Sine, as in ¥adrid the rifle-shots

 were drowned by voices singing, hearts made wabm

from acte of self-defence, the baricades
thrown upr with kitchen pots

~nd rattresses, confessiinals and cots
against the onslaught of machine-gun storm.
Sing, sing cut ! as lines collspse, re-form
as bombs hiss past, exnlosion blots

the acreaning child== nll Surope fallinp now.
Sinp,, t111 the erumblins ruin of our world
beco%qs a s'anping-ground for brotherhood:
Sing till the varricades of life are hurled

' agt#nst opnression-—-ging t111 benners blaze

in bne irperishable ery 'nfurledl



