a trial by military 
But you won`t be sentenced politically 
You`ll be beat by other prisoners for political views 
But you just another killer when we read it in the news 


U2.  “One.”  Achtung Baby.  New York: Island Records, 1991.

One

Is it getting better 

Or do you feel the same 

Will it make it easier on you 

Now you got someone to blame 

You say 

One love 

One life 

When it's one need 

In the night 

It's one love 

We get to share it 

It leaves you baby

If you don't care for it 

Did I disappoint you? 

Or leave a bad taste in your mouth? 

You act like you never had love 

And you want me to go without 

Well it's too late 

Tonight 

To drag the past out 

Into the light 

We're one 

But we're not the same 

We get to carry each other 

Carry each other 

One 

Have you come here for forgiveness? 

Have you come to raise the dead? 

Have you come here to play Jesus 

To the lepers in your head? 

Did I ask too much? 

More than a lot? 

You gave me nothing 

Now it's all I got 

We're one 

But we're not the same 

We hurt each other 

Then we do it again 

You say 

Love is a temple

Love a higher law 

Love is a temple 

Love the higher law 

You ask me to enter 

But then you make me crawl 

And I can't be holding on 

To what you got 

When all you got is hurt 

One love 

One blood 

One life 

You got to do what you should 

One life 

With each other 

Sisters 

Brothers 

One life 

But we're not the same 

We get to carry each other 

Carry each other 

One 

One 

Stevie Wonder.  “Black Man.’  Songs In the Key of Life: Vol. 1 & 2.  Los Angeles: Motown Record Company, 1976.

Black Man

First man to die
For the flag we now hold high (Crispus Attucks)
Was a black man

The ground were we stand
With the flag held in our hand
Was first the redman's

Guide of a ship
On the first Columbus trip (Pedro Alonzo Nino)
Was a brown man

The railroads for trains
Came on tracking that was laid
By the yellow man

We pledge allegiance
All our lives
To the magic colors
Red, blue and white
But we all must be given
The liberty that we defend
For with justice not for all men
History will repeat again
It's time we learned
This World Was Made For All Men

Heart surgery
Was first done successfully
By a black man (Dr Daniel Hale Williams)

Friendly man who died
But helped the pilgrims to survive (Squanto)
Was a redman


Farm workers rights
Were lifted to new heights (Caesar Chavez)
By a brown man

Incandescent light
Was invented to give sight (Thomas Edison)
By the white man

We pledge allegiance
All our lives
To the magic colors
Red, blue and white
But we all must be given
The liberty that we defend
For with justice not for all men
History will repeat again
It's time we learned
This World Was Made For All Men

Here me out...

Now I know the birthday of a nation
Is a time when a country celebrates
But as your hand touches your heart
Remember we all played a part in America
To help that banner wave

First clock to be made
In America was created
By a black man (Benjamin Banneker) 

Scout who used no chart
Helped lead Lewis and Clark
Was a redman (Sacagawea) 

Use of martial arts
In our country got its start
By a yellow man

And the leader with a pen
Signed his name to free all men
Was a white man (Abraham Lincoln) 

We pledge allegiance
All our lives
To the magic colors
Red, blue and white
But we all must be given
The liberty that we defend
For with justice not for all men
History will repeat again
It's time we learned
This World Was Made For All Men

This world was made for all men
This world was made for all men
This world was made for all men
God saved His world for all men
All people
All babies
All children
All colors
All races
This world's for you
and me
This world
My world
Your world
Everybody's world
This world
Their world
Our world
This world was made for all men

Here me out...

Who was the first man to set foot on the North Pole?
Mattew Henson - a black man

Who was the first american to show the Pilgrims at Plymouth the secrets
of survival in the new world?
Squanto - a redman

Who was the soldier of Company G who won high honors for his courage
and heroism in World War 1?
Sing Lee - ayellow man

Who was the leader of united farm workers and helped farm workers
maintain dignity and respect?
Caesar Chavez - a brown man

Who was the founder of blood plasma and the director of the Red Cross
blood bank?
Dr. Charles Drew - a black man

Who was the first American heroine who aided the Lewis and Clark
expedition?
Sacajewa - a red woman

Who was the famous educator and semanticist who made outstanding 
contributions to education in America?
Hayakawa - a yellow man

Who invented the world's first stop light and the gas mask?
- a black man

Who was the American surgeon who was one of the founders of 
neurosurgery?
Harvey William Cushing - a white man

Who was the man who helped design the nation's capitol, made the first
clock to give time in America and wrote the first almanac?
Benjamin Banneker - a black man

Who was the legendary hero who helped establish the League of Iroquois?
Hiawatha - a redman

Who was the leader of the first microbiotic center in America?
- a yellow man

Who was the founder of the city of Chicago in 1772?
Jean Baptiste - a black man

Who was one of the organizers of the American Indian Movement?
Denis Banks - a redman

Who was the Jewish financier who raised founds to sponsor Christopher 
Columbus' voyage to America?
Lewis D. Santangol - a white man

Who was the woman who led countless slaves to freedom on the 
underground railroad?
Harriet Tubman - a black woman
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Evil

Evil, why have you engulfed so many hearts...Evil
Evil, why have you destroyed so many minds...
Leaving room for darkness, where lost dreams can hide.

Evil, why do you infest our purest thoughts, with hatred.
Evil, why have you stolen so much love...
Leaving everyone's emotions lost and wandering free.

Evil, why have you taken over God's children's eyes...Evil
Evil, before they could really grow to see,
That your way, is not the way, to make, life what it should be, Yea, yea, yea
Evil, why have you destroyed, you've destroyed so much of this doggone world...Evil
Evil, oh, why have you broken so many homes...
Leaving everyone's emotions lost and wandering free

