Yanquî Go Home:

Songs Related to US Imperialism in Latin America
If I Had A Rocket Launcher

Bruce Cockburn (1984)

This song was written in response to Guatemalan death squads in the 1980s.
Here comes the helicopter -- second time today

Everybody scatters and hopes it goes away

How many kids they've murdered only God can say

If I had a rocket launcher...I'd make somebody pay

I don't believe in guarded borders and I don't believe in hate
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I don't believe in generals or their stinking torture states

And when I talk with the survivors of things too sickening to relate

If I had a rocket launcher...I would retaliate 
On the Rio Lacantun, one hundred thousand wait

To fall down from starvation -- or some less humane fate

Cry for Guatemala, with a corpse in every gate

If I had a rocket launcher...I would not hesitate

I want to raise every voice -- at least I've got to try

Every time I think about it water rises to my eyes.

Situation desperate, echoes of the victims cry

If I had a rocket launcher...Some son of a bitch would  die

I KA LA `APOPO (TOMORROW)
by Keith Haugen
E ala e na Hawai`i, e ala e na pua 

E koi mai `oukou i na mea e pono ai   

Ue na kanaka no ko lakou ali`i 

Ue lakou no ke kahuli `ana            

Ua hala lakou a me ka mo`i 

Koe ka `aina nei wale no ho`i         

Ue ka `oiwi no kona mea nui 

Ue `o ia no ka mea nalowale 

Ue `o ia no na `eha o ka `aina 

Koe na `eha o keia la 

E ala e na Hawai`i, e ala e na pua 

E koi mai `oukou i na mea e pono ai   

Hu mai ke aloha no keia `aina nei 

Mai ke kahuli `ana a ke ea hou        

E ku hou ana na keiki o ka `aina 

A kahea no ke ku`oko`a 

Pono kakou e malama i ka `aina 

ono kakou e kako`o i na pua 

E `imi a loa`a ka ha`ina pono 

E ho`i ana ke ea i ka la `apopo 

E ala e na Hawai`i, e ala e na pua 

E koi mai `oukou i na mea e pono ai   

E ho`i ana ke ea i ka la `apopo       

E ho`i ana ke ea i ka la `apopo
(Translation)
Rise up Hawaiians, rise up descendants

Claim your rightful things

The people cry for their queen

They cry because of the overthrow

They have passed on, also the monarch

Indeed, only the land remains

The native cries for his important thing

He cries for the thing which was lost

He cries for the hurts of the land

The hurts of today remain

Rise up Hawaiians, rise up descendants

Claim your rightful things

Love for this land swells forth

From the overthrow until the new independence

The children of the land will rise up again

We should care for the land

And call out for freedom

Search and find the right solution

Rise up Hawaiians, rise up descendants

We should support the children

Sovereignty will return tomorrow

Sovereignty will return tomorrow

Claim your rightful things

Sovereignty will return tomorrow.
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America Latina Libre!

By Ska-P (1998)
Hermano peruano, hermano colombiano

Hermano cubano que con tu sangre hiciste la revolución

Hermano boliviano , hermano mexicano

Hermano chileno, rios de sangre que derramo el dictador

Yo te quiero Nicaragua, yo te quiero Salvador

Yo te quiero Guatemala, yo te quiero mogollón

Yo te quiero Nicaragua, yo te quiero Salvador

Yo te quiero Guatemala, te quiero mogollón (bis 3)

mamii boom boom boom 

mami mamiiboom boom booom

Bailalo mamita este ritmito sabrosón

Bailalo mamita hasta que salga el sol

Bailalo mamita este ritmito sabrosón

Bailalo mamita hasta que salga el sol(bis)

Hay dolor en América Latina

El clamor de todo un pueblo por la libertad

La pobreza creó a los insurrectos

Que mueren en las montañas por la libertad

Soportando fingidas democracias

Dictaduras que les privan de su libertad

Sometidos al imperialismo yanqui

Al poder del dolar

Largate, déjale su tierra elaborar

Largate, no le robes su riquezas

Largate, déjale su tierra elaborar

Largate, yanquis imperialistas

mamii boom boom boom

mami mamii boom boom boom 

Bailalo mamita este ritmito sabrosón

Bailalo mamita hasta que salga el sol

Bailalo mamita este ritmito sabrosón

Bailalo mamita hasta que salga el sol

Duerme ,mi negrita y sueña con la libertad

Duerme, mi negrita y sueña con la paz

Al final del camino, la victoria

Las heridas cicatrizan con la libertad

La violencia se llama economia

Que destroza su cultura, su libertad

Centenarios, malditos carroñeros

Por encima del dinero esta la libertad

Represión en América latina

Gringos, ¿hasta cuando?

Largate, déjale su tierra elaborar

Largate, no le robes su riquezas

Largate, déjale su tierra elaborar

Largate, malditos yanquis

América Latina, yo te quiero mogollón

América Latina, yo te quiero mogollón

Ecuador, Argentina, Panama, Venezuela, Haiti, Uruguay

Honduras, Paraguay, Costa Rica, Republica Dominicana

Brasil, América Latina Libre
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The Marines Have Landed on the Shores of Santo Domingo

By Phil Ochs (1966)

And the crabs are crazy, they scuttle back and forth, the sand is burning

And the fish take flight and scatter from the sight, their courses turning

As the seagulls rest on the cold cannon nest, the sea is churning.

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo.

The fishermen sweat, they're pausing at their nets, the day's a-burning

As the warships sway and thunder in the bay, loud the morning.

But the boy on the shore is throwing pebbles no more, he runs a-warning

That the marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo.

The streets are still, there's silence in the hills, the town is sleeping

And the farmers yawn in the grey silver dawn, the fields they're keeping

As the first troops land and step into the sand, the flags are weaving.

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo.

The unsmiling sun is shining down upon the singing soldiers

In the cloud dust whirl they whistle at the girls, they're getting bolder

The old women sigh, think of memories gone by, they shrug their shoulders.

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo.

Ready for the tricks, their bayonets are fixed, now they are rolling

And the tanks make tracks past the trembling shacks where fear's unfolding

All the young wives afraid, turn their backs to the parade with babes they're holding

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo

A bullet cracks the sound, the army hit the ground, the sniper's callin'

So they open their guns, a thousand to one, no sense in stalling

He clutches at his head and totters on the edge, look now he's falling

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo

In the red plaza square, the crowds come to stare, the heat is leaning

And the eyes of the dead are turning every head to the widows screaming

But the soldiers make a bid, giving candy to the kids, their teeth are gleaming

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo

Up and down the coast, the generals drink a toast, the wheel is spinning

And the cowards and the whores are peeking through the doors to see who's winning

But the traitors will pretend that it's getting near the end, when it's beginning

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo

And the crabs are crazy, they scuttle back and forth, the sand is burning

And the fish take flight and scatter from the sight, their courses turning

As the seagulls rest on the cold cannon nest, the sea is churning

The marines have landed on the shores of Santo Domingo
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Nicaragua

By Bruce Cockburn (1983)

Written about the Sandinista Revolution in Nicaragua.

Breakfast woodsmoke on the breeze --

On the cliff the U.S. Embassy

Frowns out over Managua like Dracula's tower

The kid who guards Fonseca's tomb

Cradles a beat-up submachine gun --

At age fifteen he's a veteran of four years of war

Proud to pay his dues

He knows who turns the screws

Baby face and old man's eyes

Blue lagoon and flowering trees --

Bullet-packed Masaya streets

Full of the ghosts of the heroes of Monimbo

Women of the town laundry

Work and gossip and laugh at me --
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They don't believe I'll ever send them the pictures I took

For every scar on a wall

There's a hole in someone's heart

Where a loved one's memory lives

In the flash of this moment 
You're the best of what we are --

Don't let them stop you now

Nicaragua

Sandino in his tom mix hat

Gazes from billboards and coins

"Sandino vive in la lucha por la paz"

Sandino of the shining dream

Who stood up to the U.S. Marines --

Now Washington panics at U2 shots of "Cuban-style" latrines

In the flash of this moment

You're the best of what we are --

Don't let them stop you now

Nicaragua

Washington Bullets

Joe Strummer (The Clash, 1983)
Oh mama, mama look there

Your children are playing in that street again

Don't you know what happened down there?

A youth of fourteen got shot down there

The Kokane guns of Jamdown Town

The killing clowns, the blood money men

Are shooting those Washington bullets again 

As every cell in Chile will tell

The cries of the tortured men

Remember Allende, and the days before,

Before the army came

Please remember Victor Jara,

In the Santiago Stadium,

Es verdad - those Washington Bullets again

And in the Bay of Pigs in 1961,

Havana fought the playboy in the Cuban sun,

For Castro is a colour,

Is a redder than red,

Those Washington bullets want Castro dead 

For Castro is the colour...

That will earn you a spray of lead

Sandinista!

For the very first time ever,

When they had a revolution in Nicaragua,

There was no interference from America

Human rights in America

Well the people fought the leader,

And up he flew...

With no Washington bullets what else could he do? 

Sandinista!

'N' if you can find a Afghan rebel

That the Moscow bullets missed

Ask him what he thinks of voting Communist...

Ask the Dalai Lama in the hills of Tibet,

How many monks did the Chinese get?

In a war-torn swamp stop any mercenary,

'N' check the British bullets in his armoury

Que? Sandinista!
Tiburón
Reuben Blades

Ruge la mar embravecida

Rompe la ola desde el horizonte

Brilla el verde azul del gran caribe

Con la majestad que el sol inspira

El peje guerrero va pasando

Recorriendo el reino que domina

Pobre del que caiga prisionero

Hoy no habrá perdón para su vida

Es el tiburón que va buscando

Es el tiburón que nunca duerme

Es el tiburón que va asechando

Es el tiburón de mala suerte

Y se traga el sol el horizonte

Y el nervioso mar se va calmando

se oyen los arrullos de sirena

Embobando al cielo con su canto

Brillan las estrellas en la noche

La nube viajera va flotando

La luna reposa entre el silencio


De ese gran caribe descansando

Solo el tiburón sigue despierto

Solo el tiburón sigue buscando

Solo el tiburón sigue intranquilo

Solo el tiburón sigue asechando

Tiburón que buscas en la orilla tiburón

Que buscas en la arena

Tiburón que buscas en la orilla tiburón

Lo tuyo es mar afuera

Tiburón que buscas en la orilla Tiburón

Eh Tiburón el canto de sirena

Tiburón que buscas en la orilla Tiburón

Serpiente marinera

Tiburón que buscas en la orilla Tiburón

Hay tu nunca te llenas

Tiburón que buscas en la orilla Tiburón

Cuidao con la ballena

Tiburón que buscas en la orilla Tiburón

Respeta mi bandera

Palo pa’ que aprenda que aquí si hay honor

Pa’ que vea que en el caribe no se duerme el camarón

Si lo ven que viene palo al tiburón

Vamo’ a darle duro sin vacilación

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

En la unión esta la fuerza y nuestra salvación

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Que bonita bandera que bonita bandera

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Si lo tuyo es mar afuera que buscas aquí so ladrón

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Hay que dar la cara y darla con valor

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Pa’ que no se coma nuestra hermana El Salvador

Guapea Colon!

Vamo' a darle duro sin vacilación

En la unión esta la fuerza y nuestra salvación

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Pónganle un letrero que diga en esta playa solo se habla espanol

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Si lo ven que viene no se duerman mis hermanos pongan atención

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Palo palo pa palo pa’ que aprenda que aqui si hay honor

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Pa’ que vea que en el caribe no se duerme el camarón

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Pa’ que no se coma a nuestra hermana El Salvador

Si lo ven que viene palo al Tiburón

Y luego a trabajar en la reconstrucción
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Where the Death Squad Lives

Bruce Cockburn (1988)

Goons in blackface creeping in the road

Farm family waiting for the night to explode

Working the land in an age of terror

You come to see the moon as the bad news bearer

Down where the death squad lives

They cut down people like they cut down trees

Chop off its head so it will stay on its knees

The forest shrinks but the earth remains

Slash and burn and it grows again

Down where the death squad lives

I've got friends trying to batter the system down

Fighting the past till the future comes round
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It'll never be a perfect world 'til God declares it that way

But that don't mean there's nothing we can do or say

Down where the death squad lives 
Like some kind of never-ending Easter passion

From every agony a hero is fashioned

Around every evil there gathers love

Bombs aren't the only things that fall from above

Down where the death squad lives

Down where the death squad lives

Sometimes I feel like there's a padlock on my soul

If you opened up my heart you'd find a big black hole

But when the feeling comes through, it comes through strong

If you think there's no difference between right and wrong

Just go down where the death squad lives

This world can be better than it is today

You can say I'm a dreamer but that's okay

Without the could-be and the might-have-been

All you've got left is your fragile skin

And that ain't worth much down where the death squad lives

Down where the death squad lives
Yankee Go Home

Richard Thompson (1988)

G.I. Joe put your gun away

The sun is setting on another day

Why don't you leave me alone

Yankee Go Home

They're burning effigies out in the street

Man the lifeboats, sound the retreat

Pentagon's on the Phone

Yankee Go Home

You can't just kiss and run away

There ain't enough money on a sergeant's pay

When the dance hall girl you

banged's in the family way

You turned my sister into a whore

With a pair of silk stockings

from the P.X. store

Why don't you leave use alone

Yankee Go Home

My girlfriend won't talk to me

Since she met with a sailor

from the land of the free

I'm tired of being alone

Yankee Go Home

I've lost count of the

chewing gum that I've had

And vodka-cola make my teeth go bad

We'll handle this on our own

Yankee Go Home

Dow Jones going into a stall

Spray paint saying it on every wall

The climb was fine, now it's

time to decline and fall

Overpaid, oversexed and over here

get smart, gringo, disappear

The Hun's at the gates of Rome

Yankee Go Home
Hands Off Nicaragua
Oi Polloi

Nicaragua once suffered under a fascist regime,
but the people brought it down 'cos they had a dream
A dream that they could live in freedom from fear
But then the U.S.-Government had to interfere!

Americans out, Americans out!
Hear the people scream, hear the people shout
Americans out, Americans out!
We've got to fight the US interference with Nicaragua

U.S.-backed contras, right wing murdering scum
Fight to stop the country falling under their thumb!
They've tortured civilians, even murdered nuns
And they do it with American money and guns

Americans out, Americans out!
Hear the people scream, hear the people shout
Americans out, Americans out!
We've got to fight the US interference with Nicaragua

CIA murderers maim and kill
I think Reagan must be mentally ill
A dangerous nutter crazed with power
He's dragging us all nearer to our final hour

Americans out, Americans out!
Hear the people scream, hear the people shout
Americans out, Americans out!
We've got to fight the US interference with Nicaragua

There's Room for One More Star (1898)
Words by William J. Hartley
Music by Leo Feist


Look up Cuba! why are you weeping?
Why are you grieving day after day?
Justice may seem so silently sleeping
and turn a deaf ear to you when you pray,
Cuba! cheer up! and look forward with pleasure,
Soon will your sorrow vanish afar,
For in Old Glory's starry gemmed azure
There's room for one more star.

CHORUS
There's room for one more star,
And Cuba you'll find you are,
Destined by fate to be with us,
and Spain will prove no bar.
Rise in your might and fight;
Cuba your cause is right
And Uncle Sam says remember
There's room for one more star.

Long have you tried vainly to sunder,
Cold cruel links of slavery's chain,
Binding you tightly a poor captive under
the merciless rule of your harsh master Spain,
Heroes who loved you, who fought, bled and perished,
Striving to free you day after day,
Soon will their dream th'o' weary years cherish'd
Come true and your chains fall away.

(CHORUS)

Nobly you fight ever resinking,
Task master Spain who spares not to slay.
Led by a Hero ever persisting
and striving for freedom till he passed away,
Our Motto's fair play,
and tho' Spain may raid you,
You'll share the freedom we now enjoy,
And with the help of the Journal we'll aid you,
Dear Cuba, Spain's rule to destroy.
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