Sali pa' semana santa, Abril del '82,
aun llevo el olor a incienso,
a mi puebloy su dolor.

De prisa sin un adios,

sin plata un pantalén,
pensando volver muy pronto,
a mi pueblo El Salvador.

Ay que bonita es mi tierra,
te lo digo, compafiero.

Ay que bonita es mi tierra,
que lo sepa el mundo entero.

No puedo vivir aqui,

no puedo vivir alla,

sefores cuando tendremos,
un poquitito de paz.

Hoy vivo aqui en la Mount Pleasant,
frente a un palo de coyol,
pa' no morirme sofiando,
cantemos esta cancion.

Ningun ser humano es ilegal,
te lo digo, compafiero,

ningun ser humano es ilegal,
que lo sepa el mundo entero.

Nuwéon QETLHMMANO Ee
lLeeAL

Lib Gonzalez
Y Los de la Mt Pleasant

www.LiloGonzalez.com
www.facebook.com/TheLiloG

| left during Easter, April of '82,
| still carry the smell of incense,
of my people and of their pain.

In a hurry, with no goodbye's,

with no money and a pair of pants,
thinking of a prompt return,

to my land El Salvador.

Oh, my country is so beautiful,

| tell you, my friends.

Oh, my country is so precious,

| want the whole world to know.

[ can't live here,

[and] I can't live there,
when will be have,

a little bit of peace.

Now | live on Mount Pleasant street,
in front of a palm tree,

so | can stop dreaming of home,
let's all sing this song.

No human being is illegal,

| tell you, my friends,

no human being is illegal,
may the whole world know it.
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