Los Cantos I – Ruku Kuskungu (“The Old Owl”)
The text is an anonymous poem in Quichua (the language of the Incas) from the 17th century. It describes the capture of the Inca ruler, Atahualpa by the Spanish conquistador Francisco Pizarro. The Inca comes to the Spaniards in peace, unarmed and surrounded by his court.  His people are slaughtered; he is kidnapped, held for ransom and then executed on charges of heresy.

Of the two main melodies, the first is inspired by ancient songs that are still popular among the “machis” or female shamens of the Andes; while the second, in the choral section, combines melodic patterns from the Andes with meters that are popular in the Caribbean.  These fluctuations between rhythms in 6/8, ¾ and 2/4 are what give Latin America’s music its special flavor.
Ruku Kuskungu
Lyrics: Anonymous

The old owl

In his large nest

With his death-wail

Was waiting

And the tender dove, too

Up in the tree

So sadly
Was waiting.

Like a cloud,

A cloud

The white men

Gold saying

There were filled up with.

The Inca leader

They grabbed him

Laying him out

They killed him

How 

Shall I not lament

Seeing my community

Possessed by another?

Among brothers

We unite

On the plain of blood

We weep.

Inca leader

In the site above

My sadness

Observe it, indeed.

Contemplating all this

Yet I’ll not die.

My heart withered,
Yet I continue to live.

Los Cantos II - Chen Nayob (“Only Dreams”) 

The foundation for this canto is a folkloric Mayan patter for the marimba; vocal and instrumental materials are freely based on the native six-note scale.  The lyrics, from a poem by Mayan-Mexican author Romualdo Mendez Huchim, are sung, as written, in present-day Mayan.  They might be considered a Mayan “Ode to Joy”, expressing as they do a wish for peace among nations and for the resurrection of peoples and civilizations that have been devastated by history.
Chen Nayob
Lyrics by Romualdo Mendez Huchim

I

I dreamt

that all people

That all my brothers

that all my sisters

are singing, are laughing

because there is no misery

because there is no sadness

II

I dreamt

that all the Mayans of this Earth

knew no slavery

knew no war

knew not what epidemics are

knew not what henequen is

that they all had a just workload

and their backs knew no whips

III

I dreamt

that the Itzamna returned

that the Cocomes returned

that the Xiues returned

that the Balam returned

that  the Itzaes returned

that the Cupules returned

that the Pech returned

that the Ek returned

that the valiant men returned

that they returned to walk this Earth again

that they returned to see

what happens in this world

IV

I dreamt

that in Uxmal the people are reviving

that the people of Mani are reviving

that the people of Mayapan are reviving

that the people of Calkini are reviving

that the people of Chichen Itza are reviving

that the village of Edzna is rising again

that there is joy in Yaaxchilan

that all the people of this land are reviving




Vocabulary:

Henequén- fiber from the native Mexican agave plant used to make rope; Mayans where enslaved by the Spaniards on the agave plantations.

Itzamna- The mythical founder of the Mayan culture, who brought his people maize and cacao and taught them script and the use of calendars.

Cocomes- The Mayan royal family from the city of Mayapan.

Xiues- a Mayan-Aztec group that founded the city of Uxmal, in the Yucatán.

Balam- Black jaguar

Itzaes- founders of the city of Chichen Itza.

Cupules- One of the largest Mayan groups in ancient Yucatán, México.

Pech- Mayans from present day Belize.

Ek- Ancient inhabitants of Ek Balam, close to Playa del Carmen, Mexico.

Uxmal, Mani, Mayapan, Chichen Itza: Ancient Mayan cities in the Yucatán.

Calkini, Edzna: Ancient Mayan cities in Campeche, México.

Yaaxchilan: Ancient Mayan city in Chiapas, México.
Los Cantos IV – O kay Ile (“The House of Ile”)
The Rara music of Haiti comes from a carnivalesque celebration that takes place mainly in the countryside. Rara marching bands have tradition and a military atmosphere that stem from Haiti’s 18th-century war of independence against the French. They are also a part of the Afro-Hatian religious complex. Rara bands are composed of singers, drums and  several “banbou”, the low-pitched reed instrument that gives the Rara its characteristic sound.  The lyrics of Rara, which come from an anonymous repertoire, are sung in Creole.  Some of the songs are sacred and spiritual, while others recite love stories or offer socio-political commentary.
The present song opens with an invitation to join in festival with the Rara.  Then comes the story of desperate Haitian immigrants who have tried fleeing to Miami.  Their boat sinks; they are arrested at sea and taken to Guantanamo (which, before the present troubles, had been used as a provisional detention center for Haitian and Cuban refugees).  The final stanza is an invocation to the House of Ile, which can be understood to mean, variously, “the temple” and “the community”.  In this section the riff used by Charles Mingus in his “Haitian Fight Song” is interwoven into the rhythmical structure.  At the finale the brass restates the “I dreamt” theme from the previous canto.  “Chen Nayob”, a song of peace and hope.
O kay Ile 

Lyrics: anonymous

Oh, look at this song

Ya!

Children, I am going to sing

Ya!

Children, I am going to talk

Ya!

Oh, samba, I am going to roll out a song

Ya!

Children, I am going to sing

Ya!

Children, I am going to talk

Ya!

Oh, samba, I am going to roll out a song

Ya!

Children, I am going to talk

Ya!

It’s my Rara, I do have my pleasure

It’s my Rara to give me pleasure

To give me my pleasure 

To give me my pleasure

Look at what happened to me

The boat sank

I don’t have a family to bury the dead for me, Oh!

Look at the pot that turned over, Oh!

Crossroads, this crossroads

Oh, you don’t see I am in trouble

We sold our pigs, we sold our goats

To go to Miami

Where we landed we were returned

We sold our pigs, we sold our goats

They sent as back to Guantanamo

We sold our pigs, we sold our goats

Guantánamo is not good, Oh!

House, House, Oh, House of Ile (*), Oh

House, House, Oh, House of Ile, Oh

House, House, Oh, House of Ile, the House, Oh!

(*) The House if Ile means, both, “the temple” and “the community”

