
 

 





 



  



No one can hold all the water in the sea / In a crystal glass. 
How many drops do you have to drop / Till you see the tide rise? 
How many times has he made you smile? / This is no way to live. 
How many tears can you keep / In your crystal glass? 

If you're afraid, if you're in pain 
You've got to scream and run, run away. 

How many blows do the waves give / Throughout the day on the rocks? 
How many fishes do you have to catch 
To make a desert out of the bottom of the sea? 
How many times has he shut you up? / How long do you think you'll hold on? 
How many tears will you keep / In your crystal glass? 

If you're afraid, if you're in pain 
You've got to scream and run, run away. 





A sad girl in the mirror looks at me cautiously / and does not want to speak. 
There's a gray monster in the kitchen / that breaks everything, 
that doesn't stop screaming. 
I have a hand on the throut / that subtly prevents me from breathing. 
A blindfold covers my eyes. / I can smell the fear and it's coming. 
I have a knot in the strings that dirty my voice when I sing. 
I have a guilt that squeezes me. 
It sits on my shoulders, and I find it hard to walk. 

But I drew a purple door on the wall. 
And when I entered, I freed myself. 
Like to unfurl a ship's sail. 
I woke up in a green meadow far away from here. 
I ran, I screamed, I laughed. 
I know what I don't want. / Now I am safe. 

A flower that withers. 
A tree that does not grow because it is not its place. 
A punishment imposed on me. 
A verse that crosses me out and annuls me. 
I have the whole body chained. / Cracked hands. 
A thousand wrinkles on the skin. 
Ghosts speak behind the neck.  
The wound reopens and bleeds 
There's a goldfinch in my throat that flies hard. 
I have the need to turn the key and not look back. 

So, I drew a purple door on the wall. 
And when I entered, I freed myself  

… 
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So many times they killed me. 
So many times I died. 
Yet I am here, resurrecting. 
Thanks I give to my misfortune. 
And to the hand with a dagger 
because it killed me so badly. 
 

And I kept singing, 
Singing in the sun like the cicada. 
After a year underground 
like a survivor 
who comes back from the war. 
 

So many times they erased me, 
so often I could disappear. 
I went to my own funeral 
alone and crying. 
I tied a knot in the handkerchief 
But I forgot later. 
That was not the only time. 
 

And I kept singing 
Singing in the sun like the cicada 
…  
 

So many times they killed you. 
You will resurrect many times! 
So many nights you will spend 
Desperate 
At the hour of the shipwreck 
and of the one in the dark. 
Someone will rescue you 
to go singing. 
 

And I kept singing 
Singing in the sun like the cicada … 







The state shall tremble, even the skies, the streets. 
The judges shall tremble and the judicial. 
Today women shall take away our calm. 
They have sown fear in us, we have become wings.  

Every minute of every week. 
They steal friends from us, they kill us sisters. 
They destroy their bodies, they disappear. 
Don't forget their names, please, Mr. President. 

For all the companions marching in the city of Reform 
For all the girls fighting in Sonora 
For the female commanders fighting for Chiapas 
For all the mothers searching in Tijuana 



We sing without fear, we ask for justice. 
We scream for every missing woman. 
Let it resound loudly "we want each other alive!" 
Let with power the femicide fall. 

I burn everything, I break everything 
If one day some guy turns off your eyes. 
Nothing silences me anymore, this is all enough for me. 
If they touch one, we all respond. 

I'm Claudia, I'm Esther and I'm Teresa. 
I'm Ingrid, I'm Fabiola and I'm Valeria. 
I'm the girl you’ve broken down by force. 
I am the mother who now cries for her dead. 
And I'm the one that will make you pay the bills 
Justice, justice, justice! 

For all the companions marching in Reform 
For all the girls fighting in Sonora 
For the female commanders fighting for Chiapas 
For all the mothers searching in Tijuana 

We sing without fear, we ask for justice 
We scream for each missing 
Let it resound loudly "we want each other alive!" 
Let with power the femicide fall. 

And shall tremble all the capitals on earth 
To the roaring roar of love. 
And tremble the centres of the earth 
To the roaring roar of love. 



 



 





 





















 











 

https://wirtschaft-ist-care.org/
https://www.cfd-ch.org/admin/data/files/editorial_asset/file/445/210916_leporello_rz_d_online.pdf?lm=1632134051




 






