The People, Yes

By Carl Sandburg
Lincoln?

He was a mystery in smoke and flags

Saying yes to the smoke, yes to the flags,

Yes to the paradoxes of democracy,

Yes to the hopes of government

Of the people by the people for the people…

No to debauchery of the public mind,

No to personal malice nursed and fed,

Yes to the Constitution when a help,

No to the Constitution when a hindrance

Yes to man as a struggler amid illusions,

Each man fated to answer for himself:

Which of the faiths and illusions of mankind

Must I choose for my own sustaining light

To bring me beyond the present wilderness?

Lincoln? Was he a poet?

And did he write verses?

“I have not willingly planted a thorn

in any man’s bosom.”

I shall do nothing through malice: what

I deal with is too vast for malice.”

Death was in the air.

So was birth

The Ballad of Abraham Lincoln

By Elbio Barilari
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Lincoln, my friends, will have

Our eternal respect

His struggle for freedom

was of the greatest valor
In May of 1846, my brothers,

President Polk declares

War against the Mexicans

Lincoln spoke at the Congress

He said in a firm and clear voice

This is an outrage

A plain and simple invasion

A plain and simple invasión!

Juárez and Lincoln, my friends,

Were close allies

Against the French invader

And the Confederates

France wanted an empire

And the South its unfair system

Lincoln and Juárez claimed

All men are equal

-2-

The fight was long and brutal

Thousands lost their lives

Justice prevailed at the end

It had its dawn

In April of Sixty-five

The most repugnant crime

Two doves were crying

The President has been killed!

Don’t cry, doves, don’t cry!
An eagle told them
That’s not the way 

To say goodbye to a valiant man

To say goodbye to a valiant man!

That’s why I am asking 

To whomever is listening

Never forget

The path is made by walking

The path was made through fighting

By Lincoln and Juárez, my friends,

And this corrido comes to the end

Without forgetting the present
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Peace is a goal

Another is the environment

That’s way I am asking you

To stay united

First Hidalgo and Zapata

Then Cesar Chavez

Martin Luthetr King’s dream

Is going to be reached

We must learn from the past

The loss of memory is sad

Together we shall achieve
The Migratory Reform

The Migratory Reform!

We have a lot to do

Before victory can be claimed

Lincoln and Juárez are watching us

From the bottom of history
When Lilacs Last In The Door-Yard Bloom’d

By Walt Whitman
When lilacs last in the door-yard bloom’d,

And the great star early droop’d in the western sky in the night,

I mourn’d—and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.

Coffin that passes through lanes and streets,

Through day and night, with the great cloud darkening the land,

With the pomp of the inloop’d flags, with the cities draped in black,

With the show of the States themselves, as of crape-veil’d women, standing,

With processions long and winding, and the flambeaus of the night,

With the countless torches lit—with the silent sea of faces, and the unbared heads,

With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,

With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong and solemn;

With all the mournful voices of the dirges, pour’d around the coffin,

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs—Where amid these you journey,

With the tolling, tolling bells’ perpetual clang;

Here! coffin that slowly passes,

I give you my sprig of lilac.

Yet each I keep, and all, retrievements out of the night;

The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird,

And the tallying chant, the echo arous’d in my soul,

With the lustrous and drooping star, with the countenance full of woe,

With the lilac tall, and its blossoms of mastering odor;

With the holders holding my hand, nearing the call of the bird,

Comrades mine, and I in the midst, and their memory ever I keep—for the dead I loved so well;

For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands…and this for his dear sake;

Lilac and star and bird, twined with the chant of my soul,

There in the fragrant pines, and the cedars dusk and dim.

