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Complete Spanish and 
English Texts Enclosed 

STEREO: MFS 798 
Vocals in Spanish 

Grupo Moncada 
Side One 
1. CUANDO DI'GO FUTURO 3:28 

When I Say Future 
(Cuban: Silvio Rodriguez) 

02. COLAGUACHI (Chilean) 3:25 
(Angel Parra) 

~ 3. MANDAME QUITAR LA VIDA 4:25 
Tell Me to Kill Myself 
(Peruvian Folk Music) 

64. LA CARGA (Cuban) 4:10 
The Charge 
(Ramon Roa-Ruben Galindo) 

• 5. CANDIDA MARIA 2:30 
Innocent Maria 
(Venezuelan Folk Music) 

• 6. MUCHACHA NO SEAS BOBA 6:12 
Don't Be Silly, Girl 
(Cuban Folk Music) 

Side Two 
.. 1. CUECA DEL PAAUELO 3:15 

Kerchief Dance 
(Chilean: Isabel Parra) 

~2. YOLANDA (Cuban) 4:17 
(Pablo Milanes) 

,.,3. ALLA VIENE UN CORAZON 2:50 
Here Comes A Heart 
(Venezuelan Folk Music) 

~ 4. EL DIA QUE VUELVA A 
ENCONTRAR 3:14 
The Day I Once Again See 
(Chilean: Angel Parra) 

. 5. HASTA SIEMPRE (Cuban) 3:17 
Until Forever 
(Carlos Puebla) 

.:;- 6. PEGALE DURO AL FIERO 3:20 
Strike the Beast Hard 
(Cuban: Ruben Galindo) 

07. GUANTANAMERA (Cuban) 5:00 
(Jose Ma rtf-Jose f to Fernandez) 

ABOUT GRUPO MONCADA 
Playing 41 instruments and a wide rep­

ertoire of folk, Afro-Latin and political 
music, Grupo Moncada has emerged as one 
of Cuba's most exciting and versatile young 
music groups. Since their first appearance 
at the University of Havana on October 
7, 1972, Moncada has toured throughout 
Cuba, travelling in troubadour tradition, 
using music to talk about revolutionary 
change. The group plays in universities, 
work centers and amateur fe stivals , as well 
as regularly on television and radio. Grupo 
Moncada has toured Latin America, Eu­
rope and the United States where this re­
cording was made during their Boston con­
cert on April 21, 1978. 

Slave chants, ancient Andean songs, 
popular Latin rhythms, as well as the songs 
of such new young Cuban composers as 
Silvio Rodriguez, Pablo Milanes and Noel 

Nicola, all comprise Moncada's sound. 
Taking their name from their first major 
work, "Canci6n del Moncada," which re­
counts the attack by Fidel Castro and his 
followers on the infamous Batista barracks, 
Moncada incorporates the politics of the 
Cuban Revolution with the musical roots 
of Latin America. From the beginning, they 
have popularized the unfamiliar and have 
revived musical forms and instruments 
long buried by the dominance of North 
American tastes. 

Grupo Moncada personifies the Nueva . 
Trova movement in Cuba, which has gal­
vanized the rediscovery of truly Cuban 
and Latin American music. Moncada re- :::r: 
cords frequently and has provided music ;g 
for Cuban films. Their music has won nu- ~ 
merous awards in Cuba. -' 
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The members of Grupo Moncada are: :::! 
Alberto Faya: first voice, guitar, tres, charango', Juan Gomez: bongo, tambor leguero (and othe -=:! 0 

vihuela, bass. percussion). =:!;:;:; 
Julian Fernandez: guitar, tres , lute, charango, Jose Alberto Himely: tumbadora, bata, bonk 0 C/) 

mandolin , percussion, chorus. echemiya, quito , tambor leguero (and other 
Ruben Galindo: guitar, tres, lute, bass and percussion). 

electirc bass. Tomas Rivero: piano, vocals, organeta, guitar, 
Jorge Gomez: zampona, marimbula, percus- bass, accordion , percussion. 

sion and chorus. Pedro Trujillo: flute, percussion and chorus. 

Thanks to Dos Alas and the Antonio Maceo 
Brigade for their work on the Boston concert, 
and to the Berklee Performance Center for 
recording the concert. 
Record Production Supervision: Alberto Faya, 
Jorge Gomez, Sandra Levinson 
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GRUPO MONCADA 
Spanish and English TexIs 

SIDE 1 

CUANDO DIGO FUTURO 
Letro y m.:sica: Silvio Rodr(guez 
Arreglo: Grupo ,v.o"coda 

Te convido a creerme cuondo digo fut'uro, 
si no crees mis polobros, cree en el brillo 
de un gesto, 
cree en mi cuerpo, 
cree en mi s monos que se ocobon. 
Te convido a creenne cuando digo futuro, 
si no crees en mis ojos, 
cree en 10 angustio de un grito, 
cree en 10 tierra, 
cree en 10 Ituvio, 
cree en 10 servia. 
Hay veinte mil nuevas semillos 
en el valle desde ayer I 
hay rostTos de desesperodos I 
hoy el hombre y su mujer. 
los hierros se fundieron yo 
hay 10 pociencia y quedo rna's. 
Hoy un pa(s de roea en ruinos 
bajo otro pafs de pan; 
hoy. una madre que cQ'Yina 
codo a codo con su cion. 
los hierros se fundieron yo 
Hay 10 pociencia y queda ~s. 
Hay cuatro nmos, ahora mismo, 
sonriendo en una playa 
y en 10 trastienda de uno bolo, 
un militar que no ha dormido. 
Y oquella mismo muchachita 
vuelve a recortor su soya 
si, es importonte desde un nino 
h asta el largo de un vestido. 
Los hierros se fundieron yo 
hay 10 paclencia y queda ~s 
yo te convido a creerme wando digo futuro. 

COIAGUACHI 
LetTa y mG'sica : Angel Porro 
Arreglo: Grupo Moncada 

Era alcalde de 10 puna, 
gobernodor de las aguas, 
monarca entre los pastores, 
Colaguochi se lIameba. 

La muerte Ie tendi£ un lazo 
cuando menos 10 esperabo, 
su cuerpo sen~ vertiente 
en medio de 10 quebrooa. 

La viuda tome en sus monos 
10 siembra y el pastoreo; 
un desterrodo Ie ayuda 
a buscar alg~n consuela. 

Hermosa Flor de las piedras, 
fin,la viuda Cologuochi, 
cnas alpocas y llamas, 
yo a ti quisiera criarte. 

Pobre viuda sin morido 
y en libertod nueva amante, 
libertad hasta PisogJa, 
Iibertod para olvidarte. 

MANDAME QUITAR IA VIDA 
Letra y m&'sica : Folclor negro pervono 
Arreglo! Grupo toAoncoda 

~dome quitar 10 vida, ondar, onder, 
tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 10 si es delito el adorarte 
Iri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 10 si es de lito el odorarte. 

Que yo no sere el primero, andar, onder, 
tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 10 que muera per ser tu amante 
tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 10 10 mOndame quitar 10 vida. 

© 1979 Monitor International Corp. 

Dloni1or 
MUSIC OF THE WORLD 

SIDE 1 

WHEN I SAY FUTURE 
Words and music : Silvio RodriQuez 
Arrangement: Grupo Moncada 

MFS 798 

I invite you to believe me when I soy future. 
If you don't believe my words, believe the 

brilliance 
of a gesture 
believe in my body 
believe in my toughening hands. 
1 invite you to believe me when I soy future. 
If you don't believe in my eyes 
believe in the anguish of a shout 
believe in the earth 
believe in the rain 
believe in the sop. 
There are twenty thousand new seed, 
in the volley oyemi~t. 
There are desperate faces 
there are men and their women. 
Our shackles are already broken 
there's patience and more where that come from. 
There's a country of stene in ruins 
beneath' ooother country mod. out of bread; 
there's a mother walking 
ann in arm with her clan. 
Our shackles are already broken 
ther4!'s patience and more where that come from. 
Right now there are four kids 
smiling on a beach 
and in the back room of a bullet 
there's a soldier who hasn't hod any sleep 
ond that sam. girl 
alters h~ skirt once again. 
Yes, everything from a child 
to a hemline's i~ont. 
Ou r shackles are already broken 
there's patience ond more where that come from. 
I invite you to believe me when I wy future. 

COIAGUACHI 
Word and music: Angel Parra 
Arrangement: Grupo ,\-\oncada 

He was the mayor of the mesa, 
governor of the waters, 
monarch omong the shepherds, 
he wos coiled Colo~achi. 

Death set a trap for him 
when he least expected it; 
his body wi II be 0 wotershed 
in the middle of the gorge. 

Into her hands his widow taces 
the sowing and the posturing; 
on exile helps her 
to find some comfort. 

Beautiful Flora of the rocks, 
delicate widow of Colaguachi, 
you raise alpacas and llamas 
and I should like to roise you. 

Poor widow without a husband 
and a new lover token freely, 
freedom as for as Pisoguo, 
freedom to forget. 

TEll ME TO Kill MYSELF 
Words ond music : Peruvian black folk song 
Arrangement: Grupo f.Aoncoda 

Tell me to kill myself, let's go, let's go, 
tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 10 if it's a crime to adore you 
tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 10 ifit'sa crime toodore you. 

For 1 won't be the first, let's go, let's go, 
tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 10 to die for being your lover 
tri 10 10 Ie 10 
tri 10 10 t· me to kill myself, 



La cornicero tiene uno cholito, ondor, onder, 
tri 10 '0 '0 '0 10 
tri '0 '0 '0 '0 corne can su yopito 
tri '0 '0 '0 '0 '0 
tri '0 10 '0 '0 tiene uno cholHo. 

Una cholita, madre, saco tu cuenta, ondar, 
ondar, 

tri '0 '0 10 10 '0 
tri 10 10 '0 trabojo con su herromiento 

tri '0 10 '0 10 '0 
tri '0 10 '0 lIoroba, te diero el alma. 

(Recitado) 

i Tonto capo colorado 
y tonto zarcillo de oral 
Si 10 voco fuera honroda 
cuernos no tuviero el taro ••• 

La cobra Ie dijo al polio, yumbo ko ko ko ka ko 
t donde est&' la hierbo bueno, yumba ko : 
y el polio Ie respondio", yumba ko ko ko ko ko '0 malhaya es 10 que reina yumba ka 
Y as( como por milogro 
todo no se determino 
los matorrales de Huacachina. 
Vo'monos a Huacochino, Huocachino, Huacachino 
a los baXos de Huacochina yum •••. 

por oriente sole el sol de obril. 
Pobre soy porque no ten go la dichodel poderoso. 
Ella 58 me fue, ella se me fue , 
ella se me fue, loco de omor yo me quede: 

Palmero, sube a '0 palma, y dr1e a 10 polmerito, 
cierro, cierro, cierro, cierro, lorita, cierro, 
cierro, cierro, cierro, cierro, lorito, cie ••• 

que lore, 1I0robo, samba. 

LA CARGA 
Letro: Ramon Roo 
Musica: Ruben Galindo 

i A '0 corgal es la voz 
que ronco yotronante, 
dif~ndese en las fi los 
e I be I i co escuodr6n. 
I A ellosl iA 10 corgol iArribol y ;Adelantel 
se sigue repitiendo con olto diopoz6'n. 

EI bruto se 50cude irguiendo 10 cobezo 
10 espuelo punzodaro devbrole el ijor 
el frena yo no estorba su ind~ita fierezo 
y juzgo corto el llano el ansi a de volar. 

Le oprime furibundo i~ido guerrero 
tostodo par los rayos del 501 obrazador 
que blonde en 10 derecha martCfero el oeero 
can sangre que do sOia el fuego del honor. 

AI b6rboro enemigo intre'pido se lonzo 
los ormos yo se chocon comie'nzose 10 lid; 
se escucho el hondo grito de rabia y de vengonzc 
que exhala sobre el compa frenetico odalid. 

Prol6ngose 10 lucho y e.spesas se levontan 
nubes de humo y de paiva en medio del frogor 
el ruido va cesondo ••• y 01 hombre no Ie 

espanton 
los cr6neos divididos por fuego destructor. 

Es nuestro 10 victoria. Yo p6strase vencido 
goteondo raja songre el de'spoto cruel 
de ninos y mujeres verdugo oborrecido 
deioe:! que un continente moldigo siempre de el. 
Los ",(tores no o(s, el pueblo arrebotodo 
del triunfo la guirnoldo a un joven Ie cinO' 
01 joven extronjero de espfritu elevado 
que a Cuba en 10 gran lucho el brozo Ie afrecio. 

Por eso los valientes que ~I lIevo a 10 victoria 
que ven los cicatrices que el bravo tiene ya, 
Ie miron de 10 Patria. cuol po'gino de gl~ria 
que de uno en alTo slglo 10 fomo lIevara. 

The butcher's wife hos a cholito*, let's go, 
--- let's go, 

tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri 10 '0 '0 meat with its ~ 
tri 10 10 10 '0 '0 
tri '0 '0 10 10 has a cholito. 

A cholito, mother, figure it out, let's go, 
-- let's go, 

tri 10 '0 '0 10 10 
tri '0 '0 '0 working with her tool 
tri 10 10 10 10 10 
tri '0 '0 10 was crying, it hurt your soul. 

chalito - a little mestizo girl. 

(Recited) 

So much red cope 
and so many gold eorringsl 
If the cow were honorable, 
the bull wouldn't hove horns ••• 

The nanny goat soid to the chicken, yumbo ka 
ko ko ko ka 

where is the good gross, ymbo ko 
and the ch icken answered, yumbo ko ko ko ko ko 
the bad weed reigns here, yumbo ko. 
And so everything isn't determined 
like a miracle 
The thickets of Huaeochino. 

Let's go to Huocochino, Huocachino, Huacochina, 
to the baths of Huocochino, yumba ka. 
Let's go to Huacochina, Huocochina, Huocochino, 
to the baths of Huacochino yum ••• 

The April sun rises tn the East 
I'm poor because I don ' t have the luck of the 

powerful. 
She left me, she left me, 
she left me, and I remained crazed with love. 

Keeper of the palm-trees, climb the palm and 
tell it, 

close, close, close, close,.. little parrot, close, 
close, close, close, close, little parrot, clo ••• 

how I cried, was crying, samba. 

THE CHARGE 
Words: RamOn Roa 
Music: Rube"n Galindo 

Charge I It's the hoarse and deafening voice 
of the military squadron 
spreading throughout the ranks. 
Let's get them I Chorge I Come on I 
is repeated over and over again in a high pitch. 

The beast snakes and lifts it head 
the sharpened spur devours its fl ank 
the bit no longer restrains its indomitable fury 
and the plain is shortened by the desire to fly. 

Rage oppresses the dauntless warrior 
burned by the broiling rays of sun 
brandishing steel in his deadly right hand 
his blood seething with the fire of honor. 

Intrepidly he throws himselF on the savage enemy 
the bottle begins, weapons are already clashing 
the commander's deep cry of roge and vengeance 

rings out 
over the battlefield. 

The battle rages and thick clouds of smoke and 
dust 

rise amidst the furious combat ••• 
now the din is ceasing ••• the warrior isn't frightened 
by the lkulls ",lit by destructive fine. 

Victory is ours and the cruel tyrant lies deFeated 
dripping the red blood of children and women 
hateful thug 
a whale continent will curse him forever. 

No bravos can be heard ••• overcome with victory 
the people present a garland to the young foreigner 
with a lofty spirit 
who extended his hand to Cuba in its great struggle ... 

And that is why when the brave soldiers he leads 
toward vi ctory 

see the scars this leoder already bears 
they see thei r homeland as a page of glory 
that wi II be told from one century to another. 

* The young foreigner referred to is Henry Reeve, 
a North American who joined the Cuban indep­
endence couse and attained the rank of general. 
The poem describes a bottle in which the Cuban 
independence fighters were commanded by Reeve. 



CANDIDA MARIA 
Folclor venezolano 

Arbo lito sobanero 
yo te vengo a preguntor 
si cuando ella se me fue 
to me 10 viste pasor. 

Para obojo corre el ,(0, 
para arriba corre el viento I 
pora donde von tus aies 
se Ilevan mis pensomientos. 

Los monteros en el con-o, 
10 luna en el carrizol, 
boquito de cane dulce 
quie'n te pudiero besor. 

MUCHACHA NO SEAS BOBA 
Letro y mosico: rolclor compesino 

cubono 
An-eglo : GnJPO Moncodo 

Estribillo 1: Muchocho no seas bobo 
baila el son. 

{Se repite varias veces} 
Estribilla 2: Pena de Cuba, mercodo libre. 

De qu~ les sirve a los viejos 
ser celosos y caprichosos 
cuando soben que a los mazos 
no se lIevan de consejos. 
Aunque 10 novio este lejos 
siempre el novio 10 visito. 
La viejo se pane fresco, 
el viejo se mortifico. 
Por muc ho que vvele el aura 
siempre el pitirre 10 pica. 

EI otro d(o coy.{ 
mi suegra con un dolor; 
yo me fui a ver a un doctor, 
que sin miedo me a~do. 
Cuondo ~o reconocio' 
me llama grave el doctor 
y me dice: Pues, su suegra 
tiene 10 viruelo negro, 
tiene un c6lico dolor, 
odema's tiene un tumor 
pegado en coda costilla; 
tiene 10 fiebre amarillo, 
un derrome cerebral 
Ie sube del calcanal 
y Ie lIego a la rodillo. 
Para el tumor cerebral 
Ie do un poco de estricnino, 
un lovodo de creolino 
compuesto con agUQ~; 
10 fiebro Ie baiora' 
con un barro de 0.9uo f'(a, 
y para la pulmonoo 
Ie do refresco de on~, 
de guorn5bono y melon 
de noche y a mediodiO, 
y 10 sienta en uno sillo 
me's tiesa que un sabic~. 
Esto bueno que si ~ 
01 verla te do temor, 
porque 0 mi me causa horror 
oirlo como se quejo, 
y siempre viene la viejo 
chillando con el dolor. 

SIDE 2 

CUECA DEL PANUELO 
Letro y mU'sica: l.sob~ Porro 
Arreglo: Grupo M oncoda 

L Poro que, para que me das panuelo, 
ponuelo para Iloror? 
Panuelo blanco quisiera, 
ponuelo, panuelo para bailor. 

INNOCENT MARIA 
Venezuelan folk song 

Little tree of the savannah 
1 hove come to ask 
if when she left me 
you YJW her pass by. 

The river runs downward, 
the wind runs upward, 
whither go your eyes 
that corry away my thoughts. 

The hunters in the worrens, 
the moon in the reed-gross, 
little movth sweet as sugar-cane, 
oh , who would not like to kiss you. 

DON'T BE SILLY, GIRL 
Words and music: Cuban peasant folk song 
Arrangement! Grupo Noncodo 

Refrain 1: Don't be silly, girl, 
dence the son. * 

(Repeated sev~ times) 
Refrain 2: Pena de Cuba, free market. 

What good is it for old folks 
to be jealous end copricious, 
when they know that the young folks 
aren't won over by odvice. 
Although the bride be for away, 
the bridegroom always visits her. 
The old woman gets fresh, 
the 01 d man is frustrated. 
No motter how much the vulture flies, 
the grey kingbird always pecks It • 

• Son: troditional Cuban rhythm. 

The other day my mother-in-law 
fell ill with a poin. • 
I went to see a doctor 
who feorlessly helped me. 
When he ww her 
the doctor called me gravely 
and !<lid: She has the block pox, 
she has colic CIld pains; 

furthermore, she has a rumor 
sruck to each side of her; 
she hos yellow ffNer, 
a cerebral hemorrhage. 
It rises from her heel-bane 
and it reaches her knee. 
F or me broi n rumor 
he gives her a bit of strychnine, 
a wash with crealine 
mixed with oil of turpentine; 
her fever wi II go down 
with a bath in cold water, 
and for her pneumonia 
he gives her the juice of a custord-opple, 
of goon&CW'Io * and melon 
at~atnoon, 
and he sits her in a chair 
thot's hooder than horseflesh mahogany. 
It's all right if you 
get scared when you see her, 
because she gives me the willies 
when I hecr her complain, 
and that old lody always cames 
screaming wim the pain. 

* Guan6'bona: a type of custard-opple. 

SIDE 2 

KERCHIEF CUECA • 
Words and music: Isabel POrTa 
Arrangement: Grvpo M 0 n coda 

Why, why do you give me a handkerchief, 
a handkerchief for weeping? 
I should like a white kerchief, 
a kerchief for dancing • 

• Cueco: traditional Chilean donee. 



Pore bailor 10 quiero, mi negro, 
por el sendero 
que se reg6 con songre, valiente, 
de un componero, 
de un componero, s(, 
voliente, que olio' en 10 Patria 
cora a cora a 10 muerte, 
valiente, nunca se agocha. 
PanuelGtricolores 
01 alma quiton dolores. 

; Para que', pora que' me das panuelo, 
panuela, panuelo pora 1I0rar? 
pafi'uelo, ponuela negro quisiera, 
panuelo, ponuela para bailor. 

Para bailor contigo, mi negra, 
porque 10 Potrio 
es una cueco largo, mi negro, 
que se desoto, 
que se levan ton, si, val ientes, 
cielos y tierros. 
Tomar&" su revancha, valiente, 
10 cordillera. 
Panuelos tricolores 
01 olmo quitan doIOfe •• 

YOLANDA 
Letra y mU'sica: Pablo Milanes 

Arreglo: Grupe Moncado 

Esto no puede ser no mcS's que una canci~. 
Quisiera fuera declaracion de amor, 
rom6ntico sin reporar en formas tales 
que pongon freno a 10 que sienta 
ohora roudoles. 
T a amo, te omo, etemomente ta amo. 

C~·aOOQ te vi d,(o que era cierto 
ese 'emor de hollorme descubierto. 
Tu mt: desnudas con siete rozones, 
me obres el pecho siempre 
que me colmas 
de omores, de omores, eternamente 
de amores. 

Si me faltoros no voy a morirme, 
si he de morir quiero que sea contiga. 
Mi soledod se siente acompanoda, 
por eso a veces ~ que necesi to 
tv mono, tv mano, etemamente tv mono. 

Si olguna vez me siento derrotodo, 
renuncio a vet el sol coda monona. 
Rezondo el credo que me has enseO'odo, 
miro tu cara y digo en 10 ventona, 
Yolanda, Yolanda, eternomente Yolanda. 

AlLA VlENE UN CORAZON 
Letro y mUsico: folclor venezolano 
Arreglo: Grupe Moncada 

Yo no s£ quI tenga yo, corazO'"n, 
que tengo el pecho maluco. 
jAy, cora~1 que tengo el pecho maluco. 

Allei'viene un coroz~. 
Corazan mfa, que tengo el pecho maluco 

Allei'viene un coraz6f,. 

Sen! porque me he comido, corazon, 
las alas de un pajarero. 
jAy, c:oraz.OOl los alas de un pojarero. 

Allcf'viene un coroza;. 
Coraze:;. mro, los alas de un pajarero. 

Aile;( viene un corazcM1. 

A la una canta el guopo, corazoo, 
yolo. des canta el coborde. 
jAy, coroz601 yolo. des conta el coborde. 

Alia viene un coraz~. 
Coroz~ mk" y a las dos canto el cobarde. 

Alla'viene un corazon. 

Y yo contore' a las tres, corozo;;, 
pot hober lIegodo tarde. 
fAy, corozanl P'!'" hober lIegada tarde. 

Alla'viene un coraz~. 
Corozan mfa, par hober lIegodo tarde. 

Alia viene un corazoo. 

Y los orillos de un ,.(0, corazon, 
Y' a IN sombra de un laurel. 
Ay, corazOOl ya la ~mbro de un laurel. 

Alla'viene un coroz6,. 
Coraz&, mrO, y ~ 10 s;,nbro de un )oorel. 

Alia vlene un corozon. 

I wont one for dancing, mi negro, •• 
clong the path ---
that was sprinkler! with the valiant blood 
of a camrade I 
of a comrade, yes, 
a valiant one, who over there in the Homeland, 
face to face with death, 
is valiant CI'ld never bends. 
Tricolor kerchiefs 
soothe the soul's pain. 

Why, why do you give me a handkerchief, 
a handkerchief, a handkerchief for weeping? 
I should like a block kerchief, 
a kerchief for dancing. 

To dance with you, mi negra, 
because the Homeland 
is a long cueca, mi negro, 
that's breaking loose, 
thot's standing up, yes, valiant, 
the sky ond the earth 
will take their revenge, valiant 
as will the cordillero. 
Tricalor kerchiefs 
soothe the soul's poin • 

•• Mil'neg'l: Term of endearment which, though 
it Itera y means my block one, is used regord­
less of skin color. 

YOLANDA 
Words and music: Pablo Milones 
Arrangement: Grupo IY\cncoda 

This canndbe more than a song. 
I'd like it to be a declaration of love, 
rom:mtic without using such forms 
thot would hold bock what I feel 
in torrents now. 
I love you, I love you, etemally I love you. 

When I saw you I knew it was true, 
the fear of seeing myself discovered. 
You undress me with seven reasons, 
you always open my heart whenever 
you fill me 
with love, with love, etemally 
with love. 

If you aren't with me I won't die, 
if I must die I want to die with yov. 
My loneliness feels accompanied, 
that's why at times I know that I need 
your hand, your hand, eternally your hand. 

If ever I feel defeated, 
I refuse to see the sun each day, 
reciting the creed that you tought me, 
I look at your face, and at the windaw I say 
Yolanda, Yolanda, etemolly Yolanda. 

HERE COMES A HEART 
Words CI'ld music: Venezuelan folk song 
Arrangment: Grupo tv'oncoda 

I don't know what's wrong with me, heart, 
for my breast is ailing. 
Oh, my heart, for my breast is ailing. 

Here comes a heart. 
My heart, for my breast is oiling. 

Here comes a heart. 

Can it be becoose I've eaten, heart, 
the wings of a bird-catcher. 
Oh, heart, the wings af a bird-catcher. 

Here comes a heart. 
My heart, the wings of a bird-catcher. 

Here comes a heart. 

At one the bold one sings, heart, 
and at twa si O9s the coward. 
Oh, heart, and at two sings the coward. 

Here comes a heart. 
My heart, and at twa sings the coward. 

Here comes a heart. 

And I shall sing at three, heart, 
since I got here late. 
Oh, heart, since 1 got here late. 

Here comes a heart. 
My heart, since 'got here late. 

Here comes a heart. 

On the banks of a river, heart, 
and in the shode of a laurel tree 
Oh, heart, and in the shade of a 10 urel tree 

Here comes a heart. 
My heart, and in the shade of a laurel tree. 

Here comes a heart. 



Me aCOf"de'de t{, bien m~, coraz~, 
viendo las aguas carrero 
'lAy, corazdOl vlendo los oguos correr. 

AII~ viene un coraza,. 
CorazO'n mtO, viendo las aguas correr. 

Alief viene un coroz~. 

EL DIA QUE VUELVA A ENCONTl!AR 
Lerra y musica: Angel Parro 
Arreglo: GNp<> Moncodo 

EI dra que vuelvo a encontrar 
esc ti erra que ~er perd(, 
boil ore tres dfas seguidos, 
pero en el puerto donde noc~ 
pero en el puerto donde noci 
pero en el puerto dande noc(. 
EI dfo que welva a cantor 
en Santiago 0 Punto Arenas, 
mi pecho se p ondrt olegre 
con cha"!ue y vino camproda en ChillQ;, 
con charque y vino comproda en Chillan 
con charque y vino camproda en Chllla;,. 
En 10 dist",cia yo no me olvido 
del corazon de mi tierTO 
ton malherid 0, tan molherido 
tan malherldo, tan malherido 
ton malherida, tan malherido. 
EI dfa que welva a mirar 
el mar fnenta a Isla Negra 
no hab~ cO'rceles nf prisiones 
que 01 pueblo roben su IIbertod 
que 01 pueblo roben su libertod 
que 01 pueblo roben su libertod. 
Y si muero leios de allf, 
uno cosc vcy 0 pedir, 
que me entierren con mi guitarra, 
pero en el puerto donde noc( 
perc en el puerto donde noc( 
pera en el puerto donde nocl': 
En 10 distancia yo no me olvido 
del coroz~ de mi tierra 
tan malherido, tan malherido 
tan malherido, tan malherido 
tan malherida, tan malherida. 

HASTA 51 EMPRE 
Letro y musica: Corlos Pueblo 
Arreglo: Grupo Moncada 

Aprendimos 0 quererte 
desde la histOrica alrura 
donde el sol de tu bravura 
Ie puso cerce a 10 muerte. 

Coro: 
Aqu( se quedo 10 cloro, 
10 entronable transporencio 
de tu queride presencia, 
Comondante Che Guevara. 

Vienes quemondo 10 briso 
con aires de pri movera, 
para plantar 10 bandera 
con 10 luz de tu sonriso. 

Coro 

T u mano amorosa y fuerte 
desde 10 historia disparo 
cuondo todo Santa Cloro 
se despi erta para verte. 

Coro 

Tu omor revolucionario 
te conduce a nueva empreso 
donde esperon 10 finneza 
de tu brazo libertorio. 

Cora 

Seguiremos odelante 
como junto a t( seguimos, 
y con Fidel te decimos, 
hasta siempre, Comandonte. 

Cora 

PEGALE DURO AL FIERO 
Letra y mDsica: Ruben Galindo 
Arregla: GflJPO Iv'Ioncodo 

Cuando el sol quemobo la tierra 
nac(a un nino en la montana, 
en una cuna de piedra (duro) 
que 10 envenenaba. 
Abrio' sus ojos 01 mundo 
y no via'm6s que miseria; 
tocd' el infierno mb's crudo 
donde el fuego 10 atacaba; 
crec(o entre las espinas 
donde el humo fue metrella. 

I remembered you, my dear, heart, 
seeing the water flow. 
Oh, heart, seeing the water flow. 

Here comes a heart. 
My heart, seeing the water flow. 

Here comes a heart. 

THE DAY I ONCE AGAIN SEE 
Words and music: Angel Porra 
Arrangement: GNpo IVtoncado 

The doy I once again see 
thot land I lost yesterday, 
I shall dance for three whole days, 
but in the port where I was born 
but in the port where I was bam 
but in the port where I was born. 
The day I once again sing 
in Sootiago and Punta Arenas, 
my breast will become happy 
with jerked beef and wine bought in Chilian 
with jerked beef and wine bought in Chillan 
with jerked beef and wine bought in Chillan. 
In the distance I don't forget 
the heart of my land 
so bodly wounded, so bodly wounded 
sa bodly wounded, so bodly wounded 
so bodly wounded, so bodly wounded. 
The day I once ogoi n see 
the sea before I sla Negra 
there will be no jails or prisons 
ta steal the people's freedom 
ta steal the people's freedom 
to steal the people's freedom. 
And if I die far from there, 
one thing I shall ask, 
that they bury me with my guitar, 
but in the port where I was bam 
but in the port where I was bam 
but in the port where I was born. 
In the distance I don't forget 
tie heart of my land 
JO I:iodly wounded, so bodly wounded 

so bodly wounded, so bodly wounded 
JO bodly wounded, so bodly wounded. 

UNTIL FOREVER 
Words and music: Corlos. Pueblo 
Arrangement: Grupo f.Ao n coda 

We learned to love you 
from the historic heights 
where the sun of your courage 
raised a blockode to death. 

Chorus: 
Here will remain the shining, 
the profound clarity 
of your beloved presence, 
Comandonte Che Guevara. 

You come, consuming the breeze 
with airs of spring, 
to plant the flag 
with the light of your smile. 

Chorus 

Your hand, loving and strong, 
from bock in history fires, 
when all of Santa Clora 
awakens to go and see you. 

Chorus 

Your revolutionary iove 
leads you to new undertakings, 
where others await the firmness 
of your liberating arm. 

Chorus 

We sholl continue forward, 
as we did beside you, 
and along with Fidel we say to you, 
until forever, Comandonte. 

Chorus 

5TRI KE THE BEAST HARD 
Words and music: Rub~n Galindo 
Arrangement: Grupo Moncada 

When the Slm scorched the earth 
a child was being born in the mountain, 
in a cradle of hard stone 
that poisoned him. 
He opened his eyes to the world 
and saw nothing but misery, 
he touched the cruelest inferno 
where the fire attacked him; 
he grew up among the brambles 
where the smoke was like grape-shot. 



Se empino desde los Andes 
con su poncho guerri II era, 
a encontror un camino, 
el camino que e l onhelcf. 
La qu i so desde chiquita, 
nunce se quejO'de ser 
ameri cono de sangre 
que siembro S\J voluntod 
y orronce con los monos 
10 espuelo de 10 moldod. 

Pe'gole duro 01 Fiero 
porque si no te deja el hombre; 
pegole porque te motan 
y te echon 10 tierra encimo, 
conto tvs mil canciones 
y echo a ond~r con tus heridos 
y juntos iremos 01 monte 
a cantor luega a 10 vida. 

Tehan dado muy poco pon 
por el sudor que quemaste, 
gastaste toda tu vida 
en socarle el fruto al fiero, 
la hora no es para mieda, 
porque el sol se ha puesto malo, 
el cielo cubrio" de esponto 
y el fuego so esta ahoganda. 

Yo encontroste el camino 
que Ie dio luz a ru vida, 
cr(a el hijo que te sigue 
y en~nale a cantor, 
en~na I e que e I hombre 
tiine much.o que I~chor, 
ponle h.J manto enclma 
y encamfnalo a pelear, 
salta desde los Andes y grita 
sobre la tierra. 

GUANTANAMERA 
letra: Jose Mart( 
MUsica: Jose(to Fernandez 
Arreglo, GNpo Moncada 

Coro: Guontenamera, guajira, guantanamera 

Yo soy un hombre sincero 
de donde crece 10 palma, 
y antes de morirme quiero 
echar mis versos del alma. 

Cora 

Mi verso es de un verde c I oro 
y de un cormG. encendido, 
mi verso es un ciervo herido 
que busca en el monte ampero. 

Cora 

Cultivo uno rosa blanca 
en junio como en enero, 
pore el amigo sincero 
que me do su mono franco. 

Y para el cruel que me arronca 
el corezon con que vivo, 
cardo ni ortige cultivo, 
cultivo uno rosa blanco. 

Cora 

He rises up above the Andes 
with his warrior'Oj poncho 
seeking a path, 
a path that he desired, 
that he wanted as a child; 
he never complained about being 
Ameri coo by blood, 
sowing his determination 
and with his honds pulling out 
the spur of evil. 

Strike the beast hard) 
because if you don't it will leave you hunger; 
strike it because they'll kill you 
and they'll cover you with earth, 
sing your thousand songs 
and set out walking with your wounds, 
and together weill go to the forest 
to sing, then, to life. 

They 've given you very little bread 
for the sweat which you burned, 
you "",nt your whole life 
extracting riches for the beast; 
itls not time for fear 
because the sun's gone bod, 
the sky IS covered over wi th terror 
and the fire's sputtering out. 

Now you 've found the rood 
that the light gave to your life, 
raise the child who follows you 
and teach him to sing, 
teach him that man 
has a lot of struggling to do, 
put your cape over him 
and set him on the rood to struggle, 
jump from the Andes and shout 
over the earth. 

GUANTANAMERA 
Words: Jose' tv\art( 
Musi c: Jose(to F em~dez 
Arrangement: Grupe tIIoncada 

Chorus: Guontanamera, guajira, guantanamera * 

I am a simple man 
from where the palms grow, 
and before I die I'd like 
to sing my soul IS verses. 

Chorus 

My verse is a cI ear green 
and a burning red, 
my verse is a wounded deer 
seeking refuge in the forest. 

Chorus 

I cultivate a white rose 
in June and in January, 
for the sincere friend 
who gives me his open hand. 

And for the cruel one who pulls out 
the heart with which I live, 
I cultivate neither thistle nor nettle, 
I cultivate a white rose. 

Chorus 

* Guejiro guantanamera: a peasant woman 
from the region of Guantenomo. 

Monitor thanks VICTORIA ORTIZ for her translations of the Spanish t ext. 
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