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WE SHALL OVERCOME

Unofficial theme song of Civil

Rights Movement, first sung by

Rev., Martin Luther King and bus
bbycotters in Montgomery, Ala.

a few years ago.

. : .
%; shall gieré%he, we shall over-

()

come,gcﬁ An B G-Dy-G

We shall overcome someday.

e F En-C
Oh-~deep in my heart,
£ & E-A

I do believe

That wg shall éiercg;e éﬁ%eé%y.
The truth shall make us free...
We shall live in pe&ace€...

We will end Jim Crow...

The Lord will see us through...
We are not afraid...

We'il go hand in hand...

We qhall brothers bes..

We shall overcontlfe.s

THE FROGGY HE AM A QUEER BIRD

Muglc by Joe Bennardello and Pete
Jacobson.

g

1
The froggy he am a queer birde
: |
He aintt got no tall almost hardly.
He run and he jump and he land on

his rump,
&4

Where he ain?'t go no tail almost

hagrdlyo

I know how ugly I are

I know my face is no star.

But yet I don't mind it becauss
I'm behind it.

The fellow in front gets the jJar-
har-har!

I'M ON MY WAY TO THE CANAAN LAND

As sung by David Wexler.

Erm-Bn-Em...

I'm on my way to the Canaan Land,

-
I'm on my way to the Canaan Land,

Eﬂ'ﬁﬂ'gﬁﬂ- ﬁﬂ‘%
I'm on my way to the Canaan Land,
Am Enm

I'm on my way ,
1
Glory Hallelujah,
En-Am~Em

I'm on my way.
I asked my brother,
"Won't you go with me?",..

Tell Paul ana Silas
I'm on my way.,.

I asked my Jesus,
"Won't you lead the way?"...

Told that sinner
He can't go with me...

Repeat T



SANTY ANNO

| CHORUS
. A C
LISTEN, MR. BILBO - Onh, heave 'er up and away
WPlg;;;"By a New York couvle we'll go,
in 1945, in protest against "™ ,
Bilbo, a Louisiana senator, who Heave away, Santy Anno,

ersonified bigotry in America. ) 1
o ¥ Heave 'er-up and away

CHCRUS . Ew
D, we'll go,

Mr, Bilbo, listen to me
Listen, fr ’ ’ Ve are boY for Californio.

I'11 give you a lesson in history,

Listen while I tell you that the Back 1n the days of 149,
An Heave away, Santy Anno,
foreigners you hate Those were the days of the
5 good old times,
Are the ve}y same people made We are bound for Californio.
(chorus)

Aé%}ica reat
g * She's a fast clipver ship

ang a mnrhfv énnﬂ crew,

CALINL

iust to see what he could A darn good Iankeﬂ for a
o 1§Z§’ I captain, too... (cho,)
2

Columbus, an Italian, sailed out
across the sea.

‘There's plenty of gold, so

"Tsabella, babe, the world I've been told...
e qi;G;OJni— ’ ’ Plenty of gold so I've been
And the U, S. A.'s just a-waltin' told..,. (cho.,)
be found.® (cho.) ]

bo be fo ) ' 'Round Cape Horn to Frisco
In 1609, on a bright summer's day, . Bay...‘ )
The Half !oon anchored in New York That was the way that I

Bay. earned my nay... (cho.)

Henry Hudson, a Dutchman, took a
look around,
Said,"Boys, this is gonna be a

heck of a town." ({(cho.)
When the khing of England startec Now, 8ilbo, you're takin' one
pushing tbe Yankees around, heck of a chance~
They had a 1little trouble un in Your friends, the Duponts,
) Boston town, came over from France,
There was a brave Negro, Crispus Another thing I'm sure will be
Attucks was the man- news to you-
Was the first cne to fall when the The first %r, Bilbo was a
fignting pegan. (cho.) foreigner, too. (cho.)
Colin helly was a pilot, flying You don't like Negroes and
down low, : you don't like Jews,
Levin pushed the button thdt let If there's anyone you éo
the bomb go. like, it sure is news,
They sank the Haruna to the bot- You don't like Poles,
tom ¢f' the sea- Italians, Cacnollcs, too,
Was foreigners like this that Well, dead or alive, Bud, we
kept America free. (choa) qon’t 1ike youl (ChO.)

2



ITSY BITSY SPIDER

Children's song

The itsy-bitsy spider went up
the water spout,

Down came the rain and washed
the spilder oute.

Up came the sun and dried up
all the rain,

And the itsy-bitsy spider went

up the spout agailne

OH,MARY ,DON'T YOU WERP

Negro spiritual

CHRUS ;
D,

Sh,Mary, don't you weep, don't

you mourmn, ,
Oh, Mary,don!'t you weep, dont't

FOU MOUTNe

C

Pharaoh's army got drownded,

By G

Oh,Mary, don't you weep.

If T could I surely would

Stand on the rock wtrere Moses
stood,

Pharaoh's army got drownded

Oh,Mary, don't you weep.

CHOKUS

One of these nights about
twelve ofclock

This old world's going to reel
and rock,

Phargoh's army got drownded;

Oh,Mary,don't you wWeep.

CHORUS

IF I HAD A HAMMER

Words by Lee Hayes, music by
Pete Seeger.

If I had a hammer,

G : D i

I1'd hammer in the morning,

I'd hammer in the evening,
7

All over this land-

1'd hammer out danger-
Br-G
I'd hammer out a warning-
G

I'd hammer out the love between

my brothers and my sisters-
oD By b-&-D
All over this land.

If I had a bell,

I'd ring it in the morning,

I'd ring it in the evening,

All over this land.

I'd ring out danger-

I'd ring out a warning-

I'd ring out the love between
my brothers and my sisters—

All over this land.

If I had a song, i'd sing it
in the morning,

I'd sing it intthe evening

A1l over this land.

I'd sing out danger-

I'd sing out a warning-

I'd sing aut the love between
my brothers and my sisters-

All over this land. )

Well, I have a hammer,

And I have a bell,
And I have a song to sing
All over this land. A
It's the hammer of justice,
It's the bell of freedom,-
It's the song about the love
between my brothers and
my sisters
All over this land.



THIS LITILE LIGHT OF MINE |
Bob Gibson and SNCC members.

G

This little 1light of mine,
. &
I'm gonna let it shine.

This little light of mine,

G
I'm gonna let it shine,

This little light of mine,
Ew
I'm gonna let it shine,

D~

Let it shine, let it shine,

Let it shine.

Bridges: -

Monday, he gave me the gift
of love,

Tuesday, peace came from above

Wednesday, he told me to have
more faith,

Thursday, he gave me a little
more grace.

Friday, he told me to watch
and pray,

Saturday, he told me just
what to say,

Sunday, he gave me the power
divine

To let my 1little light shine,

Some say let us run and hide,

We say there's oo place to
hide.,

Some say let the world decide,

We say let the people decide,

Some say that the time'’s not
right,

We know that the time's just
right,

And if there's a dark corner in

this land-

We're gonna let our 1ittle light

shine,

We've got the 1light of freedom...

We've got the torch of peace...

Everywhere I go...

TEENGALEQ i
Anr

//
I'm on my way to see my love,
64

~ 7
The orincess of my heart,
C -
I hope she'll wait, cause I'm

Am
bound to be lats

. G4
Cause the donkey won't pull
the cart,

e O
Oh, Teengaﬁgo, coge, little
donkey, cgﬁé,
FC G
Oh, Teengaleo, come little

. c
donkey, come,

I bought you at g bargain
price, )

But I'1l sell you at a loss,

Cause the way you act, itfs
a natural fact

That I =should have bought a
horse. (cho,)

I'11l give you oats, It1ll
give you hay

And if that's not enough,

I'1ll add to you a new straw
hat

If you'll take me to my
love. (cho,)




I WANT TO BE READY

Negro spiritual

want to bs ready,

o] b | o Qe

want to be ready,
&
want to be ready,

A

To walk in Jerﬁéalam just 1like

o

John,

John said the city was Just
E
four gquars,
a E A T
Walk in Jerusalem just liks John,
€
And he dsclared het'd mgég ms thare,
Walk in Jerusalem Jjust 15&6 John.
CHORUS
Oh,John,0h John, what do you saye.
That I'11 be there in the coming
daTesseses
CHORUS
When Peter was preaching at

Pontacostessseoess
He was endowed with the Holy Ghost

LR B3R B BE K 2R3

CHORUS

D & © &
Deep blue sea, Baby, deep blue

sa4,
P o © < D
Deep blue sea, Baby, deep blue
1,

) D G .
Deep S?Le sea, Baby, deep blue
sea,
It was Willie what got drownded
G & As O

in the deep blue sea,

THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND

Words and music by Woodle Guthrie

CHORUS:
€7
This land is your land,
g
This land is my land,
®
From Califognia to the New York

e
Island,
€, A
From the Redwood forest to the Gulf

STream waters

3]

This land is made for you and msg.

As I went walking that ribbon of
highway,

I saw above me the endless skyway,

I saw below me that golden vallsy-

This land 1s made for you and me.

CHORUS

I rosmed and I rambled, and I followed
my footsteps

From the sparkling sands of her
diamond dsssrt,

And all around me, a voics came
calling,

This land was made for you and me.

CHORUS

The sun came shining and I was
strolling '

Through the wheat fields waving and
the dust clouds rolling.

And all around me, a voice was
chanting

This land was made for you and me.

CHORTS

Dig his grave with a sllver
gpade (3)

It was Willle what got drownded
in the deep blue sea.

Lower him down with a golden

chain (3)
It was Willle what got drownded
in the deep blue sesa.

Repeat I



PASSIN' THRQUGH

Composed by a Universit y of

Chicago student, Dick Blakeslee,

in 1948,

I saw Adam leave the garden with 2
an apple in his hand,

I said,''Now you're out, what are
you gonna do7?"

"Plant my crops and pray for rain,
maybe raise a little Cain-

7 -
I'm apn orphan and I'm only passing

through."”
CHORUS
e D

Passing through, passing through,

Sometimes happy, sometimes blue,

& D
Glad that I ran into you-
Py

Tell the people that you saw me

passing threough,

I saw Jesus on the cross on the
hill cal® 4 Calvary,

"Do you hate markind for what
they've done to you?"

He said,'"Talk of love, not hate,
things to do, it's gettinglst
late,

We've so little time and I'm just
passing through, (cho.)

I shivered next to Washington
that night at Valley Forge,

"Why do the soldiers freeze here
like they do?"

le said,"Men will suffer, fight,

- even die for what is right

Even though they know thev're
only passing through,"
(chorus)

OH FREEDOM
Adaption of tradional Negro
spirltual by SNCG.
Oh freedom,oh freedom,oh freedom
over me,
And befg;e I'll be a slage,
I111 be bﬂ}ied in my g;;%e -
And go hgae to my Loéﬁ
And be fggel
No more cryinteseecs
No more moaninleseses
No more Jim CroWsesesee
No more miseryeseesces
No more starvinteesss
No more shootin!
I know you're gonna miss Mmoeecesss
There'll be singingessesse
No burning churches,,,syss,
No mors JallhoU39sceseees
No more Barnstteesesses
No more segregatioNseeses

Oh freedome...ou

I was at Franlin Rooseveltls

side just a while before he
died,

tle said,"One world must come out

of World wWar IIX.

Yankee, Russian, white, or tan,

Lord, a man is just a man-

We're all brothers and we're only

passing through.” <(cho.)-



SINNER MAN

"Holiness Hymn" popular among the
"Holy Roller™ sect of white
revivalists.

D |
Oh, sinner man, where you gonna

run to %

C

Oh, sinner man, where you gonna

run to 7

Dian
Oh, sinnsr man, where you gonna

ran to 7

Dm € Am Dm
All on that daye

the rock, rock was a-
meltinteeesesse

Run to

Run to the sea, sea was a-
bollin'eesesceons

the moon, moon was a-
blesdin'seseosss

Run to

ths Lord, Lord won!t
you hide me Teceee

Run to

Lord said,”Sinnsr man, you
should?!ve baen a-
prayinlseecsecscossses-

Run to the Devil, Devil was a~-
waitintocesseoers

Repeat first verse

FIVE TIMES FIVE

Collescted from singing of Lannls
Sutton of Dixls, Oklahom&, in 1951
by Sam Eskin and transcribsd by
Ruth Crawford Seegser.

CHORUS:
C A
Five tlimes five 1s twenty-five,

C * Am
Five times six 1is thirty,

gipn Grkn

Five times seven 1is thirty-five,
C A C

Flve times eight 1s forty.

HALLELUJAH
Negro spiritusl

CHORUS:
C Ars
Hallelujah, hallelujah,
€
I belong to that b%.ﬁd,

C
Hallelu,

C An
What kind of band you talkin! about?
C

Talkin' about that angsel b!ig:

£ G o
I belong to that band,

C
Hallelu,
CHORUS

Get to heaven, gonna sing and ahout,
No one there gonna to3s me OUteecsse

CHORUS

Talk about me just as much as you”
please,

Talk about you down on my kneeSesese

GHORUI

If I could I sursly would
Stand on the rock where Moses stood

CHORUS

Way down yonder in the maple swamp
Water's deep and muddy;

Thers I met this pretty little miss,
There I met my honey.

CHORUS

Take my little miss by her hand,
Tead her 1like shets a pigeon;
Make hsr dance one morse reel,
Scatter her religlion.

CHORUS

Raccoont's out a-chopping wood,
Possum he's a-haulin';

My old dog's sitting on a log,
Spittin' his throst a-squallin’'e

“] CHORUS



DOWY BY THE RIVERSIDE
Negro Spiritual

D

I'm gonna lay down my sword and
shield
A7
Down by the riverside,down by the
riverside,d%wn by the
riversidee
I'm gonna lay down by sword and shield
Down by the riverside
Hg D
Gonna study war no more.
CHORUS:
I ain't gonna study war no more
I ain't gonna study war no more
Ay
I ain't gonna study was no more
Repeat chorus.
I'm gonna Join hands around thes
WOflduo&uoso.ng

CHORUS

I'm gonna walk with the Prince of
Peaceaoonumooanl

CHORUS
I'm gonna bury that atom bombDsssess

CHORUS

SLOOP JOHM B

e (ME
We sail on the Sloop John B,
(A) &

My grandfather and me,

By
Round Nassau town, Wwe did roam,
: E~Ey
Drinkin' all night,
A-Ay

Got into a fight,

&

I feel so break up,
I want to go home.

CHORUS

€ &) E

So, hoist up the John B salls,
‘ {(A)

And see how the main sails seb,
Send for the captain ashore and

let me go ho%e,
E-Eq
Let me go home I want to go

ARy

home~

¥

2
I feel so break up,

I want to go home.

The first mate, he got drunk,

Broke up the people's trunk,

Constable had to come and take
him away,

Sheriff John Stone, please let
me alone-

I feel so break up, I want to
go home. (chorus)



DOWN IN THE MEADOW

Down in the meadow in an
iddy~biddy poo

Fam fee little fiddies and
a mama fiddis, too.

"Fim,"saicd the mama fiddie,

"Fim if you can,"

And they fam , and they fam
all over the dam.

Oop, oop, ¢idam dadam, wadamn,

choo,
Qop,oopn, didam, dadam, wadam,
choo, :
SAN FRANCISCO BAY BLUES Oop, oop, didam, dadam, wadam,
choo,
Jesse Fuller And they fam, and they fam all

over the poo.

I got the é&ﬁes from my baby

layin' by the San Franclisco

sf7,

%
g;ean liner, she goin' so far
=L
,away,?

Didn't mean to treat her so
=
bag,

The gg:t gal I ever have had-

said good-bye, like to make Sittin’' down, lookin! at my
- back door,
me cry- ' Wonder which a-way to go,
G@ Woman I'm so crazy about,
I want to lay down and dile. She don't love you no mo'.
Think I'1l take a freight
Haven't got a nickel, I ain't train ‘
(;-(:7 Cause I'm feelin' blue,
got a lousy dime. Ride all the way to the end
F Fe of the line)
She don't come back, I think Thinkin!' only of you,
E,-—E, Every while in another city,
I'm gonna lose my mind. Just about to go insane,

= - Sounds like I hear my baby
Ever come back to stay, spend The way she used to call my

7 name, '
another brand new day, Ever come back to stay,
C;? It's been another brand new
Walkin! with my baby down by day,
Walkin' with my baby down by
the San Francisco Bay. the Sanfrancisco Bay.

Q



MOTHERLESS CHILD

Traditional Negro apiritual

Apa
Somstimes I fesl like a mothsrlsss

child
Somatimes I fasl like a mothearlsss
child
Sometimes T fsel 1llke & motherlssa
child-
. £- 9&17
A long way from home,

Aemy £ Ars
A long way from homes

Somatimea I feel 1ike I have 1o
friendSonom.ao-

Sometimes I feel like a feather
in the air@oonooaQQ

Seomeatimea T feel 1ike T'm almost
goneol@.ﬂ-’ﬂﬂ!i,

A

BABY, LET ME FOLLOW YOU DOWN

Traditional Negro bluss

Baby,

let me

follow you dgan,
Cas

C
Baby, let me follow you down,

Pes D43
Well, I'd do anything in this

pr

God-Almighty wgzld
~

If youtl'd just let ms follow you

Baby,
Baby,
Baby,
Baby,
Baby,

Baby,
Well,

&

down.

let me
let me
let me
lat me
let me

wall T
I14 do

come home with youe.s
hold you handase
kiss your lipSsse
follow you doWnsss
lie with yoUsoee

love you so (2)
anything in this

God-Almighty world
If you could only knows



LONESCME TRAVELER
M
Words and music by Lee Hayes

Art g

I am a lonsly and a lonesome

traveler,

A

I am a lonely and a lonesome
traveler,
I am 2 lonely and a lonesomse

traveler,

D

> L] . ™M
I've boeen a-travelin' on.

I traveled here and then I
" traveled yondere.e.

I traveled cold and then I
traveled hungrye.e.

Traveled in the mountain,
traveled down in the
Valleva » 0

Traveled with the rich,
traveled with the poore..

One of these days, gonna stop
all my travelin’...

Gonna keep on a-travelin'! on
the road to freedom (3)
Gonna keep right on a~travelin?

home .

GOIN' DOWN THAT ROAD
Folk Song, arranged by Joseph
Liebling. )
I'm goin! down that road feelin!
bad,
I'm goin' down that road feelin'
' bEi,
Itm géénf down that road feelin!
vk,
Lord, Lord, and I ain't gomna
ﬁgjtreated this a‘%%y.
I can't liVe on cornbread and
beansees

Forty cents an hour won'!t pay
my reNteee.

These two dollar shoes hurt mny
feeto-o

These ten dollar shoes £it me
fineooo

This prison water tastes like
turpentineses

I'm goin! where the chilly winds
don't bloWses

I'm goin' where the climate sults
my clotheSsase

I'm goin' down that road feelin?
bad..o

TS T f




NOBODY KNOWS WHEN YOU'RE
DOWN AND OUT

Traditional Negro bluss

=

8
Once I lived the 1life of a

7
mlllionaire,

P Dyt Diy
Spengghg my mgﬁgy and I didn't

care,

2 -
Taking my friends out for a

3
good time,
_ Arn
Buyint! high price liquor, cham-
pagns and wiﬁg.
c " A
Then I beégg to fall so low,

DOy A
Didn't have friends or no
D A7 Dm
place to go.

8
If I sver get my hands on a

C .
dollar again,

Don P
I'11 hang onto i1t t111l the

eagle grins.

Wobody knows you when you're
dovm and outbt,

In your pockst, there's not a

renny

And your friends, you havenl!t
anye

But when you get bacﬁ on your
feet agailn,

Everyons wants to be your long,
lost .friend.

It?s mighty strange, without a
doubt,

Nobody knows you when you'Te
down and oubts

13

WORRIED MAN BLUES

Folk song arranged by Waldemar
Hille,

E

It takes a worried man to sing
a worried songe.

It takes a worried man to sing
a worried sohg.

It takes a worried man to sing
a worrled song.

B
Itm worried now, but I won't be

worried long,

\

I went across the viver, and I lay
down to sleep(3X)
WhenI woke up with shackles on

ny feet,
Twenty-nine links of chain around
my leg, (3)
And on each link an initial of my
name,

I asked the judge, what might be
my fine,(3)
"Twenty-one years on the R.C.Mt.

Line.®

The train arrived, sixteen coaches
long.(3}
The girl T love is on that train
and gone.

T looked down that track, as far as
I could see,(3)
Little bitty hand was waving after me,

If anyone asks you who composed this

song,(3)
Tell him it -was I,and I sing 1t all day

long,



HARD TRAVELIN'

— "’.“\'\\.\
\\\\\

Words and music by Woodle Guthrie
£eq

Itve been havint'! some hard
G
travelin?t,
U1 &
I thought you knowed,
I've been havin! some hard
travelin?,

7
Way down the rggda
&
It've been havin' some hard

Gy C .
travelin', hard remblint,

hard gamblint-
D

I've been havint' some hgrd

&
travelin', Lord.

It've been hittint! some hard
narvestint,
I thought you knowed,
I!'ve been hittin?! some rough
handiin?t,
Way down the road;
Cut that wheat and stack that heay
Tryin' to make about a dollar a
day-
I've been havint' some hard
travelint', Lorde.

It've been workin' in a hard rock
tunnel,

I thought you knowed;

I've been leanin! on a pressure

drill,

"Way down the roado

H ammer flyint,air hose syckln'

SlX feet of mud, I sure been
a-muckint=-

I've been havin'! some hard
travelin',lLord.

I've been workin' that Pittsburgh
Steel,

I thought you knowed,

I've been dumpint red hot slag

Way down the roade

I've been blastin', I've been

firint,

And I've been pourin' red hot
iron,

And I've been havin' some hard

Lravelin' Lord,

I've been layin' in Hard Rock
Jail,
% thought you knowed
've been layint' on ninet a

Way down the road, v cars
And the mean o0ld Judge, he said
N to me,

8 ninety days for vagrancy."
And Itve been havint somgrha¢g

travelint, Lord,

Well, I've been hittin'! that
Lincoln Highway,
%'thogght you knowed;

Ve been hittint that -
Way down the road; sixty-aix,
Heavy load and a worried mind,
Lookin! for a woman thatts hard

to find=-
I've been havin! some hard
travelin', Lord,




ST. JAMES INFIRMARY

Traditional Negroc blues

£ 5 Arn,

W\
T went down to old Joe's barroom,

= =
Eon the odbEow by the Square;

va E-Eq
They were servin' the drinks as
A~ C
usual,

C e

And the usual crowd was there.

On my left stood old Joe
McKennedy,

And his eyes were bloodshot reds

He turned to the crowd around him

And these were the words he said:

"I went down to the Ste James
Infirmary;
To see my baby theree.
She was lyin! on a long white
table,
So sweet, so cool, so fair.

"Iet her go, let her go,God bless
her;
Wherever she may be;
She may search this wide world
over,
An' never find a better man
than mee.

"oh, whenI die, please bury me

In my high-top Stetson hat;

Put a twenty dollar gold piece
on mt watch chain

So my friends'll know I died
standin' pate

Get six gamblers to carry mae
coffin,
Six chorus girls to sing me a
: song,
Put a twenty-plece jazz band on
my tail gate
To raise Hell as we go alonge

Now that!s the end of my story;
Let's have another round of booze
And i1f anyone should ask you,
just tell them
I've got the St. James Infirmary
blues.”

HE WAS A FRIEND OF MINE

Words and music adapted and
arranged by Bob Dylen.

C G C.
Fe was a friend of mlns,
C

He was a friend of mine,
C
Never had no money for to pay

I
for hls fine.
C Gy c
He was a8 friend of mine.

He died on ths roed,

He dled on the rosad.

Never had no money for to pay
for his board.

He was a friend of mine,

He never donse no wrong,

He never done no wrong,.

Just a poor boy, a long, long
way from home. ,

He was a friend of mine,

I stole sway and cried,

I stole away and cried.

Never had no money and I can't
be satisfied,

He was & friend of mlne,

He was a friend of mine,

He was a frlend of mine.

When I hear his name, I just
can't keep from cryin’.

He was a friend of mine.



DARLIN!

Chain Gang song
Em

If I'd a-~known that my captain
€ 8, Em

wasg blind, darlint', darlint,

&
If I'd a-known that my captain
B '
was blind, darlin', darlin?,
s
If I'd a-known that my captain
A

-
was blind,

I wouldnt!t have gohe to work till
Em
half-past ninse,
£ B? gh
darlin', darlin',

Asksd my captain for the time of
day. o

He got so mad, he threw his watch
awaye.

Fight my captain and I'11 land in
Jail...
Nobody 'round to go my bail.

If 1I'd a-had my weight in line...
I'd have whipped that captain
t11l1l he went stone blind.

If I'd a-listened to what ny mams
g28idese
I'd be at home in my mama's bed..

TAKE THIS HAMMER

Chain Gang song, as sung by
Leadbelly. ’

Take this égﬁmsf (huhtl)

carry it to the cg;tain(huhl)
Take this hammer (huhl)

carry it to the cggtain(huhi)

Take this hammer (huhl)
[CA <
carry 1t to the captain(huhli)
C3-En- An,y
Tell him I'm gone {huhl)

D9 &
Tell him I'm gone (huh})

If he asks you (huhl) was I
running (huhl)ees

Tell him I was flying (huhi)

Tell him I was flying (huhl)

If he asks you (huh}) was I
laughing (huhl)...

Tell him I was crying (huhl)

Tell him I was crying (huhl)



HOUSE OF THE RISING SUN

Nesgro bluss,known by Jjazz musicians
before World War I. As sung by
Bob Dylans

A C ' D £
Thers 1s a house in Nesw Orleans
B (& £-E4
They call the Rising Sun.
A < ate) F
Tt's been the ruin ofpna’poor girl,

A A
and me, oh Lord, was one,

If I had listened to what my momma
said,
I'd bs at home todaye.
B ut being so young and Toolish,
poor girl,
Tet a gpambler lzad me astray.

My mother ig a tailor,

She sewa those r=2w blas Jsans,

My swastheart is a drunkard, Lord,
Drinks down in New Orleans.

He®ll £ill his glasses to the brim,

He passes them around.

And the only plsasurs he gets out
of life

Is bumming from town to towna

Go tell my baby sister,

Yaver do like I have dons,

But zhun that house 1n New Orlsans
They c¢all the Rislng Sun,

Ttt's ons foot on the platform,
And the other on ths train,
I'm going back to New Orleang
To wear the ball and chaina

I'm going back to New Orleans,
My race is almost runs

T'm going to .apend my life
Bsnegath that Riszing Sun.

{7

BLACK GIRL

Traditional Negro blues

Em E¥W1
Black girl, Black girl, don't
A C
you lie to me,
Emn Bq
Tell me, where did you gleep
[
last night?
' £
In the pines, in the pines,

A C
where the sun never shines,

B3
I shivered the whole night

ifhn
throughs

to weep, you

You caused me
caused me to mourn,

You caused me to leave my home.

I wish to the Lord I'd never
geen your face=-

I'm sorry you was ever borne

My husband was a railroad man,

Killed a mile and a half from
here-

His head was found in the
driver's wheeol,

And his body, it never was found.

Tell me, where d'ya get them
pretty red shoes

And the dress you wear so fine?

I got my shoes from a raillroad
man

And my dress from a man in the
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COPPER EKETTLE

!

é%q <
Get you a cozg;r kettle,

Get you & copper cgil,

md‘d'

Sy
Cover with new ground cornmash
And never more voutll toil.
CHORUS:
A o
Just lay there by the junipers,
o L =4
#ﬁale the moon is brifKy,
< ;‘hi
Watch the jugs a-fillin!
Loy &
In the pale mog%%zéht.
My daddy, he made whisay,
My grandad, he did too,
We ain't paid no whiskey tax

since 1892, (We just)

CHOLL S

Build you a fire with hickory,
With hickory, ash, and oak,
Don't use no green or rotten wood,

They!1ll get you by the smoke.

CHORUS

&,

B w s Jike
e

DARK AS A DUNGEON
Words and music by Herle Travis.

Aq

Come, all ye young fellers, so

young and so fige,

And seek not your fortune way
down in the mine.
5
It will form as a habit and
. L
séep in your soul
'Til’the vg?ns of your blood
turn as black as the cdél.
CHORUS
£
Where it's dark as a dungeon and
&
damp as the dew,
Where the dagéer is double, and
the pleasures are few,

Where the raln never faf&s and

E

the sun never shines-
&
It's dark as a dungeon 'way

down in the mines.

Oh, it's many a man I have seen
in my day

Who lives just to labor his
whole life away,

Like a fiend with hls dope or
& drunk with his wine-

A man will have lust for the
lure of the mine. (cho.)

I hope when I die, though the
ages may roll,

My body will blacken and turn
into coal,

And I'1ll look from the door of
my heavenly home,

And I'1ll plty the miner a-diggin’
my bones. (cho.)

11 (ho page 15
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RATLROAD BILL
As sung by Cisco Houston.

g > ’ IC
Railroad Bill, Railroad Bill,
2 €7 ¥

He never worked and he never

|
Will~
& (‘3’7 C

Oh it!'s ride, ride, ride,

Railroad Bill was a mighty mean
man, :

He shot the midnight lantern out
of the brakeman's hand-

Oh, it's ride, ride, ride.

Railroad Bill took my wife,
Said if T didn't like it, he
would take my life...

Going up on a mountaln, goling
out West,
"Thirty-eight special stickin!
out of my vest,..

Buy me a pisbtol Jjust as long
as my arm,

Kill everybody ever done me
harm...

I've got a "thirty-eight
gpecial™ on a "forty-five
frame-

How in the world can I wmiss him
when I've got dead aim?,..

i

Repeat 1T

Buy me a pistol just as long
as my arm,

Kill every body ever done me
harm,..

¥ - T 3

5oney, floney, think I'm a fool,

lhink T would quit you while the
weather 1s cool...

FREIGHT. TRAIN
— T

Words and music by Elizabeth Cotton

L&
Freight train, freight train, go%n’

go fast-

o
Freight train, freight train goint

go fast, -
= = = F§
Pleasa don't tai% what train I'm on

_ 3 <
S0 they won't know whers I've gonss

When I die,Lord, bury me desp,

Down at the end of GCheastnut Street:
Place a stone at my head and feet
So they!ll know I've gone to sleep.

Repsat first vsrss

When I die,Lord, bury me deep,
Down at the end of Chastrnut Strset;
So I can't hsar old numbsr nins

Ag the trailn comes rollin? by.

Repeat first verss

One more place I'd like to Dbs,

One more place I'd love to see,

To watch those old Blue Ridge
Mountains climb

As I ride old Numbsr Nins.

Repeat first verss

Froight train, freight train, comin?
round the bend,
Freight train, Freight train, gonse
agalin,
One of these days, turn that trailn
' around,
Go back to my home btown.

Repeat firat verse



BALLAD OF THE CARPENTER

Worés and music byiEwan MacColl.

D

Jesus was a working man,
'd D

A hero, as you can hear,

Born in the slums of Bethlehem
‘ D+
Atnthe turning of the year,

o Ary Den
Yes, the turning of the year.

When Jesus was a little lad,
The streets rang with his name,
For He argued with the alderman
And He put 'em all to shamnme,
Yes, He put 'em all to shame,

he apprenticed Him,
to be-
drill and work with

His father,

A carpenter

To olan and
skill

In the town of Galilee...

He became & roving journeyman,

And He wandered far and wide,

And He saw how wealth and onoverty

Lived always side by side...

He said, "Come all you working
m=n ,

You farmers and weavers, too.

If you would only organize,

The world belongs to you.,"

So the flshermen sent two
delegates,

And the farmers and weavers, too,

And they formed a working commit-
tee of twelve

To see the struggle through...

When the rich men heard what the
carpenter had done,

To the Roman troops they ran,

Saying,"Put this rebel Jesus
down-

He's a menace to God and man”...

DA

The commander of the occupying
troops,

He laughed and then, he said,

"There'!s a cross to spare on
Calvary Hill-

By the wselend, He'll be dead"...

Jesus walked among the poor,

For the poor were His own kind,

And they wouldn't let the cops get
near enough

To take Him from behind...

" So they hired a man of the traitor's

trade,

And a stool pigeon was he,

And he sold his brother to the
butcher's me n

For a fistful of silver money...

When Jesus lay 1In the prisoners!
cell, .

They beat Him and offered him bribss

To desert the cause of His own dear
folk

And work for the rich men's tribe...

sweat stood out uwpon His brow

the blood was in His eyes,

they nalled Hls bidy to the

Roman cross,

they laughed as they watched

Him die,..

The
And
And

And

thousand years have passed and
gone,

And many a hero, too,

But the dream of this poor carpenter
At last is coming trus...

Two

WAKE UP, JACOB
Cowboy holler

Wake up Jacob,

Day's a-brsakin’',

Peas 1In the pot and the
hoecakes g-bakin'.

Early in the morning,

Break of day,

Don't come soon,

Gonna throw it all away-

Wake upl



THE KEEPER

Englisn folksong

D

Tha keesper would a-hunting go,

And under his coat he carried a bow,

D

A1l for to shoot at a merris little
doe,

Ay D

3
Among ths lsaves so green-o.

Dwoke ¥ !

Jackie boyl Masterl! Sing ys well?

;] A

Hey down! Ho down} Derry dow,

2
Very well,

48 _
Amorf the leaves S0 green-oO,

. 3
0 my hey down down}
A2 D ~
To 'f‘fy ’a%? down down}

o ;,,g, - g,, -
H§? down 3} Ho downl

ROCK ISIAND LINE

Words and music by Huddie Ledbetter

CHORUS:

£

Oh the Rock Island Line 1s a mighty

good road,

B4
Oh the Rock Island Line i1s the road

to ride.
-~
=~
The Rock Island Line is a mighty good

road, P

P

If you want to ride it, gotta ride it
likes youlre flyin?
Get you ticﬁZt at the station

Por the Rock Island Lins.

€
I may be right, andl may bs wrong

B

Know you're gonna miss me when I'm

gone »
CHORUS

Jesus died to savs our gins ,
Glory to God, we're gonna need them
againe.

CHORUS
ABC double X

Cat!'s in the cornsr but he don't
gee me.

Derrj derry dOﬁ%o
ALL A D

zﬁmOng the leaves so green-o,

The first doe she did cross the plainﬁa

- The kesper Tetchad her back againj

Where she is now she will remsain,
Among the leaves S0 green-Osssssosses

The second doe sha cross'd the brook;

The keeper fetched her back with his
hook N

Whers she is now you may go and look,

Among the leaves SO green-Oes



PASTURES OF PLENTY
Words and music by Woodie Guthrie

Avre,
It's a mighty hard row that my poor

hands have hosade

My poor feet has traveled a hot

mn
dusty road,.

Cut of the dust bowl and weatward

Eswn
Wwe rolled

t 24
And your deserts was hot and your
mountains was cold.

I work in your orchards of peaches
and prunss,

I slept in the ground in the light
of thes moon:

On the edge of the clty you'll ses
us and then, .

We come with the dust and we go with

the wind.

California, Arizona, I make all your
erops,

Well,1t's north up to Oregon to
gathsr your hops}

Dig ths beets from your ground, cut
the grapes from your vine,

To set on your table your light
sparkling wine,

Greesn pastures of plenty from dry
deasert ground,

From the Grand Coulee Dam where the
waters run down;

Bvery state in the Union us migrant
has been,

We'll work in this fight and we'tll
fight till we win.

Itt's always we rambled, that river

and I,

All along your green valley I work
t111 I dle;

My land I'1l defend with my 1life if

nesd be,
1Cause my pasturss of plenty must
alwaya be frea.,

FOLLOW THE DRINKIN® GOURD

Song of the ungerground railroad,

CHORUS

A ot LU

Follow the drinking gourd,
A T

Follow the drinking gourd,

D
For the old man 1s a-waitin'
For to cé?ry you to freedom

?}A B
If you follow the drinking
Y,
I

Well, the riggr bank makes a
ﬁ%gﬁty good ;%33,

The dgga trees will show you
the &E??

G ... D
On the left foot, peg foot,

By
travelllng on-

~
Follow the drinking gourd.
(cherus)

When the sun comes up and the
first quail calls,

Follow the drinking gourd,

For the old man 1s a-waltin!
for to carry you to free-
dom’ '

If you follow the drlnking
gourd, (cho,)

The river ends between two
hills,

Follow the drinking gourd,

There'!'s another river on the
other side

If you follow the drinking
gourd. (cho.)




SPRINGHILL DISASTER
s : —
Words and music by Ewan MacColl

and Peggy Seeger.

A Am
In the town of Springhill, Nova
Em
Scotia,

D

Down in the dark of the Cumber-

An
land mines,

There'ls bloo@_on the coal and the

G E

miners lie

- An

In a road that's never seen sun
En
nor sky,

 Am > Art
A road thatis never seen sun
"

(<
nor skye.

In the town of Springhill, you
don't sleep easy,

Often the earth will tremble and
roll.

When the earth is restless,
miners die,

Bone and blood is the price of
coal. (repeat last line)

In the town of Springhill, Nova
Scotia,

Late in the year of fifty-eight,

Day &till comes and the sun
still shines,

But it'!s dark as a grave in the
Cumbserland minese.,

Down at the coalfacs, miners
working,

Rattle of the belt and the
cutter’'s blade,

Rumble of the rocks and the walls
cave round,

TLiving and the dead man two miles

AOWN s o »

Three days passed and the lamps
gave out .

And Calsb Rustin, he ups and
5878,

"There'!s no more water or light
or bread,

So we'll live on songs and hops
insteads.."

Twelve men lay two miles from
the pitshaft,

Twelve men lay in the dark and
sange.

Long, hot days in a miner's tomb-

It was three feet high and a
hundred longs.s.

Listen for the shouts of the
barsface miners,

Listen through the rubble for a
rescue team-

Six hundred feet of coal and
slag-

Hope imprisoned in a threse-foot
S€dMe e s

Eight long days and soms wers
regcusd,

Leaving the dead to lie alons.

Through all their lives, they
dug their graves,

Two miles of garth for a marking
stoneesa




JUST THE FACTS MA'AM

This song i1s really two songs. The
first, BORN ABOUT TEN THOUSAND

YEARS AGO, was written in the lats
ninetsenth century. The ather,JUST

A LONESOME TRAVELER, was written

by Woodie Guthrie. They are supposed
to sung alternately, and the first
versgses simultaneously.

A.T was born about ten thousand years

a8g0,

There ain't nothing in the world that

I don't kﬁiw.

I saw P;%ér,Paul and Mosss playing ring-

a-round-the-rosis

And I can wihip the guy that says it 1sntt

&
B.l'm éét a lonssome traveler, the

D

great histoé%cal bum.
Highly educated , from hié%%ry Itve

COMe »

c. :
I built the Rock of Ages, twas ih the

year of One;

D
And that wad about the biggest thing

that man has ever done;

A, )

I gaw Satan when he looked the Garden
olter,

I saw Eve and Adam driven from ths
door.

From behlnd the bushes peeping saw th
apple they was eatin? '

And I'll swear that I'm the guy what
ate the core.

BO

Well, T BUILT the Garden of Eden, 1t
wasg in the year of two,

Joined the Apple Pickers Union, and I
always pald my dues.

I'm the man that signed the contract
to Raise the Rilsing Sun

And that's about the biggest thing
that man has ever done.

A,
I taught Samson how to use his mighty
- hands,

Showed Columbus,...,this happy land

And for Pharoah'!s little kiddies
built all the pyramiddiles,

And to the Sahara carried all ths _
sand., '

B.

1 wasg straw boss on ths pyramids,ths
Tower of Babel too.,

I opensd up the ocean, let ths
migrant children through;

Well, I fought a million battles,and
I never lost a ons,

And that'!s about the blggest thlng
that man has ever dons.

A,

I taught Solomon his 1little ABGC's

I was the first ons ate Limburger
cheese,

And while salling down the bay with
Methuselah ona day,

I saved his flowing whisksrs from
the breeZs ,

B. : : '

Well, T was in the Revolution when
we set this country fres,

It was ms and a couple of Indians
that dumped the Boston Tea,

Well,I won the battle of Valley
Forge and the Battle of

: Bully Run,

And thatts about the biggest thing

that man hag sever dons.
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THe FIRST TIME EVER I SAW
YOUR FACE

Words and music by Ewan MacColl

P

The first time evgr I saw your
face
I thought the sun rose in your
G%m

eyes
: . \ ; 3
And the moon and stars were the

E

gifts you gave
- To the dé%k and empty skies,
my love,

. D §5% =
To the dark and emptly skles,

-
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SHADY GROVE
014 fiddigwaﬁa yanjo pilece, as
sung by Jean Ritchle.

D

Em D
the blooming

Cheeks as red as

rose,

f , 0 &
Eyes of the despest brown,
b

~You sre the darling of nmy heart,

Enr

Stay t111l the sun goes down.

my little
my dear,

my little
leave you

Shady Grove, love,

Shady Grove,
Shady Grove,
I'm goin' to

love,
here.
Shady Grove, my littla love,
Standin! in the door,

Shoes and stockin's in her hand
And her bare Teet on the floor.

Wisht I had a big, fine horse, -
Corn to feed him on,

Pretty little girl, stay at home,
Feed him whsn I!'m gone.

Bhady Grove, my little love,
Shady Grove, I say,

Shady Grove, my little love,
Don't wait till Judgement Day.

The first time ever I kissed your
lips,
I felt the earth move in my hand
Like the trembling heart of a cantive
bird, :
That was there at my command,
my love,
That was there at my command.

The first time ever I lay with you,
And felt your heart beat close to
mine,
I thought our joy would fill the earth,
And last rtill the end of time,
ny love,
And last ttill the end of time,

(No page ZZD



PEGGY-0

English Ballad

At & d
As we marched down to Fernario,
Ex

As we marched down to Fernario,
= . C .
Our captain fell In love Wlth a

A
lady like a dove,
C Am F:
And the name she was called was
C

pretty Peggy-0.

Come, go along with me, pretty
Peggy-0 (2)

In coaches you shall ride with .
your true at you side,

Just as grand as any lady in the
a1'60 e

What would your mother think,
pretty Peggsy-0% (2)
What would your mother think

for to hear the guineasg clink

And soldiers all are marching
before ye-o.

You're the man that I adore,
handgome ¥illy-0 (2)

You're the man that I adore, but

your fortune is too low,

I'm afraid my mother would be
angry-oe

Come a-trippin' dewn the stair,
pretty Peggy=0 (2)
Come a-trippin! down the stair

and tie up your yellow halr,

- Bid a last farewell to handsoms
Willy-0O.

If I ever return, pretty Peggy-0,
If I ever return, pretty Pegzy-0,
If ever I return, the city I will

burn

And destroy all the ladies in the

8recOe

Our captain, he is dead, pretty
Pegegy-0 (2)

Qur captain, he i1s dead and he
died for a maid,

And he's buried in the Louisiana
COUNGLIry=0e

WHEN FIRST UNTO THIS COUNTRY

As sung by Peggy Seezer

< 93
When first unto this country
+ C

A stranger I came.

2
I courted a falr maid
_ - |
And Nancy was her name.

I courted her for lovse,

Her love I didnt't obtaine
Do you think Itve any reason
Or right to complain %

I rode to see my Nancy

I rode both day and night,

I courted dearest Nancy

My own heartt!s trus delight,

I rode to ses my Nancy,

I roda both night and day.
Till I sfole a stallion
Both white-~looking and gray.

The sheriff'!'s men had followed
And overitaken msa.

They carted me away

To the psnitentiary.

They opened up the door

And then théy shoved me 1in;
They shaved off my hailr

And they cleared off my chin.

They beat me and they bangsed me,
They fed me on dry beans,

Till I wished with my own heart
I'd never besn a thief,

With my hands in my pockets,
My cap set on so bold,

And a coat, of all colors
Liks Jacob's coat of old.




PRETTY POLLY

Southern mountain ballad

w | .
I courted pretty Polly the live

long day,

I courted pretty Polly the live

£Em
-long night,

" Then I left her next morning

6 . pAm €m
Before 1t was light,

Oh,Polly,pretty Polly, come away

with me. (2X)

Before we get married some pleasure
to see,

He led her over fields and valleys
so wide.(2)

Until pretty Polly, she fell by
his side,

Oh,Willy,och Willy,I'm feared of
your ways,(2)

Feared you will lead my poor body
astray.,

Polly,pretty Polly,you're guessing
just right.(2)

I dug your grave the best part of
last night,

She threw her arms around him and
trembled with fear.(2)

How can you kill the poor girl that
loves you 8o dear?

Therets no time to talk and there's no
time to stand.(2)

Then he drew his knife all in his 1'-1ght
hand.

He stabbed her to the heart and her
heartts blood did flow.(2) )

And into the grave pretty Polly did
"ZO0.

Then he threw a little dirt over her
and started for home.(2)

Leaving no one behind but the wild
birds to mourn.

29

A COUNTRY BOY

I'M JUST

Words and music by Fred Brooks and
Marshall Barer,

c & C
I ain't gonna marry in the Fall,

. =

C
I a2in't gonna mar?y in the 8pring;

3 c A
For I'm in love with a pretty little
Py, .
girl

C <

. ™ . s
Who wears a diamond ring; And

CHORUS
<  Am i3an G5 .

I'm just a country boy

C
Money have I none,

D G, ¢ A

But I've got silver in the stars

Doy : < A
And goldjin the morn%ng sun, the ;35
Dy L€} L@
And gold in the morn;ng Sun,

I'm never gonna kiss ths ruby lips

0f the prettiest girl in town;-

I'm never gonna ask her if shet'd
marry me

For I know sherd turn me down;cause

- CHORUS

I never could afford a store-bought
ring :
With a sparkllno digmond stone'
A1l T could Afford was =& 1ovinc
heart,
The only one T own.

CHORUS



FEAST VIRGINTA

Araditional, as sung by Joan Baez

Ant Ar
I was born in East Virginia,
, . ) . o] An-E

- L - South Carolina, I did go-
ONCE I HAD A SWEETHEART - b

There I mg% a fair young maiden

As sung by Joan Baez At e
Whose name and age I did not know

Pt ~

&7 [ C

Once I had a sweetheart, but now .
G-F-& Her hair, it was a light brown

I have none, color,

(&4 = C gy Her lips, they were a ruby red,
Once I had a sweetheart, but now é} '~ On ber breast, she wore .white

(r-F- & lilies~
I have none, There I longed to lay my head.

I don't want your green-back

~ dollar,
I don't want your diamond ring,
All T want is your love, Darlin'-
Won't you take me back again?

C
He's gone and leave me,
F &G -F-a -

He's gone and leave me,

He's gone and leave me

-

To sorrow and moan. I'd rather be in some dark

holler
Where the sun refused to shine,
Than to know you loved another,

Last night in sweet slumber, I r
And to know you'll never be mine.

dreamed I did see (2)
My own prescious jewel sat
smiling by me. (2)

But when I awakened, I found it
not so (2)

My eyes like ten fountains, with
tears overflowed. (2)

I'11 venture through England,
through France and through
Spain (2)

My whole 1life I'1ll venturs, no
long to remain., (2)

Repeat T



GO TELL IT ON THE MOUNTAIN
Negro spiritual
Chorus
=
Go tell it on the mountain,

%! E f &
Over tho hills and everywhere,
é% tell it on the mountain

=

A K|
That Jesus Christ is born,

A E
Hallelujahi
£
When I was a learner,
B4 =
I sou@nt both night and day,

B r
I asked the Lord to help me

And he showed me the way.

While shepherds kept their watch,
0'er wand'ring flock by night,
Behold throughout salvation
There shone the holy light. (cho)}

He made me a watchman

Upon the city wall

And if I am a Christian,

I am the least of all. {chde)

And lo, when they had seen it,
They all bowed down and prayed
Then travelled on together,

To whers the Babm was laid., (cho}
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VIRGIN MARY

Negro Chrlstmas folksong, as
sung by Peggy Seegsr,

The Vlrcln hary had a one son,mmm

Dr L~AM
Glory hallelugah mmm ,

C . B4
Pretty little baby,
Glory to the newborn King,

Mary, what you gonna name that
pretty litile baby...

Some call him a one thing,
think I'11 name him Jpsus...

Some call him a one thlng,
think If11 name him
Emanuel...



TWELVE GATES TO THE CITY
Spiritual, as sung by Rev.
Gary Davis.

& ) . ‘
Oh, what a beautiful city,
dh, what a beautiful city,
éﬁ, what a bsautiful city,

7

Twelve gates To the J%ty—

Gy € FC
4Ha1191u—-~yah$

L.
Who are those children drsssed

in red?
Ly - -
There's twelve gates to the city--
7 ¢ F £
hallelu~~~yahi

It must be the children that

Mosas led.

<
There's twelve gates to the city-
&y € £C

hallelu~--yahl  .(cho.)

My God done just what He smaid...
He hsaled %he sick and ralsed the

deade.e (cho,)

When I gst to hsaven, gomna sing
and shoubasasa

Aln't nobody there gomma Toss me
outewns (Cho )

Who are those children dressed

in black%eeo
They must be the children that
never came back... (choa.)

Well, if you sse ny dear old
mouber,,
Why don't you tell her please

for me
That I can't wait to ses her

Way over in Galilee... ({choa.)

EZEKTAL SAW THE WHEEL

Spiritual

CHORUS:
Ezeki& saw the wheel
- Dy Gi
Way up in the middle of the alr,
c .
Ezekial saw the wheol
Wacj’ in the middle of the air.
The blg wheel runs by faith
: D
Little wheel runs by the gr;ie of’
£ v
A wheel in a whesl,
D

L e e &
Way 1n the middle of the air.

C .
I'11 tell you what a hypocrite'!ll
dgﬁ
R &
Way in the middle of the ail¥r,
C
Het'll talk about me and he?tll talk
about gﬁu,

3
Way in the middle of the air,

'CHORUS




PLAYBOYS AWD PLAYGIRLS

Words and music“b§wBob Dylan,

You plﬁ&boys and pl§§girls
Ain't a-gonna ruln my world,
Ag;!t a-gonna ruln my world,
Afi?t a-gonna ruin my g%rld.
You plﬁ%boys and pl%ygirls
Af;'t a-gonna ruln my world,
¥Not now or no other ggms.

You doldwaters and Rockwells,..

You Birchsrs.and BilbosS...

You race-haters and segre-
. gators... ‘

Repeat filrst verse

SOLDIERS IN THE _,ABMY;_

AdaptgtiSn of traditional séhg
by members of SNCC. -

CHORUS

D
é% are soldiers iglthe army

t{ ' : G
Welve got to fight although

C ,
welve got to cry. .

Welve got to ﬁgld up the fgéedOm

banner-~

-

Uy

- Welve got to hold it up until we

&
die,

& , 7

My mothsr was a soldisr,
G - O,

She had her hand on the gospsl

plow,

G
But one day, she got old,

<

Couldntt fight anymore,

&
But -she stood there and foﬁéht
G _

anyhow, {(cho.)

I'm glad I am a soldise,

I've got my hand on the gospsl
plow,

But ons day, I'll gat old, I
can't fight anymore,

I'11l just stand here and fight
on anyhow., {cho,)

I know I've been converted,
And of this, I sm not ashamed

'I was standing right there at

the station
When the Holy Ghost signed my
name. (cho.)



UNION MAID
Woodie Guthrie and Redwing.

Thé;a once was & union maid
Who never was.afrai&
€ A
0f goons and ginks and company
finks _ |
And the deputy sheriffs thet
m%ﬁe the raids.
A : _
She went to the union hall,

: D A
When a mesting, it was called,
£ ; 8

And when the company boys
came  'round,
She always stood her ground.
CHORUS
Oh, no, you can't scaye me,
I'm stickin' to the union,
I'm stickin! to the union,
" I'm stilckin! to the union.
Ch, no, you can't scars mse,
I'm stickint' to the union;
¥
I'm stickin' to the uRion
T11l the day I dle.
The union maid was wilsse
To ths Bricks of thse comnapy
sples,
She couldn’t be foolsd by the
company stools-
She'd always organlze the guys.
She!'d always get her way
When she e&sked for bstter b3y,
She?'d show her card to the
company guard

And this 1s what she'd say:
{chorus)

I DON!T WANT YOUR MILLIONS, MISTER

Words by Jim Garland, to the tune
of "Graenback Dollar."

&, C C
T don't want you miilions, mister,
< : - &, C :

7
I don't want your diamond ring,

&1 1 Fat 1s the rigm to 1ivs,
C"D';

mister, _
éz ' C
Give me batk my Job again.,

I don't want your Rolls-Royce,’
mister;

I don't want your pleasurs yachtb;

All I want 1s food for my babies,

Give to me my old job back.

- We worked to build this country,
mister,
While you enjoyed a 1ife of ease,
Youlve stolen all that wstlve
built, nister, .
Now, our children starve and
freezea.

Think me dumb, 1f you wilsh,
mister,

Call me green or blus or red;

This one thing, I sure know,
mister,

My hungry bables must be fed.

Take thase two old parties,
mister,

No difference in them I can sase,

But wlth s Farmer-Labor Party,

We could set the psopls free.

Now, you gals who want to be
frea, - :

Just take a 1little tip from me;

Get you & man who's & union man

And fight together for libavty,

Marrisd 1life ain!t hard

When you got a union card,

And a union man leads a hapny
1lifse

When he's got a union wife.
(cho, )
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THE KLAN

The cougﬁry sidse was cold and still
m
Trere was a cross upon thes hill,

™ .
This etld cross wore a burning hood

Dm : Avn
To hide its rotten heart of wood,

Hyn
Father, T hear the iron &1

By Awn
0f hoofbeats on ths Irozen ground.

Down from the hills, the riders cams
Jesus, 1t was a crying shame

To see the blood upon their whips
And hear the snarling of their lips.
Mother, I feel a stabbing psailn,

BRlood flows down like the summer rain.

Now, each one wore a mask of white
To hide his crusl face from sight,

And each ons sucked a little breath |

Out of ths esmpty lungs of death.
Sister, 11ft my bloody head-
Itis so lonesome to be dead,

He who travels with ths Klan

Is a monster, neot a man,

For undsrnesath that white disguilse,
I have looked into his eyes,
‘Brother, come and stand wlth me-
It's not easy to be free.

35

CROW ON THE CRADLE
Jixv]

The sheep's in the mesadow, the
cow!s in the corn-
F C E
Now 1s the time fof =2 child to
™
be born.

He'!ll cry for the moon and

lavgh at the gﬁgl

C Am
And if he's a bom, he will carry
- A

a gun,

2 .

-

‘ W
Sang ths crow on the cradle.

And if 1t should be that our
. baby'!'s a giril,
Never you mind if her hair

doegsn't curl.

With rings on her fingers and
- bells on her toes, - -
And a bomber above her whereve"
she goes,
Sang the crow on the cradle.

Rock-a~bye, baby, the Dark and
the Light,
Somebody?s baby wes born for a

fight,

Rock-a-bye, baby, the white and
the black

Somebodmt!s baby is not coming
back,

Sang the erow on the cradls.

Your mammy and pappy, they'll
serimp and they'll save,

Build you & coffin and -dig you
a grave,

So hushabye, little one, why do
you weep?

Wa'lve got a toy that can put
you to slesep,

Sang the crow on the cradle.

Bring me a gun and I?1ll shoot
that bird dead,

That!'s what your mammy and
pappy once sald,

Oh, crow on the cradle, now
what shall I &o?

That 1is a thing that I leava up
to you, .

Sang the crow con the cradle,



BANKS OF MARBLE

Words snd wmasic by Les Riece.

C G
Ttve travelled !rovnd this
cé%ntry,
+ C
From shore to shining shore;

It really makes me wondeT,

&y
T he things I heard and saw,

I saw the weary farmsr
Plowing sod and loam,

I saw the auction hammer
A_¥mocking down his homse.

CHORUS

£ .
But, the banks are made of

marble
e C
With & guard at svsry door,

And the vaults are stuffed

wilth siliver
(77
That tha farmer swsated for,

T saw the seamsn standling

Idly by the shora,

I heard the bosses saying,

"Got no work for you no mora.
{cho.,-seaman)

n

I saw the weary minser

Serubbing coal dust from his
back, _

T heard his children crylng,

"Got no coal to head the
shack,"  {cho.-miner)

Ttye sesn my brothers working
Throughout this mighby land,
I've prayed we'd getb togather
And together, make a stand,

Then, we'd own thosa banks of

( marble, ,

Witnh a guard at every door,

And weld share btheose vaults of
siliver

Taak the paople sweabad forl

ONE MAN'S HANDS
Words by Alex Comfort, music
by Pete Sesger,
Ons man?s hands can't break a
| prison dgﬁh,
Two man's hands can't break a

fﬁﬁhmﬂ

But if é:o and two and fifty

prison down,

C
make & million,
Rafrain
We'll se'e that day come round,

C

- ™ X '
We'lll see that day come round.

One man's voice can'!t shout to
make them hear,

Two man's volces can't shout to

- meke them hear, '

But 1f two and two and fifty
make a miliion....

One mants strength can't ban
the atom bomb...

One man's strength can't bresk
the color bar,...

One manits feet can't walk
S.I'O'Ul'l.d the land, PSS

One man?s eyses can't s9e thes way
ahead [ 2




Siilkise".

D D
I come and stand at every door,
Bwm € |
But none can hear my silent tread.
G o Em D
I BInvck and yat remaln unseen,
Em C D

For I am dsad, for I am dsad,

I'm only seven though I disd
In Hiroshima long ago.
I'm seven now, as I was then-

When children die, they do not grow.

¥y hair was scorched by swirling
flamss,

My syss grew dim, my eyes grew blind

Death came and turned my bones to
dust, o

And that wasz scattered by the wind.

frult, I nsed no rice,

I nesd no swests nor evsn bread;

I ask for nothing for myself,

FPor I am desad, for I am dsead,

I neasd no

All that I ask is that for pescs

You fight today, you fight today,

So that the children of the world

May live and grow and lmugh and
play,

Music based on & Negro spiritusl,
Words by People's Songs members,
arranged by Samuel Matowsky,

United ﬁations makes a chain,

Every link 1s fgﬁgéom{s é%gg,

Kesp your hemd on that plgw,'
nola &0

CHORUS

—

-Hold on, hold on. g
4 7
Kaep your hand on that plow,

Hold gg?

31

KXeep the psace

- Freedom's namse

STRANGEST DREAM

Words and music by Ed McCurdy.

&
Last night, I had the straangegst
dréam
I'd never dreamed befors-

G c
I dredmed the world had all

A
sgrsad

. Vi
To put an end to war,

€

T dreamsd I saw

c
a mighty roon,

(-
The rme gas full of men,

C
And the paper they were signing
B
said
&y ' - £
They'd naver fight again.

And when the paper was all
signed '

And a million copies made,

They all jJoined hamds and
bowed thelr hsads

And grateful prayers wers
praved,

And the psople in the strests
below
- Were dancing round snd round,
And swords and guns and uniforms
Were scattered on the ground,.

Repeat first verss

over and done,
that we have won,
on that plow,
(cho,).

Now the war is

Keep your hand
 hold onl

1s mighty sweet;

Black and white are gonna meet-

Keep your hand on that plow,
hold on! (cho,)

Many men hava fought and dled
So we could be here, side by

silde-
Keep your hand on that plow,
hold onl (cho.,)





