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Everybody loves a story, and there is special
and long-lasting magic in a story told in song,
where the dramatic action is strengthened by the
emotional impact of a molody. It is not a matter
of accident that some of the ballads in this album
have been enjoyed for hundreds of years, and are
still going strong.

The purpose of the ballad is to carry the news--
to tell the story of lovers or of battles, of
heroic and tragic happenings. The story is
tersely told, stripped of all but most significant
details. But the telling is more than a factual
account: here we have news colored by comment;
the feeling of singer and audience is deeply in-
volved. The story must ring true and the theme

must be relevant to the experience of the audience.

In the early years of America when ballad sing-
ing was a living art the old ballads brought over
from Europe were creatively changed so they had
meaning and importance for the pioneer genera-
tions. The old songs acquired the language and
local color of the region in which they took root.
Barbara Allen became a local girl, and the
heartless lovers and false ladies became natural-
ized citizens of the new land.

There were important reasons why the ballad
flourished in horse and buggy days. Do-it-your-
self entertainment was a necessity in those days
when communities were isolated and people had
to exist on their own cultural resources. I have
heard tell of the swapping of ballads in church-
yards before meeting time, on election day or at
barn raisings. And I was very privileged to know
one of the ballad singers who survived from the
age of homespun--George Edwards, the folk
minstrel of the Catskills., He was a gnarled

and weatherbeaten old man when I knew him, and
he sang in a simple and unadorned style, without
musical accompaniment. As he sang with
closed eyes, slumped in his chair beside the

old box stove, the old ballads came to life in

an exciting and memorable experience.

There is no reason why the ballad cannot again
come into its own as a vital art form. All the
fundamental elements needed are still with us:
the universal love of a good, rousing story,

the great themes that have always been fit
material for narrative ballads, and creative
singers who can transform and interpret the

old ballads so they have important meaning for
us, and who can make new ballads for our times.

This album is an excellent contribution to a
revived interest in the ballad. Here we have a
range of choice, from the oldest ballads to com-
paratively recent ones, from '"Barbara Allen"
to "Jesse James''. And no better choice of
singer could have been found than Pete Seeger,
America's foremost balladeer, who combines

a sensitivity to traditional singing styles with

a feeling for the ballad as a living, contem-
porary form.

Norman Studer

&

SIDE I, Band 1: PRETTY POLLY

So many heroines in these ballads are named
Polly. I would say that the story probably
originated with an actual event, and was only
changed slightly from time to time as the song
was revived by a similar event.

I courted pretty Polly the live-long night (2)
And left her next morning before it was light.

"Pretty Polly, pretty Polly, go along with me
Before we get married some pleasure to see."

He led her over hills and the valley so deep (2)
Until pretty Polly she commenced to weep.

He led her a little farther and what did they
spy (2)
But a new-dug grave with a spade lying by.

"O Willy, O Willy, I'm afraid of your way (2)
I'm afraid you will lead my poor body astray."

"Pretty Polly, pretty Polly you guessed just
about right (2)
I dug on your grave biggest part of last night."

She throw'd her arms around him and trembled
with fear (2)
"How can you kill a girl that was to you so dear?"

He stabbed her to the heart, her heart's blood
it did flow (2)
Into the grave pretty Polly did go.

He throw'd a little dirt over her and started

for home

Leaving nothing behind but the wild birds to
moan.

SIDE 1, Band 2: JOHNSON

(The Three Butchers)

More complete versions of this song identify
it as a Child Ballad known as 'The Three
Butchers'.

Johnson he was riding along fast as he could
ride,

When he thought he heard a woman, he heard
a woman cry.

Johnson getting off his horse, searching the
woods all around

When he came upon a woman with her hair
pinned to the ground.

"Woman, dearest woman, who brought you
here for to span,

Who that brought you here this morning with
your hair pinned to the
ground ?"

"It were three bold and struggling men with
swords keen in hand,

Who that brought me here this morning with
my hair pinned to the
ground, "




Well, Johnson being a man of his own, being
a man and bold,

He taken off his overcoat to cover her from the
cold.

Johnson getting on his horse, the woman getting
on behind,

Then they rode down that lonesome highway their
fortunes for to find.

They were riding all alone fast as they could
ride,

When she threw her fingers to her lips and gave
three shivering cries.

Out sprung three bold and struggling men with
swords keen in hand

Who that commanded Johnson, commanded him
to stand.

I will stop, then said Johnson, I will stop said
he,
For I never was in all my life afraid of any three.

Johnson killing two of them, not watching the
woman behind;

While he was at the other one, she stabbed him
from behind.

The day was free and a market day, the people
all passing by,

Who that saw this awful murdering, saw poor
Johnson die.

SIDE I, Band 3: JOHN HENRY

Research claims to have traced the origin of
this ballad to the building of the Swannanoa
tunnel through the West Virginia mountains dur-
ing the 1870's, although many versions of the
song are known, claiming the hero for other
states and other industries. The steam drill,
predecessor to the modern pneumatic jack-
hammer, was introduced around that time; an
ungainly machine cradled in a tall tripod. The
'shaker' was the man who held the long steel
drill, turning it slightly every stroke, to help

it bite into the rock. When the hole reached the
required depth, the drill was removed, a charge
of dynamite inserted, and following the blast,
more drilling would carry the tunnel deeper into
the mountains.

The captain said to John Henry, "I'm gonna
bring that steam drill
around,
I'm gonna bring that steam drill out on the job,
I'm gonna whup that steel on down. (lord, Lora!) (4)

John Henry told his captain, "Lord, a man ain't
nothing but a man,

But before I'd let your steam drill beat me down,

1'd die with a hammer in my hand!" (Lord, Lord) (4)

John Henry said to his shaker, shaker why don't you

sing, and
Because I'm swinging thirty pounds from my hips on
down;

Just listen to that cold steel ring. (Lord, Lord) (4)

Now the captain said to John Henry, "I believe
that mountain's caving in."

John Henry said right back to the captain,

""Ain't nothing but my hammer sucking wind. "
(Lord, Lord) (4)

Now the man that invented the steam drill,
he thought he was mighty
fine,
But John Henry drove fifteen feet,
The steam drill only made nine. (Lord, Lord) (4)

John Henry hammered in the mountains, his
hammer was striking fire,

But he worked so hard it broke his pore heart

And he laid down his hammer and he died.
(Lord, Lord) (4)

Now John Henry had a little woman,

her name was Polly Anne,
John Henry took sick and had to go to bed
Polly Anne drove steel like a man,

(Lord, Lord) (4)

So every Monday morning when the blue birds
begin to sing

You can hear John Henry a mile or more;

You can hear John Henry's hammer ring,
(Lord, Lord) (4)

SIDE I, Band 4: JAY GOULD'S DAUGHTER

Folksongs usually run in families, and here is
a first cousin of the better known Casey Jones.
Verses about Jay Gould, the Wall Street rail-
road magnate, were common among hoboes: "I
know Jay Gould, he's a good friend of mine, and
that's why I'm riding on his railroad line' and so
on. In this genre of Negro balladry the exact
story was traditionally more vague, and any
verse of good poetry, philosophic or sarcastic,
could be inserted to deepen the general mood.
The same principle holds in similar ballads,
such as '"Frankie and Johnny'' or '"The Boll
Weevil'"'.

On a Monday morning it begin to rain

'Round the curve come a passenger train;

On the blinds was hobo John,

He's a good old hobo but he's dead and gone.
(repeat)

Jay Gould's daughter said before she died

Pappa fix the blinds so the bums can't ride;

If ride they must, they got to ride the rod,

Let them put their trust in the hands of God.
(repeat)

Jay Gould's daughter said before she died

Two more trains I would like to ride;

Jay Gould said daughter what can they be,

There's the Southern Pacific and the Santa Fee.
(repeat)

Jay Gould's daughter said before she died
There's two more drinks I would like to try;
Jay Gould said daughter what can they be,
A glass of water and a cup of tea.

(repeat)



Charlie Snyder was a good engineer

Told his fireman not to fear;

Said pour on your water, boy, shovel on your
coal,

Stick your head out the window, see the drivers
roal. (repeat)

SIDE I, Band 5: TITANIC DISASTER

For many children in summer camps today,
this is more a comic song than the tragedy
it was originally intended. But folksongs
tend to change with their audience or get left
behind. Negro balladsingers once had
sardonic verse telling how the captain of the
ship refused passage to the colored prize-
fighter, Jack Johnson.

It was on one Monday morning just about one
o'clock

When that great ship Titanic began to reel and
rock.

People began to scream and cry, saying Lord
am I going to die,

It was sad when that great ship went down.

Chorus:

It was sad, it was sad,

It was sad when that great ship went down,

Husbands and wives, little children lost their
lives,

It was sad when that great ship went down.

When that ship left England it was making for
the shore

The rich refused to associate with the poor;

So they put the poor below, they were the first
to go,

It was sad when that great ship went down.

Chorus:

While they were building they said what they
would do

We will build a ship that the water can't go
thru;

But God with power in hand showed the world
it could not stand,

It was sad when that great ship went down.

Chorus:

Those people on that ship were a long ways from
home —

With friends all around they didn't know that
the time had come;

Death came riding by, sixteen hundred had to
die,

It was sad when that great ship went down.

Chorus:

While Paul was sailing his men all around

God told him that not a man should drown

If you trust in me and obey, I will save you
all today,

It was sad when that great ship went down.

You know, it must have been awful with those
people on the sea

They say that they were singing nearer my
God to thee;

While some were homeward bound, sixteen
hundred had to drown

It was sad when that great ship went down.

SIDE I, Band 6: LADY MARGARET
(Fair Margaret and Sweet William)
(Child #74)

This ballad was one of the first I ever learned,
in 1935, from the country lawyer and old-time
banjo picker of Ashville, North Caroliha, Bas-
com Lunsford. My thanks to him. It is a
medieval vignette, and the last verses describ-
ing the conversation between Lady Margaret's
ghost and her false lover are as close as we get
to superstition in this LP.

Lady Margaret sitting in her high hall door
Combing her long yellow hair.

She saw sweet William and his new made bride
Riding from the church so near.

She throw'd down her ivory comb

She throw'd back her long yellor hair.
Said, "I'll go down to bid him farewell
Never more go there,"

It was all lately in the night,

When they were fast asleep.

Little Margaret appeared all dressed in white,
Standing at their bed feet.

""Well, how do you like your pillow, said she
How do you like your sheet?

How do you like that gay young lady

Lying in your arms asleep?"

"Very well do I like my pillow, said he
Very well do I like my sheet.

But better do I like that fair young lady
Standing at my bed feet. "

e s e s e s

Once he kissed her lily-white hand,

Twice he kissed her cheek.

Three times he kissed her cold corpsy lips
Fell in her arms asleep.

O, is little Margaret in her room

Or is she in the hall?

No little Margaret is in her coal-black coffin
With her face turned to the wall.

SIDE I, Band 7: JOHN HARDY

Here again research has traced the ballad to
its source (if there can ever be such a thing
as one source for a ballad showing the handi-
work of many musicians), to court records in
West Virginia of the trial and execution of




John Hardy, in 1894. Beyond that, we cannot
vouch for the fictional or factual status of the
song, since so many verses are common to
other ballads as well.

John Hardy was a desperate little man

He carried two guns every day,

He shot down a man on the West Virginia
line,

You ought've seen John Hardy getting
away. (poor boy) (2)

John Hardy traveled to the Freestone Bridge
There, he thought he was free,
But up stepped the marshall, took him by the
arm
Says, '"Johnny come along with me."
(poor boy) (2)

John Hardy had a ma and a pa,
Sent for them to go his bail,
But no bail's allowed on a murdering charge
So they laid John Hardy back in jail.
(poor boy)  (2)

John Hardy had a little girl
The dress that she wore was blue,
She come skipping to that old jail hall
Saying 'Johnny I been true to you."
(poor boy)  (2)

John Hardy stood in his jail cell

The tears running down each eye,

Said I been the death of many a poor man
And now I am ready to die. (poor boy)  (2)

I been to the east, I been to the west

I traveled the wide world 'round,

I been to the river and I been baptized

You can take me to my hanging ground.
(poor boy)  (2)

Well, they hung John Hardy on the following
morn
They strung him way up in the sky,
The last words I heard that poor boy say
My six-shooter never told a lie.
(poor boy)  (2)

SIDE II, Band 1: THE GOLDEN VANITY

Among the many hundreds, perhaps thousands of
varient melodies, this version is one of the most
recent. It was learned from a recording made by
the Carter Family, one of the most popular of the
commercial singers of southern country music
during the Nineteen Thirties. Rumor has it that
the captain in the original story was Sir Walter
Raleigh. This may be unfair. We do not know.

There was a lofty ship and she put to sea

And the name of this ship was the Golden Vanity
As she sailed upon the low and lonesome low

As she sailed upon the lonesome sea.

She had not been out but two weeks or three
When she was overtaken by a Turkish Revelee

As she sailed upon the low and lonesome low
As she sailed upon the lonesome sea.

Then up spake our little cabin boy

Saying ''What will you give me if I will then destroy
If I sink them in the low and lonesome low

If 1 sink them in the lonesome sea?"

"O, the man that them destroys, ' our captain then
replied,

""Five thousand pounds and my daughter for his bride

If he sinks them in the low and lonesome low

If he sinks them in the lonesome sea."

Then the boy smote his breast and down jumped he
He swum till he came to the Tuxrkish Revelee

As she sailed upon the low and lonesome low

As she sailed upon the lonesome sea.

He had a little tool that was made for the use
He bored nine holes in her hull all at once
And he sunk her in the low and lonesome low
He sunk her in the lonesome sea.

He swum back to his ship and he beat upon the side

Cried, '"Captain pick me up for I'm wearied with the
tide

1 am sinking in the low and lonesome low

1 am sinking in the lonesome sea. "

"No! I will not pick you up' the captain then replied

"I will shoot you I will drown you I will sink you in
the tide

I will sink you in the low and lonesome low

I will sink you in the lonesome sea. "

""If it was not for the love that I bear for your men
I would do unto you as I did unto 'them'

I would sink you in the low and lonesome low

I would sink you in the lonesome sea. "

Then the boy bowed his head and down sunk he
Farewell, farewell to the Golden Vanity

As she sails upon the low and lonesome low
As she sails upon the lonesome sea.

SIDE II, Band 2: BLACK JACK DAVY
(Gypsy Davy)
(Child #200)

The melody sung in this version was learned
from a man in upstate New York, a mechanic
in the American Locomotive works at Schenec-
tady. He said his mother, whose family had
earlier come up from Rhode Island, had taught
him the song. The verses, however, have
been pieced together from other sources, since
he could only remember three.

Black Jack Davy come a-riding along
Singing so loud, and gaily,

He sang so loud the wildwoods rung,
He charmed the heart of a lady.

Refrain:
Come a raddle raddle lingo lingo ling
Raddle raddle lingo, Davy (repeat)

How old are you my pretty little miss
How old are you my honey,



She answered him with a tee hee hee,
I'll be sixteen next Sunday.

Refrain:

Come, go with me my pretty little miss
Go with me my honey,

I'll take you across the deep blue sea
You'll never want for money.

Won't you pull off those high-heeled shoes
Made of Spanish leather,

Won't you put on some low-heeled shoes
We'll ride off together.

Refrain:

She soon pulled off those high-heeled shoes
Made of Spanish leather,

She put on those low-heeled shoes

They rode off together.

Refrain:

It was late at night when the Lord came home
Inquiring for his lady,

The servants said on every hand

She's gone with the Gypsy Davy.

Refrain:

Go saddle me my buckskin mare

The gray is not so speedy,

I'll ride all day and I'll ride all night
Till I overtake my lady.

Refrain:

He rode till he came to the deep, below
The stream was deep and muddy,

The tears come a-trickling down his cheeks
For there he spied his lady.

Refrain:

How can you leave your house and land
How can you leave your baby,

How can you leave your husband dear
To go with the Gypsy Davy.

Refrain:

Very well can I leave my house and land
Very well can I leave my baby,

Much better can I leave my husband dear
To go with the Gypsy Davy.

Refrain:

I won't come back to you my love

I won't come back my husband,

No I wouldn't give a kiss from David's lips
For all your land and money.

Last night I lay on a goose-feather bed
Beside my husband and baby,

Tonite I lay on the cold, cold ground
Beside the Gypsy Davy.

She soon run through her gay clothing
Her velvet shoes and stockings,

Her golden rings on her finger was gone
And the gold plate off her bosom.

Once I had a house and land

A feather-bed and money

But now I have come to an old straw pad
With nothing but Gypsy Davy.

SIDE II, Band 3: THE FARMER'S CURST
WIFE

(Child #278)

I would lay this song alongside Barbara Allen
as being the most well known English ballad in
America. It is known in a thousand and one
varieties, but nearly always has some sort of
nonsense refrain.

There was an old man lived over the hills
If he aint moved out he's living there still,
Come a fa-dee-ing, ding, da dee-ing, etc.

Well, the devil come up to him one day
Said one of your family I'm gonna take away.

Please don't take my eldest son

There's work on the farm and it's got to be done.

O, it's not your eldest son I crave
It's your scolding wife I'm going to take away.

Well, the old man jumped up with a start
Saying you can take her with all my heart.

The devil picked her up upon his back
He looked like an eagle scared off the wrack.

He carried her on about a mile down the road
Saying old woman you're a helluva load.

He carried her down to the gates of hell
Saying poke up the fire we'll scortch her well

There were two little devils with ball and chain

Up with her foot and she kicked out their brains.

Nine little devils went climbing up the wall

Saying take her back daddy, she'll murder us all.

I get up next morning, I peeked out of the crack

I seen the old devil dragging her back.

He said here's your wife, both sound and well

If I had kept her there longer she'd have torn up

hell.

This only goes to show what a woman can do
She can whup out the devil and her husband too.

It shows one advantage women have over men
They can go down to hell and come back again.

SIDE II, Band 4: DOWN IN CARLISLE
(In Castyle There Lived A Lady)

This story undoubtedly goes back to Roman
days, if not earlier. The better known ver-
sion has the brave gallant finally throwing
the fan in the face of the lady who wanted him
to risk his life for her pleasure, but we give
the song here almost exactly as learned from
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a recording (now in the Library of Congress
Folklore Archives) made in 1937 by Clay
Walters of Salyersville, Kentucky.

Down in Carlysle there lived a lady
Being both beautiful and gay,

She was determined to live a lady
No man on earth could her betray.

Unless it were a man of honor

A man of honor and high degree;

Then there approached two loving soldiers
This fair lady for to see.

One being a brave lieutenant
A brave lieutenant and a man of war,

The other being a brave sea-captain
Captain of a ship that's come from far.

Then up spoke this fair young lady -
I can be but one man's bride,

If you will return tomorrow morning
On this case we will decide.

She ordered her a span of horses

A span of horses at her command,
And they rode down the hill together
Till they came to the lions' den.

And there they stopped and there they halted
While the two stood gazing around;

And for the space of a half an hour

This young lady lies speechless on the ground.

Then after a while she did recover
She throw'd her fan to the lion's den,
Said which of you to gain a lady

Will return my fan again.

Then up spoke the brave lieutenant
In a voice both loud and high,

I know I am a dear lover of women
But I will not risk my life for love.

Then up spoke the brave sea-captain
In a voice both loud and clear,

I know I am a dear lover of women

I will return your fan or die.

Then into the lions' den he boldly entered
The lions being both wild and fierce,

He walked around and in among them
Then returned her fan again.

And when she saw her true love a-coming
Seeing no harm had come to him,

She throw'd her head upon his bosom
Saying here's the prize that you have won.

SIDE II, Band 5: ST. JAMES HOSPITAL

This song is one of a large family, all de-
scended from a street broadside of the late
18th Century known as 'The Unfortunate

Rake'. It travelled to the new world, where
the rake became a sailor, a lumberjack, a
miner, a cowboy, as each ballad singer re-
shaped the story to suit a local situation. This
version was recorded in Texas by John Lomax,
from the singing of James Baker, in 1934,

Early one morning I passed the St. James
Hospital

Early one morning in the month of May;

When I looked through the window

I spied a dear cowboy, I spied a dear cowboy
as cold as clay.

Come sit you down by me and hear my sad
story

Come sit you down by me and sing this song,

My sad heart is breaking

For my poor head is aching

I am a poor cowboy and know'd I done wrong.

Send for the doctor to heal up my body
Send for the preacher to pray for my soul
My sad heart is breaking

My poor head is aching

I am a poor cowboy and hell is my doom.

Get sixteen young maidens to carry my coffin

Get sixteen young maidens to sing this song

And tell them to bring some of them sweet
smelling roses

So they can't smell me as we ride along.

Beat the drum slowly and play the fife lowly

Sing the death march as you carry me along,

And over my coffin throw bunches of lilys,

There goes a poor cowboy and he know'd he
done wrong-.

SIDE II, Band 6: JESSE JAMES

Jesse James was a lad, he killed many a man
He robbed the Glendale train;

He took from the rich and he gave to the poor
He'd a hand and a heart and a brain.

Oh Jesse had a wife to mourn for his life
Three children, they were brave;
But that dirty little coward that shot
Mr. Howard
He laid poor Jesse in his grave.

It was on a Saturday night and the moon was
shining bright,

The y robbed the Glendale train,

With the agent on his knees, he delivered up
the keys

To these outlaws Frank and Jesse James.

The people held their breath when they heard
of Jesse's death

They wondered how he ever came to fall;

Robert Ford, it was a fact, shot Jesse in the
back

While Jesse hung a picture on the wall,

O Jesse was a man, a friend of the poor
He'd never rob a mother or a child;

He took from the rich and he gave to the poor
So they shot Jesse James on the sly.

Well, this song was made up by Billy Gachet,

As soon as the news did arrive;

He said there was no man with the law in his
hand

Who could take Jesse James when alive.



Well, slowly, slowly got she up

And slowly went she nigh him;

But all she said as she passed his bed
Young man I think you're dying.

Then lightly tripped she down the stairs
She heard those church bells tolling;
And each bell seemed to say as it tolled
Hard-hearted Barbara Allen.

SIDE II, Band 7: BARBARA ALLEN

(Child #84)

O, mother, mother go make my bed
And make it long and narrow;

Sweet William died for me today
I'll die for him tomorrow.

In Scarlet Town where I was born
There was a fair maid dwelling;
Made many a youth cry well-a-day
Her name was Barbara Allen.

They burried Barbara in the old church yard
They buried Sweet William beside her;

Out of his grave grew a red, red rose

And out of hers a briar.

It was-in the merry month of May

When green buds they were swelling;
Sweet William came from the west country
And he courted Barbara Allen.

They grew and grew up the old church wall
Till they could grow no higher;

And at the top twined in a lovers' knot

The red rose and the briar.

He sent his servant unto her

To the place where she was dwelling;

Said my master's sick, bids me call for you
If your name be Barbara Allen.
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FP48/5 FRONTIER BALLADS, VoL. 1

FP48/6 FRONTIER BALLADS, VOL. 2

FP48/7 BALLADS—CIVIL WaAR (18 o~1861
FP48/8 BALLADS—CiviL WAR (l 61-1865
FP48/9 AMERICAN HERITAGE 1, Colonial Days
FP48/10 AMERICAN HERITAGE 2. Colonial Davs
FP48/11 AMERICAN HERITAGE 1, Revolution
g_g{ /12 AMERICAN HERITAGE 2, Post-Revolution

COURTING & COMPLAINT, .Pbm Beeger
FP61s PENNSTLYANIA DuUTOR SoNa

2-10” 33/, RPM, LIST $10

FP5001 FP48-1 & FP48-21N DILU!IALIIJI Box'

2 BALLADS8—WAR oF 1812 (1799-1816)

3 FroNTIER BALLADS, VOLS. 1 2

4 Eu.uns—gmn “fn (1830- ulni)
MERICAN aon, Colowial Days

6 AMBRICAN Hmmitaan, Freedom

127 33, RPM, LIST $5.95

FP66 .OLp Hamr SiNGING, East Tenne.
Nsw YOoRK 1) Doc. W Tony Bchmru
UEvA YORK, DoC. Bchwartz
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B
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FP61 Hymns & CanoLs, Andrew R. Summers
FP62 T

ExcHaNan, Doc. 'owy Bchoarts
FP64 UNQUIET GRAVE, Andrew R. Summers
FP12 F18K JURILER SINGERS. 8 wals
FP78/1 D ror Gi 13
FP85/1 TALKING UNION, Pete Seeger
FP85, SiNG, Pete See;
FP85/3 Lovs SoNas, Pete Bceger

FP650 MUSIO yEOM THE . Brass Bonds
Horacobprott. Noot
FP662 MUsIC YROM THE SOUTH,
8 No. 2

orace Byrott,
FP663 MusiC ¥ROM THER SouTH,
Horace Bprott, No. 3
FP664 Music yROM 'nuDBolrn!.

wsters No. 1
FP$66 Muric F'RoM THE son'lll.
Elder Bongsters No. 2

FP671 Bix aND 1m'nlu Bnln
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MILLIONS OF Mumcuul (&:n‘nm Doc.)

FOLKWAYS RECORDS

The World’s Leading Preducer of AUTHENTIC FOLK MUSIC on Records

2-12 35, RPM, LIST $11.99
FP241 Lzap Berry's LasT Smssions, VoL. 1
FP242 Lmap BELLY'S LaST Sm8siONs, VoOL. 2

ETHNIC FOLKWAYS LIBRARY

12 33, RPM, LIST $5.95

P401  S10UX AND NavAJO
un'oml. AFRICA
P403 DauMs or

5404 FOLE MOSIC OF ‘l‘unxu

40! FoLE MUyIC OF ETHIOPLA

P40 BaLl, JAvA, SUMATRA, MALAYA
40 C or Ham

P40

40!

P41

s1c o¥ CuBa
P411 FoLk Music or SPAIN
P413 INDIAN MusiC OF MEXICO
P414 FoLK MusiC OF FRANCR
P416 KoLk MUsiC oF PxRU
P416 UZzBEK, AZERBAIJAN. BUKHARA, ARMENIA
P41 NeparO FOLK MUSIC ALABAMA, Secular
P418 NBGRO FOLK MUSIC ALABAMA, Religious
P419 FoLkK Music oF RUMANIA, Bartok Coll.
P420 AMER. INDIAN MUBIC OF THE SOUTH WEST
P421 MusiC OF SOUTH ARABLA (Documentary)
P422 TRAD'L & CrLassIC MUusiC OF INDIA
P42 MUSIC OF SOUTHEAST
P42 Music oF KoREa
P42 FoLK MUSIC OF PAKISTAN

P42 PANISH & MBEXICAN Muslc or New Mex.
;:{ Music oF WESTERN CONG

P42 FOLK MUSIC OF JAPAN

P43/ ONGS AND PIPES OF THE HEBRIDES

P431  RELIGIOUS MUsIC OF INDIA

P43, ONGS AND DANCES or Haimi

43 MAORI SONGS OF NEW ZEALAND

P434 FoLK MUSIC OF YUGOSLAVIA

4356 BLACK CARIBS OF HONDURAS

P43 BURMESE FOLK & TRADITIONAL Music
P43 PAIN, FLAMENCO

P43 TRIBAL MUSIC OF AUSTRALIA

P44 RELIGIOUS SONGS & DRUMS OF BAHAMA
P44 DRUMS OF THE YORUBA OF NIGERIA
P44 MUSIC OF THE FALASHAS

P44 MUSIC OF THE UKRAINE

P44 FoLK MUSIC OF THE EsKIMO

P44 FLATHEAD INDIAN MURIC

P446 MUSIC OF THS.

P44 MUSIC OF THE AMAMI ISLANDS

P449 JaPAN—Buddhist Ritual

P460 Music or CaPe BrEToN

P451 BULU OF THE CAMEROONS

P4 3REEK FOoLK MUsIC

4 NDIANS OF THE UPPER AMAZON
P4 TEMIAR DREAM MUSIC

P461 JAMAICAN CULT MUSIC

P4 M M

P4

P4

P4

P4

MUBI
P4 Emlo Fo:.xuuulc ALABAMA, R. Amerson.
P472 NroRo FOLKMUSIC ALABAMA, R. Amerson,

VoL.
P473 NmoRO FOLEMUSIC ALABAMA, 8 4
P474 NpoRo FOLKMURIC ALARAMA, ayparties

P1008 FoLK l(nm‘ or NoRWAY
P1009 LiTHUANIAN FoLE Musio v U.S.

212 33/, RPA, LIST $11.99
Nweoro MUSIC OF AVRICA AND AMERICA
MUSIC OF THE MEDITERZANEAN

2
4 MuUBIC oF THE WORLD’S PROPLES, VOL. l
P606 Music or THE WoRLD'® PRoPLRR. VOL. 2

P56 ‘l' Music or THE WORLD'S Pwn.- Vor. 8
20
26

3

WonrLo'S VOCAL AnTS, Hewry Cowell
MUSIC ¥YROM ITALY, PARTs 1 & 2
MusicAL INSTRUMENTS, Curt Sachs

INTERNATIONAL SERIES
- S, W, U 55

g CaLyrso. MERINGURS. Native Musio
12° CHinmss CLassic Music

FP15 Soncs or Maxico, Trio Aguiliias
FP17~ ScormsH Baorirs TUNES

FP Imisa POPULAR DANCES

FP. CaNTORIALS, David Kusevitsk;
FP JewisH FoLK Sonas, Mark O

FP: FRENCH CANADIAN Foz.x Sonas, Mills
FP! CHINESE FoLK

FP {UNGARIAN FoLK sanan Buzy Sann
FP POLK MUBIC OF COLOMBIA

FPi ONGS AND DANCES OF Yuoo-uvu
FP ONGS AND DANCES OF AR

FP JONGS AND DANCES OF Swn‘znuxn
FP BWISH FRBILACH BONGS, Nazaraff
FPi RGENTINE FOLK SONGS

FP HaiTiaN FoLx sauou. Cuwu

FP ONGS & DAN ¥ GREEC

FP816/2 MBXICA! ol.x son-. Vo:. 2

FPi H G ITAR S0LOS, M

FP 814N FoLK Sonas, Piatnisky Chorus
FP ANADIAN NORTHWOODS BALLADS

FP AITIAN GUITAR SoLos, Casseus

FP FoLK SoNGs OF ENGLAND, House

FP824 GospeL SoNes (Bahamas)

FP gwisH FoLK SoNcs #2. Mark Olf
FP UKRANIAN CHRISTMAS SONGS

FP! ONGS & DANCES OF THE BAsQUE

FPi FOLK SONGS OF NIWFOUNDLAND Mills

FP! FoLK SoNGs OF l"n

FP833 CreoLr SONGS OF H

FP834 FoLK Music oF Honnvlu (Marimbas)
FP! WeLsH FoLK SoNGs (M. Evans)

FP! SPaNISH CHRISTMAS SONGS

FP PIANO MERINGUE - +ROM HaITI, Native
FP DurcH FoLk SoNGs

FP; ROBIN HooD BALLADS, House
FP CARIBEEAN DANCES, Many Islands
FP SRAEL, FoLK SoNGs, Hillel ¢ Aviva
FP SONGS FROM THE BisLe, Hillel & Aviva
FP GERMAN FOLK SONGS. Martha Schlamme
FP844 SwEDISH BALLADS, Sven—B. Taube
FP846 PORTUGUESE CHRISTMAS SONGS
FP848 PorisH FoLK SoNGs, Many Areas
FP911 FOLKSONGS OF FOUR CONTINENTS,
Song Swappers, Pete Seeger
FP912 A¥riCAN FoLK SoNGS, Bantu
Song Swanperu, Pete Seeger
FP914 CALYPSO VOL. 2, 'Lord Inv
FP916 ITALIAN SONGS AND DANCES, lmw Areas
FP917 ENGLISH FOLKSONGS, Cop
FP918 DuETs FROM FRENCH LANADA.
Baillargeon and Mills
FP919 CZECHOSLOVAKIAN F‘oLKuoNu!. Enight
FPM? FLAMENCO GUITAR, Mario dero
FP921 FoLk Music, Tadjik. Kn:uk eto.
FP922 GERMAN FAVORITE SONGS, Wolff
924 PUBRTO RICAN SONGS & DANCES

FP947 GERMAN CHRISTMAS SONGS, Wolff

12 33Y; RPM, LIST $5.95

FP62 Exoric DANCES, from many land:

FP54 RUSSIAN CHORAL, Buzant(ne Ukra(na etc.
FP66 HiNDU Music ( {on)

FPT76/1 SoNGs & TUNES OF Nlnuu.nln'.

aap Kuns
FP80/1 SONGS & DANCES OF TURKNY
FP80/2 SoNGs & DaNces or PuErTo Rico
FP80/3 SoNGs & DANCES OF YUGOSLAVIA

Tan
FP88/1 Al'n-lnn or THE WorLD, VOL. 1
FP88/2 ANTHEMS OF THE WORLD, VOL. 2

12 33, IPI I.Il'l' $5.95

F FREQUENCY ('l.‘-n RECORD)
FPX101 Scllnc. lﬂ Our Lives (C.

FPX120 SouNps oF AMER. TROP, RAIN ForesT
FPX121 SOUNDS OF THE SEA

FPX122 Smmnu OF AMERICAN SOUTHWEST
FPX123 Vox HUMANA

FPX124 SOUNDS OF Auuuu (Zoo & Firm)
FPX126 SOUNDS OF SEA ANIMALS (NO. 2 F'LORIDA)
FPX126 Tue Cnmvu. (THE MIDWAY AND

ROUN
FPX127 SOUNz‘l 4:,,' nlnlclLl Body Sounds,

FPX130 Solmn PATTER
FPX161 SOUNDS OF 4 somn AFRICAN HOMBSTRAD

CHILDREN'S SERIES

10 33Y, RPM, LIST $4.25
FP2 WHo BuiLt AMuERicA, Folk Songs

FP6 Sonas ToGrow ON Vor.. 1, Nurs. Days
FP7  Music Tius, char{tv
!‘on SoNas To GRow ON, VOL. 2, School Days
VoL.3, THis LaNp I8 MY LAND, Work Songs
FPIM FoLK TALES FROM INDONESIA
rpxu FoLK TaLms FROM WEST AFRICA
FP104 T DREA

03 STREET GAMES AND Sonns. YC

ON.
10 BmasTs, Bizos, Bugs & LiTrLe Fisams
(ant by Pete Seeger)

8 HES
RST ALBUM OF Jut. Hu hes
14 GaM= SoNas oF ANADA
21 ANIMAL SONGS, V(n. l luh
22 ANIMAL SoNGS, VOL. 2,
28 CaMP SoNGS
29 Sxir Rorm GaA
30 Sonos vor CaMP, The Wagon
THE WORLD OF MAN, VOL. 1 lan‘u Work
40 REYTHMSs oF WORLD, Langston Hughes

12 33Y; RPM, LIST $5.95
FP61 Dance-A-LoNa, Rhythms, Percussion
FP762 AMERICAN NBGRO H18TORY, L. Hughes

LITERATURE SERIES
12 33Y/; RPM, LIST $5.95
FP9 8. BrowN & L. HugHES, Rcadin‘r

Arna Bontemps
F‘PQ'J BHAGAVAD GITA & RAMAYANA. Excerpts
INFERNO (Jahn Ciardi)

F‘P97/ THR LATIN LANGUAGB, Moses Hadas

FP97/3 VIRGIL'S “THI ARNEID”, Moses Hadas

FP97/4 HeBREW LANGUAGE, Gas

FP97/6 CicERO. Moses Hadas

FP97/6 CARSAR. Moses Hadas

FP97/7 INFERNO IN ITALIAN, de Negri

FP97/8 As Ir, John Ciardi

Fpss/x EARLY ENGLISH BALLADS, K. Read
FP99  ALBERT—SAM SMALL—UTHERS (Hma)

212 337, RPM, LIST $11.90

FP93/4 Jamms Jovle Soc,, Finnegan’s Wak:
FP95/6 Po: u MONTAGE, 100 yrs. of French poun

JAZZ SERIES

12 33Y/; RPM, LIST $5.95

FP63 Jazz, VoL. 1, THE SOUTH

FPb66 Jazz, VoL. 2, THE BLUES

FP Jazz, VoL. 3, NEW ORLEANS

FP69 Jazz, VoL. 4, JAzZ SINGERS

FP63 Jazz, VoL. B, CHICAGO

. . 6, CHICAGO 3 2

FP67 “ Jazz, VoL. 7, NEw YORK (1922-34)
FP69 Jazz. VoL. 8. Bia BANDS before 1936
FP71 Jazz, VoL. 9, PiaNo

FP73 Jazz, VoL. 10, BooGiE, JUMP, K.C.
FP76 Jazz, Vor. 11, ADDENDA

|0" ll'/, lrl LIST 8435 (deluxe pkg. (D) $4.95)
NOTES T0 JAzZ, Baby Dodds Drum:
F‘P!z Fom‘nonn T0 JAZZ, lla,w L:u Wuuam'a

FP33 Fo0oTNOTES TO JAZZ, Art Tatum Trio
FP712 FIRST ALBUM OF JAu g

10 33Y/; RPM, LIST $4.25
FP303 6-STRING BANJO, Pete Seeger
7 w/, IPI LISY $5.95
FP364 GuITAR INSTRUCTION, Pete Seeger
2-10 33V, RPM, LIST $15.00 (with beek)
FP8001 SPANISH—SELF-TAUGHT
!al." l"/ RPM, LIST $10.00 (with text)
CH BM;'IK'! Sonas

Noun! SPEACH INSTRUCTION
(Wallace House)
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FP8010

6-10 33V, RPM, LIST $37.50 (wif
FP8002 l!l"(‘l"ulll x-.

FOLKWAYS RECORDS AND SERVICE CORP.

117 West 46th Street

* New York 36, N.Y.
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