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FIRST MOVEMEN'.I.' 

BLACK: 

A message is shot through the jungle by drums. 

BOOM1 BOOMt BOO Ml BOO Mt 

Ltke a tom-tom in "tesdy precision. 

LikE> the !'!la:opi ng of bnre black feet acros !'I the desert wastes. 

Like hunger"pain,, • 

Ltke 

Like 

Like 

.' 

lash after lash as they crash and they curl and they cut. 
l . , :_- \-/<t:--, 

thump. 

that bump'. •• out of tempo. 

Like the thud of the butt of the whip. 

Like an axe-bamile crushing the skull. 

BOOSt BOOMt BOOMl BOOMt 

DEEPt 

Like the crush of the weight of a hob-nailed boot stomping on bare black feet 
7,Like exploding a shell in a gun. 

This ,BOOiO:ng is echoing in the brain. Nerves of a black brood ••• in tmnpo. 

Poor Boole. Chained to th<' bottom of a ship. 

ChillPd by thf' icv fingers of the dead hlack hrothF>r 

chatnert to hie bleeding arm. Burned hy t»l'P hot blood 

rnini;:linC' wtt", the of the mooning oleck soul 

chained to his leg. Choked by the stench of the 

rotting hold. Frenzied at the soft low moan of 

 



a woman spiral ling into a scream of terror. A 

symphony in torture ••• Punctuated by the wails 

of mortal agony. 

Poor Boole.. Down. Beaten down. No ••• 

Drm' t move, cut deep. The ship rolls. 

tear at his flesh. The ship pitches. 

throbring, pounding skuJ 1 heats a tattoo 

on the mercilessly unyielding boards, 

BOOMt BOOMt BOOMt BOOMt 

The ship pitches. Again and again, Boole. 

thinks: "I' 11 raise my head with the movement 

of the ship ••• " He does. The butt of a whip 

comes crashing down. 

BOOMt BOOMt BOOMt BOOMt 

That single blessed·, spray of cool, cool mist 

soothes his fevered, groping mind •• ,Water ••• Cool 

green forests ••• black pregnant earth fresh 

with rain ••• sweet and suceulent fruits of the 

nA1m •.• 11\'at.er ••• Great drinniniz chunks of me'lt ••. 

. . . you mu<'t hP ••• llEMEMBEl'I? •••. Elephants•; 

.... that was an eternity Ap:o ••• when vou were frAe 

.•. what do they want with you? •.• remember· .•• that 
deep 

took out his knife and gave a u;reai c•lue 

olack laugh as he sliced a piece of flesh from your 

woman's breast ••• and forced it down your throac •.. 

remember? ••• where are tl1ey taking you •• , .Ask them ••. 

Go on •• e 

BOOMt BOOMt BOOM\ 



Boo la falls back e:xha usted ••• lying in Ms own 

dung ••• nothing matters now ••• death must take 

him soon •••• but Boola had not reckoned with 

the indomitable will of his magnificent black 

Puhconscious mind ••• there could be no 

Pltl bmi s si on! 

Soon a warm numbness envelopes him. Ah ••• 

h ••• b, •• that precious silence ••• stillness ••• 

nothingness ••• to music it seems to have dulcet 

ornamentation ••• the theme re ma ins the same ••• 

trailing off into nowhere ••• BOOMl Boomt b-o-o-mL 

••• floating off ••• the boom softening ••• now it 

moves up again •.•• the movement of the ship ••• 

tbat 1 s itl. •• the rhythnj stealing into his return-

ing consciousness, •• striding into his consciousness 

•• ,stirring his guts ••• twttching his sleeping nerves 

, .• moving his fettered feet ••• ah t to dance t ••• to go 

reeling off into "f)ece,.,hut the chainsL •• those 

•.• ton<'!l that l'lomehow rl on' t hold their oi tch ••• 

but 11eem to !'m.,,,,r off •.• tones not too oure •.. ROrt of 

BOO Mt BOOM! BOOM! BOOlH 

This d1rnam is far too sweet to last i '.'lhat is 

happening ••. everyone is moving aoout; so ..• Lhere .. , 
' 

'11Y n is fee ..... .. ,. .. legs,,,, .. numu .... ac r1ir1_g ..... B.!1 .. ... 11 

., .... easy .... e-a-s-y ... ,.sit ..... the sl-iip r10 lor.1.ge:c I 101ls.,.,., 

what? ••• ,now? •• t.,, the holds ai•e opening ••• 

Airl •• ,blessed air I., .sunshine filtering through •• , 

black figures crawling toward the sun ••• u:J •• ,up, •.• 



Black---.4 

blazing sunshine., .bare., ,black feet scraping 

an obligate on the slimy,,,slippery ••• boards ••• 

BOOMt BOOM1 BOOMt BOOMt 

He who falls gets the lash, •. or whip handle ••• 

or both •• ,out into thP sun, .,<it last ... WATEl't ••• fresh 

••• life-givinn: water ...... ir •.•. life-1dving air, .• 

breAthe deep, Boola •..• FOOD1 "Ho-Ho, fattening for 

thA killingt" ... That 1 s a good oneL .. 

some try to fight, some jump 
rnto the sea, Ah, to De freel 

Dn the dark distance looms tomorrow and 

tomorrow and the challenge of a strange and 

hostile world •• ,on a black and timeless night 

•• ,these black and hapless souls are silently 

••• qwif'tly rowed to thei.r Destiny •• ,the SLAVE 

MAl'!T I 

1 '700: 

Boola out r'lown his heavy lO!!d and gazed about. 

And wa8 ...,roud of what l-1e triPr0.. iion0st toi] 

not ?11.thout rev1ard.. ns_d not t·r1is toi:': 

muscles ri 

1Neatt1 the black satin smoothness (Jf .-:is ,:;icin·: 

Had not tt1e sun erased the mark_ 01 :::r•ue:l, -:::oici I:cate 

That etched i;Ais face the night they brought llim 

To this strange and friendless place'i 

Boola understood. 



He was a slave.,,In kind. 

His body toiled ••• His mind.,, 

His heart, •• His soul, •• were busy, toot 

Busy with dreams of freedomt 

WORKt "'Ol'lK! "IOl'tKt WORK! 

But to work was to grow strong, and he knew 

'11/e" Jr mPn couln not ve this test 

Qf worthinPss to be freel 

He looked up et the sky and it seemed to say: 

"Boola, look at the sun, you're not alone. 

How warm and friendly it has ever been. 

Do you need more than other men to canfort you? 

Look, now, is this not the same golden sun 

Which fired your brain along the calm Euphrates? 

And smiled upon your seeking, searching sorties 

As you followed the course of the Ganges -

J\bsorbing here ooetic, soaring folklore. 

Leaving there a part of you •• ,A. rhythmic s ong'I 

Yes, it 1 s +:he "a me. ThP same old sun which smiled 

Seeds. of thP first civilisation klil 

Known to man! 

D rink them in •.• their o:lowing 

Of Babylon end all hAr gloriPs 

Knowing well her culture sprang 

F1ron1 black men.. F'orgotte11 long c1go ...... ii1eroe" " .. 

From whence the first bright light flamed up 

In Ethiopia to guide mankini, along the way, 



Black---s 

Buried in the dark, uneasy conscience of Man 

Lies the bright and glorious Truth 

A' out vo11r hAritage. Som1>r1ey it burst its bonds 

Anr1 qhinA forth in the blinding Light of R1>ason. 

Before the greet white horde pushed out 

Across the seas to your peaceful, plodding shores, 

The Bantus in South Africa had long since learned 

To till the aoil,,,And bartering 

was their medium of exchange that did not 

Blacken men's souls with greed and 

Your people of the Great Lakes mined the gold 

And silver, traded precious atones and built 

Their homes. They fashioned lovely things 

Of notterv a.nil meta 1, develoning a craftsrnanshi p 

To trll'l rlav unexcellerl ! In the kingdom of' SonP:nav 

a qvstem of agriculture, Jaw 

Ana a qchoolin!Z ?Y?tem, too. As Aarly Rs 

Th'l eleventh centnvy vou werP wea vir:: cotton.,, 

In the 

First to smelt the iron and use the forge,,, 

NJ.asters of the {Jf t)asKetry 1 potteryt cutlery, 

.'lculpture I' Whence came the arr; of lrreece'' 

•.• out of black 

Prehistoric Europe lmew your artistry, To them 

You hrougbt 7our art and sculptured ''Ntss, 

Yrrur ims_o:_p-r-y in -hronze 1 Q1Jr:irtt, 
:\nil :on tn1:ir:ht th0m to rr}JlSSe 



.Blaok---7 

l'low monv llcholers know thP "Epic of the Sudan" 

To the classics of eqjt 

Black 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 life •• ,your gift. 

Neither ancient Europe nor Western Asia 

Nor ageless China knew about iron ••• but you didt 

Yes, Boola, that same old sun smiled down 

Upmn your honest labors in that far-away land 

Of many yesterdays ••• Count your blessings ••• 

A nr' take heart! No men "an roh you of thi • 

Gyeat and wonderful herit"ge. 'I'he hll.nding 

Li,ht of Truth, as evc;r 1'ripht as "hp s11n vou :ehold 

"Nill somehow penetrate the deep, "ottomless oit 

Of obscurity whence you•ve been olunged, 

Illuminate your path and lead you to high places 

for those with strengn endure 

And faith to sustain throughout the climb, 

so, Boola, use that energy to clear you"' mind 

And set vour course tu be 

f;. ncl Boo ln did 1,. 



Black---8 

Alone •.• in th's great land where Boola stood 

Mistreated and misunderatood, unseen Forces 

at "etting free hia troubled mind. 

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

The first to feel the common need. 

Sne 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 inst.de. 

Woman ••• woman •• ,how nobly you serve 

And wait so patiently for man to learn 

The things you always seemed to know. 

Wo-nan, .• woman ••• how deep you olant the seed 

In !'1r-n to 11:row into '111 "or vmi •.• 

"'"'·'"'l" anon c:rAw "reat "1th chilc •.. 

And ''0olr. 1 manhood strutted lrottnd •.. 

Thi!! waa enough ••• f'or now. Veola knew 

And 1ow R:rew straight gnd strong 

And 'Jeautiful. here was meaning to it all .•• 

To boost their pride. 

•roge ther, they dreamed the sweet are am o:· f reec1om L 

Out of this deep dream of t' l'eedom 

Evo]vea the Llessed x·elease 

Of freedom or expression in song, 

Out of th 1.s rrrea t need for freed or:c 



fl1"1ok---9 

Not n ronp of triumph ••• 

Not "' aonQ of burden ••• 

A song ounctuated by the grunt ,, .. 

Of a heaving nick, a driving axe ••• 

A song punctuated by the swish 

And thud of a sledge hammer ••• 

A song to a mule ••• an ox, •• 

Fellow beasts of burden. 

A song preceding the thrust 

Of the foot that drove the shovel 

Deep into the fallow, yielding earth. 

A song accompanied by the lift and fall 

Of the be1e ••• 

A sustained ·throutZh tlce long lift 

And nu11 of the nlow ••• 

A used as a weanon •.• 

To slash tbe tiee of bondage! 

Boo la sang while he worked ••. 

Boola danced away from a boot i•t :ne llritche:; •.. 

A song eased his master's 

Boola reasoned: ll It 11 sing • ., ,, 

Jcnd hide my thoughts f'rom hill) ••. 

Too '11anv mqste>r>' frn1nr1 r1olld •• , 
()r nnt qt A 11 . , . 

vnu hlack .... STNG! 



"P1.!lOlli::---10 

A !>Ong ea s Pd the la ••• The whip fe 11 

frequently across his weary back. 

Boola sang. His master smiled. His slaves 

Were hapoy. Be 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 lifet 

Strength dissipated 
In evilness and feart 

Boola watohed ••• waited ••• learned. 

Booln learned to till the soil, 

Bai 1 the cotton, load t'hP bargA. 

wns anxious to learn. 

agelese whlom gave him patience, 

Great strength and endurance. 

Come sunda y. Boola was irresistibly drawn 

To that pretty white house with the steeple 

So tall, shining there in the si.:n, 

Those who entered the wide oak doors 

Were scrubbed and polished and all s prucea up. 

rrow hapny th,,y seemedt Bonnets nodding, 

F'sces shining in the morning sun. 

DIN< ! DONG! 



Black---11 

The music was soothing and sweet ••• 

Even from the outside looking in. 

He longed to enter and be a part 

Of this silv 1 ry tongued 

DINGL DONGt DINGl DONG! 

From his perch in the tree-tops 

The stained glass windows became the white fern 

Flaming mangoes, wild berries, palm fruit 

Of the dear, dead past. Colbrs stirred him ••• DEEl 

The music floated up to him •• 

And filled his heart with a strange, new ache. 

Too music seemed to beckon, saying: 

"Come, it for vou, too. You A re not bad'! 

Anr he Roola thought: 

"Mavbe the master is not a bad man, either, .• 

Maybe he .iust doesn't understand •.. " 

DING l DIN CH DONG! 

Jne sunny Sunday morn, as Roola climbed 

Dmvn from his ?erch, a kindly lady, whose prayere 

Had scarcely faded from her lips, approached. 

She saw the rapt expression on his face. 

bowed" paused, "Carry these for me 

And help mo home ••• " One o:· the things 

She handed him was a book. A book they all 

on Sunday to the little white house. 

Roola cnuld read a little now. 



Boola glanced at the cover. It said: 

"HOLY 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 it?1' 

"Yes •mt 11 his rervent reply. 

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

But do not let your master knowL" 

Come Monday. A sleepless night or struggle 

Left Boola not a weary man ••• but a man 

Of new and bou:rdess strength. 

A man fullv refreshed. 

A man strong with fei th. 

A men ali•'e wtth hope. 

With something to cling to. 

Something to live for. 

Something to work for. 

Something to hope for. 

Something to sing about ••• 

Som thing to SHU! T about ••• 

Going about his tasks that sunup tu sundown 

boola 's face smiled into tne 

Come Tuesday. Voola touched the Bible. 

Sh!'> hnd watcl1ed OVPr '1is senrchinf,(. 

Had hiR bnck "tratghten 

Hil'l glow. 



S he hPd witnessed a man rehorn. 

••• she opened the Book. Gropingly, 

Her lips formed the words. Her mind found 

The deep and beautiful meaning there. 

Understanding transformed her tense, 

Taut features into a bright and radiant beauty. 

From within. 

Come Wednesday. Boola and Voo•.'ll tallc&cl,Jit over. 

Surely, this was the same thing. 

only the language differed. 

"In the beginning the Lord God created the heaven 

And the earth ••• 11 it was the same ••• all was not los 

matter the language or the name ••• 

'l'he meaning we lh t'1e same 1 

sharp end strong the solemn words tumhled 

From their lips. Tenderly, the meaning re 

Assuaged their troubled hearts. Earnestly, 

They sought remembrance of this new, inspiring 

Blessing. Thus they strengthened mind and spirit. 

fuomentous step toward Freedom1 

Come Thursday. In sharing there was greater joy. 

The light was s:kt<;l,i.;. shining brighter :i.ov,. 

Word spread swiftly. C:very black man 

Found new Courage in the promies it held. 

Sometbing new had come into their 

Rlenk 0 nd emntv 



Come Friday. 'f'he little ones felt it, too, 

WhispPring: 11 our God is the aame 

As Massa Charlie's. And He is a good God. 

When we leave here, we 1re a-going to a big 

Beautiful city of golden streets, 

Where the roof-tops are studded with diamonds. 

Children listen carefully when old folk speak 

Among themselves. 'I'hey were learning, too. 

Quick to feel that something new and good 

Had entered their lives. 'l'he tension lifted. 

The black pall receded. 

Come Saturday. And black men trudging homeward 

Fare feet slapping, tatters flapping, 

'l'heir PChing bPcks B'!d shooting ne ins 

Of hunger pulling them along, 

gaits were broken to a toddle. 

Broken by the agony survived, •.. 

On they came ••• 

Still strength enough to hum ••• 

If only to themselves 

In voices more sonorous •.. 

".'heir broken gait seernee 

1l: rhythmic todle-o. In temno •.. 

'I'he tempo. too, heaten dovrn •• ,Deep •.• down. 

!'.\QOMt 



A 0 ort of 4/4 accompaniment to their humming 

And singing ••• now had a more definite pitch. 

It didn't go smearing off so hppelessly. 

come Sunday. With all the whites inside 

The church, their less fortunate brothers 

Emerged from everywhere to congregate 

Beneath a tree. Huddled there, they passed 

'l'he WorJ!' of God around in whispers. 

Each sipping the reverent purity 

Of each trembling word till he was filled 

To hursting with the joy it brought! 

I 
Thrilling, puzy,ling, !'ltre.nge it was ••. 

They snoke of 16,·e of I'll mankind, •• 

'.'!hat then was this? Did they not hear: 

"A false balance is abomination to the Lord: 

But a just weight is Ills delight ••. ·· 

"When pride cometh, then cometh shame; 

But with the lowly is wisdom." 

"The integrity of the upright shall guide them: 

But the perverseness of transgressors 

Shal 1 dll'et roy them • ,. 

In turn they trembled for the tra,nsgressorco, 

':'heir joy Jmew no bounds when words of hope 



t?laclt--15 

Of' 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 lifted voices 

in joyous ••• 

The blacks outside would hum along, 

Adding their own touches •• ,weaving melodic, 

Harmonic, rhythmic patterns. 

Thus the Rpiritual wqs horn. 

Hirhlv emotional worRhipping of God ' . 

In SONG. 

Thru all the bloody, burdened years 

Boola has clung to the Nord of ilon. 

Bools believed. 

To lead im 

desnair, 

11'.'ould allow onp J,ossirnz at ri ti.me. 

He openPd Boole'" 



He touched Boola 1 8 heart 

And gave those golden RO'Jnds a lilt ••• 

A depth ••• that no one elso could duplicate. 

He nudged the whites 

And said to them: "LISTENt" 

They listened and were lifted up. 

'.!hose golden tones were lulling tones. -Their consciences were glad. Glad the slaves 

Had found the Bible •••• Singing to their God ••• 

••• Calming ••• Healing ••• 

curtness soon gave way to calmness. 

Hnrshness melting into happiness ••• 

The Rniritual was soothing to singer 

And slAvemaster, tool 

soon the song was shut away, 

No longer eould it swoop and s.virl and soar 

And hurl itself against the sky.,. 

And fill the free, free air .•• 

The masteT> must possess 1 too'* 

A colden voico ••• s silv'rv voice 

Or even into tt,,. +-r-



Good food ••• wooden beds •• ,clean bodies. 

The body must be clean in the master's hous 

Poor Masterl 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'R something new. 

Let's about this, our work is lighter ••• ' 

The song lifts ••• hut the Roiritual slipe in 

And out and in again Ps they see and learn 

New Boola worked a.nd dwelt in song. 

he sang anci thanked tne ,.orci fox' the crumbs. 

And he thanked the Lord for his growing 

Knowledge of the ways of this strange, 

liew world. Anci he waited. 

It is not true ... that a li .;_.l._ s songs 

,ere songs of' sorrov-r .i 

:!is humor slyly touched uoon 
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His master's cullibilit:,. 

"Yassa, bossl" Simple, wasu 1 t it?" 

Not bard for D'.lola, wllo h::id learued to l'.UCh 

Silently 1·1i th eyes stretched wide 

Vlith servility. 

Humble aud meek., .He Lrnghed 

The slave s ougs broD.dcued, 

Cov'riuc; all thiucs. 

Sometime,s soft ••• 

Sometimes LOUD ••• 

A rainbow of color ••• 

Complete vii th pot of cold ••• 

Paradise to come 

ou t:.oir 

In tornpo1 

The pulse •. • tl1c: lier: t 

Was ever present. 

BOOM1 BOO Ml 

The r:1cLc: ,-,,,,., .. -.-.-.. -- -
_.,,,_.L --- '- -

111 

' ! • 

' '\! 

,. " " .. 



With servility. 

Humble and meek ••• He laughed inside. 

The slave song broadened, 

all things. 

Sometimes soft ••• 

Sometimes LOUD,., 

A rainbow of' color ••• 

Complete with pot of' gold •• , 

Paradise to come 

On their way to Heaven •.• 

In tempo! 

..._ 11he pulse •• the beat 

Vias ever present. 

BOOMt BOOM!' EOOM! BOO!H 

The master carried his f'ear with him ••• 

Clutched to hls bosom, into the haven of love. 

Boola sang his way into the gallery of the churol:: 

He could sing ••• yes ••• 

But he couldn't sit with the WO<'shippers 

Of the Christ who said: "Peace on earth •.• 

'I'o men of good Wil " qfL t upstairs .L . • 
In +_ t,A It C:ro\v 1 8 'Ne:::sti ·- hA"'-7 (::, !} ' led ' • . 
Dirl t not WAS ahove f:hern •. -

Like red maple 17!sVes 11tu1nnr 

'.'J}1ite-!1ot VJi.tb. tu1te 1 sMakc-;;n 1--Yi.tr: ra 



The Indians descended upon the colonies.,. 

Thus, the common danger fusing ••• 

Another step forward ••• 

Boola's "dress rehearsal" for FREEIDMt 

As early as 1652, in Massachusetts 

Boola proved more than a match 
-z , 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 nd sought Boola as an ally, 

Working, singing, praying, fighting, 

Boo la's pulse quickened ••• 

BOO Mt BOOM t BOO Mt BOOM! 

Boola's spirit rising from the dusty fields. 

Heroes •• strong and firm ••• rising from the fray. 

Cha.ins breaking ••• l:iopes rising ••• Boola fighting 

I<'or or with anybody ••• r·or PREEDOllH 



Bll.CWN: 

1770 - BOO Ml BOOM! BOO Mt BOOMt 

The black mood of Boola lightens 

Usefulness and courage and the 

Scene brightens. The blessedness 

Of honest transforms him. 

Communion with the soil 

Enriches him. He is no lonrer a bea st 

Of burden in a foreign land. 

Obrist suffered, tool 

There was work to do. 

Boola belongedt 

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

The thought· of Self ••• Not Boola 1 s kind. 

Hinging clearly, boldly tlll'U t··· din 

Of today's great fight for freedom 

There falls upon the conscience ·"'!' t:be iana 

Strong erough to cry out against 

To be oppressedt'' 

But .'oud and clear his booming blnck bass 

Rolled out and thundered over Boston Common •• , 



Five years before the battle of Lexington 

Black blood was shed in the birth struggle 

Of this great republict 

YES, BOOIA BELONGEDt 

Crispus Attucks ignited the 

Roola. and brothers emerged from the derk 

of nonentity to march 

the blood-stained pages of history. 

Five thousand black bands reached out 

For muskets, flintlocks, axes, 

Hick'ry sticks, blunderbusses, tree limbs ••• 
a 

Any old weapon was/goood weapon. 

Five thousand black hands joined white hands 

Against the common danger fusing. 

Tattered and torn, battered and worn 

Roola's hoots in unison. 

'!'o ftght the Errrt fi 

The ethnological faree of c'ourbon theory. 

Black rtands and minds busied themselves.,, 

Black hands and minds., ,stalking history ••• 



Black hands, sensitive, seeking black hands 

netting the feel of sails 

Fashioned new devices, 

B1Ack r• nr'ls, warming to the iron Pnd Rteel 

Familiar with the furrowed land 

Creating machines to ease the work 

Of hands grown tired and calloused. 

Black bands, familiar with the waving stalks of caw 

Working out new ways in each succeeding day 

To revolutionize the sugar indaustry. 

Black hands were feverish ••• st!iking history\ 

Black shoulders.heaved against the cannon 

!t t Fort Ticonderoga, Dragged it down 

The mountainside witl1 ?than Allen's 

Mot1nts in to forc11 

From Bo•ton •.• Boole MAKING higtor-,.: 

POOhH 

Onward Boolp, !'1Brched t:c freedom •.• 

White Plains ..• •• ,i>ennington ••. 

Red Ba.n1c,. .. .,1,·ort Ueorge • :·oint ... t' 

Boonesborougl1.,. ,.l-'r1nceton ... "r-fonmot1th ... " 

;-:)ar&togu * •• Betnis 

Boole.' s been the 

Boole, too, had a stake in tl1iA. A sacrifice 

To make. 



Slipped thru enemy lines ••• signalled information 

From her clothes line ••• Trudging thru the snow 

SkirtF to the waiat ••• F.xtended like a 

••• in the bitter free!'ing cold ... 

Bringing strength to Boola ••• Bringing courage ••• 

Bringing hope •••• 

VOOIA BELONGED! 

VOOliH VOOMt VOOMt VOO:M. 

•rhe "spirit of '761" Ah, yes, but they did not tell 

That the strong arrl stalwart soldier 

".Ibo et<irred bis comrade 1 s spirits 

"lith liltinll: fif'e an<l drum •• ,was a hlack mant 

But WE knew 

Greet, giant of a man was he. 

On to Valley Forge he piped. J,11 the 

Vli to !3un1cer 110 str::)ae 

he a job to do 

To help to save the natl.rm. 



Fifing, orumming, Pinging, huMming 

Battle cry of freedom. 

At his Ride marched Boo:).a, too, 

Knowing they would need him. 

BOOMl BOOMt BOOMt BOOMt 

On to cross the Delaware ••• Bleeding ••• starving ••• 

Freezing,,.crashing down all barricades, 

capturing the enemy. The feat was most 

Bewildring. Major Barrington, Genere,l Prescott 

••• Pride of Britain's fairest ••• 

Were but naught to Boola' s boys ••• 

PARZ!ILLA I LEW P ought the ral!'e st 1 

On tl"" lanrl and on the se.a ... Boole fought f'or libert' 

Gone from the pages of history 

Names of black men w no made us r re e , 

L>eeo in 011r hearts tfm _:,igl'1t burns origr1:: 

For tne brave blacks wno shouted: 



(West Indian Influence) 

S wooping davn like great blaclr leaves 

Suddenly hurled by an angry breeze 

Came the seven hundred Free Haitians 

Of the Fontages Legion to descend 

Upon the British at the Siege of' Savannah. 

With the tide turning against the Allies ' 

Tre re came the Fontages Legion 1 s surprise ••• 

And Boola 1 s heart was filled with 

His black brother from across the sea 

Han come to fight for b,!!!. libertyt 

BOOMl BOOMt POOM1 BOOM! 

Hai ti the echo of Africa was loud her.-. 

Tropical drums ••• sexual drums, .• 

Savage druljs; •• re 1igious drums •.• 

Sexual drums •. ,passionate •.• exotic: .•. 

Sensuous •• ,weird ••• flavored with La ti;::. 

Boola heard and r'elt it all, oolu 

Absorbed them into his i:»eing. 

ne was enricned altho 1 he uiu not know 

His own rich blood abd music had flavored 

This new and startling sound 

Which stirred his eing. 

:rnknowlngly i he covered p;rounrl «vj_ tf; one 

l)P-ttner' to shRDe t1•0 fGr;F: if ot:l--10,r 

A c:rn t, 0 e<AA from .. 01'. mr . 

t\ V.f)•o bore tl!,:; naniP ! 



Christophe t Brave and gallant, 

Who carried home the seeds of freedom 

From this troubled land to sow them 

With another black brother whose name 
the 

Has lived in the hearts of/oppressed ••• 

• • ,'l'ouissant L 10uverturet 

Up went Boola 1 s head ••• Up went l:loola 1 s hopes ••• 

Up ••• Up •• ,Up went the song 

In BooJats heart ••• 

He had done his 

BooJa belonFed', 

Surely, how he'd ·get his due. Many blacks were free. 

But why not all? 

'l'he war was won ••• 

Where was HIS liberty? 

11 Get away,. ,Get away .•• Get away •• , 11 'l'ears in his heart 

Seemed to say. 11 Once I am free 

I'll come back and free my brothers ••• 

One by one, if need be , •• 

But I must be 

So ... Boo la planned ann prayed snd watted. 

Boo1a now began HIS fight in enrnest. 

W}ltte fianrls were outRtretcred. 

The hands of men who knew thst one man 

Enslaved held a 11 the land in bondage'· 

"All men are created equal ••• 11 A noble document ••• 



Black--8 

But to Boola it was sheer hypocrisy, •• 

A mockery of men's Sl!l!Uls. 

Four million blacks wanted to be freet 

Swimming, walking, crawling ... tens, hunrlreEls, thou sBnds 

Of miles •• ,onward to freedom. 

Through untracked forests •• ,waptelands •• 

Pursued by blood-thirsty wen and beasts ••• 

Hunted ••• In swamps •• ,On the mountaintops ••• 

Tracked down like wild animals ••• 

Still they plcmged on,,.travelling by night 

Hiding by day •• ,Feeding on roots •• ,leaves •• 

Wild beeries., .swimming rivers., ,bruised 

And bleeding,. ,on •• ,on •• ,Still fighting 

'l'ho' the battle had been won\ 

BOOMt BOOMt 'BOOMi BOOMt 

Some succeeding ••• some failing. Still the frenzied fligr 

Continued. Some sought to stAnd 

Their ground •• ,Moving lnto s••:amps ••. 

Hiding ln the mountalns ••• Maklng homes 

·c:herever they baJ!Bd ••. ,Farming, figbting ••• 

Wherever they fled, •• they fought to be freE 

out of this welter of broken bodies,. ,blasted hopes 

And shattered dreams, •• Arose mighty men 

Of actiont Nat '1'urner •• ,Denmark Vesey •• , 

The Gabriels •• ,'l'he Ontos,. ,'l'he 'l'orns t 
greatest of them all 

A black woman,. ,HARRITI;'l' 'l'UBlilAN t 



HARRIET TUBMAN ••• How long Will be remembered 

Your utter disdain of self, 

Your dauntless courageL 

Your blessedness of purposeL 

How you laughed at the efforts of the faithless 

With their .,,,,,, blood-hounds ar:rl gold 

With which to snare youL 

An<'! vou, .• with God's own band to guide yout 
"'--

How YOU nrayed for rain an<'! snow end sleet 

To cover up your tracks 

And save your precious cargo. 

How you triumphed. over all thel.r 

How brave you were when weaker sculs 

Lagged back with fear, altho• your heart 

Was too. How glorious the lesson 

In humanity you taught your brothers 

Not too blind to see, 

Frederick Douglass cut the bonds in 1838, .. 

Escaping to a land where he could breathe, 

But not content to sa'J'e himself 

He »is minr1 to work to make 

_ o l'-'ngland 

Held high) 

'l'he plight of helpless b:SCk souls. 



Shattering the structure of slavocracy 

Brave black men fought to be free 

What did they know 

Or care of economic stability? 

Abraham Lincoln knew and sought to set it straight ••• 

WnbAlanced by their dreams of power ••• 

Softened through contempt and scorn 

Of Nature's 1PW8 of fitness 

Over-confidence was "orn of generAtions 

At ease. whipping black men to their knees. 

They erred. They dared 
To fight the losing fight 

And'. bitterness took hold. 

Again the black man took his stand and fought 

the sa:nne fight over. 

He knew the side to fight besi<ie 

And soon the South relented. 

They even took !!:!!! in to win 

'"h<'lir ro·1 1v was reipented. 

Men and blood shed 
?'OMen to 



tl'J'lll all the wealth piled hit}h 
f ( - - - ffi<'O"fft 

By bondsments two hundred and fifty years 

Of 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 nn ••• " 

Old Abe sald that ••• and later made another challenge 

The Emancipation Proclamationt 

Now, 

Now, 

Now, 

Now, 

Now, 

A nPtion's honor bound in silT1p1e phrases. 

Returning to mAn his God-given rights 

To be freet 

do you ask why he in 1552'/ 

do you feel as he felt in 1'7'70? 

do you know what he knew in 1812? 

do you think as he thought in 191'7? 

do you fight for the freedom for which he fighi 

in 1945? 

Boola jumped for His rreetlom wom ••• 

But whither? Re faced a lifetime 

Of freedom, tho' it "e shro11ded 

Now 1.n e'1(1 

eRrned L' e r to 1'in1sb out 

Their sorrv lives unworr·ied and '"t ease._. 

.ifJ.B t ''You must go ••• you•re free •• 

"Get up and got" •.•. But where': 

Nobody knows but Jesus •.•• 



Brown--12 

"They set us free., ,but left us alone 
To starve •• ,to freeze ••• to die •• 

Boola searched his soul ar:rl found the answer: 

"I took it from the earth for others ••• 

I'll scratch it out for myself 

With bare hands ••• if need be. 

They haven't beaten 

Reassured, his singing and dancing grew wilder, •• 

And took on a flavor of abandon. 

Happy people drunk with freedom. 

Laughing ••• crying ••• workini;; ••• praying ••• 

Digging, •• pulling ••. 

Wsr clouds gs thering ••• 

E!v:ANCIPATION! AH!! 



Elation, frustration, joy end sorrow 

Got all mixed up in the hearts of these poor sou: 

Set free. Helter-skelter they sought a shelter 

From misery ••• hunger,. , the annihilation of pi tyj. 

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 San Juan Hill where Boole Stood 

Triumphant with the flag flung high, 

The bloor of black men, bad and good 

\Vas shed cy men unafraid to die, 

And home a hero came 

Who learned that to play the white man's game 

Was to suffer the loes as well as the gain 

And the joy of tte vititor was turned to pain, 

A msdal hung proudly from his cnest 

But where were the arms for nis head to recot':' 

And \Vnen he learnea someone hau t:o 1ose 

---<rha t 1 s how P,oola got the 

Groo nina; 1: J llf': s i., "iting 



The Blues ain't nothin• ••• 

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 1 with sense enough to get up. 

and go 

Ain't nothin 1 like nothin 1 I know. 

"The BluPs ••• 

The Blues don't ••• 

The Blues don't know ••• 

The Blues don't know nobody as a friend 

Ain't been nowhere where they're 

welcome back again ••• " 

Sighing ••• crying ••• 

Feel just like dying ••• 

"The Blues ain 1t sumep•n ;;::at you s1ni:; in rhyme 

The Blues ain 1 r; nothin' but a darl{ cloud 

markin' time 

Tre Rlues is a one-wa-v ticket fro1'1 your 

lovA t-o nownerP 

!'' f3lues ain't nothj_r: 1 

rr11e B11les ai11' t .. 

'rhe B Jue s ..• " 

. ' . 



l3EIGEl 

Listen: 

HARLEM! Black metropolist 

Land of mirth l 

Your music bas flung 

The story of "Hot Harlem" 

To the four corners 

Of the 

"Soft voices laughing •• , shuffling heels ••• a 

kaleidoPcopa of color ••• the savage mORn of 

the saxoohone •• ,the primeval beat of the 

jungle ••• Roston, Mass, 

BOOM! BOOM! BOOMl BOOMt 

"Enlightened savagery ••• frenzied wizardry •• they 

ripple and swell with strange and eerie sounds ••• 

•••• Ohio 

BOOM! BOOMt BOO!iik 1300MI 

"Scorching ••• primitive jungle calls ••• wild,. ,,ioycu s 

., .. ,,The rhythm rises ..... fa J 2.s .... Rocky l1'lt o :, .. 

P,OcJr·,1L r)OO!V:t :-J :zooJ:1l 

t<'qrooring ntftiosnhPrfl thBt: 1"1aunts the memory ...... the 

ht1iti:l1.9-hn?ha 0-:'' ....,'.:(" f'pr; o ,,_ 0 t:',rP.n c1run1,. 

()C)fr1 



'Beige---2 

"Elation and despaiI' go hand d.n hand ••• and there w11: 

suddenly pervade the air ••• a mournful elegaic 

outburst ••• London, England 

BOOM! BOOM! BOO!vH BOO!H 

"Dynamic outpourings of religious fervour, •• Copen-

hagen, nenmark 

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! 

"st·. rain" at once thri111ng •• ,!'oothing, •• delicately 

hpunting,. ,Glasgow, Scotland 

BOO'll BOOM! hOOMl EOOMt 

Jungle drums 

Bombard the brain 

Bootleg hooch 

·..: o duiJ. the pain 

J low tones , 

'i_'he rattle of horv3s 

0 1 our· r1e2rt i3 sorrowe<1¢ 

Golden whisperings 

Of' tf-1e brass 



B-eige.---3 

Wa-wa wailing ••• 

Spirits trailing •••••••••••.• 

BOOMt BOOM! 

BOOMt nooM1 

And so, vour song has stirred the souls 

Of men in and places 

The nicture drawn by many hands 

@or many eyes of many races. 

Did it say to them 

But did it ever speak to them 

or what you really are? 

Ths t all your striving 

To take your rightful place with men 

Was more than and jiving? 

Did it say to them 

"The joy I'm giving 

Is the foil I use to lose my l>lue::; 

f!ow coulrl rn11 t0 hA8r 
"'·e hurt nnd nain and 
Qf who trqve] lone 
The ROUl in them to 

Jr "''GS it All 8 so1·1·y Dit 

Uf ofay hocus-pocus·1 

It can 1 t be true 

'rhat all you do,,, 

How then, this cture 
'rhey ha!ll:e drawn? 

Is dance and sing 

b.:r1d rnoan 



Beige•-"'4 
narlem •. ,.fov·all her moral lurches 
Has always had 
LESS cabarets than churches t 

Who dvaped those basement dens 
With silk, but knaves and robbers 
AM theiv ilk? 
Who came to prostitute your art 
And gave you pennle s 
For your part ••• 
And ill-repute? 

Who t 00k your hunger 
And your pain 
Outr" ged your honor 
F or their gain? 

Who put the spotlight 
On your soul ••• 
And left you rotting 
rn the hole 
These strangers dug? 

Who brought the dope 
And made a rope 
Of it, to hang you 
rn your misery? 

Who brought disease 
And at their ease 
Broadcasj;,"'"f or ·a11 the 
The. t was ··"death 

world to hear 
and danger" he re ? 

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

Who are these men? 
Do they not know 
Their God whom they profe··s to love 
Ia alJ from un AhOVR''. 

·•ih.,r \rou n "'""r:. 
:c 'mt off there. 
To smother •.. 
In •ro11r c1esnair? 

And Harlem •.• 
liow t d co1ne to "r;(: 
Permitted 
In a land that 1 s rc:e ': 



Beige--6 

'l'he drums of war l:lOOlv! out again 

''e join the rnnks in keeping 

Conscious of the need to share 

'l'he triB}.0 of a world that•n weeping. 

Seek not for hnnor 

Nor for gain 

But rather for the joy of doing ••• 

For credit is an empty thing 

Unless accomplishment's derived 

From a burning, aching need for giving. 

A black man gave blood plasma 

'l'o a world of suffering 

In it's blackest hour. 

His endless toil and searching 

•1as for knowledge •• ·E2! for powert 

Once more you•ve heard your country call. 

Patient .•• wonc' 1 ring •.• you give •.•our all ••. 

Altho' the livid, vivid "why" evolves within 

your bra :ln 

You know that right or wrong--your homeland 

will remain 

Eternally your own land. I•'or this you 

Join the black, the brown, the beige 

In fighting for the chance to wage 

'l'he fight for right 

'Neath the red, white and blue1 



f • j 

Ah, yes 1 But Harlem 
Yourare strong. 
You1ve stood the test 
And they are wrongt 

You've dodged the snare of subjugation 
And ripped the bars with education, 
And now you stand prepared to lead 
your brothers from the wilderness 
Of hopelessness and need. 

TARE HEART! 

In every land where you have been 
you've left your mark on all the men 
Who since have perished ••• 
And vou've !'urvivedf 

The caribs and the Indians 
Have long since vanished 
You kept a part of them alive 
And in your song their song's revivedi 

Yes, Rarlemt . 
Land of valiant youth, 
You've wiped tpe make-up from your face, 
And shed your l)orrowed spangles. 
You've donned tfle uhiform of Truth 
And hid the hurt that dangles 
In heart and mind. And one by one 
You've set your shoulders straight 
To meet each challenge and to wait 
Till justice unto you is done. 

The ·.drum.a of war BOOM out again 
we join the ranks in keeping 
Conscious of the need to share 
The trials of a world that's vreeping. 

Seek not for honor 
Nor for gain ••• 
But rather for the ,joy of doing •.. 
For is an empty thing 
TJnl•H•sit•s tJoru thA .iov of givin>•. 

Remeh1he,- DORRIE 

11 hlack man gave blood ple sma 
To P world of suffering 
In ifrii"'hlackest hour. 
"is endlers toil and searching 
was for knowledge ••• not for power•. 



. Black, Brown and Beige ••• 6 ••• Cavanaugh 
"The Blues ••• 

The Blues don't ••• 
The Blues don't know ••. 

The Glues don't know nobody as a friend 
Ain't been nowhere v;here they' re welcome 

back again .•• • 

"Sighing ••• crying ••• 
i•'eeling like aying ••• 

•The Blues ain't sump'n that you sing in rhyme 
The Blues ain't nothin' but a dark cloud 

markin' "time 
The Jlues ls a one-way ticket from your lov 

to nowhere 
The olues ain't nothin' but a black crei: 

veil ready-to-wear." 
•The Blues ain't no thin' ••• 

The dlues ain't ••• 
The Blues ••• • 
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