FIRST MOVEMENY

BLACK:

A message is shot through the jungle by drums,.

ROOM! ROOM!  ROOM! ROOMY

ILike 8 tom.tom in ctesdy precision.

Tike the =lapping of bare black feet acrose the desert wastes,
Like hunge?”bains.

Tike laah‘after lagh as they crash and they curl and they cut, DEEP!
o AP

Like V'V%hét thump.

Like ‘hééiip;be&ts that bump...out of tempo.
Like the thud of the butt of the Whip.
Like’an axe-handle crushing the skull.
BOOM! BOOMI BOOMI BOOM!

Like the crush of the weight of a hob-nailed boot stomping on bare black feet

Like exploding a shell in a gun.
This BOOMing is eéchoing in the brain. HNerves of & black brood...in tempo.

1810+

Pcorrﬂoola. Chained to the bottom of 2 slave ship.
Dowri, Benten down., Chainsd to the livineg and the desnd,
Chilled by the icv finpgers of the dead black hrother
chained to his bleeding srm., Burned by the hot blood
mingling with the swest of the moaning bviack zoul
chained to his leg., Choked by the stench of the

rotting hold., Frenzied at the soft low moan of
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a woman spiralling into a scream of terror, A
gymphony in torture,..Punctusted by the wails
of mortel egony.

Poor Boole, Down, Beaten dowvm. ¥o...

Don't move, Chains cut deep. The shlp rolls,
Chaine tear at his flesh., The ship pltches.
His throbring, pounding skull hreats & tattoo
on the mercilessly unylelding bosrds,

BOOMY BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!Y

The ship pitches. Again and agein., Boola
thinks: "IT1ll raise my head with the movement
of the ship..." He does, The butt of a whip
comes crashing down,

BOOM! BOOMY BOOM! BOOM!

That single blesseé“spray of cool, cool mist
soothes his fevered, groping mind...Water.,.Cool
green forests,,.Rich black pregnant earth fresh
with rain...Sweet and suceulsnt fruits of the
nalm,, Water,,.Greaet drivoing chunks of meat...
pnoile of the elenhsnt hunt..,.%ater,..¥o,...Boole
...you muet he dre~ming,..BEMEMBER?....Elephante¥
....thet wone an eternity ago...when vou were free
...what do thevy want with vou?...remembers,.thst

deep
slsver took out his knife and gave a greay blue
olack laugh &s he silced & piece of flesh from your
woman's breast...and forced it down your throst...
remember? ... .where are they btaking you....isk them...

GO ONe.os

BOOMY BOOMY BOOML BGOMY



Boola falls back exhausted...lylng in fiis own
dung,...nothing matters now...death must take
him soon,...but Boola had not reckoned with
the indomitable will of hir magnificent black
hodyte =suheonscious mind,,.there could be no
enbmianl on!

Soon e werm numbness envelopes him, Ah,.,
N, .ebesathat precious =ilence...stillness...
nothingness,,..to music it seems to have dulcet
ornamentation...the theme remains the same...
trailing off into nowhere,..BOOM! Boom!l bh-o-o.mi
«sefloating off...the boom softening.,.now it
moves up again...the movement of the ship,..
that's 1tl...the rhythy steeling into his return.
ing consciousnasa...atriding inte his consclousness
¢«e3tirring his guts,., .twttching his sleeping nerves
...moving his fettered feet,..ah! to dahcel...to go
reeling off intoc epmce,..hut the chains!...those
tonesl, . ,tones that somehow don't nold their niteh...
but =eem to =mesr off...tones rnot too ovure..,sort of

in-tebtwaen,, . sencuous., ,vog, ., 00t no0 censue L,
ROOM!L BOOM! BOOM! BOONM!Y

Thirs deeam 13 far too swest to lastl Yhat iz
heppening...everyone 1s moving anoul so...ihere...
my srmo iz f%ee..xow,,.iegs...numﬁ,.Qacning,_ﬁﬁhﬁ.h..b
e = eBHEBY ., 8=Bw3.V,.,.31it...Che shilp no longer rolils...
what?....now?,.Lbaylightl,, .the holds are opening...
Alri...plessed eirl,..sunshine filtering througnh...

black figures crawling toward the SUN...UD...UDeass

UPs e UD. ., .squirming..,,squinting...intec che Hiinding...
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blazing sunshine,..bare...black feet scraping
an obligato on the slimy...slippery...boards,..
ROOMI BOOCMY BOOM! BOOM!Y

He who falls gets the lash,..or whip handle...
or both,..out into the sun,,.,at last.. .WATER,..fresh
ceo1ife-giving water,.. .sir....11fe-giving sir,..
breathe deep, Boola,,,.FOOD! "Ho-Ho, fattening for
the killingl",..,That's a pood onel...

Some try to fight, Some jump
Into the sea, Ah, to Be freel

In the dark distance looms tomorrow and
tomorrow and the challenge of a strange and
hostile world...on & black and timeless night
«s.Chese black and hapless souls are silently
es.8Wiftly rowed to their Destiny...the SLAVE

MART!

1700:

Boola ovut down his heavy losd and gazed about,
Hetd heen looking 2t this tree-ewept land
#eclaimed hy etenmdv swineing of nie ringins axe

And was »roud of what he =saw tnere, Hone=st toil

War not without reward. ned not tnis toil

iestored those steely muscles ripplinz

TNeath the black satin smoothness of is skiny

Had not the sun erased the mark ol crusli, coid h&ate

That etched Bis face the night they brought nim
To this strange and friendless place?

RBoole understood.



He was a slave.,..In kind,

His body toiled.,.Hlis mind,..

His heart,..Hls soul...,were busy, tool

Bugy with dreams of freedoml

WORK! ORK! 'YORK! WORK!

But to work was to grow strong, and he knew
Werk men could not -~urvive this test

0Ff worthinesa to be freel

He looked up st the sky and it seemed to say:
"Boola, look st the sun, you're not alone,
How warm and friendly it has ever been.

Do you need more than other men to comfort you?

Look, now, is this not the same golden saun
Which fired your brainialong the calm Euphrates?
And smlilisd upon your seeking, searching sorties
As vou followed the course of the Génges«y
Absorbing here vnoetic, soaring folkleore.

Leaving there a part of vou...2 rhythmic songy

Yas, it 'e *the same, The same old zun which smiled

f'mon w0 me ~ou mached alone the Hile snd lsnted

- Seadn, Seeds of the first civilization k%
Enown to men!

D rink them in...their zlowing stories

OFf Babylon and all her glories

Knowing well ner culture sprang

From black men, Forgotten 1O0NE 4EC. .. WE8TOE ...
From whence the first bright light flamed up

In Ethiopls to puide manking slong tne way,
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Buried in the dark, uneasy conscience of Man
I.ieas the bright and glorious Truth
Avout vour heriteage, Somedesy it =hall burat 1tes bonds

And shine forth in the blinding Light of Reason,

Before the greet white horde pushed out

Across the seas to your peaceful, plodding shores,
The Bapntus in South Africe had long since learned
To t411 the soil...And bartering

Wwag thelr medium of exchange that did not

Blacken men's souls with greed and hatel

Your people of the Great Lakes mined the gold

And silver, traded precious stones and built

Their homes, Thevy fashioned lovely things

Of potterv end metal, develoning a craftsmanship
T +tFis dav unexcelled! In tre kingdom of Sonehav
There flouriched 8 =vatem of agriculture, 'aw
[iterrture. music, naturel] rciencen, madlicine

fnd s ecchooling sv=tem, toc. A earlv acs

Thn elesventh centmmy vou were weavin: cotton...

In the Sudant

First to smelt the iron and use the forge...
Mesters of the art of besuetry, pottery, cutlery,
Jeudpture (4 YWhence came the art of Ureecga?

«.0ut of black Africst

Prehistoric Burocpe knew your artistry, 7To them

You brought wour art and sculptured "rass,

= we £ &

Yaur Imeme~v in ivory, bronre, guartz ern oroita,
Ane wov feurht them how teo f2shion rliass,
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How meny scholers know the "Epic of the Sudan'

To measure the classice of snt 1and?

Rlack hands hammered conper nuggets into tools,
Black hands shaped them by smelting.
You found the bronze the color of your sun-baked

Skin and worked it into things of beauty everlasting.

The life~blood of all industrial) 1life...your gift.
Neither ancient Burope nor Western Asla

Nor mgeless Chinea knew about iron,..but you did}l

Yes, Boola, that same old sun smlled down

Updbn vour honest labors.in that far-away land

Of meny vezterdays,..Count your hlessings,..

An” teke heart! No man csn roh vou of this
Gveat and wonderful hefitnge. The blindirg
Lizlit of Truth, as ever bright as “he sun vou enold
#1111 somehow penetrate the deep, "ottomlenss ovit
0f obscurity whence voufve been plunged,
Tlluminate your vath and lead you to high places=
lenerved for those with atrendgh t2 endurs

and faith to sustain throughout the ciimb,

So, Boola, use that energy to clear your mind
And sat your courss to he FEBRELY

And Fools 4414l
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Alone...in thés great land where Boola stood
Mirtreated and misunderstood, unseen Forces

Worzed at retting free his troubled mind.

Voola came,,.unsought,.. . unseen, ., . uncertain,

The first to feel the common need,.

S"he sidled up to him and smiled, His spirit
Soared and flew to meet,..,embrace the selfless love
She brought. Her quiet presence stilled the sob

Deep down inshds.

Woman.,..woman,. . how nobly you serve
And walt so patiently for man to learn

The things vou always ssemed to know,

Women, . ,woman,, . how deep vou pnlant the seed

In men to zrow into 811 thinge ‘or vou.,.

Ynnla soon grew ecrest =ith child...

And Fnole'e manhood strutted ‘vound..,.

This was enough...f{or now, Voola knew

Ard 1ow she grew stralght snd strong

And beautiful. Here was meaning to it all...
To boost theilr pride.

Together, they dresamed the sweet dream ol freeaomi

out of this deep dream of f{reedom

Kvolvea the l:lessed reiease

Of freedom of expression in song.

Out of this creat need for freedom

The wark.sonpg was Torn.,




ﬁiackn~~9

Not n cong of triumph...
Yot » song of turden,..
A song ounctuated by the grunt «.
o Of a heaving nick, & driving axe...
A song punctuated by the swish
And thud of a sledge hammer,.,,.
A song to 2 mule...8N 0X.s..

Fellow beasts of burden.

A song preceding the thrust

0f the foot that drove the shovel

Deep into the fallow, yielding sarth,

A song accompanied by the 1ift and fall
0f the bhale,.,

A eong sustained through the long 1ift
And oull of thre niow..,

& rong used as s weapon,..

To slash tre ties of hondege!

Boola sang while he worked,..

Boola danced away from & boot in the britches...
A gong eased his master's conscience...

Boola reasoned: Y1111 sing...

ind hide my thoughts from nimg...

A silent slave was & brooding slave...
Yrending slave was s dengerous =zlave, ..

Too manv maaters found dead. ..
Or not st al1l1...

“nt QTNG . vou black bhestards, ., STHG!

STNG! arna .t STHGY SIHGL
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A rong eased the lac<h,,.The whip fell

Lers frequently ecross his weary back.
Boola sang., His master smiled, His slaves
Were hapny. He complimented himself on

His Great Philanthropy. Arraying himself,
On Sunday, he strolled off to church

To praise the good God who'd given him

His strength and power...

Power to force another to earn for him

His right to 1lifel

Strength dilssipated
In evilness and fear)

Boola watched.,.waited,,.learned,
Booln learned to till the soill,

Bail the cotton, lond the barge.
Ro~1a was anxious to learn,

Fie ageless wiiom gave him patience,

(reat strength and endurance,

Come Sunday. Boola was irresistibly drawn
To that pretty white house with the steeple
So tall, shining there in ths sun,

r

Those who entered the wide oak doors

Wwere scrubbed and polished and all sgprucea up.

yow hapnpy thav seemed! Bonnets nodding,
Paces shining in the morning sun,

nING! DO DINrL DONG ]

4 nrw note entered Fi{e agoneciousness,

It wag nl-nepnt to heer, Boola listened.
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The music was soothing and sweet...

Even from the outzide looking 1n,

He longed to enter and be a part

Of this gilv'ry tongued
DING! DONGL DING! DONGI

From his perch in the tree-tops

The stainsd glsss windows became the white fern
Flaming mangoes, wild berries, palm fruit

0f the dear, dead past., Coldrs stirred him...DEE!
The misic floated up to him..

And filled hils heart with a strange, new ache,
The music =eemed to beckon, saying:

"Coms, 1t is for vou, too. You are not badl

Anf pe he l1i-tened, Boola throught:

"Mavbe the master ia not & bad man, either,..
Mavbe he just doesn't understand,..”

DING! DONGY! DINGY DORGI

One sunny Sundav morrn, a8 Boola climbed

Down from his percn, & kindly lady, whosae prayers:
Had qc&rcely faded from hser 1lips, approached.

She saw the rapt expression on hls face.

“oola bowed. She prRumsed., "larry these for me

"

And help me home.., One of the things
She handed him was & book. A book they all
Catried on Sundav to the 1ittle white house.

Roola cld read s J1ittle now.

Mot thrt hie mrater would Fove 1t ao,
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Boola glanced at the cover, It said:

YHOLY BIBLE."

Once they reached the lady's home

Boola clutched the Bible to his breast.

It seemed to him to be his own,

The lady understood., "Do you want 1t?"
"Yestml" his fervent reply.

"Take i1t then and read it. It will help you.

But do not let your master knowt"

Come Monday, A slsepless night of atruggle
Ileft Boola not & weary man.,.but a man
Of new and bournless strength.
A man fully rgfreshed.
A man strong with feith,
4 man allive with hope.
With something to cling to.
Something to live for.
Something to work for.
Something to hope for,

Something to sing about...

Something to SHAT about ...
Going about his tasks that gunup to sundows

Boolaefs face smiled into tne sun.

Come Tuesday. Voola touched the Bible.
She hrnd watched over his sesrchineg.
Hed e=een his heck =traighten

Hi= eves glow,
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S he hed witnesssd a man rehorn,

Curious,..she opened the Book, Gropingly.

Her 1lips formed the words., Her mind fourd

The deep and beautiful meaning there.
Understanding transformed her tense,

Taut features into a bright anmd radiant beauty.

Prom within.

Come Wednesday., Boola and Voo-l8 talkeédlit over,
Surely, this was the same thing,

only the language differed,

"In the beginning the Lord God created the heaven
And the earth..." 1t was the same...all was not los
Wh~t matter the languvage or the name,,.

The meaning wes.the samel

charp end strong the solemn words tumhled

From their lips. Temnderly, the meaning thers
Agsuaged their troubled heartas. Harnestly,

They sought remembrance of this new, inspiring
Blessing. Thus they strengthened mina and spirit.

momentous step toward Freedoml

Come Thursday. In sharing there was greater jo7.
The 1ight was sini= shining brighter now.

The Wora spread swiftly. Zvery black man

Found new Courage in the promies it held.
Someti:ing new had come into their

Ble-k end emnty lives,



Blackowld

Come Friday, The 1ittle cnes felt it, too,
Whispering: "Our God is the same
Ag Massa Charlie's. And He 18 a good God,
When we leave here, We're a-golng to a hig
Beautiful city of golden streets,

Where the roof-tops are studded wlth diamonds.

Children listen carefully when oJd folk apeak
Among themselves. They were learning, too.
Quick to feel that something new and good
Had entered their lives, 1he tension lifted.

The black pall receded,

Come Saturday, And black men trudging homeward
Fare feet slupping, tatters flapving,
Down the duat?“naths toward rest,
Thelr sching becks svd shooting ne ins
Of hunger puilling them along,
Théir gaits were broken to a toddle.
Broken by the agony survived....
On they camse,..
Stil1ll strength enough to hwn,..
If only to themselves
In voices more sonorous,..
SUTONL o « W88 D s ClERT ...
Their broken gzait sesmed Lo MOCK TIEN. ..
& rhythmie todie.o. I cempo...
The tempo, too, heaten down,..Deap...down,
ROOMY ROOM?Y ROOMY BOSMY

Treir grit 8 Titfle ragred. ., i%e =sormeovstion..
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A rort of 4/4 sccompaniment to their humming
And singing,..now had & more definite pitch.

It didn't go smearing off so hppelessly.

Come Sunday, With 811 the whites inside
The church, their less fortunate brothers
Emerged from everywhere to congregate
Beneath a tree, Huddled there, they passed
The Word ™ of God around in whispers,
Each sipping the reversnt purlty
0f each trembling word till he wag filled
To tursting with the joy it brought!
/
Thrilling, pueeling, =trenge it was,.,
They snoke of 15?& of £11 mankind...
What then was thie? Did they not hear:
"t falase balance 1s sbominstion to the Lord:
But a just weight is His delight.,..’
"When pride comsth, Then cometh shame;
But with the lowly is wisdom.”
"The integrity of the upright snall guide them:
But the perverssness of transgressors

5hall deetroy them.”

Tr turn they trembled for fhe trgnsgressors.,
Thair jov knew no bounds when words of hops

Henswed In them thedir faith ard trust in God.,

-

BU2FL  Don't -rout srout it, ¥ol,,.hol,..Hod!!

reen it fownl Down!l  Enjov vour sweet ecuffering
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0f this profound upheaval of love and joy

In aching silence,..

Noiselessly...they'd inch a bit closer...
Closer...Closer..,
When the loud white voice inside rang out
In Triumph...the blacks outside
Would grunt subdued approval.
When the whites inside 1lifted bolces
in joyous sqQfig...
The blacks outside would lum along,
Adding thelir own touches...weaving melodic,

Harmonic, rhythmiec patterns.

Thug the epiritusl wasz born.
Hirhly emotional worshipping of God
In SONG.

Thru all the bloody, burdened vyears
Boole has clung to the Word of God.
Boola believed.

nis faith remainea the Kindly Light

To tead nim safely “hrough the darimess
{F despalr, misery, hunger, pain,

Jod was good, ™t in His infinite wisdom
Would allow one " lesging at a time.

And e en=wered Voneect nravers.,

He opened Eools'e moun

PRy A 1oy LI | v cp 4 e e s . 't ag?
111G dle Lo v b OiE . L Y a
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He touched Boola's heart

And gave those golden sounds a 1ilt...

A depth...that no one else could duplicate,
e nudged the whites

And said to them: YLISTENL"

They listened smd were lifted up.

Those golden tones were lulling tones.

Their consciences were glad. Glaz~the slaves
Had found the Bible....Singing to thelr God..;
Reassuring...Calming,...Healing...

Curtness soon gave way to calmmess,

Hershnegs melting into happiness,..

The spiritusl was soothing to singer

And slavemester, tool

Soon the song wasg shut away,.

Ko longer sould it swoop and svirl anda soar
And hurl itself against tﬁe 8KV ers

And 111 the free, free air...

Where it was born. ol
The master must possess that, vool

™ea golden tones.,..the silvéry tones
Passed into the master's keeping.
A rolden voice,..& silv'irvy voine

Could venture nesar the masterfe “OU"E., ..

Or even into it...ngganort +o ~lass bada



Good food...wooden beds.,,clean bodies,
The body must be clean in the master's hous
Poor Master! Why must he crush his soul
With FEAR? \Why must he live a lie
Of inequality? Why must he force his lie
On others? Why must he pick clean the bone
Of the silver~throated thrush
And golden lark

And leave the crow to rasp alone?

"Oh, well, here's something new,

Let's =ing about this, Our work is lighter...'

The cong 1ifts...but the spiritual slip=s in
And out and in again =5 thev see and learn
New thinge. Boole worked snd dwelt in song.
He sang ana thanked tne pord {or the crumbs.
And he thanked the Lord for his growing
Knowledge of the ways o!f this gtrange,

Hew world. And he waived,

It is not trus...that all his songs
;ere songs of sorrow. .antalizingly,
Hig humor slvly touchsd upon

Hle master's gulliniitity.,

-

"Yagea, cos<!" ZSimples, wasn't 17

Not hard for “oole, who had le-rned to lsugh

Silently with evee stretched wiisy wide
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His master's gullibilit; .

"Yassa, bossl" Cimple, wasn't it?"

Not hard for Doola, who had learned to Lrugh
Silently with eryes stretched wide
With servility.,

Humble aund meek,..He lovghed inside,.

The slave songs broadened,
Cov'!ring =2ll things,
Sometimecs 80Ltese

Sometimes LOUD...

A rainbow of color...
Completc witn pot of {0ldess
Paradise to come

On tledr way U0 heaveilee. :l
In tempol

The pulie...the beat

Was cever present.

BOOXI BOOMI BO20OKY 20004

The: uagtol oalricy 3 sy tes ¥
Clutchcd %o :.do vomnr, iute . e

BDools eon. ain wy

r Wl ‘_ - . Lo
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With BﬁrVility °

Humble and meek...He laughed inslide,

The slave song broadened,
Covbing all thingse.
Sometimes soft...
Sometimes LOUD,,.
A rainbow of color...
Complete with pot of gold...
Paradise to come
On their way to Heaven...
In tempo!

. The pulse,.the beat
Was ever present,

BOOM! BOOM!" FOOM! BOOM!

The master carried his fear with him...

Clutched to his bosom, into the haven of love.
Boola sang his way into the gallery of the churck
He could s8inge..¥y€68...

But he couldn't sit with the worshippers

Of the Christ who said: "FPeuce on earth...

To men of good will." ©Bools sat upstairs,

Tn the "Crow's Nest" thev cunlled 4t,

14 thev not vranlirze ne was above them...

“loser to £et Hecvern “hev ware whouting about?

Like gre=zt red maple leaves i. ~utumn,

White-~hot with hate, sheken with rage
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The Indians descended upon the colonies,,,
Thus, the common danger fusing...
Another step forward,.,.

Boola's "dress rehearsal" for FREEID M!

As early as 1652, in Massachusetts
Boola proved more than a match
- For the crafty Indians, He, too, knew
The secrets of the forest, The redskins
Were quick to see the why and how of things

A n@ sought Boola as an ally,

Working, singing, praying, fighting,
Boolal's pulse gqulckened..,
BOoM! BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

Boolatls spirit rising from the dusty flelds,
Heroes,.strong and firm...rising from the fray.
Cheins breaking...bdopes rising...Boola flghting

For or with enybody.,.r'or FREEDOML



SEOORE HEVEMENT

BRONN:

1770  BOOM! BOOMI BooM! BoOOML

The black mood of Boola lightens
Usefulness and courage and the
Scene brightens, The hlessedness
Of honest tohl transforms him,
Communion with the soll
Enriches him, BHe is no lonrer a bea st
of Purden in & forelign lend,
Christ suffered, tool
There was work to do.
Boola belongedl

Strange, perhaps to those who have but one thought...

The thought' of Self...Not Boola's xind,

Ainging elearly, boldly thru t*= din
Of today's great fight for freedom
There fallz upon the conscience «f the lanad
That selfless, golitary waice vith coururs
Strong erough to ery out against

"maxatton witrout representation!!

~*pronr uneelfieh hinck volce
et Jdid not etend beck snod muatoer
Tn & dark corner: “HNHow, o sas how 1t Teel:s
To he oppressedl’
Bput ioud and clear his booming bléck bass
Rolled ocut and thundered over Boszston Common...

"WE WANT T0 BE FREXY Down with oppressiont?
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Five years before the battle of Lexington
Black blood was shed in the birth struggle

Of this gresat republicl
YES, BOOLA BELONGED!

Crispus Attucks ignited the spsrk
Pools and hie hrothers emerged from the dark
Dankners of nonentity to march

Acro=s the blood-atained pages of history.

Five thousand black hands reached out
For muskets, flintlocks, axes,
Hick'!ry sticks, blunderbusses, tree limbs...

a
Any old weapon was/goood weapon,

Five thousand bi&ck hands jolined white hands
Against the common danger fusing,
Tattered and torn, battered and worn

HKoolaelas boots in unison.

Fierce and valient, hare and rleeding
Roolste coul 1in unieon,
But firet e muet fight for the right

To fight the grert fight for freedom!

Bleck bands ponped the vwrop ri.ht out from under

“he ethnological farce of Sourben theory.

Bleck hands and minds busied themselves...

Black hends &nd minds...stalking history...



Black hands, smsensitive, seelddng black hands
pefding the feel of gails

Pashioned new devices,

Flack t-ndg, werming to the iron #nd steel
Familier with the furrowed land
Cresting harveasting machines to ease ths work

0f hands grown tired and calloused.

Black hands, famillar with the waving stalks of cam
Working out new ways in each succeeding day

To revolutlionize the sugar indsustry.

Black hands were feverish,,.stdking history!

Black shoulders heaved sgainst the cannon
At Fort Ticonderoga., Dragged it down
The mountainside with Tthan Allen's
Areen Mountain hove to foree the Britishk

From Bocton,..BRoolsa MAKIEG historvi
BEQO%Y ROOH! ROOHL 200,

Onward Bools merched tc freedom...
White Plains...otillwster,..bemnington...
Red Bank...Fort George... tony 7oint...
Boonesborougli...r’rinceton.. Jfonmoutn ...
saratoga ., . Bemls Heights..,.Long Is5land...

i - N
Boola s been therel

Voole, too, had a stake 1in this, 4 sacrifice

To make, She nursed the wounded., ..



Slipped thru enemy lines...signalled information
From her clothes line,...Trudging thru the snow
Skirte «tiff to the waist.. . Fxtended like a
Bqllérina's...in the bitter freezing cold,..
Bringing strength to Boola...Bringing courage...

Bringing hope....
VOOLA BELONGED]!

VOOME VOOM{ VOOHML VOOHM,

The "Spirit of '761" Ah, yes, but they did not tell

That the strong and stalwart soldier

"ho stirred his comrade's spirits

with 111ting fife and drum,..was a black man}

Precerved for nosterity
Wae a face of lighter hue.
But WE knew

It was PARZILLAI LEW!

Great, glant of a man was bhe.
On to vValley Forge he piped. 411 the way
¥rom Grotvton. Lifting ap cne lads ne met
Ang seltlog .1 Lo motiong

U1 to Bunker Hill he strode
Smanning restc arnd racion
Jure, he nsd & job to do

To help to save the nation.
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Fifing, drumming, =inging, humming
Battle cry of freedom,
At his side marched RBoola, too,
Knowing they would need him,

BOoM! BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!L

On to cross the Delaware...Bledding...starving...
Freezing...crashing down all barricades,
Capturing the enemy. The feat was most
Bewildring. Ma jor Barrington, Genersgl Prescott
.¢«sPride of Britain's fairest...

Were but naught to Roola's boys...

PARZEILLAT TEW sought the rasest!

On the land and on the saa,,.Bools fought for 1ibert:
Gone from the pages of history
Names of black men who m&de us I[ree.
Deep in cur hearts the 1ight burns origns
For the brave blacks wno shouted:

"BLy OR NO PAY---WE FIGHTI"
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{(West Indisn Influence)

S wooping down like grest blacic leaves
Suddenly hurled by an angry breezs
Cams the seven hundred Free Haitlans
Of the Fontages Legion to descend
Upon the British at the Siege of Sevennsh.
With the tide turning against the Allies -
There came the Fontages Ieglon's surprise...
And Boola's heart was filled with hosannas!
Hiz bleck brother from across the sea
Had come to fight for his liberty!
BOOM! BOOM! ROOM! ROOM!

Helti rerounging the echo of Afries was loud bher-,
Tropicel drums...sexual drums...
Sevage druﬁﬁﬂ..religious drums...
SJexusl drums...pessionste., . exotic. ..
Sensuous,..wsird...flavored with Latin.
Boola hesrda and felt it sii. Hoole
Absorbed them into his being.
de was enricned aitho'! he <lc not know
His own rich blood abd music had flavored
This new and startling socunc
finich atirred his reing.

inknowingly, he covered ground with one
De-tined to shapes the ferre o orther bleoks
forope- tos san Trom vhelince e oame

s oman who bore the neme of ., .0nristonhel
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Christophel Brave and gallant, Chrlstophe?l
Who carried home the seeds of freedom
From this troubled land to sow them
With another black brother whose name
Has 1lived in the hearts of/zggressed...

. sTouigsant L'Ouverturel

Up went Boola's head...Up went Boola's hopes...
Up...Up...Up went the song
In Boolat's heart,.,.
He had done his vart}

Boola helonged?

Surely, now he'd get his due. Many blacks were free,
But why not all?
The war was wWoN...

Where was HIS liberty?

"Get away...Get away...Get away..." Tears in his heart
Seemed to say. "Once I am free
It11l come back and free my brothers...
One by one, if need be,..

But I must be FRERLM

<3

So...Boola planmed and prayed and walted,

Boola now began HIS fight in esrnest,
White hands were soon oubstretched.
The hands of men who knew thst one man

Enslaved held all the land in hondage!

"411 men are created equal..." A noble document...
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But to Poolae it was sheer hypocrisv...
& mockery of men's seouls,

Tour million blacks wanted to he freel

Swimming, walking, crawling...tens, hundreds, thous=ends
OFf miles,,.onward to freedom,
Through untracked lorests,..wastelands.,
Pursued hy hHlood~thirsty ren and bessts...
Hunted...In swamps...0n the mountaintops...
Traclked down like wild animals...
5till they plunged on.,.travelling by nlght
Hiding by day...Feeding on roots,..leaves..
Wild beerles...swimming rivers...bruised
And bleeding...on...on...53t111 fighting

Tho! the battle had besn wonl
BOOW! BoOM! "BOOML BOOMY

Some succeeding...some falling. 3till the frenzied fligl
Continued,., Some sought to stand
Their ground,..Moving into swamps,..
Hiding in the mountains,..Malking homes
Therever they haled..,.Farming, fightlng,,.

Wherever they fled.,..they fought to be free

out of this welter of broken bodles,..blasted hopes
And shattered dreams.,..Arose mlghty men
Of actiont Nat ‘Iurner...Denmark Vesey...
The Gabriels...lhe Cotoz,..'he Pomsl
The grestest of them all

A Dlack woman, ., HARRIET TUBMANE
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HARRIET TUBMAY,...How long will bé remembered
Your utter disdain of self,
Your dauntless couragel
Your blessedness of purposel
How you laughed at the éfforts of the faithleas
With their u#»«4® blood.hounds ard gold
With which to snare youl
And you,..with God's own hand to guids you}
How #on nrayed for rain eand snow and aleet
To cover up your traclka
And save your preclious cargo.
How you triumphéd over all their egol
How breve you were when weaker souls
Lagged back with fear, altho' your heart
Wa s aniiogg, too. How glorious the lesson
In humanity you taught your brothers

Not too blind Lo ses.

Frederick Douglass cut the bonds in 1838...
Escaping to a land where he could breathe.,
Fut not content to save nimself
He =«et "is mind to worlk to make

HFie nrothere free,

In seves werre from clevery he tashed ripht on
Te Englend, Tust seven vesrs from clavery
He wnegged the world to nesr..(with nhead

neld high)

The plight of hslpless blkok souls.
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Shattering the structure of slsvocracy
Brave black men fought te be free
What did they know

Or care of econcmic stability?

Abraham Lincoln knew and sought to set 1t straight,,,
Tnbelenced by their dreams of power...

Sof'tened through contempt and scorn

Of Neture's 1ews of fitness

Over-confidence waes “orn of gensrations

At emse. whipping black men to theilr kneess,

They erred, They dasred
To fight the losing fight

And’ bitterness took hold,
Agalin the black man took his stand and fought
the same fight over,
lie knew the side to fight besiae
And soon the South relented.
They even took him in to win
Their folly was repented.

feri and veelees Dlood shed
snc wamen left o mourn tre dend |

e ilenge crenged o pronhecsr cnd =117

re opangin in T os BLT



prow-«-11 Elae-mvone -

W11l a1l the wealth piled high
By bondsments two hundred and fifty years
0f unrequited toil shall be sunk,

And until every drop of blood drawn

By the lash shall be paid by another

Drawn by the sword...this war goes on..."

014 Abe said that,...and later made another challenge
The Emancipstion Proclamation!
A netion's honor bound in simple phrases,
’ Returning to men his God.given rights

To be free!

Now, do you ssk why he gought in 16527

Now, do you feel as he felt in 17707

Now, do you know what he knew in 1812¢

Now, do you think as he thought in 19177

Now, do you figﬂt for the freedom for which he fight

in 194587

Boola jumped for joyl His freedom wom...
But whither? He faced a lifetime
Of freedom, tho' it e shronded
How 1in vncerteinlv and insefuritw
cti11l.. .1t we~ awest 5 e gmefe owm’
eed mote wee enunded in U e cwerte of vre old fol
They had esrned the rignt to finish out
Their sorrv lives unworried and at ease...
dhet now? "You must go...you're free...
"Get up and goti"....But where®

Nobody knows but Jesus....
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"They set us free.,.but left us alone
To starve...to freeze...to die.."

Boola searched his soul and found the answer:
"I took it from the earth for others,..
It'11 scratch it out for myself
With bare hands...if need be.

They haven't beaten mel

Reassured, his singing and dancing grew willder...
And took on a flavor of sbandon.
Happy people drunk with freedom.
Leughing.,..cryving., . .working...oreving..,
Digeing...pulling...

War clouds gethering...

LNANGCIPATION! ARl




Elation, frustration, joy =nd sorrow

Got all mixed up in the hearts of these poor sou:
Set free. Helter-skelter they sought a shelter
From misery...hunger...the annihilstion of pity}
But none of these things matter to them

When danger threatened their country again.,

And brave black men marched off once more,...

This time to fight the Spanish-American war,

At Sen Juen Hill where Boola 8tood
Triumphant with the flag flung high,
The blood of black men, bad and good

Was shed ty men unefreid to die,

And marching home a hero came
Who learned that to play the white man's game
Was to guffer the loes as well ag the gain

And the joy of the vittor wes turned to pain.

4 medal hung proudly from his chest
But whers were the arms Ior nis head o reat?
and when he learned somaone had no ose
-~~That's how Bools got the blues!t
Groaning “Ines} 2iting rluest
Moanine »luesl Fighting nluesi
Leugting to basev from crving "lues]

Roole -7 the Bluyecl

"The lues.,..

The BRluea aintt .., .
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The Blues ain't nothint'...
The Blues ain't nothin' but a cold grey day
And all night long it stays that way,"

Ain't nothin' that leaves you alone
Ain't somep'n you want to call your own
Ain't nothin' with sense enough to get up
and go

Ain't nothint' like nothin' I know,

"The Blues.,..

The Blues don't...
The Blues don't know...
The Blues don't know nobody a&s a friend
Ain't been nowhere where they're

welcome back again,.."

Sighing...crying...

Feel just like dying...

"The Blues ain't semepin tnat vou Sing in rhyme
The Blues ain't nothin' but a deri cloud
markin' time
The Rlues is a one-.wav ticket from your
love to nowhnere
Tre Blues ain't nothin' nut s hleck

crene vell reasdv.fo.wesr,

e Blues ain't nothdint ...,
Pe RN B i 1 i
Tie Blues aintt.,..

The Blues...'




THIRD MOVEMENT

BEIGE

HARLEM! Black metropolis}
Land of mirthi

Your muslc has flung

The story of "Hot Harlem"
To the four corners

of the esrth!

Listen:
"Soft voices laughing...shuffling heels,..a
kaleidorcope of color...the savage moan of

the saxonhone..,the primeval bheat of the

jungle...Roston, Mass,

BOOM] BOOM! EBOOMY BOOM!

"Enlightened sdvagery...frenzied wizardry..they
ripple and awell with strange ard eerie sounds...
«esslleveland Ohio

BOOM! BOoOMY EOOKL 300!
"Seorching...primitive jungle calls..,wild...iovas
...The rhythm rises.,.fa.ls.,.RBocky tt., H. 7,

ROOMY  BOOMY =onlit o Bl
"Rrooding stmosvhere that haunts the memory...the

sughe.biieha oY *he aterl fren on *ve s=renp drvum, ..

~rapnan Ir o vrvelry,, Lhew L oAamiy e
RER10) SO0 STRLARS 3

Yreverish melsnchioly, ., . nervous vitelitwy,,.exciting
ne Stravinsky,..Parls, rrance

B0, v BUOMY  BOORL  LoCwl
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"Elation and despair go hand 4n hand...and there wil:
suddenly pervade the air...a mournful elegaic
outburst...London, England

BOOM! BOOMY BEOOM! BOOM!

"Dynamic outpourings of religious fervour,..Copen-

hagen, nenmark

ROOM! BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!L
"Straine at once thrilling...soothing...delicately
heunting,..Glasgow, Scotland

BOO™! BOOMY 100M} LBOOM!

Jungle drums
~ Bombard the brain
Bootleg hooch

“o dull the pain

Mellow tones.,
The rattie of bones
Sloniks of gowmd

And Faet thet pound

Cheerfyul
dhot vour monevia - arrowed .
carel ras

o' our hesrt 13 sorrowsd,

volden whisperings

0 the brass

Hoordwrinds rustiing

Legven ol Zrass,
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We~wa wailing...

Spirits tralilingesveacessnensn

BOOM! BOOMI

BOOMI ROnM!

And so, vour song has stirred the souls
Of men 1n strenge and distant places
The victure drewn by many hands
For meny eves of meny races.
But did 1t ever mspeak to them
Of_what you really are?
Did 1t say to them
That all your striving
To take your rightful place with men

Was more then jazz and jiving?

Y14 it say to them
"The joy I'm giving
Ts the foil T use to lose my vlues
And make myseif sn honest 1iving<

How apould ther sver fnil to raar
e hurt and pain and anguish
nf those who travel darl, lons wa,
The soul in them o lenculah?

Ant was the pleture true of rou

The camers eve n Focus
Or owmg Lt osll a8 zorry oiv

0f of'ay hnocus-pocus?

How then, this pilcture
They hads drawn?

It can't be true Is deance and sing

That all wyou do... And mosng
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H&rlem4u.fbr~éil her morel lufches
Has always had
LESS cabarets than churchesl

Who draped those basement dens
with silk, but knaves and robbers
And their 11k?

Who came to prostitute your art
And gave you pennie s

Por vour pert,..

And 1l1l-repute?

Who tonk your hunger
And your pain
Outrapged your honor
F or their gain?

Who put the spotlight
On your soul,..

And Jeft you rotting
In the hole

These strangers dug?

wWho brought the dope
And made & rope

of it, to hang you
In your misery?

Who brought diseass

And at thelir emse

Broadecast for all the world to hear
That thet was "death and danger" here?

Why did they need to spread their fear
And discount every good thing here?

Whe sre these men?

Do they not know

Their God whom they profe-s to lovs
Teg Watrkine all from up shove®

“hy were wou szhoved n-o
a vut off there.

To smother,, .die..

n vour despair?

And Herlem...

How!d vou come to he
Permltted

Tn & lend that's ‘rae’
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The drums of war BODKM out again
‘e join the ranks in keeping
Consrious of the need to szhare

T™e trisls of o world that's weevning,

Seek noft for honor

Nor for gain

But rather for the joy of doing...
For credit is an empty thing
Unless acconplishment’s derived

rom a burning, aching need for glving.

4 black man gave blood plasma
To a world of suffering

In it's blackest hour,

fls endless toll and searching

#ag for knowledge ...not for powert

Onece more you've heard your country call.

Patient.,.wond'ring...vou glve wvour gll...

Altho! the 1ivid, vivid "why" evolves within
your brain

You know that right or wrong-.your homeland
will remain

Eternally your own land., TFor this you

Joln the black, the brown, the belge

In flghting for the chance to wage

the fight for right

tHeath the red, white and bluel



Ah, yes! But Harlem
Yourare strong.
Youtve stood the test
And they are wrongl

You've dodged the snare of subjugation
And ripped the bars with education,
And now you stand prepared to lead
vour brothers from the wildernsss

O0f hopelessness and need,

TARE HEART!

In every land where you have been
voutlve left your mark on all the men
Who since have perished..,

And wvou'tve survived

The Caribs and the Indians

Have long =ince vanished

You kept a part of them alive

And in your song their song's revived!

Yes, Harlem! o

Land of valiant youth,

You've wiped the make.up from your face,
And shed your borrowed spangles.,

Youtve donned the uhiform of Truth

And hid the hurt that dangles

In heart end mind. And one by one
Youtve set your shoulders straight

To meet each challenge and to wait

Till justice unto you is done.

The -drums-of war-BOOM out again

We join the ranks in keeping
Conscious of the need to ghare

The trials of a world that's weeping.

Sesk not for honor

Nor for gain...

But rather for the joy of doing...
For credit is an empty thing
nlaegsitte thru the iov of eiving.

Rememher DORRIE WMITLIER!

A bleck msn pgave blood plasms

To = world of suffering

In if¥s"blackest hour.

7is endless toll and searching
was for knowledge...not for power!



.. .Black, Brown and Belge...6...Cavanaugh

*The Blue8...
The Blues don't...
The 13lues don't know...
The Blues don'l know nobody as & friend
Ain't been nowhere where they're welcome
back again...*

"SIRNINE.. « CIY 1R s s
reeling Jjust like dying...

*The Blues ain't sump'n that you sing in rhyme
The Blues 8in't nothin' but & dark cloud
markin' time
The 3lues 1s a one-way ticket from your lov
10 nowhere
The Slues ain't nothin' but a black crer
vell ready-to~-wear,*

*The 3lues ain't nothin'...
The =lues ain't...
The BlUutBae.."
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