


AANG-ING- ON A ,~£ 
By V~nessa Redgrave 

,Arr. M.M.) 
© 1963 by Author 

This song comes from Britain and is, of course, about South Africa. 

take it a-way, If you leave it please don't say You pity me, You pi-ty me, You ti5 J.I-,ri? 21*( [ [j'* f J J ] tu R~1Q ;gl 
i _ _ that pre-

pi-ty me 0 If you make money from Vorwoerd how can you tell him he I s wrong, If you 
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fer to make your money don't sing my Freedom Song; You say that you want set me free, 
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Then don't trade with the men who are killing me, Or don't you say You- pity me. 

* A l1aj (#7) chord; iH} F#min7 (continued ~ ) 



Hanging On A Tree (continued) V. Redgrave 

(Same chord pattern) 

And don't you say it's a risky thing to do, I'm worried that a 

to n J wIt j' Ed t;; IT ItJi f f' 
boy- cott 

might be bad for you, I know now to live on nothing much better than you, So 

!:tr 
, 

, 
don't you say, Oh please don't say You --- pity me. --- So now you can choose but 

~G Ed Alt rEi j RIG Bd. 
oh don't wait too long For my brothers they will fight & their freedom wish is strong, * (X) (411) ____ 
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Your leaders they say they pi-ty me, But your thousand million pounds the seeds of the 

fir f r r I 
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tree on which they're 

-
hanging, hanging, hanging, On which hanging me. -

~ I they're ~ 
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Oh my loving friends, I can't get from TIy Mind, The white in the sun that 

{\: . bones 
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whispered in the wind; If there's no help soon, then hanging frorn this tree Will be 

~ c.;tt 1l\ c~ ~ .. 1) --t#- t;1 " 
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thousands & thousands like you & me; No money making then, And no ships upon the sea, 

~ F-9 olio -ryl.- * 10$ 

:~) If E r J rt l f @ r r I f f1 f J 'If,J.IJl[.X2 I 
Just white bones in the sun a-hanging, hanging, hanging on ~ tree.----

(dirnuendo - - - - ) 

Used by Permission 
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1. Oh, the ti-ger, he can roar- oh yes! He can make a lot of 

C. aM. C "a.t1 
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noise- but he on-ly shake the jun-gle pa]m- he never make an 
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a-tom bomb to kill a lot of girls 

(.. 
and boys. Oh~ ttiB tiger he has 
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teeth
e. 

oh yes! They are big and sharp and 
V C. S·l 

wili te- but he only kill to 
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get his ca-Ior-ie. He never hear of Chris-ti-an-~~ty and he 
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don't know the wrong from right! (CHORUS) Oh, the ti-ger is a 
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tho' he do not have king- that name- and it will take a lot of 
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com-mon sense to beat the ti-ger's game! 2. Oh, the game! 

2. Oh, the tiger, he has claws- oh yes! 
He can tear his food apart-
But tho' he do not give and do not share
Still, he do not travel everywhere 
And b~ag about his great big heart. 
Oh, the tiger, he can purr.- oh yes! 
Tho' I really don't know why-
But he can do one thing the man can never do 
For tho' he cannot tell the truth to you 
He can also never tell a lie! 
ChoruB 

3. Oh, the man he have a little house 
And he go inside at night-
But tho' the tiger sleep beneath the sky 
He is safer far than you or I 
Behind that door we lock so tight. 
Now the tiger is only an animal 
And he live from day to day-
But the tiger do the very best he can 
Which is more than you can say about the man 
And that is why I want to says 
Chorus 
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'"ords & l-fusic by Peter La Farge 
C 1964 Sugar Loaf l1usic 

Used by permission 
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Is this how a man treats a woman 
Making gifts of dark tragedy 
Is this how American manhood 
Tears at a lone refugee. 

I would build her a palace of laughter 
Show her a doorway of song 
But I see that the man who just passed 

here 
Has withered the garden and gone. (CHO) 

5£f: NOiFS 

ED. NOTE: In Broadside # 41, in 
Eric Andersen's song "My Land Is A 
Good Land" the last lines in each 
verse are repeated, as in the chorus. 

Litt,le Sun- di, I w~sh you loved me. 

Dear, I've so little to give you 
Here is a cup and a hand 
I've little or nothing to give you 
In your desert of bitter black sand. 
Dear, as you pass in your wanderins 
You're well on your way and gone 
Remember that same of us love you 
And remember that one wrote this song.(CHO) 



one The rescue team goes on and on-

And her eyes showed tears of pain 
As she looked out her window-pane 
Her mants not comin' home again. 

Cho: More good men go in , down. (twice) 

By Dave Oohen 
@ by Author j 1963 

More good lJle!l_§cu: t •. d()~ .. 

He died when he was just twenty-two 
A young man in his prim.e, 
He lett a wife and a baby boy -
l!ore good men goin I down. ( twice) 

Tho mother 'Will live and the 'boy wUl grow 
In a few more years you never know 
That mother from those other times 
Has lost another man to the mines. (Cho) 

By Dave Cohen 
@ by Author, 1963 

The air was filled with a l«tg sighing, .... ....ar- ...... ... 
The day was filled with the smell of dy-ing, And mothers for their lost 

1 ~.~ 
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crying. These are the cruel years, - years of dying. 

For years the sky was dark abmre 
Flew birds of hate and not of love 
How we longed to see the dove. 

These are the cruel years, 
The vaa~~ n~ mriLn~_ 
--- - iItf ~ .... - ......... -., -~ ... 

How many prayers of peace were spoken? 
Tired eyes searched for a token, 
So ~~Y· died till peace was chosen 

These are the cruel years, 
The years of dying. 

Both songs used by permission 

Then came the years of rebuilding 
Uew lessons learned to teach the 

children 
So they can go and die willing .. 

These are the cruel years, 
The years of <lYing. 

Now I ask you all together 
Another war can we weather? 
Shall we live or die together? 

These are the cruel years, 
The yea.rs of dying .. 

BROADSIDE 1142 



Blow your whist Ie as loud ae you ca.n. Oatoh thowrg-a-lar burg-a.-lar man 
C c,' C F 

Let rs be a. danoer, danoer, danon 
Let f S be a dancer noW' 
Spin around and stand on your toes 
Kick your heels and stiok: up yoUl! nose 
:Bow to 70ur pa.rtner ~ld do-si-do 
tet-s be a dancer now .. 

Let·~ be a teaohert teaoher, teaCher 
Let's be a teaoher now 
Teaching all the A B Of s 

C {;' 

Let's be a p'lioeman now. 

Write on a blaokboard big as you please 
Theae are the leaves and these are the trees 
tet's be a teaoher now. 

l~t's be a monkey, monkey, monkey 
Let 19 be a monkey now 
Hang i Va::! up in a monkey tree 
Hake a funnr face and scratch your knee 
oosJc 11 ttle monkey ~bat you ever d.id £lee 
Let I S be a. monkey now .. 

/ 

Let I e be 8, gray wo If, gra,y w If, graY 11'0 If. ' 
Let's be a gray wolf now . 

:::i~~ ~::~~-!~¥ ~~;.,a~!::} 4? 
IDokin' for somethin' nice to eat 
Let '8 be a gra:;f wolf now.. --



(Editor's Note: \ie asked Len Chandler to write us a letter about himself 
and where his songs come frame Here 'tis:) 

Dear Sis: 

I've got my feet up now and it's my time of night 
"when church yards yawn and hell itself breathes 
out contagion to the world". That just came out 
from somewhere back there and it's not what 11m 
feeling but I wrote it, remembered it, and feel 
no more need to comment on it. This new ballpoint 
writes so smooth, seems to have a strong kind of 
independence, like it has its own special thing to 
say. I've seldom written prose but 1Ithere're 
things I've got to tell you 11 that I just don I t 
want to sing. But about this ballpoint, Nancy 
bought it. She's asleep now in the front room. 
I kissed her goodnight when I came in, and closed 
the sliding door. She bought the other one also. It 
looked like a yellowjacket on top, except it was 
black and white, instead of Black and Yellow and it 
didn't have wings and didn't sting. But maybe it did. 
I wrote Secret Songs, Keep On Keeping On, and To Be 
A Man with it and then lost it. Didn't write anything 
for the next two months, and I'm really not a mystic. 
o. Kl ••• O. K!, I give. 11m trying to tell you 
about Fran from next door, and the Rent Strike, Hous
ing-type songs o But it's about this pen, seems to 
have its own platform which could be kind of scary, 
but all the real secrets I know are other people's, 
you know, things they've told me. Something's just a 
little bit funny with this pen. It wrote it, but I 
had to cross it out. Guess I have secrets too. I don't 
claim to be able to tell you everything yet. But come 
on, it's my first try and maybe I think THEY are wait
ing for me to really tell so they could cut off my 
voice, break my hands that hold the pen, kill me in 
the cruellest way. I sorta wanted to cross that out 
but I'm not going to. I'm getting braver, bolder, 
much more reckless. Assassinate all censors. Banish 
all editors. Burn all erasers -- then picket the 
Sanitation Department for more garbage pick-ups, or 
buy a new pen. The only thing that I s spoiling the 
tempo is that damned clock. If with every tick that 
follows tock I wish that clock were still -- the 
hourglass calls just as fast but silently the coming 
of the morning." 
It's my hands, my head, me, me that's stalling, 
trying not to think. Jiving, blaming the pen. 
Trying not to really think I cause you know how 
it lmrts. I've been thinking of it every day for 
weeks. I've been lmrting every day for years. 
Hurting and hiding and thinking it was fun. And 
taking Alka Seltzer for the indigestion and Emp
erin Compound for the headaches and Coricidin for 
the colds. I guess that makes me some kind of 
ex-junky -- yes, I kicked all that. But that's now 
and I've got to tell you about then. And lmrting 
and hiding in the oboe, and the orchestra, and 
letting the Blue Cool of Vivaldi soothe my sear
ing skin, and letting the crystalline clarity of 
Haydn kaleidoscope the perspective of my secret 
inner ear. And letting Brahms 'play my Blues, and 
Eric Satie my laments. Gagged by my desire for 
acceptance, muzzled by that gag. I'm not champ
ing at the bit, I'm just biting through a muzzle. 
Hiding in a musical comedy and lmrting TO BE A 
MAN. I was a casualty before I knew I was in a 
war. Hey I take that back, I always knew I was 
in a war, but I used to think I was the enemy. 

I'm just going to try to tell you a little 
about coming up my steps (It's 3:30 A.M. 
and my feet are on the floor 
writing on my lap 
sitting on the edge 
toes up to tilt the notebook back 
tension in my legs). 

WALKING UP THE STEPS 
thinking of Rabbi Katz -- the landlord 
Rabbi Kat;-with the wide Blue, Happy, Honest, 
Holy eyes 
Looking like a well fed Christ ascending 
OR a Black Bearded Santa Claus 
Saying "Your husband wouldn't be a Negro, 
would he?" 
Before Nancy could sign the lease. 
Thinking of Nancy in her white nurse I s 
uniform not wanting to lie to the Rabbi 
not wanting to lie to anyone, 
Saying, ~ do you ask, don't you rent 
to Negroes?" 
Thinking of Rabbi Katz with saintly soft 
wide mouth saying, "I just don't like 
to be deceived." 
Thinking £f Nancy cold in really knowing, 
now, with pen in hand, saying "No one 
likes to be deceived" and signing the 
lease. 
Hurting for Nancy that he'd almost made 
a liar. 
Hurting for the piece of Man that I'd 
lost, 
that they'd robbed from me when I had to 
send Nancy to sign for the lease. MY 
appearance would have meant no apartment. 
Hurting for Mr. Katz (whom we don't call 
Rabbi a~r;-out of respect for the devout 
and honest men of God.) 
Hurting 12r the dwarfed and hunch backed 
soul that could close its eyes and mash with 
hatchet words and stand before the smell of 
blood and reason, and think of other things. 

And maybe dream 
that I'll forget tomorrow 
that 1111 forgive tomorrow 
that I'll be silent tomorrow 
t'bat I'll be helpless tomorrow 
that I'll be alone tomorrow 
that 1111 be too confused; misdireoted, 
drunk, tired, injured 
or too old 
tomorrowo 

But if he knew the hurt I'd been hiding, 
and how strong I was getting, he would get 
down on his knees, and pray forgiveness, to 
all the grasshoppers held made legless. 

STILL ON THE STEPS 

Thinking of the smell 
Analyze the sme~ 
Let's see, urine, and Tammy's mildewed mop, 
cabbage with an overlay of onions, and a 
tinge of garbage. U:Niln ~ 



Chandler -- 2 

Thinking of the old people on the second 
floor. They say she's 92. She calls her roomer 
"the old man". The old woman is the most 
probable source of the urine smell. She 
sleeps in the front of the house and the 
toilet's in the back. 
Thinking 2! !2!!!m,r in his painters' cap for 
most of his 65 years. Offering to kill the 
man who cut my hand, to do it just as a 
favor. 
"Just say the word and he's dead." 
Bragging that he'd graduated fran Washington 
Irving High School. 
Living, no sleeping in a classic hole 
behind the garbage cans, in the basement, 
at the end of the hall. 
In the back of the building, bus, World, 
using the Enquirer for toilet paper 

a graphic critique 
Telling his valet -- that's what he called 
h:1m 

"My Valet" 
Telling his valet 

An alcoholic who sleeps 
in the alley picked, one t:1me 
overstuffed, now under stuffed 
chair when the day bed 
is taken by the 
countless, ever changing others 
who share the two roomed, lath 
walled, rent free in exchange 
for Superintendent duties, coffin 

To shine his shoes 
He did. 

~ smiling through his crooked tooth 
lispy lips, watching me carr.r down the roach 
infested cabinets that I'd ripped with my 
new crow bar from the crumbling walls. The 
seven layers of linoleum," the wood and plas
ter from the wall I'd knocked down, and from 
the walls I'd bared of cracked plaster to see 
the natural brick. The beds and bad paintings 
and just junk that the last people had left 
behind them and in front of me. 

~ smiling as I carried up wood for panel
ing the kitchen and book shelves, plaster, 
l:1me, paint remover, paint, shellac, and all 
those other things. 
~ smil~ as I'd stop to rest and he'd 
start to lie about being a light weight con
tender in '27. A big time mobster in Chi. 
Having a sub-machine gun and 2 forty fives 
in the back. Racing a motor cycle for big 
money and owning 2 buildings in Brooklyn. 
~ swearing in a real drunken but phony 
rage at the landlord to prove to me that he 
didn't give a damn about Mro Katz, the job, 
or rent free "coffin" (my quotes). 
''Wasn't afraid of anyone." 
would II die and go to hell for me" 
would "back my play against the "Rev" (Tom
my's quotes). 

I2!!l!!.Y copping ~, when I caught the land
lord discr:1minating and had h:1m investigated 
by the N.Y. State Commission on Human Rights. 
He was just the superintendent and didn't 
know a thing. 
Hurting ~ Tommy's dwarfed and hunch back 
soul that thanks me with his eyes for not 
holding up a mirror. 
Tommy was a casualty before he was born. 
Maybe his mother thought she was the en~ 
and poisoned him through the umbilical cord 
with self contempt. I used to think the 
only thing I could do for Tommy was to give 
him the quarter for wine when he asked and 
not let him see my eyes. That was until I 
met the Rent Strike Beautiful tiger laqy fran 
next door. From her I learned: 

Don't wait for the light to shine. 
Build a fire. 

STILL ON THE STEPS 

Thinking of ~ the poet fran across the hall 
David .2!1 the Beach in Cuba when the trucks 
drove up, blaring, passing out ~s, to the 
people, the people on the beach, passing out 
arms to every one who could stand, and they 
could stand, 
and they stood. 
David in the doorway pressing a not long ago 
stranger's hand to his forehead in sort of a 

kiss without lips 
bow without bending 
salute without ceremony 
hand shake that only lifts up. 

David from Tennessee where they don't say his 
name 
Nor drown in his cascading Water Prose 
Nor sink in the marshes of - -

unheralded poet 
alcoholic teacher 
lonely listener 

Nor kneel on the steps of his temporal 
cathedral 
Nor help prepare his living sacrifice. 
He has taken for his own the name of his Town 
And taken on himself the responsibility 
of all its citizens 

To be strong 
To see clearly 
To resist 
To convert. 

In ~ ~ listening to Brahms 
carving out a dome in wonder words 
passionately compassionate 
bleeding for the bloodless 
seeing for the blind 
caring for the unconcerned 
knowing for the ignorant 

Stacking up the words. Word on phrase on 
question on paper on pamphlet on book. 

Building a new tower of babel to a new sky 
that the gods old or new can't confound. cotln:+ 



ChA.ndler -- 3 
In another room stacking up a slum. Can on 
bottle on bag on box. Making his feet more 
insensitive to garbage and row nose more insens
itive to perfumed roach spray. 

Thinking of David hurting for the seven million 
Jews that the grand children of Brahms, Beet
hoven and Bach slaughtered, asking the son of 
an ex-wealthy German Jewish industrialist, what 
was your father doing in 1935? 
The whetstone of knowing puts an edge on the 
brain. 

Dulling the razor edge of that 
Beautiful Brain with Booze. 
Well you can't carve marble with a scalpel. 

I took my perfumed roach spray and surayed 
the hall. 

Now I can tell you about Fran from next door. 

standing on the steps of City Hall in her big 
hat passing out the words -- leading the songs 
and I was 
Thinking of her eyes. These weren't the eyes of 

a Cadillac driving evangelist 
exchange stUdent from the enerow camp 
misplaced den mother 
speed demon Anarchist 
Destruction vlorker 

Nor were they the eyes of a Moses that would 
wander forty years in the wilderness 

being thankful for Mana 
dreaming of milk and honey 
on his way to a desert 

Her eyes had the quiet of confidence, of 
direction of the inevitable -- these were the 
eyes of the disciplined soldier that knows his 
weapon -- knows his enerow and is positive of 
Victory. The weaver at the loom. 

Thinking of h!ll: children 
They might hurt but only out of empathy 
they might hide but only as a strategy 
THEY VWULD NOT BE 

Too sensitive to be effective 
(Thinking of David) 

Too callus to be oonoerned 
(Thinking of Mr. Katz) 

Too stunted to be seen 
(Thinking of Tonmy) 

Too muzzled to be heard 
(Thinking of rowself) 

Instead of going On The Road 
they will be going on the March. 
Thinking of all the wandering run away 
Kerouacs and folk singers. 
Instead of finding themselves 
leading others. 



Chandler - 4 
Thinking of the ex-ad men and school teachers 
hiding on an East Side where the sun never 
rises, not knowing what to promote 
nor what to teach. 
Thinkin~f millions who cry but don't vote 
and object but don't protest ~- who are 
disenfranchised by rumors of futility and who 
run in all directions and hide in many corners 
and blame it on the systemo 

It might take a few decades to make an effective 
rebel. 
The drop outs, way outs, wayward dilettantes 
and the run aways are too busy fighting them
selves or getting accustomed to their crutches 
to fight the system that deformed them. 

I ~ Fran in her big hat 
Carving out a dome in Wonder words 

Being strong 
Seeing clearly 
Resisting 
Converting 

And I was thinking Fran and all her soul 
sisters are the 

Mothers of ~ Rebel Generation 

I've just swallowed my muzzle 
or was it just a mute 

W.S.O.Some Day 
Len H. Chandler, Jr. 

P.S. NO NAMES have been changed. There are no 
innocent. 

\-lords & Music by Len Chandler 
@ 1964 Fall River Music 

Used by permission 
(3~ in bas.:;) 1 

Wheel we're in, Tick-tock and toll n the 

bell. Round and round, 
:0' I ~epeats II 

J I A:Z \ j · r :)1 

1)1 &- A1t\t\ C5 

vlE'rl J r 
in, out, up, down, The wheel will be 

1"tS time f. ~~ (; ~ j)1 :-

II 
turn-ing for ev - ere (2) 

rJ. JF:J filr ~Jlo I~ 
He (dawn-)ing. A new day will be dawn- ing. 

He brought her sweets and things to eat 
And a clip to bind up her hair 
Her hair hung down but he lllced it bound 
She I d bind it no more come morning. 
His candy and his beaded strands 
Were not all he would pay 
For secrets slip from love-drunk lips 
And help pave the way to coming morning. 
She'd shine his boots and press his suits 
And pass his secrets on 
Not caring what the townsmen thought 
When calling her the wife of the invader. 
Old friends pretend that she is dead 
As dead she'd risked to be 
But they would know at dawn's first glow 
They'd know she never was a traitor. 
The day she'd vowed, the tears she cried 
The dawnless death she had died 
Her enemies still couldn't see 
That she must only feign her love till morning. 
Till in the circle of her arms 
He caught a warning chill 
You could not weigh the purse he'd pay 
To hold back the sun and the morning. 
With every tick that followed tock 
He'd wish that clock were still 
The hour-glass calls just as fast 
But silently -- the coming of the morning. 

EROfWSIDc -#42 

For rebels' sons with solemn guns 
Were waiting for the sign 
In the tense steeple spire they tended a fire 
A fire that will burst into morning. 
And in the stark and ancient dark 
A marksman takes his aim 
And waits for him to step through 
The door that knew no morning. 
The night was clear of fog and fear 
As he stepped through her door 
And then they heard the single word 
His farewell to Tomasina. 
And in the dark, the shots, the bark 
Like a cock that crows for the dawn 
And with that sign, one stroke behind 
The breakii1g of a long-awaited morning. 
She rubbed her hancJ.s in tr') cleansing sands 
And called aloud her own name 
And with great care" unbound her hair 
And let it hang free to her shoulders. 
Roll--turn--spin-- the wheel we're in 
Tick-tock and toll on the bell 
The sands will spill and shift until 
A new day will be dawning e 

Mati Hari, Ingrid Bergman in "Notorious" 
and especially the character played ~ 
Godfrey Cambridge in "Gone Are The Days"_
the Uncle Tom who ftyassas li and "yassas" 
the old captain but fina.lly brings him 
down -- inspired this song. 



(Ed. Note: Several weeks ago there was a great demonstration of ten
ants in front of New York!s City Hall, a mass procest against intoler
able living conditions in the city's slums and against a drive by 
the ci tyt s 1anc1lor,Js to abolish rent controls I> Fran Goldin, Meryl 
Lewis and Bill Tatum combined to \~ite the songs below for the occ~· 
asion and led the crowds in singing them. Change the name of the 
mayor and they can apply to your city as well.) 

(To the tune of Easter Parade) 
In our runcown houses, 
Full of rats and mouses, 
He are the saddest tenants 
In the Housing Parade. 
With our peo1ing ceilings 
And landlords t dirty dealings 
We are the saddest tenants 
In the Housing Parade6 
Here at City Hall, 
New York City Hall, 
The newsmen,will see us, 
and they!ll, tell the world, 
of our need for repairs --
Oh, we've composed a letter, 
Hayor itJagner, t:1ake life better 
For tenants who are marching 
In the Housing Parade. 
------------------------.--------~ 

(SiAewa1ks of New York) 
East Side, West Si~e, 
All around tho town, 
Old folks & children together 
All our homes are coming down. 
We've cried & cried for action 
And all wc've gotten is talk 
So weIll be with our belongings 
On the sidewalks of New Yorko . 
------------~-----------------~---

(Shm'l He The Way To Go Home) 
Show me a place to call home, 
I'm weary & I want a place to live, 
The only ones I find demand 

a hundred a room, 
And I don't have that to give. 
Build for us & don't tear down 

(Thi$ one: Home On The Range) 
Oh,give me a home 
Where no speculators roam, 
Where the crosses on our windows 

won't appear. 
Where the knock on my door 
I wontt hear anymore 
SQying Urban Removal is here. 
Home -- I can call mine 
,Where the rents suit my pocket-

book fine, 
Built on land that is free 
}leaning no evictee 
That's a home for which all of 

(Frere Jacque) 
Are you sleeping, are you sleeping 

City Hall ••• Ciuy Hall 
Rents are on the increase 
Service on the decrease, 
Fix our homes ••• Fix our homes. 
Are you sleeping, etc ••• 
Nhy should tenents pay rents 
For houses full of rodents, 
Fix our homes ••• Fix our homes~ 
Are you sleeping,etca •• 
Regular inspection 
Follovwc1 by some action 
Fix our homes ••• Fix our homes. 
Are you sleeping, etc •• o 

l·kyor We.gner, use the Im-, 
VJha tIs the ci ty waiting for 
Fix our homes e •• Fix our homes. ---------------------------------
(Let He Call You Sweetheart) 

And we'll have a better town, Tell me, Hr" Mayor, That my house 
Until then you'll hear me singing won't be torn down, 

this song, -- Like all those up in Yorkville 
§hQ~_~~_~_E!~£~_~~_£~!!_b~g~~_____ And the Village in our town. 
Ed, Note: 1;lell, change the name of There is no place to move to 
th t t Th 1 And I can't live in a tent, 

e own, 00... ese are on Y The luxury landlords all want 
some of the parodies. Others: But I canft afford the rent! me 
liMine Eyes Have Seen My LAndlord" -----------------------_________ _ 
("rais ing rents without repairs"), and of course "We Shall Not Be IVloved 
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FREEDOM SONGS IN THE NORTH 
By Julius Lester 

If the sixteenth century author of IfGreensleeves u were to return 
and hear his song today, I wonder how he would react to the lyric 
heights it reaches in the voices of the city-singers? In Shakes
peare's Merry "Jives of Wind,sor., Falstaff says, If Let the sky rain potat
oes! Let it thunder to th&tun~ of 'Gl'~~s~eevesl!U It is difficult 
to imagine too much thunderwh!le Richard byer-Bennett sings of being 
"cast off discourteouslyll. Yet, it is inevitable that once a song is 
removed from the situation which produced it, it will become, in 
effect, a different song. How different will depend on the singer's 
attitude to the song. 

Should the city-singer concern himself only with the words and 
melody or should he be concerned also with the people and social con
ditions out of which the songs come? Is the city-singer's responsi
bility solely to himself and the personal meaning that he finds in 
the songs? Or does he have a responsibikity to the miners, farmers, 
slaves, blind street singers and southern freedom fighters out of whose 
joys and sufferings these songs come? If so, what is the nature of 
that responsibility? 

Since I came North in 1961 these questions have come to me while 
listening to young white people sing the songs of the Southern free
dom movement. In a sense it is unfortunate that freedom songs have 
the pulsating rhythms an! driving melodies that they do. It is unfor
tunate because once these songs come North, this "sound lT communicates 
and seemingly, nothing else. It is qUite easy to imitate The Freedom 
Singers' rendition of "Woke Up This Horning" and remain completely 
unaware of what it is to live a life in which one is forced to produce 
songs such as this, "Certainly,Lord", IIFighting For My Rights", and 
"We Shall Overcome". To paraphrase the definition of a minister, free
dom songs should comfort the disturbed and disturb the comfortable. 
But as I have heard them in the North, they are only embarrassing. As 
Peggy Seeger said, "Folk music ••• is not a comfortable music. That's 
why it frequently sounds funny in the mouths of comfortable people. 1I 

Freedom songs have a definite "sound n • They also have a very def
initefabric. The "sound n of a freedom song can only communicate to 
the ear and set the foot tapping in rhythm. It is the fabric ,.,hich 
spirals from within the singer and his tradition outward, to spin it
self around and into the listener. It is the fabric of freedom songs 
that so few in the North know and it is the "sound n of freedom songs 
that is so easy to imitate and so unimportant. As Pete Seeger said in 
speaking of Leadbelly; ";; If .if you would learn from Leadbelly, you 
should look deeper to find his greatest qualities ••• don't just try 
to imitate his southern accent: Learn his straughtforward honesty, 
vigor and strength. 1I I would go one step further and say that the 
city-singer has a responsiQili~y to Leadbelly and to the southern free
dom fighters in whose songs live the blood and body of eVery Negro who 
has wept and laughed, suffered and exulted at life in America. It can 
be nothing more than a travesty when the city-singer forgets themo The 
"sound n of freedom songs is so powerful that we forget to listen to 
the music It vIe take from freedom songs what we can immediately enjoy, 
but the songs exist so that we may receive from them the beauty and 
pain of human experience as it has been for the Negro. Unless we sit 
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quietly and open ourselves to the songs, unless we let them dwell 
within us for a while, we will never know another person because we 
refuse to listen when they speak~ 

IlWe are but links in a long human chain,lIsays Pete Seeger, Hand 
the important thing is to be a strong link. Hay we strive through 
our music to bring deeper understanding between all human beings so 
that there may be many more links to come. 1f 

Being Negro is not a necessary prerequisito for Singing freedom 
songs.. Being willing to understand the Negro and his history is. It 
is here that the fabric of freodom songs is found. Only when a singer 
can communicate this will he be able to discharge his responsibility 
as a link between the annonymous creators of the songs and his aud
ience. This will bo true even if his aUdience never extends beyond 
himself .. 
--------~--~~~~---- -------~~~~~---~----~~~--~- ~--~~~~~-- --~~~~-~-

NOT E S 
JULIUS LESTER was active in the South leading mass singing of the 
freedom songs about which he writes 9 He now lives in New York .. An 
earlier article of his was ln BROADSIDE #39moePeter Seeger and his 
family are now in eastern Europe. After a week each in Czechoslovakia 
and Poland, they are to arrive in the Soviet Union April 6th for 
an extended one-month tour of that country. His T-V appearance in 
Feb .. on the British "Sunday Night At The Palladium" show was so 
successful he has been invited to return at a later date. Tickets 
for his conce~t at the Royal Festival Hall in London were sold out 
three weeks ill advance" He concluded his short stay in England with 
a special half-hour television show of his own for the BBC-TV net
work. In March he made television appearances in Holland and Den
mark ••• The SNCC FREEDOM SINGERS will perform April 1st in Columbia 
University's MCHillan Theatre in New York in a benefit for the 
FAYETTE COUNTY PROJECT (tickets are $1.50). Fayette County, Tenn., 
is where Negro farmers were forced from their homes when they began 
a voter registration drive several years ago. They have kept right 
on registering and now actually have more names on the voting books 
than do the whites. A Victory there in this summer's elections would 
have a tremendous impact on boosting Negro morale in adaeining Miss
iSSippi and all through the South where Negroes are struggling for 
the right to vote. All proceeds of the Columbia concert will go 
to bolster the Fayette County drive... Lester Flatt & Earl Scruggs 
& The Foggy Hountain Boys plus "Grandpa" Jones will appear at N. Y .. t S 
Carnegie Hall Friday evening, April 3 ... €I PHIL OCHS debut L-P, "All 
the News That's Fit To SingH is scheduled for immediate release by 
ELEKTRA RECORDS, 51 We 51 St., New York City. The album has Phil 
singing 14 of his songs, many of which have appeared in BROADSIDE: 
"Celia II, "Power & The Glory", IILou Harsh", "Bound For G loryll, etc .. 
TOM PAXTON has also been signed up by ELEKTRA for an L-P ••• GIL 
TURNER will appear in a concort "Folk Songs Of America ll April 11~l964 
at Kossuth Hall, 346 East 69 St., New York CitY,NoY. (tickets:$2). 
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