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Dont Forget !!!

There are no definitive answers to these 

questions.
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I want a country

Let the sky be blue, the branches be 

green, the fields be yellow;

Let it be the land of birds and 

flowers.

I want a country

Let there be no trouble in the head, 

no longing in the heart;

Let there be an end to the sibling 

fight.

I want a country

Let there be no difference between 

rich and poor, nor between you 

and me;

Let everyone have a home in the 

winter.

I want a country

Let living be from the heart, like 

loving;

If there is a complaint, let it be 

I want bread

Let every bite be precious, 

every slice be sacred;

Let the tables be a land of 

abundance.

I want bread

Let it be neither thrown away 

nor wasted;

Let it be shared in every home, 

eaten with friendship.

I want bread

Let there be no rich table, no 

poor hand outstretched;

Let every family have warm 

bread ready.

I want bread

Let it be consumed with respect 

and love;

If there is a problem, let it be 

free from waste.



If I cry, would you hear my voice, In 

my verses;

Can you touch my tears with your 

hands?

I didn't know that songs were so 

beautiful, and that words were 

inadequate, before I fell into this 

trouble.

I know there is a place;

It is possible to say anything;

I'm getting pretty close, I hear;

I can't explain.

As the crumbs fall to the 

ground,

Can you hear the whispering 

voice,

Between the lines;

Can you touch,

With your hands, the lost 

labor?

I did not know that bread was 

so valuable,

And that its waste was so cruel,

Before I saw it with my own 

eyes.

I know there is a place;

It is possible to understand 

every bite;

We have come very close, I feel 

it;

I cannot explain.



Thank you!
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