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of a shelter firm. +| upon him.”
bl L a shartage of linen . .. [ saw one

ICm’lmn answered questions from s
about 100 of the estimated 3.000 n
persons who came tp the capitaly
to demand the repeal of the|

When a doorkecper at the en-
trance to the gallery refused to
admit some Negroes, they began|

a “freedom” song and|
‘were ordered out,

wonmap, who was wet up to her
neck and took a chill, give the aid
a doilar and bex her not to forget

! to come hack to take the bedpan

shelter law. 3o w .| fram under her . .. I went down-

The demonstrators carried Have we come to this as & socl- | stair< to get a vup of tea during

placards reading: *“Peace on | oty? Is it true thut we care more |ihe night. Couldn't find a tea

Earth—Not Under It" asd for our dogs than for our brothers? | hag, only cockroaches rurining
l PELRL DAVID, over the tablr,

“Holes Are for Moles, Not fo¢
le.” { ' New York, Fen. 1, 192,

Topical songs have been an important part of America's music
since early Colonial days, Many psople throughout the country
today are writing topical songs, and the only way to find out
if a song 1s good 1s to give it wide circulation and let the
singers and listeners decide for themselves., BROADSIDE'S aim
is not so much to select and decide as to circulate as many
songs as possible and get them out as quickly as possible.
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A SINGING BROADSIDE
By Gordon Friesen

Nobody knows when the first topical song was sung --
it is prehistoric, unrecorded, and fossil-less. It
might have been created by one of our earliest
cave-men on taking his place at the fire with his
fellow tribesmen. Perhaps something he considered
extremely important had happened to him that day;

he might have come upon strangers invading his tribe's
territory and the intruders had behaved in an insolent
and disrespectful manner toward him and his gods.

Now, too excited even to bolt his chunk of scorched
mastodan meat, he plunged immediately into a recital
of the event, feeling strongly he must try and move
his brothers into taking steps to right this wrong.
Stirred by emotion, he may have fallen into accidental
rhyme and chant. The sounds he made were so unique
and striking they were remembered, imitated, improved
upon, and passed down through countless generations.

All of this, of course, is speculation, but it serves
to illustrate the point that topical song as a means
of telling a story, expressing one's opinion, and
moving others to think about it is as 0ld as man's
time on earth. Songs and chants shared with straight
narration the burden of carrying man's history down
through successive generations until the great dis-
covery of writing. After that, a handed-down verbal
record was no longer necessary; but there was some-
thing about a song, the ability of the voice to

stir with its projections of anger, sorrow, disgust,
contempt, and many other moods, that could not be
captured as well by mere words on paper.

So topical songs persisted. The staid historian had
to draw the shutters to keep out the raucous cries

of the street singers who were recounting much
livlier and even competing versions of the same facts
he was trying to scratch down on a piece of parchment.
Nor did the invention of the printing press put a
crimp in their continued production. On the contrary,
they actually flourished as never before -- witness
the thousands of "broadside ballads" composed, printed
up, and sold for a penny or so in the streets of
British, and later American, cities beginning around
1500 and lasting right up into the 20th century. The
British Museum has no less than 12,000 different ones
in its collection! Additional thousands, sung and
then used as a household necessity, are admittedly
lost, probably forever, although their potential wvalue
is now such as to keep a whole host of collectors
poking into every nook and cranny of the British Isles.

The broadsides told about and often gave forthright
opinions on every conceivable subject -- wars and
revolutions, battles on land and sea, murders and
executions, outlaws and saints, politicians and
gentlemen, hard times and harder times, disasters on
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earth and fearsome apperitions in the sky (earlier
visits by flying saucers?) Their effect on the people
was recognized, respected -- and feared. Legislators
maintained that it was useless to try and effect re-
forms unless songs were first composed and sung wide-
ly in the streets to give the populace an idea of
wvhat was coming. A "very wise" English lord is
quoted as having said "If a man were permitted to write
all the ballads, he need not care who made the laws of
a nation." Some cities enacted by-laws suppressing
"songs and cries in the streets." In Edinburgh, sev-
eral poets were hanged for writing satirical ballads.

In the 17th century English broadsides found their
way to America, but Americans quickly began composing
their own. Young Ben Franklin was one of those writ-
ing his own broadsides and hawking them in the streets.
A great wealth of such songs was produced here during
the ensuing years; as late as the 1930's and early
'40's we had an especially heavy outpouring of topical
song, ballads about FDR, The Great Depression and the
New Deal, union struggles, war and peace, etc. Some
topical song writing, kept alive by the magazine

SING OUT and small recording companies like Fo 8,
persisted even through the McCarthyite period when
general fear to discuss the challenging ideas and is-
sues of our time led to one of the most stagnant and
wested periods in American history. But now the

dark shadow has lifted somewhat, and we are again wit-
nessing a revival of topical balladeering, of which
the songs in this album are a sampling.

All the songs in this album have appeared and are
available from the twice-monthly mimeographed mag-
azine BROADSIDE (P.O. Box 193, Cathedral Station,
New York 25, N.Y. - 1 year - $5), which in the first
year of its existence has published well over 100
new topical ballads. Royalties from the sales of
this album will go to support its continued publica-
tion. BROADSIDE extends special thanks to the ar-
tists for giving so generously of their time and
talent, and to Moses Asch and Folkways Records for
the vital role of producing this most unusual record.

(8is Cunningham, editor).

We do not know what stirrings went on in the hearts of the herds-
| men who tended the flocks of their patriarchal masters; or of the discon-
" tent smouldering in the breasts of those who toiled in the building of the
pyramids; who silently resented the crack of the foreman’s whip around
their shoulders, or the hatred for the scorn of those ‘who flung away to
die ‘xthose who could no longer do the work demanded of them. We can-
not tell how many mute-tongued rebels are now but deep dust in the
plains of old Mesopotamia, or deeper still in the sands of the Egyptian
deserts. We can surely guess that they were many, and, perhaps, spoke
their resentment and their hatred in whispered words to their toiling
comrades, or enshrined their feeling in a simple song, as so many workers
did in the years that were to follow.

Sean 0'Casey
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SIDE I, Bend 1: BLOYIN' IN THE WIND BLMW 1 N THE wIND
T N by Bos Dvian

Here is vhat the author himself had to say about D D
this song in the Oct.-Nov. 1962 issue of SING OUT o — + LY T
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"June 1962 -~ There ain't too much I can say about How many roads must a man walk down before he's called a man
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this song except that the answer is blowing in the

wind. It ain't in no book or movie or T.V. show or e e B
@scussion group. Man, 1t's in the wind -- and it's B e
m& m &oomot“t:.“:o:i; ;‘:‘,ﬂ: J How many seas must a white dove 1:1). before he sleeps in th’c sand
believe that. I still say it's in the wind and

Just like a restless piece of paper it's got to 3 . H——— — PN

come down some time... But the only trouble is that J == F

no one picks up the answer vhen it comes down so

2ot £00 le get to see and i 1%...and How many times must the cannonballs fly huro“.;,r‘or"or banned
then it flies avay again... I still say that some 7T

of the biggest criminals are those that turn their e T 1 T ot = T ?‘?‘. ‘: =
heads a vhen they see wrong and know it's wrong. d v——& £ —¢ e e T <
I'm only 21 years old and I knov that there's been a b ' 4n the wind, The answer is
b = Yol over 120 ‘ehauia The answer, my friend, is blowin ad,

better ... cause after all, you're older and smart- AZ

er." - Bob Dylan

< blowin' in the wind. HOW MANY YEARS CAN A MOUNTAIN EXIST,
BEFORE IT'S WASHED IN THE SEA

HOW MANY YEARS CAN SOME PEOPLE EXIST,BEFORE THEY'RE ALLOWED TO BE FREE
EOW MARY TIMES CAK A MAN TURN HIS HEAD,AND PRETEND HE JUST DOESN'T SEE

THE ANSWER, MY FRIEND, ete.

HOW MANY TIMES MUST A MAN LOOK UP, BEFORE HE CAN SEE THE SKY

HOW MANY EARS MUST ONE MAN HAVE, BEFORE HE CAN HEAR PEOPLE CRY

HOW MANY DEATHS WILL IT TAKE 'TIL HE KNOWS THAT TOO MANY PEOPLE HAVE DIED
THE ANSWER, MY FRIEND, etc.

SIDE I, Band 2: BALLAD OF OLD MONROE

(Words by Pete Seeger & Malvina Reynolds. Sung by

Pete Seeger).

There is very little one can say about this ballad Tune: *Poor Ellen Smith®
that the song itself doesn't already say. It tells Worda: Peter Seeger and
you the true and complete story, although it takes £4— G - - C G c Yalviza Reynolds
a little time. It was written in April, 1962,

at the request of the Committee to Ald the Mo T o e o s et L ST 17

T

T
Defendants. The tune is "Poor Ellen Smith", an old ¥ : S o '
Southern folk ; Honllmpruci 'W Gather 'round ne you Americans, if you belisve in right wund wrong. The newspapers have ignored this; I'lLl
Peter Seeger, with balf a dozen verses by Malvina
Reynolds. The facts in the case were supplied by a
detailed account from John Lowry, aged 20, of New
York, one of the Freedom Riders who volunteered to

Now, list < ame-up |
fiisten. focishe o < Perhans whan it gets to the Supreme Court
They'll get a better shake.

picket the Court House at Monroe, and a few days And make hin f1oe the 1md? But it's in the hearts of you and me,
later found himself facing a change of kidnapping. The papers and the TV The dezision mist be made.
Never told the story straight, A couple, by name of Stegall
Sn.unmm,lnu.lt.;ym' Hmm;m;m-eu. For we all arc just as guilty,
The Lenest facts relste. They drove right into Newtown; Till wo make that day to came
That was & bit too far. When lobert williams can return
Let m» taks you to a corner To his Union County hame.
Cf t'is world that we call free. For Negrces live in Newtown -
% } It's Yonroe, Norta Carolira, And on that fatal day # Aﬁd‘m &;o:::’::,
g .ig 5 ‘ihere the Xlan jules by decree. mq-ummunn--orwu-um,“;rmm,":“u
Against the K.K.K. 4
:5%3%5! Aﬂh’:ﬂ?‘mm i The Stegalls, they frightened SEERD M
ed long ago. galle, were 3
Sx38sq Vell, in August 1961 . They stopped at Williams' door. STiyn G MelieveShe eeds 1 vy
2388 i You should ha' beeu in old Monros.  And Robert Williams told the rowd oo 359 1% SOV YRITSERTL
T To let the Stegalls go. Bt Te carsfil 62 yois ReaTon
2:55555 It's a town of abovt ten thousand, e waiae ’ 2
And cor’C be a pretty place. coma my house.
‘:"‘-’8; L But there's vncertainty and fear Yﬂ'n'ﬂ’-mummm- ::H'Olﬁlm:ﬂﬂﬁhm,
“83a° To be sesn on many & face. And lilliams led the Stezalls s e
csss 3 5 e B Sl Tell them: this is the U.S.4
§g§33 3 X p o § o tomc though this man had them i
Al * “'s not ons town but twd to v And man saved » They say the German .
caigids On the right, Monroe is white Palice got on hds trail. et Byl it ol
i.S,E: aAnd on the left is Newtown kﬁh‘nhuﬁm;’;mdnrpl Uell, let American peonle
.Q ~ years to e in Jail. ¥
r}.ih:EE igstom Frovde Riders cam Tweaty See vhat fascists here can do.
- . gust . And then the mighty F.B.I. & mrder,
§§!‘:§"" At the call of yung Rob Williams  Joined in to help the Klan, z:::m:{uu ;
‘!.3.53 . To 3ee what could be done. \’l:uvku;-psmududuv And the Klu Klux Klan in old |
-] post offices through the land
t‘%ggs;:g Tobert, ¥il1ians s & Leoder, it e o By SxrElise
- . A glant cf a man. Saying Bob was armed and dangercus mington round
g3 Eg‘o‘é He said, let's protect our fanilies And schisophrenie, too, ::x:“in::‘ ..‘,d& e
aé:_i[; .g, Frou the violence of the Klan. As though to shoot him down on sight lllbmo,lbmc.rnu;u,
3_3, 2833 o Would be the safest thing to do. In the good old U.S.A.?
g EET 3 Klansme:, they got busy;
< g They came from everywhere, But Rob escaped to Canada, Monroe! Monroel
s JeEEET2s ALl armcd with and i And then to Mexico. I hear those voices say:
S 3r8seass And Chief Maurey’ didn't care. And now he stays in Cuba Is Monros, Barth Carcly
E n!s;;f;- (*pronounced ™ooney®) Where the F.B.I. can't go. In the good ald.S.A.7 2
R - »
= ii E“% They staged a bloody riot And now & make believe trial
g2 $g85s3 And the deck vas surely stacked, Comes in May of '62,
'Cause the only ones arrested And we are wondering if in Nonroe
Were the ones who wore attdcked. That Justice will core through.

2




Band 3: JOHN BROWN

JOHN BROWN

John Brown went off to war, To fight on a foreign shore,

His mother sure was proud of him,
He stood so straight and tall, In his uniform and all,
His mother's face broke out 111 in a grin.

- % "Oh, son u look so fine, I'm glad you're a son of mine
(Written by Bob Dylan) sung by Blind Boy Grunt) $ Tou'make e proud to know Jou hold s gua. !
&g Do what the eq.:tlin n{:, ts of medals you will get,
e el T T ST And we'll put 'em on the vall vhen you come home."
freedom of some 3,000,000 enslaved Amsricans, His revard was a 55? H?it?.t old t?l:ﬂ mlmiom 2:!. ma began to .]nut,
|hangmants moose. This modern day John Brown fights like bell for R e Tellin' everyone in neighbor o
QAN wThat's son that's about to go, He's a soldier now know.”
nothing at all, except maybe to give his meurotic mother something S are .‘d.‘z.u N re bak nﬁi;hborg R y you
to brag to the meighbors sbout. Be tredes various of his 3§f,
ki bk ok of Wl oy et uniwaencetdy el T e 1 W Jeorlt Tre ket mor, T g e
snd 159 kis mother ean get & ride anytime oa & Bov York subway tre: « And she bragged about her son, with his uniform and gun,
’
§ And this thing she called "a good old-fashioned war".
"
Lawd, Lawd, a good old-fashioned war.
SIDE I, Band L: AS LONG AT THE GRASS SHALL GROW ;gﬂ the 1::!;;:- eon;d to b:o:o.il'or s m; tise they did not come,
ey ceas come for about nine months or more
(Words & music & sung by Peter la Farge) ;hcn a ltttcr fiu'uipen.gona.u go down and -o;t the train,
our son's a-comin me n war,
Peter La Farge comes by his defense of our Indians
paturally. Part Indian himself, his father is She smiled and went right down, she looked and all around
the longtime battler for Indian M"gum‘“ 1a But she did not see her soldier son in li‘h:? . i
:o‘;?'mmmmmmmmﬁ.u :“193;’ g, But as all the poog.h passed, she sav her son at last,
’ .
e E4ons. Sanides ke :: s '::: :Z :1‘:" And wvhen she did she could hardly believe her eyes.
bably would have fought it o . His face was all shot up, and his hands were both blown off
under :‘:":w" Arizona desert sun a And he wore a metal brace around his waist, 4
MW: 'mhﬂt ;“l“ h-ul:mn .:'-h s ﬂ::r: He vhug:roa kind of slow, In a voice she did not know,
y .":“4‘“‘ ':::‘ F“w .:bmm. mmm et While she could not even recognize his face.
Hayes L) same time tender, haunting "Oh, tell me my darling son, Pray tell me what they've done
*Coyote, My Brother.” T y— Hov'is it that you come to De this way?* i
Our T o Our history ia not empty of other He tried his best to talk, as his mouth could hardly move.
r Treatment of cxamples of unteling oe And his mother had to turn her head avay.
Cosrcion of Semecas Over Kinmus American War and the Panams
i "Don't you remember, ma, When I went off to war
g; P Copwfaind Mowiatl f.‘..""...':i‘_:‘:..‘.' ::u'-m'f.:-:‘-m.: ¥ou thoughltu it n; ‘hou&lt thing I ;:uld “i "
5 TormsKorroser TusNrw Yeux Tovms: | SLrong e eovercome our was on the battlegro you were home actin' proud
P Tow siiscal st fogt 3 ety il g Ml We thank God you wasn't standin' in my shoes. '
The tion had much n
Bl [RRSSTERTE i T s | iou oy 1 thengnt vben T wes thats, ot vhat ax I dota’ beret
you ve m tryin somebody -- or die tryin'.
E ey st gy s e s g e But the thing that scared me most was when my enemy came close,
-] the anonymity ef the United States :;u.n o One - hardly And I sav that his face looked just like mine.
> Ynm‘-(hhm Ration to practice collectively, in Lavd, lawd t 1ike 0]
S| [ ot e il it mers e e » TARSHRIS At
B [ b tmee + counry” conred e oo was "And I could not help but think, Through the thunder, rolling stink,
g b Moo 1 L 0 L B et s e sment e e That I wvas just a puppet in a play.
mation? Not by request of these These Indians, 100, lack the And through the roar and smoke, string it finally broke,
Indians, who ssem to have littie |strength to stop us But, for rea- And a cannonball it blew my eyes away.”
ﬁ desire to leave the scraps of ancient :;::"- what -l-':l.l-";lz
tribal land they still hold. ? Another s
s power-rich New And as he turned awvay to walk, his ma was still in shock
E plored the n'.’..:'.:i'.."'."»’&: Yorx Baater : -ml:cﬁb' an Seein' the metal bru’n that h:l him stand. y
B |ton of power. In the ares of hu- (sl netlon e le smal, reiurn But as he turned to go he called his mother close,
§ m'fn':‘:*--'"m eita) Fomiader ts SOE cuall o And he dropped his medals down into her hand.
y. Historically we have also |Lions that we are mot to be trusted, ¥
claimed this superiority our [for all our invocation of the ghosts Lawd, Lawd, down into her hand,
E contemporaries. Yet there is some- |Of Jefferson and Lincoln.
thing in & mational | The 'Y-::' ond "_: l"::
-] m .M-.-.—-“. :Illhn.m‘ years ago, was the seisure of tiny
£ goodness 1o the world while prov. (Melos Perhaps we arv withessing
ing to anyone who cares to look . experiment. It P P o~
that we coerce and exploit the weak |8 & sad thing - S . vy
in the age-oid mammer of powerful . -“':':"‘.:t":?&“m 'g e 8 &
Satiens everywhare. o~ > |3 -
—~— 0 = e
Talking Blues Syncopation E- 'gﬁ 2 ’ffsé, -Lg
o P PO A - 6
R o Bemecpe.. poa i) Py 0 ~ AL cs D8 ST << DR S 5‘; l) = Lo
gt‘, = ===c=———c— = =BT Fiet B LI T
1. The Senecas are an Indian tribe of the Iroquois nation .a“- . 82 2% 8::%3 a:;-_:'g::u
JR U/ — L 1 ! L T ~ - o oa T @R )
== §£§g§% giggssct Zu Bygy | 2
Down on the New York-Pennsylvania line you'll tine / reservation al¥. 9E8 - ol ."’gﬁ" & ’:é:ﬁg -
1 | L i T J A | ,_their, JB2 4 En"e.‘:ﬁ:"a’ '3"..‘55...2 ’Jﬁﬁh.‘a" ‘(‘\l\
—n s = > —— == 7 2 = vﬂg —a.s CwoProNGT SO0 00
e > [ SOEad®n 00 Beubso &
After the U, 8. revolution Cornplanter was a chief-- He told the :5"% f':é-"“ ‘;E‘éﬁg{g: 523 °55§ : 8
1 : . — 4. I\ A { L By — gﬁ:’g: 'g 2"3"855 Eg«g::“sg E
3 = = Ee——— ———— R “Go® p - ® O
tribe these men they could trust; that was his true belief-- He -ﬂz'e';z -0 025"1855 ’53; - °§
. S Sauk Sate bl - JMs K S s B 3856y &
e === —— = W el e Ea R P
CoHL WO E QO
went down to Independence Hall & there a treaty signed, That 5:252‘.‘,385 383§§;85 g:E:g —:gf; E
e e RE Y BatTalay SRS I0N )N
e e e =Rk o - SR
promised peace with the USA & IMinh‘hggnbimd;Oeorgo Washington ﬁsg-’&.’iﬁs:- EE 55’582 b o g.! :""5’.8 §
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BALLAD OF WILLIAM WORTHY

Vords & 'hsic by
PIIL oOns

SIDE I, Bend S5: WILLIAK WORTHY

(Words & music by Phil Ochs, gung by Phil Ochs)

This is a ballad about a conscientious American
citizen who took too seriously the assurances from
all sides that he was truly living in a "Free
World". He assumed this meant, among a lot of
other vonderful things, freedom to travel. 8o he
set off on a short trip. But it turned out he's
having a tough time getting back home again; in
fact, be hasn't made it yet. Somewhere along the ¥il-1liam Yor-thy is a't wor-thy to ea-ter our door;— ("le)¥est dova to Cu-da; !la's a0t A -
line his passport vas stamped "Good only for tran-

sit to the nearest jailhouse." ¢ ? J -
— ——¢
mer-i-caa as-y-more.—Mt some-how it is strasze tn hear the State De-part-mest say,“Yos are
1.2, .
c |

liv = ing ia the Pree Yorld; Ia the Pree Vorld you must n-y.'s;ﬂn Dis-sey-lasd this year ®—
4)Vell, there

VBRSE: 2. Pive thowsasd dollars or a five year sesteace may well be,
For a man who had the merve to thiak that travellia' is free.

A , 1619 Broadway, Yew York 10, N.Y. Se should have listesed closer, wheam he heard the exmerts say
et o . % il i This moders world is gettiag |; mich smaller every day.” 3

VERSB: 3. So come all you good travellers, aad fellow travellers too,
Asd travel all arousd the world; See every coustry throwgh.
1'd surely like to come alon; asd see what may be aew,
But my passport's disappeariaz, as I siag these words to you.

VERSS: 4. Vell there really is 20 seed to travel to these evil laads,
Aad thouzh the list zrows larger you muat try to waderstaad,
Asd try bard ant to worry, if sameday you should hear,

The whole world is off limits; Visit Disseylaad this year.”

words & music b
BENNY *®“KID" PARET Gil Turner '
¢ 1962 by author
b An E

T
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SIDE 1, Band 6: BENNY KID PARET

B > =
o b O o | ¥ (Written & sung by Gil Twrner)
had a fine strong body choppin down the Sugar cane- His hands were
ol F Am Once it was the Irish. Then it was the Jews. Now-
+ : — e adays the ranks of professional boxers in Americs
S+ i s — 1 are filled mainly by Negroes, Puerto Ricans &
P A AR S R = Cuban-Americans. You can almst tell by our boxing
quick, his muscles hard 3 many men did fall; They said that champions vho are the poorest people in America.
T —Am making it in the prize ring are oftan
of

~— like
he was soon to be the champion of them all = = = = =, drunk back into
brol

ves
“m Saturday night not long ago, you might remeaber when Turner leader ingers
The veorles came from miles urm'md to see him fight again :& a8 :: OE= St MW MOELL & &

The dusty smoke hung in the air, the tim: was drawing near
Ae climbed the roves and waved his hands and the veople the; did cheer,

Elr-en rounds he fought that night, it was a losing game
He 't into his mouthpiece but he couldn't stoo the vain
His head fell back, his eyes went blind, he lost the final hove
They hanged the Cuban boy that night uvon a cross of rove

There's danger on the ocean where the waves roll mountain high
There's danger on the battlefield where angry bullats fly
There's danger in the boxing ring for death is wai‘ing there
Watching. for a killing through the hot and smoky air

I've walked your streets and alleys, I've seen fightcrs in my time
Some beaten crazy in the brain, and some were beaten dlind
And Benny's not the first to die, down on the canvas floor
Brave men swallowed their last breath while the crowd screamed for more -

You've heard about your Romans, long many s ago

Crowding big arenas just to see the slaves' ood flow

There's been lots of changes since those days and now we're civilized
Our gladiators kill with gloves instead of swords and knives

Ais name was Benny "Kid" Paret, up from the Cuban land

He once knew fame and glory, now Kil name is carved in sand
His hands were quick, his muscles hard, and many men did fall
He never stopped til he b the ch ion of theam all

BROADSIDE # &, Mid-April 1962 Box 193,Cathedral Sta. New York 25,NY
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By PETER LA PARGE
SIDE 11, Band 1 FAUBUS FOIBLES 0’1962 by Author

E B?

I
p—pre—

-y L4 .’- i—
Well, nuthin gentlemen bonn-‘;-gcttin' their jolun With a

new -in-strol show cnnod the Faubus Foll1®s. The newest lou mtho
A P B e O e M) 1 AT c_ .
(written & sung by Peter La Parge) 3 11— =: IE=

A . — =
m.,..d s’n’ m&; rm“Jmmmmn:a ;,:hn leader guv'nor's collection rated the Supreme Court inspection
asks if Lincoln, Grant, M.L. King, you yourself, would 0 5 R

buy things there. The chorus responds each time with
a "Nol" Then comes the question: "Does Faubus buy at
Woolworth'st" The ansver & resounding: "Yes!"

boles in the sheets besides those through which bear, Arhnlu «== has a fool.

Guv'nor Faubus passed him a new resolution,
Gotta re-write the U, S, Constitution.
There's gonna be a brand nev lav,
No de-segregation in Arkansav.

CHORUS

Well, Guv'nor Faubus had a hard row to hoe,
When the whole damned Army told him "Nol"
When he took on Uncle Sam

He found the Ku Klux Klan was undermanned,

Oh, well, the U.S. has an eagle,
Missouri has a mule,
Alaska's got a bnr
Arkansay -- hah! == hu a fool,

Well, those who voted for Faubus they've got no education,
Can" even read the laws of this nation.

So if they can’t learn, why send their babes

Let's make all of their schools for the darker shades.

CHORUS
BROADSIDE #22

: Words & Music D,
I WILL NOT GO DOWN UNDER THE GROUND Bob Dylan y
© 1962 by author

g@m@-ﬂw

I vn1 not go down under t!u ground because someone tells me

¢/ that death's comin' round; I will not carry l'yult down to die

SIDE 11, Band 2: T WILL NOT GO DOWN UNDFR THE GROUND

(Words & music by Bob Dylan, sung by Eappy Traum)
Bob Dylan's blunt ansver to the yawping of the

L] Ll ] L)
footsteps be-fore I'll go down under the ground. -

There's been rumors of wars and wars that have been Madison Avenue Pitchmen trying to sell fallout
The meaning of life has been lost in the wind shelters. He shines s light into the murky dark-
Some people are thinkin' that the end is close by ness of our age and showvs us ia ope bright in-
Instead of learning to live they are learning to die. (CHO,) stant vhat it might have taken a less impatient
I don't think I'm smart but I think I can see Philosopher & lifetime to discover: mamely that
When someone is pulling the wool over me d“:“‘:”:;“ﬂ’-‘ewnﬂ»*mmw
And 1if there's a var and death comes around o : 'f"""”‘"‘""“‘“‘m"‘
Let me die on this land 'for I'll die underground, (CHO.) ——— Qﬁt‘m g Prgeae
There's always been people that have to cause fear dignified vay to meet death in an obscene atomic
They've been talking about war for many long years halocaust... Happy Traum vhen not singing solo
I've read all their statements and not said a word 1s one-third of the New World Singers.

And now, Lord God, let my poor voice be heard, (CHO.)

If I had riches and rubies and crowns

I'd buy the whole world and I'd change thiul around
I'd throw all the tanks and the guns in the s

For they all are mistakes of our past ultory. (CHO.)

Let me drink from the waters wvhere the mountain streams flow
Let the smell of wild flowers flow free through my blood

Let me sleep in your meadows with your green ‘nuy leaves
Let me walk down the highwvay with my brothers in peace. (CHO.)
Go out in your country vhere the land meets the sun

See the meadows and mountains vhere the wild waters run
Nevada, New Mexico, Arizona, Idaho

Let ovory state in the Uuon seep deep down in your soul.

CHO. And you'll die, etec.
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SIDE IT, Band

ONLY A HOBO & TALKIN' DEVIL
(Written by Bob Dylan, sung by Blind Boy Grunt)

The Skid Rows of America remain well-greased, and
many a good man, lavyer, writer, worker, beggarman
and thief, still slides down them into obliviom.
Fo less than 12,000 of the men the professional

exist in New York City's Bowery alone... The Ameri-
can hobo has had more songs written and sung sbout '
him than all our Presidents lumped together. Jay
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SIDE TI, Band L: AIN'T GOMNA LFT SEGRFGATION TURN
TSARQUND —

(A Southern Preedom Mo
dom Singers)

Here is a song you might say was composed by a wvhole
people, millions of them. It is topical song crea~
tion at its very best: it narrates an important his-
torical event, gives an affirmative opinion on that
event, shores up the morale of the singers and listen-
ers, and moves the latter to think, deliberate, and
act. It comes, of course, out of the Albany,

Georgia, struggle for Negro rights, and you walk
right along with the marchers on past the police dogs,
the shotguns, the deputy sheriffs, until you hear the
Jail doors clang shut behind
are four young people wvho, being American Negroes,
never fell for all the loose talk going around that
this is a "Pree World". They work for the Student
Nonviolent Coordinating Committee (SNCC) which operat

song sung by the Free-

© 1963 by Author
i; nCo. —)—r— ¢, . G o
As I was out valkin' on the corner one day I’spied an old 'Hobo,
— o ) SRR | — Ly
SEmRia s i e ==
in the doorway he lay. His face was all grounded in thgolaidevalk
- Op —t 4 o — 27 e
o e —F L or—att
floor,And I guess he'd been dead for the whole night or more.=----
Chorug:
. [0 e
= T T i
Only a Hobo but one more is gone Leavin' nobody to sing his sad
— D7, , G . c. G__

T —
= e —

- —— S S— S— . —
e e

song. =- Leavin' nobody to carry him home, He was only a Hobo but

D
e HG‘! ==
one more is gone.

A blanket of newspaper covered his head

As a step was his pillow the street was his bed
One look at his face showed the hard road he'd come
A fistful of coins showed the money he'd bummed.

CHORUS

Does it take much of a man to see his whole life go down
To look up at the world from a hole in the ground

To wait for your future like a horse that's gone lame
To lie in the gutter and to die with no name.

Spoken:

Spoken:

CHORUS

TALKING

BROADSIDE # 22

DEVIL By Bob Dylan

This is all about where the devil is,

© 1962 by author

Some people

say that there's no devil,

Well, sometimes you can't see him so good,

When he hides his head 'neath a snow white hood,
And rides to kill with his face well hid,

And then goes home to his wife and kids.

Wonder if his kids know who he 1s?

Well, he wants you to hate and he wants you to fear,
Wants you to fear something that's not even there.
He'll give you your hate, and he'll give you his lies,
He'll give you the weapons to run out and die.

And you give him your soul.

That's just two verses to it.

AIN'T GONNA LET SEGREGATION TURN US AROUND

KEEP ON ‘A-TRAVELIN'

ON

A E

you... The Freedom Singers

et

v s
-

~—

ing to win Negro voter rights which bave been denied
by lash, mutilation, lynch mob, shotguns and burning
t the stake for only sbout two or three centuries.
Rutha Harris, 22, and Bernice Johnson, 20, appro-
priately enough are natives of Albany, Ga...
Charles Neblett, 21, thought Jim Crov was purely
a Southern institution until one day he tried to
buy a ticket at the swimming pool in Cairo in Abe
Lincoln's bome state of Illinois...If you ever run
across a professor vho has a Ford or Rockefeller
grant to do a study of the insides of Southern
Jails advise him to get in touch with Cordell Hull
Reagon, the Lth member of the Freedom Singers.
Though only 19, C.H. Reagon in connection with his
work as a fighter for civil rights has already been
no less than 14 times. In those
Georgia.

in the Southern U.S. segment of the "Free World" try-
s

B7

turn us around. Ain't go'n let se-gr.re-ga-tlcn turn us a-rounds

E6

2.
3.
k.
5.
6.
7.
8.

Keep on a-walkin',

Ain't go'n
Ain't go'n
Ain't go'n
Ain't go'n
Ain't go'n
Ain't go'n
Ain't go'n

Keep on a-talkin', Keep on a-travelﬁ'

let
let
let
let
let
let
let

on,
(a-marchin' a-long)

no injunction turn us around, ete.
no police cars turn us around, ete.
no jailhouse turn us around, ete.
no police dogs turn us around, etc.
old jim crow turn us around, ete.
no shotguns turn us around, ete.
Chief Pritchett turn us around, ete.




SIDF IT, Band §

GO

words: Alex Conmfort
tune: British version
of "Sweet Betsy"

LIMP

(Authored by Dr. Alex Comfort to the tune of
*¥illikins & His Dinah". Sung by Matt McGimn)

Dr. Comfort is a cheerful London anarchist who also
happens to be a world renowned suthority on the
science of geriatrics. All his life he wrote ir-
reverent rhymes to sing in his bathtub. Then a few
years ago he suddenly found he could write good
rhymes for the Aldermaston peace marchers. So he
has been turning out one good song after another
for the peace movement, including the beautiful
"One Man's Hands" (with music by Pete Seeger).

In Go Limp he takes a peek behind the scenes on a
peace march and discovers that the marchers,
after all, are human beings just like the rest of
USe.es Matt McGinn, who ducked in from Glasgow to
sing it, is representative of many of today's

nev topical song creators. They sing, write, and
perform, all in one breath. Matt has written
close to 100 songs of his own, ranging from a sar-
donic commentary on how liberal-minded Jesus would
fare in the hands of the John Birchers to a tender
lullaby about a Scots miner who "cuddles down" in
8 dank coal seam so that his babies may have warm
beds in which to "cuddle down" at home.

g "_;_..}
L

shove you into bed - ,;4 §f they steal your nuclear secrets you'll
C Refrain: c

oo-ra-1i, oo-ra-li - y.

wish you were dead - Singing too-ra-1i,

0 mother dear mother, I am not afraid

For I'll go on that nrch and I'1ll return a maid
With a brick in my handbag and a scowl on my face
And barbed wire in my underwear to head off
disgrace. Singing toorali, etc.

But as they were marching, a young man came by
With a beard on his chin :nd a gleam in his eye
And before she had time to remember her brick
They were holding a sitdown on a neighboring
hayrick. Singing toorali, etc.

Now once at the briefing, she'd heard a man say
Go perfectly limp and be carried a

So when this chap suggested it was she was kissed
She remembered her briefing and did not resist.(Cho)

0 meeting is pleasure and parting is pain

I don't need to sing all t folk stuff again
0 mother, O mother, I'm stiff and I'm sore
From sleeping three nights on a hard classroom
floor. (Cho.)

Now mother, don't flap, there's no need for distress
That marcher has left me his name and address

And if we win, though a baby there be

He won't have to march like his dada and me, (Cho.)

BROADSIDE # 5, May 1962. P.0.Box 193, Cathedral Sta. New York 25,NY
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PIZZWVESS AIN'T DEAD G. wq ‘"&mn:m-ﬁ:)wmm.mwmm

I.eeder-Audienee. or Solo-Chorus) A fev months ago a whole batch of new Woody Guthrie
=== = songs were rediscovered in the office of Howie

Richmond
taped them back around 1950. But

—+ = s
= v _m—

3, o sk lashneagiatuts saas ino RURALUArs 1av: dead))
2. The euitomer ain't dead (The customer ain't dead), Ke

T — ...‘?g"#ﬁ*:’{:::
only a- sleeping (only a- sleeping), Dreaming someday (and a-

0 only a- sleeping (onlx a- sleeping), Dregning soneday (and a-
o t 1 —% D - 4

T
X
f

ever since Woody

"Bizess Ain't Dead™ is as topical as if it had
been written yesterday aftermoon. lepochuq'hn
you start thinking sbout the unemployed coal miners
in Kentucky and West Virginia, and & half million
peop.hmetmtnmlmn,nﬂem
of a million auto the bri
um:t,mﬂummu. mﬂ'lm
wvhile the bankrupt railroads get ready to fire
80,000 more Trainmen... Scme 5,000,000 jobless
Americans have already been dreaming about that
elusive paycheck for a long, long time.

3 e
u : 1

dreaming someday) That a customer will c?ﬁeée custom®r will ¢ me;
dreaming someday) That a good job will come(a good job will come

3. That good job ain't dead 7. That new world ain't dead
It's only a-sleeping, It's not even sleeping

Dreaming someday It's n-viulin&nnd e-vnitu‘
That a paycheck will come. For you 'n me come,

4, That paycheck's not dead 8. Now you and me ain't dead
It's only a-sleeping, We're both Jus:lsretemun(,
Dreaming and dreaming We're waiting waiting
That the President's gonna come.
5. Well the President's not dead
Fe's only a=-sleeping,

Sleeping and dreaming

For the voters to come.

9. The voters ain't dead
We're eleep!.ng and dreaming
Dreaming someday

That old Atom Bomb won't come.

6. That Atom Bomb ain't dead
It's just about half sleeping,

That a big job v111 come.
10, Bizzness ain't dead
It's only a-sleeping,

Sleeping and dreaming Dreaming someday

That a nev world's gonna come. That a customer will come.
industries haunted by the specter of depression.
svening Post l::v:;s of l:e“m:i:ny‘s pt;bkms come 10 sharp

2 Iy EY
The Saturdit focus in Pennsylvania. With 350,000 out of work,

% the state has the highest unemployment rate of
October 13,1962 any heavily industrialized state in the nation. Her

(Note: Although written around 1950, this song will remain topical
as long as we have our business ups ’and 4 ovn:’

Copyright 1962 by Ludlow Music,Inc. Used by permission.




SIDE II, Band 7: THE CIVIL DEFENSE SIGN THE CIVIL DEFENSE SIGN By MARK SPOELSTRA
\ ‘schom:j,

© 1963 by Author
c P 087

(Writtea & sung by Mark Spoelstra)

The mmufacture of milliens of oivil defense signs may yet
mhmnm-lnmmcmnaunu.d
slmp. Thet will be about their enly bemefit, simse even the

y— = . & T

=S E=S=— ——— ==
You'll know it's time to go vhen the sirén starts o pisy,  Re-

youngest school ehild knovs by mow that there is me defomse r ¢ G7Ccg72¢c Verse:

against atoaic bomds. The sigws also give relief to wsemployment;

busireds of workers are busy screving them onte every available menber the c:.vil' Detense 'ﬁ}n. (Guitar) This sign won't a'n ﬁu{

plase. The little arrows point ever which way, beckwards asd
 forwards, around coraers and straight ahead, sideways and down,
(to the right and to the laft. It 1s said that if you follow

the signs long emough you'll find some erackers and casned water.
Sut you won't fisd protection from atosie haabs, Mﬂlu'tl-

Exoent PRACR.

Srm P y

- .

c

—— =
bandaids more ice cubes & more iodiné, Just in case it hurts some

2. I von't be the one to die,
To die, To die,
friend of mine. 0f course a certain percentage
ot 5 Just has to go
L Loty But I won't be the one to die.

ot i Make the missiles so daddy will have a job,
S P A job, A job
e - When' the missiles start to fly
We can all lay down and die,
Then daddy won't have to work anymore.
CHO. When you see this sign it's time to go,
v This sign, This sign.
B You'll it's time to go,
\ / v/’ When the siren starts to blow.
Remember the Civil Defense sign,
Remember the Civil Defense sign.

FALLOUT SHELTER | BROADSIDE #22
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SIDE II, Band 8: I CAY SEE A NBW DAY
! (Words & music by Les Rice, sung by the New World
Bingers)

Dreams of mankind for a better world are as old as
topical songs. Here is a nev song which says,
"And, boys, it ain't far off". Written by the Hew
York State farmer, Les Rice, wvho gave us the classic
"Banks of Marble"... It is very fitting that it
sbould be sung by a trio with the name New Wcrld
Bingers.

Words & Music by Les Rice
@ by author March 1962

¢/ when the storm clouds are all passed, and the sun
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¢/ shines on a world that is free ==---,
I can see a new world I can see a nev man
A nev world coming fast A nev man standing tall
When all men are brothers With his head high and
And hatred forgotten at last his heart proud
And afraid of nothing at all

I can see a nev day

A new day soon to be

When the storm clouds are all passed

And the sun shines on a world that is free. oy B e
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