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THE
BROADSIDE

SINGERS

A GROUP OF NINE WRITERS WHO HAVE CONTRIBUTED TO BROADSIDE MAGAZINE

AIN'T THAT NEWS / MORE GOOD MEN GOIN' DOWN / TIMES I'VE HAD / PATHS OF VICTORY / CHRISTINE / RATTLESNAKE / CARRY IT ON
LINKS ON THE CHAIN / CAUSES / IMMIGRANTS / THE FAUCETS ARE DRIPPING / FATHER'S GRAVE / THE SCRUGGS PICKER
PLAINS OF NEBRASKY-O / FREEDOM IS ACONSTANT STRUGGLE
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SIDE I, Band 6: RATTLESNAKE - Peter La Farge

Peter specializes in Indian protest songs but here
he has carried an image to include other arees.

Johnny Cash's recording of his Ira Hays has given
him mach deserved natiomal recognition.

by Peter LaFarge
© by the author

You know its not extraordinary in the country I
come from way out West

To find a rattlesnake on your doorstep

The thing that has disturbed me of late to hear
the rattlesnake all over this country

By the Jincksy girls

And their two-bit gownms

Waiting for a sucker just to put him down

Every time one of them walked past

I heard the rattle buzzing loud and fast

You'd think that the rattlesnakes were always
cheap

But they aint particular 'bout the company they keep

I heard it too in a fancy ball

Sounded by diamond that the rattles call:

RITTIT et 0e e TTTTIT . o oo sTattlesnake

Before you bite that's the noise you make
RITITITITIT. oo scrattlesnake

There's the quick loan men who make their way
Talkin' workin' folk into losing their pay
They'1ll loan you a dollar but thay want back two
When there goes a rattler loud and true

But I also learned there's uptwon gents

Who are glad to learn you how the money's spent

Their address is good and their clothes are neat
But as they take your money the snake says "cheat?
RITIITYTs oo oo sxattlesnake

Before you bite that's the noise you make
RITITTITe s oo oo osrattlesnake

I heard him too by the alley side

Where the pushers deal and addicts glide
Heroin's quiet and enchances the boys

But I heard its anthem in the rattler's noise
Then there's the uptown doctor with his needle clean
He's awfuly nice and he's never mean

He'll give you dope by another name

But I heard the rattler just the same
RITTTTTeo0sessrattlesnake

Before you bite that's the noise you make
RYTTITITITTITIT e s 0 s« sTattlesnake

There's a city official way down low
Keeping his pockets filled with dough

If you want help don't ask his aide
There's a rattlesnake gitting in his shade
There's a politician way up high

Too far to hear the people cry

Pagsing bills for the wealthy man

He won't explain but the rattler can
RITITYIITT ¢ o oo sTattlesnake

Before you bite that's the noise you make
RITTIITIIITITe 0 sTattlesnake

I heard it loydest way down South

The rattle came from acracker's mouth

Laced with spittle and crammed with hate

He thought he was talkin',,..I heard rattlesnake
There's lots of snakes, let me tell you, Jack,
There's the pygmy rattler and the diamond back
Governor Johnson says he loves you all

And the rattle stings with a southern drawl
RITITITITITe s e oo srattlosnake

Before you bite that's the moise you make
RITITIIITIT e 0000 sTattlesnake

SIDE I, Band 7: CARRY IT ON - Gil Turner

Gil was one of the founders of Broadside and has
done a lot of important work in the civil rights
movement. This song is considered by many of the
writers to be one of the classics.

CARRY IT ON

Gil Turner

Words & Musie by
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2, They will tell their lyin' stories
Send their dogs to bite our bodies
They will lock us into prison
Carry it on, carry it on,

Carry it on, carry it on.

3. All their lies be soon forgotten
All their dogs - dois ‘are gonna lie there rottin!
All their prison walls will crumble
Carry it on, carry it on,
Carry it on, carry it on.

4, If you can't - can't go on any longer
Take the hand - hand held by your brother
Every victory gonna bring another
Carry it on, carry it on,

Carry it on, carry it on.

€' 1963, Melody Trails, Inc., New York, Used by permission
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SIDE II, Band 1: LINKS ON THE CHAIN - Phil Ochs

Many of Phil's songs are a combination of the popu-
lar and folk idioms. He alsoc makes wide use of
satire to drive home his points.

build- ing links on the chain.

When the police on the hobses
were waiting on demand
Riding thru the strike with
a pistol in their hand
Swinging at the skull of many
a Union man
As you built one more link
on the chain, etc.

Then the army of the fascists
tried to put you on the run
But the army of the Union
they did what could be done
The power of the factory was
greater than the gun
As you built one more link
on the chain, etc,

Then in 1954, decisions
finally made

The black man was a-rising fast
and racing from the shade

Your Union took no stand and
your Union was betrayed

As you lost yourself a link
on the chain, etc.
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And then there came the boycotts
and then the Freedom Rides
And forgetting what you stood for
you tried to block the tide

The automation bosses were
laughing oh the side
As you lost one more link
on the chain, etc.

You know when they block your trucks
by laying on the road

All that they are doing is
all that you have showed

That you gotta strike, you gotta fight,
to get what you are owed

When you're building your links
on the chain, etc.

And the man who tries to tell you
that they'll take your job away
He's the same man who was scabbing hard
Just the other day
And your Union's not a Union till he's
thrown out of the way
And he's 3hoking on your links
of the chain, etc.

For now the times are telling you
the times are rolling on

And you're fighting for the same thing
the jobs that will be gone

Now it's only fair to ask you, boys,
which side are you on?

As you're building all your links
on the chain, on the chain, ete.

SIDE II, Band 2: CAUSES - Pat Sky

Pat has a totally irreverent semse of humor that

served him well with this song. Lately he has

written some fine lilting ballads and his general @I?é‘f \JHITFELD /'IMSIC/ INC. 2.

writing is improving at an impressive rate. 225 sasT SyTh Shas oAl YC '

GIVE 7O THE CAUSE

WoRDSE AND Music

by PATRICK SKY
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Give for TB, Cancer and Red Cross
Freedcnm it costs a dime

The blind need to see

Help fight leprosy

And give to the man in the mine
Refrain

Give to the cause
Overlook the flaws
Give to the PTA
Help the doctors out
Buy a girlscout
Give to the KKK
refrain

Give t6 the cause

Buy us abomb

Wipe out the enemy

Stand up and fight

for what you think is right
That'll cost you a buck fifty
refrain

Give to the cause

Cause I am broke

Be charitable and give

Give to the man

CGive whate'er you can

But give, give, give, give, give,
refrain




WELCOME, WELCOME EMIGRANTE'

Bufty Sainre-Marie
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SIDE II, Band k: THE FAUCETS ARE DRIPPING -
Malvine Eqmm
Malvina didn't start writing wntil late in life but
she's sure made up for it by producing & hp
in a short time. Some of the lines in her song
Little Boxes have become part of the national vocabu-
The Taucets Are Drippi
By Malvina Reynolds s’
k Cho: & 1960, Schroder Music
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FATHER'S GRAVE Words & Music by
(For Cordell.Reagon) Len H. Chandler, Jr.
DA C [CS

Oh, the old house was a shell
There were weeds around the well
And I touched the rusty hinge

That held no door
And the roof was caving in

It was always sort of thin

With my g blade in my hand As I looked the land And jnd T found the place
s gm’ hlf" L 2 ka—crlo i [ Where the ash pan burned the floor.(CHO)
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thought of all the places that I'd been, Of that old

And the good times that I had
With my pockets full of
Purple plums each fall
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When the yard was wide and clean
And the grass was short and green

house I called home Whefe I'd afl?\-g.s a-lone And of that
that 9 een
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Now the underbrush has
Laid its claim to all. (CHO)

I learned of violence done
By my mother's brother's son
Was it hate or hurt that

=
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weed]g grave that:‘ held my clos-est kin. And as I
t

Held the hand to knife

& BM—, €7 .27 It vas trouble in the mind

Well, guess that's the only kind

T
1 That could make my cousin
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< gl ; “— Try to take his father's life, (CHO)
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R s T Tabhor s v It made me feel so bad
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& o i | nward - Used by Hear the preacher pray repeat

swore no child I bore would be a slave. Permission

Len Chandler wrote "Takin' Me Away From You Train"
before heading South (Georgia,Tennessee,Mississ-
ippi). "Father's Grave" was written when Cordell
Reagon of the Freedom Singers took him to visit
the old Reagon home,

Yes, and I was only eight 3rd line
No, I can't recall the date |of tune

Nor the reason I was late for two
But a funeral just can't wait|extra
And when I got to church lines

They were rolling him away here. Ed.
(Repeat 1st verse & chorus)

SIDE II, Band 5: FATHER'S GRAVE - Len Chandler

Len's improving lyricism is winning him increasing
attention. He has spent a lot of time in the South
recently actively involved in civil rights and he
Just finished a fund raising towr with Dick Gregory.

SIDE IT, Band 6: THE SCRUGGS PICKER - Ernie Marrs

Although unknown to the general public, Ernie is the
most prolific of all the songwriters. He lives in
Atlanta, Georgla writing several songs a week, and
as this poem shows has some rather wry views on the
current folk scene.

THE SCRUGGS PICKER

Behold the great Scruggs-picker!
He arriveth carly, and departeth late,
He crasheth the party, and disturbeth
the whole household,
Mighty are his preparations,
He interrupteth the proceedings,
he deafeneth the nultitudes,
He causeth the cat to hide,& the dog to
depart,
He driveth others to drink, He pauseth
not, nor yet doth hc waver,
He finisheth not his songs,
he corrupteth one with another.
He lacketh taste,courtesy he knoweth not.
He goeth away, when the night is far
spent, and the evening ruined,
and the truth is not in him
ERNIE MARRS




SIDE II, Band 7: PLAINS OF NEBRASKY-O -
Eric Anderson

Eric is the most important addition to the song-
writers this year. He specializes in love songs
and many of his images are beautiful and penetrat-

ing.

PLAINS o NEBRASKY-0 35t
se permission
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Have you heard a-bout a country where the rivers run free, That's a
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tall as — the sky, On the great plains of 0ld Nebras-ky- o

In school I read of men,who died by the gun,

But not of those who died by the hoe; :

The land has drunk the rains of many a-farmer's blood,
Now forgotten and buried long ago.

Where are the hands that plowed fields without sleep?
Hands that saved a dyin' calf without rest?

Where's the fest that walked down them hot, dusty trails
On their way to seek their fortunes goin' west.

And where are the fathers who died in the dust,
And mothers who died hungry in the snow?
And where's the kids that watched the banks
plow their houses down?
Those are things I guess my teachers never imowed.

You tell me drouths hurt only corn and net men,
You smile and say hard times have gone away;

I guess I should listen to my city politician
Who keeps tellin' me these are better days.

Is there anybody left to walk a muddy mile,
Is courage a word that's only said?
Is it true them dusty days are days
that never really were,
But are only tales in books to be read.

(Repeat first verse slowly & deliberately)

FREEDOM 1S A CONSTANT

kSlowly, with a heavy beat
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Free, We must be

Free.

2. They say that Freedom is a
constant sorrow...0 Lord we've

sorrowed so long...
3...crying...cried. 4...dying...
died... (Repeat 1lst verse.)

® 1964 by Freedom Singers

SIDE II, Band 8: FREEDOM IS A CONSTANT STRUGGLE

To be fully representative it was agreed to have a
song from the southern freedom movement. This mov-
ing song based on an old hymn became known after
the murder of the three civil rights workers in
Mississippi.
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