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This banjo picker can tell you for positive: there has
been a flood of new songs written in the USA during
the last year or so. I'm not talking of the imitation
attempts made to coin-money on the top forty. Nor
intricately contrived art songs for highly trained pro-
fessionals to sing. What kind of songs are they? This
record gives a sampling. They have all been printed
in a mimeographed bi-weekly magazine called Broad-
side, edited by a couple of displaced Oklahomans, liv-
ing in New York City.

No one person, certainly not me, could properly do
justice to all the good new songs which have come

out in Broadside Magazine during the past year.

But from this record I hope you get an idea of the
wide ranging talents of the songwriters (if not the
singer). They are most of them, with a few notable
exceptions, young people who are singers and guitar
pickers in their own right, who try out their new songs
every week on friends and neighbors, or on the audi-
ences in coffee houses where they may work. Thus
they know right away how their song is being received,
and if it needs amending.

"Are these songs folk songs? Face it, there are sev-
eral different definitions of folk music, and these
songs might fit one definition, but certainly would

not fit another. For myself, I don't think it matters
all that much. The important thing is: are they good
songs ? Do they sing well? Is the poetry so good

you can't get it out of your head ? Are the words true,
and do they need saying? Does the music move you?

It might be worth pointing out that there are certain
obvious differences between these songs, and what
are usually called "pop'' songs:

1) They're often concerned with controversial
subjects

2) They may be short or long, or ignore the Big Beat,
and other juke box requirements.

On the other hand, I'd guess that most of these song-
writers would be very glad to have their songs on the
top forty, and hear them sung by all kinds of singers,
as long as the songs were not massacred in the process.
Whether or not the songs have this brief flash of lucra-
tive notoriety or not, I think some of them will be
picked up by some of the millions of guitar pickers in
our country today, and the best will be handed on to
future generations. Then some professor can come
along and collect them. He can call 'em folksongs
then, if he wants. Our dust will not object.




THE NEED FOR TOPICAL MUSIC

By Phil Ochs

Before the days of television and mass media, the folk-
singer was often a traveling newspaper spreading tales
through music.

It is somewhat ironic that in this age of forced con-
formity and fear of controversy the folksinger may be
assuming the same role. The news papers have un-
fortunately told the truth, the whole truth and noth-
ing but the cold war truth so help them, advertisers.
If a reporter breaks the "code of the West" that used
to be confined to Hoot Gibson movies, he'll find him-
self out on the street with a story to tell and all
the rivers of mass commnication damned up.

The folksingers of today must face up to a great
challenge in their music. Folk music is an idiom
that deals with realities and not just realities

of the past as some would assert. More than ever
there is an urgent need for Americans to look deep-
ly into themselves and their actions and musical
poetry is perhaps the most effective mirror available.

I have run into some singers who say, "Sure, I agree
with most topical songs, but they're just too strong
to do in public. Besides, I don't want to label my-
self or alienate some of my audience into thinking
I'm unpatriotic.”

Yet this same person will get on the stage and dedi-
cate a song to Woody Guthrie or Pete Seeger as if in
tribute to an ideal they are afraid to reach for.
Those who would compromise or avoid the truth inher-
ent in folk music are misleading themselves and their
audiences. In a world so full of lies and corruption,
can we allow our own national music to go the way

of Madison Avenue?

There are definite grounds for criticism of topical
music, however. Much of the music has been too
bitter and too negative for many audiences to appre-
ciate, but lately there has been a strong improvement
in both quantity and quality, and the commerciak suc-
cess of songs like "If I Had a Hammer" have made many
of the profit seekers forget their prejudices.

One good song with a message can bring a point more
deeply to more people than a thousand rallies. A
case ‘in point is Pete Seeger's classic "Where Have
All the Flowers Gone" which brought a message of
peace to millions, including many of the younger
generation who do not consider themselves involved
in politics.

Folk music often arises out of vital movements and
struggles. When the union movement was a growing,
stirring and honest force in America, it produced

a wealth of material to add to the nation's musical
heritage. Today, there regrettably seem to be only
two causes that will arouse an appreciable amount of
people from their apathetic acceptance of the world;
the Negro struggle for civil rights and the peace
movement. To hear a thousand people singing "We
Shall Overcome" without the benefit of Hollywood's
bouncing ball is to hear a power and beauty in music
that has no limits in its effect.

It never ceases to amaze me how the American people
allow the hit parade to hit them over the head with

a parade of song after meaningless song about love.
If the powers that be absolutely insist that love
should control the market, at least they should be
more realistic and give divorce songs an equal chance.

Topical music is often a method of keeping alive a
name or event that is worth remembering. For example
many people have been vividly reminded of the de-
pression days through Woody Guthrie's dust bowl bal-
lads. Sometimes the songs will differ in interpre-
tation from the textbooks as with "Pretty Boy Floyd."
L 4
Every newspaper headline is a potential song, and it
is the role of an effective songwriter to pick out
the material that has the interest, significance and
sometimes humor adaptable to music.

A good writer must be able to picture the structure

¢f a song and as hundreds of minute ideas race through
his head, he must reject the superfluous and trite
phrases for the cogent powerful terms. Then after the
first draft is completed, the writer must be his sever-
est critic, constantly searching for a better way to
express every line in his song.

I think there is a coming revolution (Pardon my French)
in folk music as it becomes more and more popular in
the U.S., and as the search for new songs becomes

more intense. The news today is the natural resource
that folk music must exploit in order to have the most
vigorous folk process possible.

BIRTH OF A BROADSIDE

By Josh Dunson

Broadside's home is a small little room that's got
chairs and a sofa with a tape recorder finishing off
the bottom wall space. First people Sis Cunningham
welcomed in after me was two-thirds of the New World
Singers. Gil Turner took out his 12-stringer, borrowed
a flat pick, Sis took out the mike for the tape re-
corder, and out came a talking blues Gil just wrote
about the newspaper strike that had us all quietly
laughing. We didn't want to laugh louder than quietly
because that might get on the tape.

Before the song's over, in walks Bob Dylan and Suzy,
who sometimes illustrate's Bob's songs. The last
verse that Gil was singing had how he was going to
see his friend, Bob Dylan, who is a walking newspaper
and will give him the lowdown on what's happening in
the world. Bob thought it was a great song just from-
hearing the last verse. .

Then, Gil took out his 6-string Gibson, handed it
over to Bob Dylan saying how Bob's new song "MASTERS
OF WAR" was a powerful and a great one, one of the
best Bob had ever written. I kept on thinking he
had written a lot of good ones, some that had real
lyric poetry like "Blowin' In The Wind" and "Hard
Rain's Gonna Fall" (which makes you think right
away of Lorca), and I waited for the images of rain,
and thunder, and lightening to come out in great
spectacles. But no, this time there was a differ-
ent kind of poetry, one of great anger, accusation,
Just saying what the masters of war are, straight
forward and without compromising one inch in its
short sharp direct intensity. I got a hunch this

is the most difficult Dylan song for others to sing
right, 'cause it can so easily be over sung, made

a melodrama. But when Bob sings it, it rings honest
and true. I hope a record is made of Bob singing
this song and that a lot of people will listen to
the quiet voice that Bob sings this song in because
there is a dignity in the words that comes from when
they have been thought about for a long, long time.

And right after that, not waiting for a chance to
get two breaths, Bob came along with "Playboys &
Playgirls Ain't Gonna Run My World," a group song
that like Pete Seeger said later in the evening "is
going to be sung by a million people in the next
year." Its tune catches whole crowds easy, and the
words come right along from the feeling, Hell man,
I was born here and I live here, but I'm not goin'
to let rats knock things down where I was born,
where I live.

In the meantime, Phil Ochs, his sidekick, and the
third third of the New World Singers, Happy Traum,
came in. Boy, this room was so jammed packed with
people that there was real foot and banjo and guitar
shifting necessary to get Phil Ochs close enough to
the mike to record his three new songs. Phil Ochs.
What a guy! Quiet, soft spoken, but there with his
guitar he spun some of the most real verses that's
goin' to be written about the death of N.Y. Youth
Board worker Louis C. Marsh and the miners striking
in Hazard, Kentucky. There was an immediateness
about those two songs Phil did. I got a strong feel-
ing that his song on Hazard is going to be remembered
past this strike, and be resung in many strikes to
come.



Phil's last song, a fine one of hope with a great
group chorus had the last half of it heard by Pete
Seeger who later that night was going to sing at
the Hazard strikers rally at Community Church. After
hearing the tape of the songs, Pete sang through a
number of new songs sent to him recently.

We were all out of breath without breathing hard, that
feeling you get when a lot of good things happen all
at once., Pete expressed it, leaning back in his chair,
saying slowly in dreamy tones: "You know, in the past
five months I haven't heard as many good songs and as
much good music as I heard here tonight."

That's what makes Broadside, all that good singing

end all that good erting, plus a lot of hard work,
labor pains. In the sheets of paper there are many
miles and many glances of anger, and even more the

strong hope that these songs just won't stay on the
mimeograph pages, but will live and be sung.

THE CASE OF PETER SEEGER

For some years now Peter Seeger has been in the
forefront of those laboring to keep alive the

true tradition of American song, the song of our
Revolutionary heroes, the Hutchinsons, the Al-

manacs, Huddie Ledbetter, Woody Guthrie, and

many more.

The standard he has followed in selecting a song to
sing is a simple one: does it express something
genuine about humenity. This standard has also guided
him in writing his own songs, which have made American
music less of a dismal swamp in these times.

His "If I Had A Hammer" (written with Lee Hays) has
been truly meaningful not only to adults but in its
latest rendition to rock 'n rollers. And it has
been chosen by the Negro people in the South as one
of their freedom songs, expressing their own aspira-
tions for equality and justice.

Pete's earlier song, "Where Have All The Flowers Gone",
is loved not only by millions of Americans but the re-
cording of it sung by Marlene Dietrich was recently
selected as the record of the year in Western Europe.

He has brought honor to his own country, but it has
not been easy. Often he has had to sing his concerts
with lunatic Birchers howling outside the hall. It
will be to the everlasting shame of the United States
of America that he was blacklisted from network tele-
vision during his greatest years.

A generation of Americans yet unborn will judge with
anger and contempt the puny minds who refused to
leave them their rightful heritage of Peter Seeger
on film -- just as young Americans are today demand-
ing to know why America, with all its vaunted re-
sources of money, technicians and equipment could
not have left them at least 30 minutes on film of the
nation's folksong giants Leadbelly and Woody Guthrie.

But the case of Pete Seeger only points up the fact
that the true tradition of American song in general
has had very hard sledding these past 15 or 20 years.
There was a quite long period of time when Americans
made up and sang songs that were about really signi-
ficant things in their lives, songs about matters
that stirred deep human emotion. Range was unlimited
and content uninhibited. Out of this background came
such masterpieces of passionate statement as "John
Brown's Body":
He captured Harper's Ferry with his 19 men so
true
He frightened 01d Virginia till she trembled
thru and thru
They hung him for a traitor, they themselves
the traitor crew
His soul goes marching on.

The betrayal of American song (and not only song by
any means) can be traced directly to the development
of our modern mass media on a nationwide scale under
the control of the pursuers of the "fast buck";
these worshippers of the "profit motive" tend always
to throw out the window all standards that interfere
with making another dollar.

In their hands, T-V blindly stumbles deeper into the
notorious wasteland with each new season; songs on
radio have deteriorated to where 98% of them seem to
be about various stages of the human animal in heat
(this applies to the "sophisticated", "polished"
productions as well as the grunts and gibberish poured
out wholesale onto our already troubled teenagers);
Broadway musicals have sunk into a sad sterility which
only deepens with each application of another million
dollars.

How did we fall into this cultural morass? One basic
answer lies in the well-known fact that an extremely
potent force guiding those who control our T-V, radio,
movies, big record companies, etc., is the Southern
racist white "market". Each potential production is
carefully weighed for any material which might possi-
bly lose the company money by offending some prospec-
tive customer in the South.

Take, for example, the recording industry. A singer
may have recorded 99 songs containing no "offensive"
material. He may then want to record a 100th song
which includes some element of human decency and
human dignity. His agent and the record company will
not permit him to do so in fear that this one song
may start a boycott of all his records in the South,
and even extend to other recordings made by the same
firm.

It is much the same with T-V, radio, and the movies.
The end result is that for all these years now the
entire rest of the nation has been fed material
strictly censored and shaped by the dictates of the
most sub-human elements of the country. No wonder
that our national culture has rotted before our eyes.

The march of our Negro people toward freedom is shak-
ing many foundations, and all kinds of walls are be-
ginning to crumble. As the cracks widen more and more
hidden evil comes into view.

The white Southern racist, made the arbiter of our
national culture by Northern T-V, radio and movie
executives, is exposed for what he has always been
-- "a criminal, a crook, a murderer."

Our studios still crawl with loathesome blacklisters
and loyalty oathers. They might try taking the
elevator upstairs to the executive offices; in those
plush surroundings they might well find the real sub-
versives of America, the real "traitor crew" -- sapping
and undermining the strength of their country by sell-
ing it out to those whose hands are now revealed dipp-
ing with the blood of innocent children.

The winds of Freedom unleashed by the march of the
American Negro people will bring many benefits to

the nation as a whole, perhaps even in the field of
song. The Negro Freedom movement is one of the great
"singing" movements of all times. It may be more
than a co-incidence that the emergence of many power-
ful songs from the Negro struggle has been accompanied
by a virtual explosion of topical songwriting all over
the country.

A whole new school of talented young singer-songwriters
has appeared in America this past year or so, and much
of this L-P represents their work. This school in-
cludes many other writer-performers, like Len Chandler,
Mark Spoelstra, Debby Lewis, Kenneth Harrison, Dayle
Stanley, Will McClean, Parnee Hall, Nancy Schimmel, and
a lot more.

All the songs on this L-P have appeared in BROADSIDE
magazine, Box 193, Cathedral Station, New York, N.Y.,
10025. BROADSIDE comes out about twice a month with
6 or 7 new songs plus articles about the topical
song revival and the songwriters teking part in it.
The editor is Sis Cunningham, rates are $5 a year,
$1.50 for a 5-issue trial subs., .35¢ for a single
copy .

The notes in this brochure were written by Gordon
Friesen.

"They tell me the answer's blowin in the wind,
But I believe the answer's in the minds of men."
From a new song by Len Chandler




SIDE I, Band 1: LITTLE BOXES
(Words & Music by Malvina Reynolds)

LITTLE BOXES has proved the most popular -- judged by
requests for copies -- of any of the over 200 topical
songs already printed in BROADSIDE magazine. It is a
healthy example of how a song can still go all over
the United States without benmefit of payola grabbers,
blacklisters, little sandhole reviews, gangster-owned
Jukeb » loyalty » T-V wastelanders, et
cetera.

BROADSIDE printed it in February, 1963, and BROADSIDE'S

editor, Sis Cunningham, brought it to Pete Seeger's

ion.* Pete S started singing it at his con-
certs. Author Malvina Reynolds submitted it without
success to several of the country's top professional
folksinging groups. Lou Gottlieb of the LIMELITERS
redecl'.:d it saying "Malvina, why do you write such sad
songs? !

Meanwhile, requests for copies began pouring in by the
bundreds to BROADSIDE, and to Malvina and Pete, from
people who had heard Pete sing it or had met an en-
thused somebody who had heard Pete sing it. Many who
couldn't remember the exact title wrote "you know the
song I mean, the one all about 'ticky, tacky'". A
Boston city-planner, fuming for years over today's
mltiplying boxlike housing developments, ordered his
daughter to get the song and learn to sing it. Young
performers in various parts of the country added it to
their repertoires. A Philadelphia radio m.c. called
it "the song of the Century."

LITTLE BOXES is, of course, a happy song in that it
rejects the saddening conformity which is stultify-
ing our country. Its charm seems to lie in its out-
ward simplicity, even naivete, in the music as well
as in the words.

Malvina Reynolds is a Californian in her middle fif-
ties and has written countless topical songs over
the years ("She writes one every morning before
breakfast," according to Pete Seeger). "But," she
says, "this is the first time anything like this has

Words & Music hy
Malvina Reynolds
© 1962 by author
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2. And the pepple in the houses all went to the University
Where they were put in boxes and they came out all the same
And there's doctors, and there's lawyers and there's business

executives
And they're all made out of ticky tacky and they all look just
the same.

3. And they all play on the golf course and drink their martini dry
And they all have pretty children and the children go to school
And the children go to summer camp and then to the university
Where they all are put in boxes and they come out all the same.

CODA: And ‘the boys go into business 3
(Ritard like a And they marry and raise a family o\

ever happened to a song of mine." music box In boxes made of ticky tacky oo",,w
running down) And they all look just the same,  o*
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FARE-THEE-WELL
(My Own True lLove)

SIDE I, Band 2: FARE THE WELL

By Bob Dylan
© 1963 by author

(Words & Music by Bob Dylan)

Bob Dylan first ran away from home when he was ten
years old, teking along his harmonica and guitar.
Like in the song, he became stranded 900 miles from
home. He heard that lonesome whistle blow when the
cops picked him up and shipped him back by train.

?—; "I got walloped, but not hard enough to make me

stay," Bob says. "I took off again at 12, and
five times after that, getting caught and walloped
each time., But when I was 18 I finally made it."
That was three years ago.
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"Home" is Hibbing, Minnesota (his parents and a
younger brother still live there). Hibbing is
northwest of Duluth and was founded in 1893 for
the miners digging ore on the fabulous Mesabi
iron range. When the deeper ore played out the
town was moved over bodily to make way for the
world's largest open-pit mine. That was in 1917.

T
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When he talks about Hibbing today, Bob remembe: -
leavin' that's a-grievin' me, But my darlin' who's bound to stay be- 1y the misery m@?‘w’ﬁ‘ m'b?m xuu2 Ef
(3 ing interests through their ruthless exploitation of

T ¥ Though the weather 1s against me and the wind workers and ore. Referring to the exploiters as "he",

: blows hard Dylan says,
And the rain, she's turnin' into hail \
I still nifhé strike it lucky on a highway #You | ahouilds seen wiat He did 1o the ‘town I was raised
goin' west in -- seen how he left it. He sucked up my town. It's

Though I'm travelin' on a path-beaten trail, too late now for the people -- they're lost. When will
RO, it be too late for him?"

I will write you a letter from time to time
As I'm ramblin' you can travel with me too
With my head, my heart and my hands, my love
I will send what I know back home to you.

CHORUS

I will tell you 6f troubles and of laughter

Be it somebody else's or my own

With my hands in my pockets and my coat collar high
I will travel un-noticed and unkmown.

CHORUS

FARE THE WELL is a song not only about Bob Dylan and
Hibbing, Minnesota, but about all Americans, East and
West, North and South, who are having to leave their
dist d h b "he" has ked them dry.

BROADSIDE #24%
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SIDE I, Band 3: WE'LL NEVER TURN BACK

(Words & Music by Bertha Gober)

This is one of the many songs that have come directly
from the Civil Rights battleground in the South. It
ranks with such songs of the Freedom Fight as "This
Little Light of Mine", "Ain't Gonna Let Segregation
Turn Me Around"”, "Keep Your Eyes on the Prize -- Hold
On", and even with the over-all theme song of the
whcle integration struggle -- "We Shall Overcome".

This is one of the many songs that have come directly
from the Civil Rights battleground in the South. It
ranks with such songs of the Freedom Fight as "This
Little Light of Mine", "Ain't Gonna Let Segregation
Turn Me Around", "Keep Your Eyes on the Prize -- Hold
On", and even with the over-all theme song of the
whole integration struggle -- "We Shall Overcome".

"NEVER TURN BACK is a slow and deeply moving song that
was sung by thousands at the funeral of Medgar Evers...
It has a soft persistence which is characteristic of
this whole freedom movement." -- Pete Seeger.

Bertha Gober is an Albany, Georgila, teenager who was
arrested there a number of times after she was expelled
from Albany State College because of her freedom ac-
tivities. While in jail following her second arrest
on Dec. 10th of 1961, she wrote her first song, "Oh,
Pritchett, Oh, Kelly" (Pritchett is the Albany police
chief, Kelly the mayor).

Her second song also had a jailhouse premiere. Here
is how Cordell Reagon of the FREEDOM SINGERS tells it.

"One night while we were in jail, we heard little
Bertha Gober of Atlanta crying with frustration.
But next morning she showed up with a new song,
called WE'LL NEVER TURN BACK. And that song
decided me to help organize the FREEDOM SINGERS."

The full impact of this song comes when one starts
thinking of the things the American Negro people have
determined they will never turn back from -- dynamiters
of Sunday School children; police; police dogs and po-
lice horses; governors; slavering white hoodlums; state
troopers; sniper-killers in the night; senators; fire-
hoses and teargas bombs; shotguns and stinking jails;
murderers; congressmen; electricity-charged cattle
prods in the South and "long-tongued liars" in the
North; blood-stained saps in the hands of sadistic pri-

NEVER TURN BACK By Bertha Gobe.
PG T (e) by author, 1963
er ober is the Albany, Georgin teen-ager who wrote "Oh,
Pr%chatt, Oh, Kelly" (see Broadside ;17) in jail in December of 161.)
This song 'Never Turn Back' 1s a very slow thing. Has a soft per-
sistence which is one of the most wonderful things about this m{:
freedom movement." —-Pete Seeger
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turn we've all beéen freed

back Un=-til

s
(last tima) and we have e- qual=i=ty,—-=e-

A
have e- quality-----

We have walked through the shadows of death
We've had to walk all by ourself
But we'll never turn back
No, we'll never turn back
‘11 we've all been freed
And we have equality.

We have served our time in jail
With no money for to go our bail
But we'll never turn back
No, we'll never turn back

%11 we've all been freed
And we have equality.

We have hung our heads and cried
Cried for those like Lee who died
Died for you and died for me (Same tune as
Died for the cause of equality[ 1lst two lines)
No, we'll never turn hack
we'll never turn back
éil we've al been freed
And we have equality
And we have equality

son guards; not to mention hesitatin' kennedys and
blind f-b-eyes.

THE WILLING: CONSCRIPT

&y Tom PaxTon
© 1963 Cherry Lane
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Oh Sergeant I'ma drnftee and I've just n-rived n camp, I've
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give me lessons, Sergeant, for I've never killed be - fore.

To do my job obediently is my only desire

To learn my weapon thoroughly and how to aim and fire

To learn to kill the enemy and then to slaughter more
I'1l need instructions, sergeant
For I've never killed before.

Now there are rumors in the camp about our enemy
m{ say that when you see him he looks just
ike you and me
But you deny it, sergeant, and you are a man of war
So you must give me lessons
For I've never killed before.

Now there are several lessons that I haven't
mastered yet
I haven't got the hang of how to use the bayone
If he doesn't die at once am I to stick him vith it more?
Oh I hope you will be patient
For I've never killed before.

And the hand grenade is something that I just don't understend,
You've got to throw it quickly cr you're apt to lose gour hand,
Does it blow a man to pleces with it's wicked, muffled roar?

Oh, I've got so much to learn, because I'n never killed before.

Well, I want to thank you sergunt,for the ho&you'n been to me,
You've taught me how to kill, and how
And I knw that I'll be ready when thoy nrch me ort to
And I know that it won't matter that I've never uu.a bofor-,
I know that it won't matter that I've never killed before.

5
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The bomb exploded at 10.22 AM. The pastor was hfirled from
his pulpit by the force of the blast. A yawning hole opened in the
wall of the church. Splintered timber, chunks of plaster and frag-
ments of stained glass windows showered down upon the worship-
pers who were scattered about the floor amidst upturned pews in
eerie disarray.

In the basement, the horribly mangled bodies of the four little

a Sunday School class.

SIDE I, Band 4: THE WILLING CONSCRIPT

(Words & Music by Tom Paxton)

Tom Paxton wrote his first song three years ago at the
age of 22 while sitting in a typing class at Fork Dix.
He already knew how to type, having had classes in the
subject in high school and university back in Oklahoma.
But the all-knowing United States Army insisted he take
the course anyway, and who was a draftee to go arguing
with the wise heads running the Pentagon.

Tom's mentor and fellow Oklahoman, Woody Guthrie, once
summed up his own career with the new famous remarks
"Let me be remembered as the man who told you some-
thing you already knew." But the typing teacher at
Fort Dix had never heard of Guthrie; all the draftees
who could do 80 words a minute were left on their own.
Tom, being one of these, utilized the time to write a
song.

It was the first of some 130 or so he has written.
They range into every field -- childrens' songs like
"Going To The Zoo", Guthrie-type ballads like "Train
To Auschwitz", cowboy and rodeo songs, ballads uf the
0ld school that could easily fit into Professor Child's
collection.

It would be a fitting climax if one could say that the
song Tom wrote that afternoon in typing class at Fort
Dix was "The Willing Comscript."” But it wasn't. That
was a song for children, all about a marvellous toy
with big buttons and blinking lights that chugged up
on you from behind, going "bop" and "zip"

\"wh-r-r-1".

I never knew just what it was
And I guess I never will.




SIDE I, Band 5: IRA HAYES

(Words & Music by Peter La Farge)

Ira Hayes is a true story. Ira was one of the U.S.
Marines shown raising the Stars & Stripes on Iwo
Jima's Mt. Suribachi in the famous World War II
photograph.

But to Peter La Farge the song is much more than just
the story of one man. It symbolizes the whole bitter
history of the mistreatment and betrayal and degrada-
tion of the American Indian at the hands of the white
man.

Nor has it ended yet. Modern day motels adjacent to
Indian reservations drum up business by sending out
publicity urging tourists to "come see the picturesque
Red Man." But on the motel itself the white owner
puts a sign "no Indians or dogs allowed." Recently,
because so many tourists nowadays like to take their
pets along on vacation travels, they've started re-
moving the word "dogs". The rest of the sign remains.

Peter La Farge has thought long and deep about these
things, for he himself is an Indian. Like Ira Hayes,
he fought on a foreign shore, but in an altogether
different kind of war. In Pete's case it was Korea,
where at 19 he had 90 men under him, won five battles
stars, was wounded, was shipped home to have a woman
on a San Francisco trolley screw up her face in dis-
gust at the sight of his uniform and say,

"Is that stupid thing still going on."

"Skipped years -- wasted years. We were fighting a
war we shouldn't have been fighting in the first
place. There were no heroes in Korea."

How could there be heroes when the whole “thing" was

a case of American boys being sacrificed wholesale

to save the skin of one of the most despicable charac-
ters in modern history, Syngman Rhee, ruthless butcher
of school children (apparently we didn't learn nothing,
for we went right ahead and got messed up with more of
the same -- only this time an entire cockroachnestful
of them -- the Diem-Nhus).

Since Korea, Pete has been a rodeo rider, actor, or-
ganizer, guitar player, singer, songwriter.

The late Cisco Houston was Pete's greatest teacher.
"He spent endless hours with me, going over 'Ira
Hayes' word by word, line by line, verse by verse."
Pete still considers it his best song, although he
has written many others; he has recorded three Folk-
ways L-P's, notably "As Long As The Grass Shall Grow",
songs about his own Indian people.

words and music
BALLAD OF IRA HAYES by Peter La Farge
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1. Gather around me people, and a story I will tell

About a brave young Indian -- you should remember well,

From the tribe of Pima Indians, a proud and peaceful band,

Who farmed the Phoenix valley in Arizona land --

Down their ditches for a thousand years the sparkling water rushed,
Till the white man stole their water rights and the running water
Now Ira's folks were hungry \ hushed.
And their farm grew crops of weeds, 4

But when war came, he volunteered and forgot the white man's greed.

2. They started up Iwo Jima hill, two hundred & fifty men, (#D.5.)
But only twenty seven lived to walk back down again;

And when the fight was over and 01d Glory raised,

Among the men who held it high was the Indian Ira Hayes. ( $4D.S.)

3. Ira Hayes returned a hero, celebrated through the land,

He was wined and speeched ané honored, everybody shook his hand.

But he was just a Pima Indian == no money, no crops, no chance;

At home nobody cared what Ira 'd done, anti when do the Indiar(xs dance?

Se
4.Then Ira started drinking hard, jail often was his home
They let him raise the flag there and lower it as you'd %hrow a dog
He died drunk early one morning \ a bone,
Alone in the land he'd fought to save,
Two inches of water in a lonely ditch was the grave for Ira szes.

Ly
Yes, call him drunken Ira Hayes, { %D.8.)
But his land 1s still as dry
And his ghost is lying thirsty in the ditch where Ira died.

BROADSIDE ((-12

Copyright 1962, Edward B. Marks Music Corp. Used by permission.

SIDE I, Band 6: WHO KILLED DAVEY MOORE?
(Words & Music by Bob Dylan)

"The same guy who sucked up my town wants to bomb

Cuba, but he doesn't want to do it himself -- send
the kids. He made all this money, but what does he
do to earn it? Take away his money and he'd die.

Punch him in the gut enough times and he'd die.

"He's a criminal, a crook, a murderer."

This is Bob Dylan talking to reporter Jack A. Smith
in a recent interview for the National Guardian.

The "he" Bob talks about represents the

WHO KILLED DAVEY MOORE ?

he sees around him -- the "masters of war" scheming
to bring on an atomic holocaust, the exploiters, the
wealthy, the "red-baiters and race haters", brutal
police, "free-takin money-mekers", the hypocrites

and phonies who piously claim they have "God on their
side" as they explain away past horrors and slaughters
and clamor for more, the and playgirls who
drive their Cadillacs uncaringly past fellow human
beings down in the gutter.

"Dylan's songs are attempts to punch 'him' in the
gut," writes Smith.

This song typifies what Smith means, for Bob knows
it was "he" who also killed Davey Moore.

Words & Music by Bob Dylan
() 1963, Bob Dylan

Tune slightly screwed up by Pete Seeger

("I think this is one of Bob's best songs. He sings it in kind
of a hoarse chant; hardly more than two notes of the scale, one
high and ons low, like in the first two lines. I found myself un-
able to do it this way, though, and had to weaken and use two more
notes. I hope psople will be able to hear him singing it on an LP

soon, Meanwhile
ie

out a way to do

though, it would be worthwhile tr to f

These notes give hardly more a

hint of what you might use for melody or chords." -- Pete Seeger)

Steady rhythm, irregular metre
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No, it wasn't me that made him fall, }'?c'an't blame me at all
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2.

3.

5.

LA 4
WHO KILLED DAVEY MOORE? WHY DID FE DIE & WHAT'S THE REAS?;!VFgl’i?

Yot I, says the angry crowd, Whose screams filled the arena loud
Too bad that he died that n}.ght, But we just like to see a good fight
You can't blame us for his death,We just like to see some sweat
There aint nothin wrong in that
Wo, it wasn't us that made him fall,You can't blame us at all.

WHO KILLED DAVEY MOORE?
WHY DID HE DIE
AND WHAT'S THE REASON FOR?

Jot I, says his manager, Puffing on a big cigar
It's hard to say, it's hard to tell,I always thought that he was well
Too bad for his wife & kids he's dead
But if he was sick he shoulda said
Yo, you can't blame me at all, It wasn't me that made him fall.
WHO KILLED DAVEY MOORE?
WHY DID HE DIE
AND WHAT'S THE REASON FOR?

ot I,says the boxing writer,pounding the print on his old typewriter
Who says boxing aint too blame,There's just as much danger in a
Boxing is here to stay / football game
It's just the old American way
No,you can't blame me at all,It wasn't me that made him fall.
WHO KILLED DAVEY MOORE?
WHY DID HE DIE
AND WHAT'S THE REASON FOR?

Vot I,said the man whose fists,Laid him low in a cloud of mist
Who came here from Cuba's door,Where boxing aint allowed no more
I hit him, yes, it's true
But that's what I was paid to do,
Don't say murder, don't say kill,
It was Destiny,It was God's will.
WHO KILLED DAVEY MOORE?
WHY DID HE DIE
AND WHAT'S THE REASON FOR?

SIDE I, Band 7: I AIN'T A-SCARED OF YOUR JAIL
(Born in the Negro Freedom Struggle)

This song was born in the spring of 1963 in the
streets of Birmingham, Alabama, U.S.A., amid the
explosion of teargas shells, howling of white
hoodlums, snarling of police and police dogs, and
the roar of water from high pressure firehoses aimed
at human bodies.

It was created by children to sustain them as they
marched into these dangers. They found that the tune
of "The 0ld Grey Mare" fitted the rhythm of a new dance
step popular that spring among American teenagers, a
kind of hesitation step, starting with a twist, then

a step back and a step forward. So they sang and
danced into the arms of the police, who hauled them
away by the hundreds to overcrowded prisons and final-
ly open-air stockades.

The tune is quite an old one; new words were also
written to it in a previous civil war; then the new
song was called "01d Abe Lincoln Came Out of the
Wilderness".

From Birmingham the song has spread to wherever the
Freedom Fight is being waged, with new words and local
names inserted to fit the situation.




SIDE II, Band 1: WHAT DID YOU LEARN il SCHOOL TODAY

(Words & Music by Tom Paxton)

There must be something in the drinking water on the
old Creek Indian storping grounds in east central
Oklahoma. From virtually the same patch of blackjack
and dogwood in that ares some 50 miles southwest of
Tulsa heve come, successively, Woody Guthrie, Ernie
Marrs, and now Tom Paxton.

Tom played guard on the highschool football team at
Bristow in Creek county and one of the worst beatings
they ever took wec at the hands of Okemeh, Yoody's
o0ld home town in adjoining COkfuskee county.

Word that Woody was meking his way to glory east in
New York City apparently never did get back to the
homefolks. Tom didn't hear of Woody until 1957 when
a fellow student at the University of Oklahoma in
Norman happened to pley a Guthrie record for him.

"Woody has been a constant source of inspiration
ever since I started writing and singing songs,"
says Tom now. "Not only to me, but to a whole lot
of others.

"In fact, no living writer of these kind of songs can
claim he is not influenced by Woody Guthrie -- except
those grinding out folkum.

"Woody, above all, gave us courage. He taught us
that we can't run far enough or fast enough if we're
going to be honest in our writing. He taught us there
comes a time when we've got to stop and say, 'Whoa,
I've run far enough.'"

The Guthrie influence shows strong in Tom's words
and music and style of guitar playing. But it is
much more than imitation; Tom has an ever-present
individuality all his own. Like Woody's, his out-
put is varied, and like Woody, he has written a
lot of songs for children.

He describes "What Did you Learn In School Tcday?"
as a children's song -- for adults.

WHAT DID YOU LEARN IN SCHOOL TODAY?

B{ Zom Paxton
(c¢) 1963 by author
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That's what I learned in

school?

2.,What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of mine?(twice)
I learned that policemen are my friends,
I learned that justice never ends,
I leerned that murderers die for their crimes
Even if we nake a nistake some tines,
And that's vhat I learned in school today
That's what I learned in school.

3.What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of nine? (twice)
I learned our governnment must be strong,
It's always right and never wrong,
Our leaders are the finest men
And we elect 'em again and again,
And that's what I learned in school today
That's what I learned in schcol.

L4 .What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of nine? (twice)
I learned that war is not so bad,

Hard Rain's A-Gonna Fall

Reprinted from SING OUT! {5 §Aais iy B v
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walked and I've crawled on six crooked highways
stepped in the middle of seven sad forests
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been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard

ad N —

A D
r'a ] N p— P— i
g e
et e+ 3> 1
Sl
A e €

bl ed
VR e - e What did you hear my blue eyed
darli %
WRCImwe V;;us,,““ g darint What did you hear my darlin’

abe with wildiwoll ng one?
s )a;:mwu - e I heard the sound ol l‘;hunder thal‘
1d lh bod: out a warning;
Lebn by ol IIO o e I heard the roar of a wnxe th:llcou.d a5
h th blood that drown the whole wor!
FanmiEa b""ew g I heard one hundred drummers whose

hands were a blazing;
1 heard ten thousa «: wh sper:ng and
nobody istemng;
1 heard one person starve, I hear
y pers.ns iaughing;
1 heard the song nv a pm who died n

T heard the mundl or a rlovm who cried
in the alley;

I heard the sound of one pe son who
cried he was human.

And it's a hard, hard

Andit's a ard'rainsa gonm fall.

Who did you meet my blue eyed

Who did you meet my darlin'
young one?
I met a young child beside a dead pony:
I met a white man who walked a black
I saw a room full of men with their dog;
hammers a-bleeding; I met a young woman wme body was
I saw a white ladder all covered with 3
water; I met a young glrl she glve me a
I saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues

were all broken; I met one man who wu wuunded n love,

I met another man who was wound

atre
And it's a hard, hard, hard hard,
And it's a hard'rain's a gonna fall.

1/saw jruns and sharp swords in the
hands of young children.

And it's a hard, hard, hard, har

And it's a hard rain's a gonna .

What'll you do o now my blue eyed
What'll vou do now, mx darlin'

I'm a-going bnck oulqlore the rain
a falling;
I'll walk to the daplh! oI the deepesx
orest; ,
Where the people n. e many and their
s are all empt
Where the pelletu ol pulson are l'looc‘lng
aters;
Where the home m Lhe ullcy meets the
p dirty priscn;
Where the execuhulners face is always

Where the hunger is ugly, where souls

e forgotten;
Where black is lhe mlm where none is
the number
And I'll tell it and speak it and think it
and breathe it;
And reflect lrom the mountain so all

ouls can see it;
Then I'll stand on the ocean untii I
start sinking;
But I'll know my song well before I
start singing
And it's a hard, hard, hard, Fara
And it's a hard rain's a gonna fall.

I learned about the great ones we have had,
Ve fought in Germany and in France,

Anc some day I night get my chance,

And that's what I learned in school today
That's what I learned in school.

SIDE II, Band 2: A HARD RAIN'S A-GONNA FALL

(Words & Music by Bob Dylan)

This song, which is really a long poem set to music,

is considered by many to be Bob Dylan's masterpiece

-- 5o far. There undoubtedly will be other Dylan
rks to challenge it, since he is only 22.

"Hard Rain" means different things to different
people. Sore see it mercly as a protest against
atomic fallout; to others it carries 2 much deeper
meening -- they see the "hard rain" as the burning
hell the American people will have to pass through
in order to correct the many things wrong with owr
society (a foretaste of which the Negro people are
encountering as they struggle for democratic rights
uaranteed them a undred years ago).

The lyrics reveal Dob Dylan as a true poet. It is
on the basis of "Hard Ra:m" that some critics have
compared Dylan to Lorca, the Spanish poet murdered
by the Franco Fascists a half dozen years before
Bob was born. Others note a strong influence of
the American Beats. Still others compare it to the
work of Bertolt Brecht, Bob's favorite poet.

Woody Guthrie, of course, is Bob's greatest teacher,
as he himself has said many times. Almost a fore-
runner of "Hard Rain" is the long, recently-discover-
ed Whitmanesque poem by Woody, "My Freedom Fire",

printed in the August issue of the magazine MATNSTREAM.

But it is safe to say that no Guthrie character could
wander as far as Dylan's "blue-eyed son" without run-
ring across the union.activity.

"I sew a young man walking that picket line,
I saw a young woman carrying a union sign."
£ 0 :




SIDE II, Band 3: SUBMARINE CALLED THRESHER

(Words & Music by Gene Kadish)

Except that Pete Seeger didn't become his greatest
influence until recent years, Gene Kadish would make
a good candidate for the "Seeger Congress" our coun-
try may happily enjoy one of these years. Pete has
always said that he owe= whatever success he has had
to the kids to whom he sang in summer camps when he
launched out as a soloist. Many of these youngsters
became students at colleges and universities, where
they saw to it that Pete was booked in for the con-
certs which are the foundation of his career. Now
they are being graduated and Pete expects a goodly
number of them to win seats in the U.S. Congress;
even conceivably win a majority, in which cases he
anticipates being invited to sing and play his banjo
from the Speaker's rostrum.

(And what will the Blacklisters do then, poor

things).

Though only 22, Gene Kadish has already had his
baptism of fire under the political guns. He was
president last year at the University of Chicago
of the fighting liberal campus political party,
POLIT. He also served on the Student Government
and was one of 12 members of that body "recalled"
for having sent a telegram to President Kennedy
criticizing his actions at the time of the Cuban
crisis. To bolster this kind of background he at-
tended the University of Chicago Law School before
getting his degree from U.C. this spring.

Somehow he found time while on the campus to edit
the university yearbook and to take part in dramat-
ics and musical comedy revues. And this past sum-
mer he and two others, Cindy Whitsell and Dave
Steinberg, have been performing a club act in Chi-
cago. They all play instruments and some of them
sing, but basically they're actors and topicsl
improvisation is their forte.

"I must admit," says Gene, "that my greatest influ-
ence in recent years has been Pete Seeger. However
he (at least by himself) was not a major part of my
first introductions to folk music. For years I
listened to the 78's my parents have of Robeson,

the Almanac Singers, Josh White, R. Dyer-Bennet, etc.
etc. But I wrote 'The Submarine Called Thresher'
actually with Pete Seeger in mind, hoping he would
sing it."
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mestic purposes. How long is
the immoral wasting of this
country’'s wealth and lives of
men to go on?
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SAUL GOODMAN. Together peacefully. (Refrain)

WILLIAM MOORE THE MATLMAN
(Words by Seymour Farber. Music, Peter Seeger)

Two kinds of songs are rising in great numbers out
of the heroic struggle of America's twenty million
Negro citizens for their long-denied civil rights.

First, the songs being created by the Negro people
themselves in the heat of the seemingly endless
battle.

Secondly, the songs being written by sympathizers
outside of the South. 'FREEDOM SONGS' SWEEP NORTH
said a recent headline in the New York Times over
a story by Robert Shelton telling of the mushroom-
ing popularity of songs about the integration
struggle written by Northerners. And said Time in
a follow-up article:

"A11 over the U.S. folksingers are doing what folk-
singers are classically supposed to do -- singing
about current crisis. Not since the Civil War era
have they done so in such numbers and with such in-
tensity..."

Already there exists a large body of this second
category of integration songs, and new ones are
being added almost daily by such singer-songwriters
as Bob Dylan, Phil Ochs, Len Chandler, Bill Faier,
Peter La Farge, Tom Paxton, etc. But these kind of
songs are being written not only by folksingers, but
bypeopleina.unlknornfe--highu and

college stud » poets, ’ ives, pro-
fessors, lawyers.
WILLIAM MOORE is ve of this

group
of songs. The antlnr of the lyrics, Seymour Farber,
is an attorney. He was born in New York City in 1930,
was educated in the New York City public schools, New
York University (B<A. 1951), and Harvard Law School
(LL.B. 1954). He is now engaged in the general prac-
tice of law in San Francisco.

FHE NEW YORK TIMES, SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 14, 1963.
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WILLIAM MOORE THE MAILMAN

Farber

: ¥§§2n Sogmug !;ga

by authorl ’

S N I MRS N T R
S E e e e e
= ——
William Moore you were a mailman, You never missed a day, You
o o T I S S— e
Tt = SESE t i =
always got your letters thru, Nobody blocked your way. No?.mdlg1 % xour
T e p— L ey
-——-—f—ﬁ——.‘-ﬁ—:—‘——f——F——l—PT =t ;' g
way I know, Nobody blocked your way, You always got your letters thru
PO e L /i (7th line of gud verse:) ., .,

J_l__l_‘__'_lv_,
No~ body blocked your way.

2« One day you had a message
You feii you had to shout

- ]].t wnsn't

It wasn't an ordinary message

Tock you beyond your route.

Took you beyond your route,
know

Took you beyond your route

It wasn't an ordinary message

Took you beyond your route.
3.

od
And love and friendship too
It wasn't a rogular message
So they wouldn

They wouldn't let you thru,
I know

They wouldn't let you thru

It wasn't a regular messngo

So they wouldn't let you tl

The message dealt with brother-
ho

t let you thru.

1
1z
¥

an or'/:in-l:r‘y message--

4, They stopped you, William Moore
I know

But your message did get thru
For they can kill a man for sure
But not his message too.

But not his message too,
know

But not his message too

For they can kill a man for sure

But not his message too.

(ve 5, last half of tune only.
Suggest playing first half as
interlude.)

5. Your_message did get thru,
I know
Your message did get thru

For they can kill a man for sure
But your message did get thru.

/BROADSIDE #28/

SIDE II, Band 5: BUSINESS

(Words: translated by Walter Lowenfels from the
French of Guillevic.

Music: Peter Seeger)

From time to time someone protests that topical songs
always seem to be about workers, minorities, the
oppressed, the underdog -- okay, here is a song that
takes care of that. Messrs. Guillevic, Lowenfels
and Seeger have combined to produce what truly stands
as a singing love sonnet to Big Business, the Fat
Cats. BUSINESS has proved popular not only with folk-
singers but also with jazz performers. Even the
"thrushes" in the night clubs are learning to their
surprise that the Wall Street and Madison Avenue men
they have been trying to beguile all these years with
throaty titallating sexy stuff have a love superior
to that of their love for sex -- namely, for PROFITS.

It is a commentary on something or other that this
loving paean to big business should come largely
from the labor of Pete Seeger and Walt Lowenfels;
both had to work under the handicap of distractions
caused by nervousy Huacs and F-B-Eyes.” A West Coast
editor recently described Walt as the "de=an of the
dispossessed."

Walt says about himself:

"My last book, WALT WHITMAN'S CIVIL WAR (Knopf, 1960),
was a Book-Of-Fhe-Month Dividend Selection. My se-
lected poems will be out soon, and were recorded re-
cently by the LIBRARY OF CONGRESS. Other forthcoming
books: (1), THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL, conversations
with East Germans (a chapter from it, Eisler on
Schoenberg, was in a recent SATURDAY REVIEW); (2),
TWENTIETH CENTURY MODERNS: An Anthology of U.S. Avant
Garde Poets.

"About BUSINESS: Guillevic, a French poet who usual-
ly writes in a very advanced style, came out in 1954
with a book of 31 somnets. This was about the same
time that I went through a neo-classic period and
wrote a book called SONNETS OF LOVE & LIBERTY. "Busi-
ness" is translated in strict sonnet form from
Guillevic's original. Pete's success in using the
strict and classical sonnet form as a song form in-
spired the development of a song cycle of six sonnets,
entitled LOVE SONG OF THE RESISTANCE, of which "Busi-
ness" is a part. Pete left on his exf.ended world trip
before the music could be completed; perhaps another
composer can be found.

"Songs I have written with Lee Hays include "The Lone-
some Traveller", "Wasn't That A Time", "The Rankin
Tree", etc. I was one of the Paris Expatriates of the
20's and 30's and I guess I am kniwn more as an avant
garde poet than a folk song lyrisist." ... Walter
Lowenfels.

Business

Translated fron the

“rench of Guilleviec by Walter Lowenfels

usic by Peter Seeger
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SIDE II, Band 6: PUNCH PRESS OPERATOR

(Words by Bernie Packer. Music, Peter Seeger)

Bernie Packer knows the insides of industrial shops;
he's spent his whole working life in them., Born in
1919, he came to Cleveland, Ohio, at the age of three
and has lived there ever since. Graduating in 1936
from a technical -high school where he specialized

in machine shop, he pounded the streets for over a
Year looking for a job. "From 1938 to 1939," he re-
calls, "I worked at many small shops in the city, no
Job lasting more than a month. Got my first real job
late in 1939 at a large auto and aircraft parts manu-
facturer going great guns doing government work.

"I worked on the turret lathe, hot header, and groove
grinder."

The shop had a typical company union and Bernie was
involved almost immediately as a CIO organizer
attempting to oust the phoney group. There was a
period of one week during which he was thrown bodily
out of the shop three times by company goon squads.
But he kept coming back and finally saw the day

when he faced the company president in a showdown
across a table before the War Labor Board in Washing-
ton.

In April of 1942 he was drafted into the Army and
served three years with an Air Force Bomber Train-
ing Group.

Returning to Cleveland, he got a job in a small shop
where he learned the Tool and Die trade. He works
now as a Tool Designer at a large fabricating shop.
Since he has to follow his jobs from the building of
the die to the tryout on the press, he still spends
a good portion of his time in the tool room and the
press room.

"There's hardly a man in the press room that hasn't
been clipped or hasn't seen someone get'his fingers
cut off by that bloody guillotine called the Punch
Press. Safety rules are lax and rarely enforced.
I've worked in many places where old clunkers, which
should have been junked years before, 'repeated' and
injured the operator. The things you see and the
stories you hear make you sick to the stomach."

(A "repeater" is a press with controls so worn out
it will strike twice or more in swift succession
where the operator only intended one stroke).

Bernie is married and has two daughters, both folk-
song enthusiasts. He himself plunks on the mando-
lin and loves work songs; "The No. 1 record on my
all-time list is Pete Seeger's Industrial Ballads."
When he runs across a new work song, "I latch onto
it and gobble it up eagerly. That's one reason I'd
like to see some more enterprising lads sing about
their jobs and struggles." Recently he has written
the lyrics to a musical with a shop theme and is
looking for someone to write the music.

Some of his beliefs? "I believe in equality for all
races and freedom for all men. It follows, then,
that I support all freedom organizations and all
meace movements.

"I believe that some of the big union heads who have
lost all their fight and have become soft should be
booted out and replaced by militant men who are ready
to fight for the interests of the worker. This is a
job for the little guy down below to do, and I've got
great faith in the working man.

"When he moves, he!ll move mountains. And the time
will come, just woit and see."
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AN tune: iPetar Seeger

factory- Feeding a beast that don'y 4 ne- It
! ; . 1ke

SONG CF THE PUNCH PRESS OPERATOR
p——

T got a job in a

< don't g{ve a damn about how I feel= Long as Ifz é@ a ration of
c 50

e e e — = ===

o, 77 i* = K L4 7 &
steel- And pigy the man that knows tha grief that comes with the
}} 2 = e A7 + p—) oy
e e £ S e s
bite of that monster's t oth. CHO: Watch yer mitts at the aturg{
[ [+ S — sl i £2 <

I\
- o
the stroke- If.'s a repeat killer & will "go for broke"- It
A2

+ = — == h:g?*ﬂ ) v (N

should 4 been meltod tw-nty years buck but it feeds t.ho boss
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& he loves thatlsnack- Oh geast, spare my hands- I'11 use thn-

3 2., There aint no guards to
slow up a man
Keep yer foot on the pedal
and yer eye on the ram
If yer hand should slip, why, the boss don't shout
He buys new fingers as he throws you out
There's plenty of slaves to feed the jaws (repeat)
And the press don't stop when there aint no cause
3. There aint one man out on the press
That wouldn't quit if jobs weren't scarce
But a man has to have a daily meal
And the press must be fed it's cold rolled steel
While deep inside remains the dream
That mak;;ugs the masters, not the machine.

to slay you if I get the e e.

(repeat)




SIDE II, Band 7: BALLAD OF LOU MARSH

(Words & Music by Phil Ochs)

Phil Ochs, at 22, stands tall in the school of young
songwriter-performers who are laboring to put Ameri-
can song back on the main track. He was born in El
Paso, raised mainly in New York and Ohio. Won a short
story prize at 15 while attending Staunton Military
Academy in Virginia. Graduated in the same class with
Barry Goldwater's son Mike. Papa Barry, who graduated
from the same military school in his own time (this
should explain something about Goldwater's affinity to
the South), spoke at Phil's graduation and shook Phil's
hand as he was given his diploma.

Phil escaped from the Confederacy and followed "the
drinking gourd" North to Ohio State, where he majored
in journalism for three years. While there he was
managing editor of the school humor magazine, SUNDIAL;
also edited a dorm newspaper in which he discussed
such topics as politics, religion, current events,
etcetera. His roommate, Jim Glover, a guitar picker,
offered to teach him the instrument. Phil learned
the basic rudiments and played with Glover for six
months in a group called "The Sundowners".

THE BALLAD OF LOU MARSH

Quit college in February of 1960 and drifted down to
Florida, where he teamed up with a young Negro song-
smith from New Orleans to write rock n' roll stuff.
Wrote his first topical song in September of 1961:

it was called "Ballad of the Cuban Invasion" and would
make Barry Goldwater want to take back his handshake;
has written close to a hundred songs since; Phil's
"Ballad of William Worthy" is one of the features of
the first BROADSIDE L-P.

Phil got his first professional singing and playing
Job in a Cleveland bar starting at $30 a week. Came
to New York in August of 1962 and made a kind of a
living for months passing the basket at a coffee-
house called The Thirdside. First appeared with
Pete Seeger at a rally held in New York in support
of the striking coal miners in Hazard, Kentucky
(Phil sang a Hazard song he had written with about
two days'! notice). He has sung with Bob Gibson, the
Smothers Bros., the Tarriers, Paul Clayton, New
World Singers, and the Knoblick Upper 10,000.

Phil's main influences are Bob Gibson, Pete Seeger,
and Bob Dylan.

Pete has said of the chorus of LOU MARSH "it has
beautiful poetry and deep compassion rarely equalled".

Words & Music by
Phél Ochs
© 1963, by author
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2.There were two gangs approache
ing

In Spanish Harlem town

The smell of blood was in the air

The challenge was laid down

He felt their blinding hatred

And he tried to save their lives

But they broke his peaceful body

With their fists & feet & knives.

Cho.

LITHO IN USA. "Ba™

3.Now Lou liarsh lies forgotten
In his cold and silent grave
But his memory still lingers on
In those he tried to save,

And all of those who knew him
Now and then recall

And shed a tear on poverty

The tombstone of us all. Cho,
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