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MASTERS 1 WAR 

by BOB DVL,·fUU 
Illustrated by S~e. ~olO 

masters 0 .0 
1. 

You that build all the guns 

FLBf?UARY. 1963 

.:35 cents 

we.nt you to know I can see thru your masks. 

You that t1(~vel'" tve done nothing but bu::tld to destroy 
You play t.Jith my like it!s your little toy 

You put a glLfl in my hand then you hide from my eyes 
And you turn and run farther when the fast bullets 

rly~ 
Like Judas of old you lie and deceive 
Ii world '..:ar ce.n be 1;lOrl you want me to believe 
But I sef! thru y"Ol1X' eyes &: I see- thru your bral11 
Like I seE' th,rt!. the 'i\i'atE~:r that runB d.01.·m my drain. 

CONr'o .." 
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(Rob Dylan) 

You fasten the triggers for the others to fire 
Then you sit back and wateh as the death count gets higher 
You hide in your mansions as the young peoples t blood 
Flows out of their bodies and is buried in the mud. 
You've t1'11"'OWn the worst fear that can ever be hurled 
Fear to ng children into the world 
For threa ning my baby-- unborn and unnamed. 
You 1 ren.ot worth the blood that runs in your veins. 
How much do I knm..r to speak out of turn 
You might :'~f;l.y that Pm you.ng, you might say I'm unlearned 
But there '3 one thing I knot<l thn t I'rn younger than you 
That aven Jesus would never forgive what you do. 
Let me ask you one quest1.on, is your mon.ey that good 
Will it buy yc.tn~ forgiveness, do you think that it could 
I think you will find when death takes its toll 
All the money you made'll never buy back your soul. 
I hope that you die and yOU!' death will come soon 
I will follow your casket by t~e pale afternoon 
And lil1 wa.tch while you're lowered down to your- death bed 
Then I'1.1 stand over your grave itill If m sure that you're dead • 

• * ••• ****.************* ••• ******* •• ******.*.***.**************.*.***. 
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PLAYBOYS llJID PIJ~YG IRLS @ f~6~O~yD~~~~or 

You fallout shelter sellers canlt get in my door 
Cant t get in rri,,/ door ean't get in my door 

You fallout sheltersel .. lers can1 t get in my door 
Not now or no ,other time. 

You're cold prison walls canft change my mind, etc. 
The laughter in the lynch mob aintt a. ... ganna do no more,etc. 
Your free-takin' money-makers can't get me down, etc. 
Oh you red-baiters & race hat~rs canft guide my road~ etc. 
Your JIm Crow ground ca.nSt turn me around, etc. 
!~u playboys & playgirls ain't a-gonna run my world, etc. 
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IT'S ALL RIGHT 6 ~~6~o::~~~~or 

:~ ~ r g F lSi ti 01' ;;/;'1 J 1') 1!' 
There ain't no use to sit & wonder why, babe; Don't matter any-

--. - -. 

! gDb piG g i} 8i §; R (] &. I g IN j § 
how. There ain't no use to sit &: wonder why, babe, It you don't . ~ 

dE t ~!ilJJi!J: J I ell fJ;; ra isJ: ru· l.: ............. 
know by 00'.,--. Wh.en the rooster cro,'Is at the break or dawn -, 

~!t Pm t} ~r~ 8l@.,~ fB tJi f e-J 
Look ('ut your wtndo", & Trll he gone. ~~~h the reason I'm 

!f ogn. ;!il~ li )?-;it ::tr f iI2Hd¥er: dL 
--+-

travelin' on - Dontt think twice, it's all r1.ght. 

2. Well there ain't no use in turnin t on your light, babe, 
The light; I never knowed 

There aintt no use in turnln' on your 11ght, babe t 
I'm on the dark side of the road. " 

Still r wish there was something you would do or say 
To try to make me change my mind and stay, 
We nevar did much talking anyway, 

S~ don't think twice -~ It's all right. 
3. Well there a~n't no use in calling out my name, babe, 

Like you never done betore, 
Th&re ain't no use in calling out my name, babe, 

I can't hear you anymore. 
It. a th1nkin' and a wonderin' all the way down the road, 
I once loved a woman, a eh11d, r'm told, 
I gave my heart, ~ut she wanted my soul, 

Don't th1nk twice .- It's all right •. 
~. I'm going down that long lonesome road, gal, 

Where I'm bound for I can't tell, 
Goodbye's too good a word, gal, 

So r'll just say fare thee well. 
Now I ain't sayin' you treated me unkind 
You could-a done better but I don.t mind, 
You just-klnd-a wasted my precious time. 

Don't think twice -- It t S all right, . __ ..... 
Dontt think twioe rt's all. right. /Blfollt>~~O: #2A/ . . ...... 



KENTUCKY By Phil Oebs 
~ 1963 by author 

fmf tltl : .g.' . tlt 
:--1 

~: :::::: :1: ~ 

might start to sing a dif... t rent song .. Hell let's ". 
we 1- fare stops, trouble starts to - - ~ - - - pile 0 vieLl., 

~'~:~~£a;g~~m~:~= 
minint 1::: [:l. hazard tn H~;~a:rd, Kent.ucky, & :tf you ail1 l t minin' 

~:~~§_~~:tJi:;~ 
there, 'll<1e11;'1 my frie\lds youtr€: 1:t\vful lucky Cause if yo~ donft get 

~~.:'F=;F1.ry .~t~ 1±!hl§Jc' l:;~ 
Silicosis .01' pay that's just a-troc1ous you'll be screamin t for a 

gri1n~;; ;; 1: ~ I ';lel~- t~e dep,'ession was end~d with tM war 
-~-- ------~----- - -_ But nobody told Kent1.lcky, tnat ts SUI'e 

Union that 'lttill care.. Some are 11 ving in a S€i''ler while jobs are 
, .. - grr :;;; C -7$7.';;' , ge t t i ng feyler 
But more coal is mined than ever was before. QhQ,. 

~tJell the 'badge of Sheriff Combs always shines 
And ",hen duty calls he seldom ever Whines 
Well I don't like raisIn' thunder but it sort of makes you 
When he runs the 1a.1II and also runs the mines.. ello. /wonder 

'if/ell our standard ()f living is highest all around --
But Ott!" stan.dard of' giving is the lowest when youtl'e down 
So give ~'i: yell and a whistle when they light th~.t Union missile· 

And -He 11 lift out feet up off the ground... .Q.hQ. 

t3 ;\'J()/~ 
""'~. ... . ~ 
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LITTlE BOXES vlords & Husi.::: by 
Halvina Reynolds 

@ 1962 by author 

ticky tacky 

~~~~~~ 
Little boxes on the hillside, Little boxes all the Sf:un€! .. There"'s a 

2~ And the Ie tn the house;:; all vlent the Universlty 
1tlhere they 1.'191'e put bOXE~S and t,bey eame out all th"'1 same 
And there i s doctors, and there t.s la1j!yers and there I s business 

ex~cuti'Ves 
And thai're all made out of' ky t~;H;:i{.y B.nd they all look just 

the same. 
3 .. And they a.l1 play on the golf eourse .S1na drink their martini dry 

And they ~l11 have pretty ehildrE.~t1 and the children go to school 
And the children go to Slllnme1" camp and then to the university 
vlhere they all are put 1.n boxes and they come out a1:1 th.€; sa.me" 

CODA: 
OU tard 11 ke a 
music box 
running down) 

And the boys go tnte business 
And they marry and raise a family 
In boxes made of ticky tacky 
An.r1 they all look just the same. 



THE GREAT NEW YORK NEHSPAPER STRIKE Talking Blues by Gil Turner 
c 1963 by author 

Got up this mornin t bout half past nine,Went out to buy me a New York 
Times b ~ .. To the neustand walkin I in the drizzle & the hail, 
C l.osed tighter ! 11 the City Jailo. "Newspaper strike .. 
No Times.... No Tribune~. ~" No NevIs. ~ '" 
How in the hell can I eat my breakfast? 
Went down into the sub,,,ay there, Takin r a ride up to old Times Square, 
People pushin i and shovin I in every 1'1hich place ~ •• Stompin I on my feet, 
and starin W in my face .... I stared back at lem, 
They was readin l me and I was readin' them •• oWe was readin! each othe~ 
Nothin I but bad ne\-Js .. 
Got tired of lookin' at my travelin t friends,So I raised my eyes and 
Looked over their heads ... It There vIas poster signs allover the wall, 
Buy Uhi te 0',11 cigars and Robert Hall., Buy this for your pimples, 
It I s the only an8'I.}'e1', He 1p Radio Free Europe right next to Cancer ..... 
Then this blond rubbed into me •• &She ,.Jiggled her eye lashes, 
Wiggled her shoulders ••• Wiggled a few other things,wigg1ed out t~ 
door .... But I couldn't te1l.".Guess only her hairdresser 
Knoivs for sure" 
Finally got up to old Times Square,Found me a Newsstand open there, 
Looked on the shelf for something to read 
And the sight I saw made my heart bleed •• $ There was the National 
Insider, The Daily \'Jorker mich/eek edition .... And another one I couldn't 
make out at a11. 0 .. Newsman said it was in French, but I think it 
,,,as German .... Cause it had a picture of Barry Gold\-later 
On the Front Page. 
Well, I took out a nickel and a dime all shiney, Closed my eyes,said 
eeney meeneyminey ••• I'd a rather bought 11oe, but ;--ioe I s a striker" 
So I ended up with the National Insider.~.Nothin' but the inside news" 
Like v:hat's happenin! inside Liz Taylor's bedroom, 
And inside Richard Burton's bedroom~.~& inside Caroline Kennedy's 
Doll House •• ~ Same thing happeninl 0"" 
Playini with toyso 
So here I am sittin t in the ne\'[8 hungry city .... The publishers donlt 
care, they ain't got no pity ••• Can't find me a job or a place to 
Stay, This lockout's took the classified a\vay." Spent my last cash 
money, a two dollar bill, Went to a folk music concert at Carnegie 
Hall ••• There was old timey singers, some blues pickin' too, 
A cowboy and Pete Seeger sung a song or two. 
It mighta been good, it mighta been swell, 
But If 11 be darned if I can tell ... " Got no New York Times, 
Got no Bob Shelton revieWao. got No opinion. 

Therefs a rumor gain around, and it's pretty gory, 
So I'll pass it along and finish my story .... It says World War Three 
began last Sunday, And the \rJhole ..,.,orld was blown up by noon on Monday" 
Now the earth is completely mushroom shroUded, 
But New Yorkers donlt know a thing about it ... ~ 
Some day this strike 1 1l be overos~ AnQ that'll really be the end, 
So I I m go in lout for coffee "lith my friend Bob Dylan, 
The only major newspaper in New York that f s not on strike .. 

BROADS IDE # 20 
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TALKING RIOT BLUES By Albert Lannon. J1' .. 
c 1963 by author 

The i-'litch-hun~ers came to Frisco town 
To smear and slander and hound men down. 
They came to legislate, they say, 
But they came to take our rights a1!Jay, 
And "l.ve .... ,ouldn't let tem .... No Sir .... We'd fight. 
Are you n01:1 or have you ever been 
Associated with or implicated in? 
Did you ever walk a picket? 
Did you ever sit down? 
Did you ever get a phone call from Archie Brown? 
Okay .... You've had it." .. Next 'ltlitness. 
So we gathered dOi··m at the City Hall 
To show these invaders once and all 
That we "l.vere free and free \veld stay .. 
vie ,.,rouldn t t be happy till they went away, 
Really alvay ..... For good ..... Send them back to Dixie .. 
He carried our signs and marched in peace, 
Two-fifty of us, four hundred police. 
vie didn't have a white card so they wouldn t t 
And ,."e sat right dm..;-n and made a din, 
Singing the Star Spangled Banner ••• 

let us in, 

God Bless America ••• 
Other subversive songs. 
Then the cops brought out their fire hose, 
Swung their clubs and tore our clothes, 
Dragged us d01:Jn the cold wet stone, 
Knocked out our teeth and broke our bones, 
Preserving order ••• Beating pregnant women ••• 
Get rid of them beat-nH~s" 
Into the wagons and off to jail, 

/) 

fg~ ~~)(/) 
~~'v ~Cs'-'J ~ 

Rot in there till they set our bail. 
Sixty-eight arrested and we kept singing 
Till we set their hired ears to ringing. 
No foode&.But lots of comradeship ••• 
Meet some of the best people in jail. 

~'J!)r/,~) ~-)) 
~- -:-. - - (j ?) 2 ... ----.... .--~ 

·-~/f.~~L/ /~'" .- / 

vIe said we I d beat them, we I d be free, '-'~~';;;;"<'._"",=..,.-_ j >' 

To keep on fighting for libe1'tY..->-·~~/ 
For truth and justice and all that t s fine - .' * .. '-~ -~-(i!i"'_1' 
vleld be back on that picket line. I 

And we shall not be moved .... Like to proverbial tree ...... 
Solid, man .. ------
\ve \vere back next day, five thousand strong .. 
The Un-Americans shook when they saw our throng" 
They called us Red and screamed their bile 
But when they came out we hollered - Sieg Heil .. 
Witch-hunters go home"... BR.Ol-jl)SIL)[' ·#20 
And they did. ___ -----." 
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'I. - ':, , THE BUG-EYED MARTIAN 

\fIords: John Brunner Air: Waltzing M~~da (stretched a bit) 

1. Once a bug-eyed Martian,riding in a rocketship, 
Made a little pleasure.;.trip to Planet Three. 

Passing the Van Allen belt, when he least expected it, 
He bumped into a satellite at nineteen gee. 

CRO; Bumped into a satellitet Bumped into a satellitel 
Bumped into a satellite at nineteen gee. 

Passing the Van Allen belt, "Then he least expected it, 
He bumped into a satellite at nineteen geel 

2. "Hhat in space are Earthmen doing with a satellite? 
Earthmen haven't any right to bother metl! 

PUtting on a ,pressUre-suit, patching up his rocket-tubes, 
"I'd better go and take a look;" - said he. 

CHO: (all vv~ follow pattern of v. 1) 
j. So the bug-eyed Martian dived into the stratosphere, 

Turning on his scanning gear and ESP, 
Went to look at Minutemen,Vostoks and Polarises, 

At Baikal, Canaveral and out at sea. (CHO.) 
4. Soon the bug-eyed Martian climbed back through the 

stratosphere, 
Knowing that he needn't fear - because you see: 

"All those great big rocketships are loaded up with 
atom bombs -
They'll never make it alive!" said he. 

CHO: They'll never ma-ake itl They'll never ma-ake itl 
They'll never make it alive, said he. 

All those great big rocketships are loaded up \v1th 
atom bombs -

Theytll never make it alive, said he. 

, / 

BROADSIDE. 
.-#,L.. ~ 0'" t~ ........... " 
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-9 new version ot "Poor Wayfaring Stranger" 

-w~~ds by ~av1d Arkin 
Andante d-ml' . 

-~~I~::~:~:t=gt-;~::~----~1.F:"""""-£:~· -"":---1 ] 

I'm just a poor way- tar - ing 

f 

" 
,. 
" 

. Now there are those who say that 
I I m just a poor way.. tar - ing 

~-ml d-ml 

:?~Et jH~f J~:#I1 ~.:: ~ii¥tE~'>~dn±:~ 
/' r ""r-
'+.'-.... 1; ,-

atran-ger A- trav .. t 11ng thru this world of woe, And ev- try_ 
free-dom is not tor all but just tor sane; A...'1d while they 
stran-ger "But there are mil-lions just like me.. And old Tom 

G d ... ml g-ml (a.-ml) . 

i~~~~~~~:~If:@ ~:;5?:t ~ft:~:~~~:i.~Lpi8 "; " . 

where I go there's dan-gel" For all the pea- ple that I 
wrap the flag a-round them,r.Il1eyrd QIowtbe worl.d to king-dom 
Paine utilI vlalks a ... mon.g us"And Jef-fer- son and Lib-er-

d -mi J:, ,,;) F d -Ini g-mi F 

~-t~t.?Ht:[~~i~':~~:~~r~: ,'ft ~t-~:~~ . 
know.. And. 6v-'ry-where the sound of thun-der van make the 
come.. And there aI'6, those in th1s S-'Sat na-·tlon Who say it" 
ty. 
d-m1 A7th C9th g-mi 

o 

young beartsta:ttvdthf'ear,And all the old- e1" ones w1ll,It 
tor a. fav-orad few, And not for poor W8.y- far - lng 

d-m1 (a-ml) , d ... ml 

- , - ...... , >. ,.,'"p - ~ -~",,:,::.':!£' 

;- "'" ~".' " .... ~-' .... - ""- ,~! .. > -', " won -der:Perhapa the crack ot doom 1s· near. 
stra.ngers I;.Iho do not think the '18.'1 they do .. 

CC'lpyrlght 1~H)'21 hy Dav1d Arkin 
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B I R T H o F A BR 0 ADS IDE 

By Josh Dunson 

Broadside's home is a small little room that's got chairs and a 
sofii.-"w"i th -a~·tape recorder finishing off the bottom ,.vall space .. First 
people Sis Cunningham welcomed in after me was two-thirds of the 
New World Singers& Gil Turner took out his l2-stringer, borrowed a 
flat pick, Sis took out the mike for the tape recorder r and out came 
a talking blues Gil just 1.\rrote about the newspaper strlke that had 
us all quietly laughing ~ vIe didn I t want to laugh louder than quietly 
because that might get ~n the tape~ 

Before the songls over, in walkS Bob Dylan and Suzy, who sometimes 
illustrate's Bob's songs. The last verse that Gil was singing had 
how he 'vas going to see his friend, Bob Dylan, who is a walking news­
paper 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 o 

Then, Gil took out his 6-string Gibson, handed it over to Bob 
Dylan saying hOI", Bob I s new song "MASTERS OF WAR" was a powerful and 
a great one, one of the best Bob had ever written. I kept on think­
ing he had written a lot of good· ones, some that had real lyric 
poetry like liB lOivin , In The '\IJind" and IIHard Rain's Gonna Fallfl(which 
makes you think right away of Lorca), and I waited for the images of 
rain, and thunder, and lightning to come out in great spectacles. 
But no, this time there was a different 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 abou.t for a long, long time ~ 

And right after that, not waiting for a chance to get two breaths, 
Bob came along with nPlayboys & Playgirls Ain't Gonna Run My vlorld," 
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 .. l1 Its tune 
ca tches \-:ho le crowds easy, and the "lOrds come right along from the 
feeling, Hell man, I was born here and I live here, but lim not goinl 
to let rats knock things dOi,m 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 11/3S real foot and banjo and 
guitar shifting necessary to get Phil Oehs 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 rea! verses 
that's gain' to be \Vritten 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 fee l­
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 wa~ 
going to sing at the Hazard strikers rally. (Continued on Notes Page) 



at Community Church. After hearing the tape of the songs, smiling 
all the way through, Pete sang a number of new songs sent him re­
cently. 

vIe 11'ere all out of breath without breathing hard, that feeling 
you get ';Then a lot of good things happen all at once" Pete ex­
pressed it, leaning back in his chair, saying slowly in dreamy tones: 
"You know, in the past five months I havenit heard as many good songs 
and as much good music as I heard here tonight." 

Tha t t s vlha t ma ke s J3.r.9J3.J1.sJ._d"!b all tha t go od sing ing and all that 
good writing, plus a lot of hard work, labor pains. In the sheets 
of paper there are many smiles and many glances of anger, and even 
more the strong hope that these songs just ivon f t stay on the mimeo­
graph pages, but will live and be sung. 
******************************************************************* 
NOTES: Josh Dunson is a young stUdent who writes magazine reviews 
and comments on folk music and topical songs. Like about a dozen 
other people, he is 'IllOrking on material about vloody Guthrie ...... '" Six 
recently discovered Woody songs appear in the new issue of SING 
OUT (121 v/" 47th St .. , New York,N.Y .. ) .. They are a sampling of about 
140 songs vloody taped for Howie Richmond 'back around 1950. The 
tapes laid half forgotten on the shelf until a couple of months ago .. 
SING OUT improves with each issue t and the newest one is especially 
excellent, with its many good art~cles and songs. Featured is a 
fine article on African freedom songs by tVilliam Rhodes, with texts 
of 'tyords and music of some of these songs.. Pete Seeger reviews 
the new Leadbelly song book ••• BROADSIDE's friends are preparing 
a series of concerts in the Ne'tlJ' York City area, with the first one 
scheduled around the last week of Feb. These concerts will be de­
voted mainly to songs which have appeared in BROADSIDE, with singer­
songwriters like BOB DYLAN, PHIL OCllS, ~~RK SPOELSTRA and others 
performing their own songs. Look for definite dates and places ••• 
ERRATA: In TALKING RIOT BLUES the line should, of course, read: 
"Like the proverbial tree". In TAKE IT AvlAY (#19) the word should 
be flam~, singular, not plural. 

BROADSIDE, P.O.Box 193, Cathedral Sta.,New York 25,N.Y. 
A publication (with a twice-a-month goal) to print 
topical songs. Sis Cunn1ngham,editoI'1 Gil Turner; Pete 
Seeger (advisory) .. Rates: l-year ••• ~5. Trial sub­
scription (5 issues) ••• o.$l.50. Single copy -- 35¢ 

Ken . --~ ... - .-. 
J-rAZ.~O. 'KY, 

- ~~--.-~~-< -..... ,-"WHY. GODAlJ\OOHTY, It ain't :right! Man out here braggin' he made $i'l~.OO(l 
in flO da.Y$, and the m~n thlli-t made it for him t.akin' home fOl1r. si.~ dOllars 

a da:.l'l It 1I.1n:'t right a man giVf:S his kids cars to drive to school1n " . llnd tJ1G 
m.an that makes it for him down in the mines c.'lJl't feed his kids, coan'):; Pllt Sl1£}i(:~ 
on 'em, Now we got rwthin' against an operator making It pl'ofit ... want hun to. 
But when he does it wol'ldng a man. 6(j hours pa:.'ling him H~ dollars, tl:'"m we got 

lJometJling to sayl And WE"; say they ain't goin' to mAke no $60,000 on non"union. cOilJl 
, They t~ik about violence. Let 'em hlrs ~Jl tbe gun thugs they want. We !llmt 'e1:<1 
down. and we'n keep 'em shut down till W~ get a union L,outra.<:.t, and if t.lley try 

. tu run that: non~ul1ton coa.I ova' llS there'll Dt.' blood. on the rO.i.l.asl" iBe:nnan ;Q-fiJ·· 
~on a.s qUilted tn The REPORTER Mllotalt'lne, JM. 3. 19G5j 


