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Song

Credit

Daawir Baina Fil Sudan

Original song by Waleed Abdulhamid

2 | Breeze in the Cottonwood Original song by John Millard

3 Bee Original song by John Millard

4 | If | believed Original song by John Millard

5 | Banjar Songs

6 | El Esiam el Madani Original song by Waleed Abdulhamid

7 Maisha Original song by Waleed Abdulhamid

8 | Balady Original song by Waleed Abdulhamid

9 Bargan Traditional Sudanese song, arranged and adapted by
Waleed Abdulhamid

10 | Uhuru Original song by Waleed Abdulhamid

11 | Hollow Man Original song by John Millard

12 | Tala’al-Badru ‘alayna Traditional song from Madina; adapted and arranged by
Waleed Abdulhamid

13 | Thirty Reasons Original song by John Millard

14 | Samra in Ontario Traditional Nubian song, adapted and arranged by

Waleed and John Millard
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Daawir Baina Fil Sudan
(Take us on a Tour of the beauty that is Sudan)

Is about dreaming of touring Sudan, it shows some of the beautiful traits of its people in
different parts of the country.

Take us around Sudan, take us all over the place

Take us around UMDURMAN so we can live peace

Take us around the river banks and fountains

and take us to the beauty of Tutil's mountains

Towards the NUBA mountains everybody leans

Sultan Ajabna is a Sudanese by all means

Take us around DARFUR, generosity and bravery, my people the FUR
Take us around KASALA, so we can go visit our family the BIJA

Take us around MALAKAL , let's go visit Marry and Malwal

Breeze in the Cottonwood
Breeze in the cottonwoods
Wind on the shore

Frogs in lane

Summer’s at the door

Dogs are barking ‘round the tent
At all the clapping people
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Dog in the front seat
Head out the window
Lapping up the sunshine
Sniffing what the wind blows
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CHORUS

| can only watch it all pass by
And hope I'll never miss a thing
Sing in the vineyard and rejoice
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With all the happy people

Herons in the pond

Snake on the sunny path

Dew drops on cobwebs

Draped across the morning grass
Butterflies hover just above

A drying puddle in the road

| saw a caterpillar

Running down the road
Bright green like candy
With red antlers on his nose

Bee
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(And your Lord inspired to the bee, "Take for yourself among the mountains, houses,
and among the trees and [in] that which they construct. Then eat from all the fruits and
follow the ways of your Lord laid down [for you]. There emerges from their bellies a
drink, varying in colors, in which there is healing for people. Indeed in that is a sign for a

people who give thought.)

The bee moves on light

From flower to flower

When will he stop?

In an hour?

What takes the bee

From here to there?

Doubts? Sadness? Happiness?
Desire? Despair?
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What sort of hunger
Or instinct burns?
What sort of timing?
What sort of turn?

I’ll never know

What thinks the bee

| wear my clothes

| drink my tea

| have a hunger

That spurs me on
Goads me, chafes me
Comes at dawn

“Oh,” sings the bee
“Where is my honey?”
“Oh,” sings the bee
“Where is my honey?”

“Oh,” sings the bee
“Where is my honey?”
“Oh,” sings the bee
“Where is my honey?”
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If | Believed

If | believed...

I’d shed a tear for you

I’d lift the walls and banish fear
I’d tie a ribbon ‘round that tree
I’d call my children home to me

I’d put another in my place

I’d lift the walls and fall from grace

I’d wander sleepless in the desert

And make a list of all the wrongs they’ve done to me

CHORUS

I’ve packed my bags I’m drifting out to sea
What the waiting current has for me

How convenient it would be to believe
How convenient it would be if | believed
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If | believed...
| would go home

I’d have a home to go home to

I’d count my blessings
I’d make a sacrifice

I’d hear a baby cry

I’d shed a tear behind my eye...
I’d sing a song, I’d sing it long
And there’s a good chance that | would get it wrong.

Banjar songs:

Traditional American folk songs arranged by John Millard.

Cripple Creek - Instrumental
&

Cluck Old Hen
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My old hen’s a good old hen

She lays eggs for the railroad men
Sometimes 8 and somethings ten
That’s enough for the railroad men

Cluck old hen cluck and sing

You aint laid an egg since late last spring
Cluck old hen cluck and squall

Ain't laid an egg since late last fall

Cluck old hen cluck when i tell you
Cluck old hen or i’'m gonna sell you
Last time she cackled cackled in the lot
Next time she cackles cackle in the pot

My old hen she’s a good old hen
She lays eggs for the railroad men
Sometimes 1 sometimes two

Sometimes enough for the whole damn crew
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Title: The Damned Ship 4ixlll 44iull -Composed and improvised by Waleed Abdulhamid.

Stolen from their homeland and shackled with chains and rope.
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White europeans thieves, throw them into the boat. The despicable boat.
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El Essien el Madani (Civil Disobedience)

Al-Esian Al-Madani (The civil disobedience) This song is in support of the civil
disobedience in Sudan, the song has been written using different hashtags#, putting
them together in one coherent strong message. The civil disobedience The civil
disobedience

Is an original right and you own it

What is happening in home land is paining me

It's like a big dream metalized before me

| am standing tall and | will die for it

A beautiful country full of grace, this is my country

To the great people to the great people, they are my family

Maisha - This song is sung in Kiswahili and is about how “life is hard” and calls on the listener
“let’s find a way to make life easy.”
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Balady (My Country)
Baladi song is the contradiction of wealth and hunger, poverty and generosity, in my
country

The grace is abundant in my country,

and the generosity is fluttering high,

my wish is to see it in peace,

There absolutely no reason for the hunger,

nothing but a really negligent and loud government

Our Nile is running with overwhelming grace,

yet all the grace has been devoured by the fraudulent ones
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We want to live with dignity
We want to live with dignity.

Bargan (Lightning)

This song talks about a girl missing her lover, and explains how she waits for his love
letters, his name is Osman, Osman is a common name in Sudan, it's used symbolically
here, she does not want to wait in vain, so she is urging him to come back in a hurry.

Uhuru -This song is called Freedom in Kiswahili and repeatedly calls for “Freedom for all”
throughout the song in French, Spanish and English as well. The lyrics call for freedom for each
other “Freedom for me, freedom for you.”
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[English]
Freedom, Uhuru x2
Freedom for all, Uhuru x2
[Spanish]
Liibertad para todos
[French]
Liberté pour tous
[KiSwanhili]
Uhuru, cawa wo tay
Uhuru, cawa mi ray ray
(Arabic)
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Hollow Man

| went to a dreary place

This was not my plan

Sitting there upon the steps

I met a hollow man

| wondered if he needed
Anything to ease his pain
When | asked him he replied,

cagal day
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“I don’t feel a thing.”

| picked him up and smacked him

On his back to make him cough

And when | did a tone rang out

As clear and sweet as bouillon broth
He said...

“Like a drum, like a hollow guitar strum
“Like a bell. Ring me, play me, sing me and be sung!” (x3)
I am a hollow man.

When | am upon the sea

This situation leaves me

With a certain floating feeling.

I am a hollow man
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When | am a bell

Someone just needs to tap me
And my skin it starts to hum

I am a hollow man

When | am a bell

Pick up your stick, give me a lick
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Watch my tone start to swell!

He said...

“Like a drum, like a hollow guitar strum
“Like a bell. Ring me, play me, sing me and be sung!” (x3)
One of the drawbacks

Of being a hollow man...

Folks try to fill you up

With everything they can

They fill you up with grief

And greed and hate and need

They fill you up with tunes and

Other things you don’t need.
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Oh give me an empty drum

Let me play it

Give me an empty banjo

Let me strum

He said...

“Like a drum, like a hollow guitar strum
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“Like a bell. Ring me, play me, sing me and be sung!” (x3)
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Tala’al-Badru ‘alayna (The Full Moon Rose Over Us)
is a traditional Islamic song known as nasheed that the Ansar (residents of
Madinah) sang for prophet Muhammad (PBUH) upon his arrival at Madinah

The full moon rose over us

From the valley of Wada

And it is incumbent upon us to show gratitude

For as long as anyone in existence calls out to [Allah]
Oh our Messenger amongst us

Who comes with the exhortations to be heeded

You have brought to this city nobility

Welcome you who call us to a good way.

Thirty Reasons

Life is full of pain

Such hopelessness

No matter what you try to make come to life
It's a bitter trail to follow

One foot behind the other

Stand up and talk to your father

Fathers listen close and

And give your son some time alone
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Islamic
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nasheed
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ansar_(Islam)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muhammad
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Medina

Listen to the anger storm

Bring it back home

Facing up to fury

Facing signs of exhaustion

It's a cowboy in a can

I's a boy alone...

Chorus:

What does it mean when you got to go to work?
What does it mean when you got to work hard?
What does it mean when it doesn’t mean a thing?

Doesn’t mean a thing, doesn’t mean nothing, doesn’t mean nothing?
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| can think of thirty reasons

Why I'm where | am today

All the things | didn’t do

All the things | did

| don’t have a lot of regrets

Because I'm still to young to

Say I'll never get to do this or that. But,

I'll never be an American

I’ll never be a mother

I'll never take my vacations in Hawaii

I am too smart to do that

Chorus:

What does it mean when you got to go to work?
What does it mean when you got to work hard?
What does it mean when it doesn’t mean a thing?
Doesn’t mean a thing, doesn’t mean nothing, doesn’t mean nothing?
Somewhere in the back

Of all this hand to hand

Grinding on a big knife

Living out my days as catch can

Against the backdrop

Of a well known museum

Crying ‘Where are my muscles?!

Where are my muscles?!

Someone told me how to live my only life in peace

Someone else just told me how to live it better

Someone told me everything is wrong...

Maybe they are right. Maybe I’'m the only man alive tonight...
Chorus:

What does it mean when you got to go to work?

What does it mean when you got to work hard?

What does it mean when it doesn’t mean a thing?

Doesn’t mean a thing, doesn’t mean nothing, doesn’t mean nothing?
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Samra in Ontario
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(A Welcome to) Samra (The dark-skinned girl)
Samra is a regionally known mystic name for dark skin ladies, in a flirting conversation
with Samra, the words of this song glorify the Sudanese lady and talk about her traits
and looks, the song starts with these lines praising the Samra lady:

Alaila ya Samra ya Samara Alaila ya Samra
You are light spirited, your beauty is inherited

You are Sudanese, for all these, I'll keep you inside my Iris
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CHORUS
A lay li ya samra ya samra
Jssi
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| went down to Lake Ontario

Watch the waves come take the water away
By the shores of Lake Ontario

We’'ve arrived and made ourselves at home
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Not what | would call a paradise
Or a new world dream for me
It's a practical place to be
Where the cold can make it clean
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Come and live with us on sparkling shore
We've got enough and then some more
Come and live with us on sparkling shore
We've got enough and then some more
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Ya samra

| went down to Lake Ontario
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Watch the waves come take the water away
Cars and trucks and little white ducks and
All the treasures that bring you luck

By the lake there’s lots of waves to

Push the sand in take the water away
Watch the sky the ducks are on the wing
All the children standing up to sing...
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