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Phil 
This issue of Broadside is a tribute to Phil Ochs, 

who would have been 43 years old on December 
19th. Phil was one of Broadside's most frequent 
contributors over the years: the Index to Broadside 
lists more than 70 of Phil's songs. Furthermore, the 
pages of Broadside over these years were filled with 
items by and about Phil and with songs written by 
Phil's contemporaries, many of whom were inspired 
by Phil--as we all were. Broadside was a "home" for 
Phil in these years, not only a place to physically 
hang out, but also a place to "hang out" his songs for 
the world to see. Both the magazine and singer 
would been successful without each other, but their 
successes are certainly inextricably interwoven. 

This issue contains three songs written in tribute 
to Phil--by Tom Paxton, Sammy Walker and Vic 
Sadot. It also contains four of Phil's better known 

works, one of which is his song about Raygun's 
invasion of Grenada! Finally, this issue contains six 
songs "written" by Phil but never previously pub
lished either in print or on a record. These songs 
were among 15 or more that Phil sent on tape many 
years ago to his long-time friend Jim Glover and 
which had been forgotten. Having recently redis
covered them, Jim gave copies to Broadside (with 
the kind cooperation and permission of Phil's brother 
Michael and sister Sonny). 

Many thanks to everyone who helped make this 
issue possible, especially Tanya Herlick of Phila
delphia who transcribed the songs from the tapes. 
[Two of Phil's unpublished songs will soon appear in 
Sing Out! and 6-8 more will appear in future issues 
of Broadside.] 

Coming 
Future issues of Broadside will feature, of 

course, the songs of today's topical songwriters, with 
the occasional historical tune or reprint from past 
editions. We shall therefore appreciate hearing from 
any and all songwriters, song-collectors and others 
of that persuasion who would like to share good 
things with other people. 

In addition, many future issues of Broadside 
will focus on a particular theme or subject, and we 
will be particularly appreciative of songs sent in for 
these special issues (see below). Furthermore, we 
are anxious to have guest editors from time to time 
and we will be pleased to share these pages with 
those of you who have a compatible interest and 
access to songs. Being a guest editor means putting 
together a collection of songs, including lead sheets, 
words and permissions. The Broadside !!staff!! will 
take care of the production details, though the 
"staff" is purely voluntary and more volunteers are 
always needed to replace those who have collapsed 
at the drawing board from the hard work or rubber 
cement fumes. 

If you are sending us a song, please include 
words, music, copyright information and, if possible, 
a recording. You can even throw"'in,vapicture of 
yourself or an illustration. If you would like to type, 
cut-and-paste, transcribe songs or draw some illus
trations, drop us a note and we'll contact you. And 
finally, if you would like to be one of our guest 
editors, let us know. For everyone's interest, here 
are some of the topics for future issues: 

The '84 Election No Nukes 
Native Americans The Environment 
Children Woody Guthrie 
Technology Women's Movement 
Labor Songs Spanish Civil War 
And contemporary topical songs of-
Nicaragua, Chile, Canada, Israel, Ireland, 
England, Italy, France, etc. 

Plus a special issue on "Songs of Freedom and 
Struggle/The Peoples' Music Network,!! based on the 
forthcoming conference to be held in Boston in 
January, for which Sonny Ochs will be editor and 
Charlie King will be pitching in. 
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LEGENDS 

2. Oh, the muggy nights in SoHo, 
I had so much to learn. 
You gave me wings to flyaway 
And asked for no return. 
Lon Chaney's ghost beside us 
Wore the mask of Mickey Finn. 
And I never once suspected 

words and mUSic by 
Sftmm'1 wlkKE:R 

That you and he were friends. (Chorus) 

3. The last time that I saw you, 
You weren't really even there. 
I cried when I heard you 
Come out across the air. 
You bid your last farewell, 
Just like your first hello. 
And I'll always think about vou 
When I pass thru Ohio. (Chorus) 

©Copyriqht 1977 by Norcross Music Inc.,New York, N.Y. 
and © 1980 Appleseed Music Inc., New York, N.Y. 
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It's Been A Long,Long, Story 
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© Copyright 1983 

Phil Ochs' Estate 

It's been ... 
About the fight to make the union grow 
It's been ... 
Story that's been told too slow (Chorus) 

It's been ... 
About the fight to ban the bomb 
It's been .. ~ 
Should've been a long time gone (Chorus) 

It's been •.. 
About the fight to keep the hungry lands 
It's been ... 
About as long as a hungry world can stand (Chorus) 

I 
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President Rayqun with the Americans whose lives were 
saved bv the invasion of Grenada 0 
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1. I'm a leavin' on the morning railroad 
In the drizzlin' darkness of the rain 
And I hear with every wheel a turnin' 
Secrets sounding of your name 

Chorus ---And your eyes will taste of the flowers 
Your lips of the morning dew 
And your hair will taste of the meadoio7 
And all the liJOrld will taste of you 

2. I can I t tell the reason ,,,rhy I'm leaving 
I don't know just what I'm heading for 
I just know with every mile I wander 
I'm needing you another mile more 

.., 
5. Oh if you never get my letter 

You know your memory wil~ ~tay 
With every song that I am singing 
\Nith every word that I say 

(Chorus) 

4. I'll carry your picture in my pocket 
INhen times are good or times are bad 
And if I chance to meet another 
It won't take away the good times that 

Singin' all the world will taste of you 

(Chorus) © Copyright 1983 Phil Ochs' Es"cate 
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You Should Have Been Down In Mississippi 
©Copyright 1983 Phil Ochs' Estate 
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PHIL OCHS NIGHT AT THE SPEAK EASY 

by Sonny Ochs 

The Speak Easy was packed!! People came 
from all over to hear Phil Ochs' songs once again! 
As someone said irreverently, "Phil dead draws a 
better crowd than most peo!;ie who are alive." I'm 
not sure what was the most exciting part-to see and 
hear so many performers who. felt it was important 
to be part of the occasion; to hear the 1arious 
interpretations of Phil's songs and the breadth and 
depth of his writing; to see tne audience reminiscing 
and singing along; or to have Jim Glover, Sammy 
Walker and Sis Cunningham in the same room 
together! 

As emcee of the show, I made it clear from 
the outset that this night was not a memorial. This 
was a song night -a celebration of Phil's music--and 
I invited the audience to sing along. Setting up the 
show became comical when everyone wanted to sing 
the same songs-"I Aint Marchin Anymore," "What's 
that I Hear," "Draft Dodger Rag," and, the winner, 
"There but for Fortune," which was finally per
formed by the Washington Squares. The interesting 
part was people who knew the obscure material. I 
was surprised when Lydia Davis wanted to do "Hills 
of West Virginia" and Joe Heukerott, "The Scorpion." 

In some cases 1 matched performers with 
songs. At the Clearwater Annual Meeting in 
September 1 cornered Rick Nestler and said, "I have 
two songs I want you to learn because they're 
perfect for you." Rick learned "Gas Station Women" 
and "Chords of Fame"--the latter was sung with 
Peggy Atwood and was one of the highlights of the 
evening. I also coerced a quartet of Sloop Singers to 
learn "Bracero," which also came out beautifully, 
thanks to the arrangement by Bobbie Wayne. 

Earlier 1 mentioned that it was exciting to 
have Jim Glover, Sammy Walker and Sis Cunningham 
in the same room. Let me ex!;iain. Jim taught Phil 
how to play guitar and led him down the path to folk 
music. Sis Cunningham met him on that path, 
personally transcribed more than 60 of his songs and 
printed them in Broadside, starting back in the early 
'60s and continuing into the '70s. Sammy Walker 
met Phil further down the road, when Phil had 
stopped writing. Phil recognized Sammy's talent and 
was responsible for Sammy's getting a recording 
contract. 

All in all, more than 20 peo!;ie performed 
almost 40 of Phil's songs. There was a tremendous 
spirit of togetherness among the performers and the 
audience. Everyone seemed to enjoy being part of 
this special evening. Although aside from Oscar 
Brand there were no "big names" on the program, 
there was such a large turnout that many people 
could not get in. This was a wonderful tribute to 
Phil. It's nice to know that even though he's gone, 
there are many people who still love his songs, and 
his spirit is still very much alive. 
[Editor's note: For every person in the audience at 
the Speak Easy (which holds about 80 people, 
uncomfortably), there must be 10,000 who wished 
they could have been there. Let's hope the next 
"Phil Ochs Night" is held in a larger hall.] 
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in thi~ i~~ue 

PH I LOCH S ta I ks about protest 
BOB DYLAN 

IN 1iiIS ISSUE: -rwD SONGS 1!N ffiL OCftS 
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left to right: 
Jim Glover 
Jon Stein 
Ned Treanor 
Sonny Ochs 
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I AM A GREYHOUND DRIVER 

Copyright" 1983 by Local 1202, Amalgamated Transit Union 

.. ~'A d U7 '«J C·,M·'tJI/!/mt: 

NOTE: This song leaped into being from amidst the 
picket line in New York City's Port Authority Bus 
Terminal during the first week of the great nation
wide strike against Greyhound. Emergency lyrics 
are still evolving. The tune is the glorious Irish 
traditional, "Green on the Green" ["1 am a jolly 
ploughboy, I plough the fields all day .... "]. Some say 
this melody goes back more than several centuries. 

No one individual dreamt up this song. To begin 
with, Donald said: We need a song! Next, Stan 
sprang the riddle of a one-syllable word for "de
molish." His inspired discovery lit up the first stanza 
and in turn sparked the whole song into motion. 
Meantime, Hans (at Mike and Mike's Bus Food 
Bazaar) supplied us with free coffee and Penny 
labored over a tag for the scab baggage handlers, till 
the two of us solved it: Hooligan-in-training! Pete 
Seeger listened to it and liked it early last Sunday 
morning--the day he strengthened our picket line 
with his singing and his banjo. On Monday night the 
crowd at Eagle Tavern signalled acceptance and 
unanimous enjoyment. A critical moment' came 
when Isabel Bishop--renowned artist, beloved human 
being--from her hospital bed in St. Vincent's, li
censed our word shilligalee ... a word that either is or 
isn't in the language; we haven't had time to care. 

There's a Trailways garage mechanic, still anony
mous as Broadside goes to press, who gave us the 
gift of three hours' life-sustaining sleep on that 
decisive Thursday morning, even favoring us with a 
wake-up call at 5:30 A.M. This song is dedicated to 
him! 

... and to the memory of Raymond Phillips, striking 
Greyhound worker, immortal member of Amalga
mated Transit Union Local 1043, Cleveland. On 
December 5th, 1983, Brother Phillips was run over 
and killed in east-central Ohio while attempting to 
intercept a scab-driven bus. Glory to our martyred 
brother! More momentum to the struggle for which 
he gave his life! --Lares Tresjan 

• 

I am a Greyhound driver, 
I'm on the road all day 
It never came into my mind 
to take a cut in pay! 
I work at honest labor 
so I'm qualified to say 
when it comes to slashing salaries 
let management lead the way! 

Chorus: 

.-

There's a unionbuster in the driver's seat. 
There's a weasel under Greyhound's skin. 
But they can't sell me that shilligalee 
for the union cause will win. (2X) 

I am a baggage handler, 
working class personified. 
The corporation's profits 
are wrenched from my insides. 
Some hooligan-in-training 
replaced me yesterday 
so your luggage for Acapulco 
ended up in Thunder Bay! 

(chorus, 2X) 

I'm this ordinary fellow, 
wants to get to Albany, 
won't won't buy Greyhound's one-way ticket 
to twilight and misery. 
I refuse to leave the driving 
to some scabbing son-of-a-bitch. 
So you'll see me on the Thruway 
for it's safer to hike and hitch! 

There's a unionbuster in the driver's seat. 
There's a bloodhound under Greyhound's skin. 
But they can't sell me that misery! 
I'm on strike until we win! (2X) 

9 
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~ ~ Words & Music by PHIL OCHS 
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play of chang- es .. 

2. GREEN LEAVES OF SU~fMER TURN RED IN THE FALL, 
TO BROWN AND TO YELLOW THEY FADE 
AND THEN THEY HAVE TO DIE, TRAPPED WITHIN THE 
CIRCLE TIME PARADE OF CHANGES. 

3. SCENES OF MY YOUNG YEARS WERE WARM IN MY MIND. 
VISIONS OF SHADOWS TI~T SHINE. 
TILL ONE DAY I RETURNED, AND FOUND THEY WERE THE 
VICTIMS OF THE VINES OF CHANGES. 

4. THE WORLD1S SPINNING MADLY, IT DRIFTS IN THE DARK, 
SWINGS THROUGH A HOLLOW OF HAZE. 
A RACE AROUND THE STARS, A JOURNEY THROUGH THE 
UNIVERSE ABLAZE WITH CHANGES • 

.5. MOMENTS OF MAGIC WILL GLOW IN THE NIGHT, 
ALL FEARS OF THE FOREST ARE GONE. 
BUT WHEN THE MORNING BREAKS, THEY I RE SWEPT AWAY BY 
GOLDEN DROPS OF DAWN, OF CHANGES. 

6. PASSIONS WILL PART TO A STRANGE MELODY, 
AS FIRES WILL SO~IETIMES BURN COLD. 

7. 

LIKE PETALS IN THE WIND, WEIRE PUPPETS TO THE 
SILVER STRINGS OF SOULS, OF CHANGES. 

YOUR TEARS WILL BE TREMBLING, NO~ WE'RE SOME~HERE 
ONE LAST CUP OF WINE WE WILL POUR, 
I ILL KISS YOU ONE 1-IORE TIME, AND LEAVE YOU 0'11 THE 
ROLLING RIVER SHORE OF CHANGES. 

B. (REPEAT FIRST VERSE). 

"BR()ADS I DE it 63 

B,A",.(,AOi foot".e(., / .1« ' 
e;t> . jq! Al/t4JO~. SIJI r! 100;" 

AJiw YO(l.f/o, tJiw YCAA ,,,,,.'1 

J I Q,~ J l. 

I' J. =::1 
the Pictures that I ~ 

1 

~ 
)1 



~:r<>a.d..sid..e #147 11 
Love Me I'm a L-, br'\ ra I Words & Musie by PHIL DCHS 

~ . @ by Phil Dehs 1965 
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1 go to civil rights rallies 
And I put down the old DAR 
I love Harry and Sidney and SanDT(Y' 
I hope every colored boy becomes a 
But don't talk abrnlt revolution 
That's going a lit~le bit too far, 
I cheered when ~~phrey was chosen 
My faith L~ the system restored 

star 

So love ne, etc. 

I read New Republic and Nation 
And I've learned to take every view 
I've nemorized Lerner and Golden 
I feel like I'm almost a Jew 
But when it comes to times like Kore!!. 
There's no one more red, ~lite and bluet 

So ove me •• 
I vote for the Democratic party 

And I'm glad that the Commies were thrown out 
From the AFL-CIO Board 

They want the UN to be strong 
I attend all the Pete Seeger concerts 
He sure gets me singing those songs 

And I love Puerto Ricans and Negroes And I'll send all the money you ask for 
As long as they don't move mext door, So love me ••• But don't ask me to come on along, So love me ••• 
Oh the people of old Mississippi 
Should all hang their heads in shame 

Sure once I was young and impulsive 
I wore every conceivable pin 

I can't understand how their minds work Even went to Socialist meetings 
Learned all the old union hymns v,'hat '.s the matter don't they watch Les Crane? 

~t if you ask me to bus my children 
I hope the cops take down your name, So love me ••• 

Ah, but I've grown older and wiser 
And that' 5 why I'm turn in , you in, So love me ••• . 

I'm Gonna Say It Now Words & Musio by PHIL DCHS 
® by Phil Dehs 1965 

t:; 1J:I 'BTl! ~ ~ l' ~ Elm 
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Oh I am just a student, sir,And I on-ly wrult to learn But it's hard to read through the 

S me. 7 A:J) f#t1l1 &-

smoke of the books t at yrru like to hum, So r' d like to make a promise And I'd 

JJfI1~ & b A b 
like to a 

make 

r U J It j, .. ! I J n t J. Fg oF I 
That wr.en I've got 90methtn' to Ray, sir, I'm gon-na say it now. vow, 

There'9 a time you gotta study 
And a time you gotta fight 
And a time to go to college 
And learn about your rights 
And you can learn it fast or 

slow 
But learn it anyhow 
That when I've got ••• , ete. 

Oh you'd like to be fII:I father 
You'd like to be my dad 
And give me kisses when I'm 

good 
And spank me when r'm bad 
But since I've left my parents 
I've forgotten how to bow 
So when I've, etc. 

I wish that you'd make up your 
mind 

I wish that you'd decide 
That I should live an freely 
As those who live outside 
Cause we also are entitled 
To the right to be endowed 
And when I've, etc. 

And things they might be 
different 

If I was here alone 
But I've got a friend or two 
Hhono longer live at home 
And we'll respect our elders 
Just as long as they allow 
That when, etc. . 

I've read of other countries 
where 

The students take a stand 
They've even helped to overthrow 
The leaders of the land 
Now I wouldn't go so far to say 
We're a180 learnin' how 
But when, etc. 

So keep right on a talkin' 
And tall us what to do 
But if nobody listens 
MY apologies to you 
And I know that you were young

er once 
Cause you sure are older now 
And when, etc. 

(Repeat first verse) 
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Sing Along with Me 
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© Copyrioht 1983 Phil Ochs' Estate 
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First Snow 
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First snow on the autumn ground 
Covers grass where she once lay down 
Blanket of white 
Grass out of sight 
Where did she go 
Tell me first snow 

First snow cover my mistakes 
Cover the past with your flakes 
Perfect white sheet 
Beneath my feet 
I hurt her so 
Cleanse me first snow 

First snow down you dart 
Cold as the winter 
Cold as my heart 
Fall from the sky 
Please tell me why 
I let her go 
And lost her first snow 

First snow down you fall 
I feel your heartbeat 
I hear you call 
So I'll lay still 
With autumn I go 
Please hurry first snow 

~ Copyright 1983 Phil Ochs' Estate 
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out of the way- boys, Quick get out of the way. - You'd better 
," ~'" L 1:::7 . c.- 111-----~ lJ7 

1tft~, ll@:m·l;J 11s)I§r (' P IUr{iIF'IA'lr ~ l 
watch what you say-~ boys, Better ""teh what you SRY, He've 

tem-pers are 

J I 
ICause we're the 

E. 

I Q. II 
Cops of the World boys, \ie're the Cops of the "Uorld. 

2. We pick and choose as we please,boys 
Pick and choose as we please 
You'd best get down on your knees,boys 
You'd best get down on your knees 
We're hairy and horny and ready to shack 
And we don't care it you're yellow or black 
JU3t take off your clothes and lay down on 

your back 
'Cause we're the cops of the world,boys, 

we're the cops of the world. 

3. Our boots are needing a shine, boys 
Our boot!! are needing Ii shine 
But our coca cola is fine,boys 
Coca cola is fine 
We've got to protect all our citizens fair 
So we'll send a battalion for everyone there 
And maybe we'll leave in Ii couple of years 
'~ause we're the cops of the world,boys. 

we're the cops of the world. 

4. And dump the Reds in a pile,boys 
Dump the Reds in a pile 
You'd better wipe off that srile,boys 
Better wipe oft that smile 
we'll spit through the streets of the cities 

we wreck 
And we'll find you a leAder that you can elect 
Those treaties we signed were a pain in the neck 
'Cause we're the cops of the world,boys, 

we're the cops of the world. 

5. And clean the johns with a rag,boys 
Clean the jotms with a rag 
If you like you can use your flag9 boys 
If you like you can use your flag 
",. e 've got too much money, ''fa' rEl looking for toys 
Guns will be guns and boys will be boys 
But we'll gladly pay for all weive destroyed 
'Caus~ we're the cops of the world,boY8, 

we're the cope of the world. 

6. And please stay off of the grass,boY8 
Please stay off of the grass 
Here's a kick in the ass,boys 
Here's a kick in the ass 
We'll smash down your doors, we don't bother to 

knock 
'Vie've done it before so why all the shock 
We're the biggest and toughest kids on the block 
'Cause we're the cops of the world boys, 

we're the cops of the world. 

7, And when we've butchered your sons,boys7 
When we've butchered your sons 
Have a stick of our guMJboya 
Have a stick of our bubblegum 
We own half the world. oh say can you see 
And the name of our profits is Democracy 
So like it or not you will have to be free 
'Cause we're the cops of the worldJboya, 

we're the cops of the world. 

President Raygun with 
the Americans whose 
lives were saved by the 
invasion of Grenada. 
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MILL TOWN 

"She comes from a mill town. 
Fresh air makes her dizzy." D.A. 

It's true the town's four factories, 
four kettles constantly boiling, 
must have soured the air. 
I don't remember that. 

To me, the town remains luminous 
in the folds of its quiet river 
where autumn sky flowed, past 
late roses fed by backyard pumps, 
streets lit by yellow leaves 
to be rolled in, raked, finally burned. 
Memories of that time 
taste of their smoke. 

True, there were difficulties: 
the brothers who hid behind shades, 
too miserly or too fearful 
to turn on their lights; 
the woman who tried to die 
on her kitchen linoleum 
between bouts of summer· canning; 
the man who buried his books, 
State and Revolution, Ten Days 

that Shook the World, 
in his yard between the mock 

orange, the butterfly bush. 
That year, we wintered early, 
lived out of fruit cellars. 
Thanksgiving dumped a yard of 

snow on us. 
Streets disappeared. A fat root 

of an icicle 
split my father's head open. 
That year, life was dangerous. 

"Wave to the engineer!" 
ordered my friend Connie. 
The train tracks clung to the river 
half a mile down. "Will he see us?" 
"Sure. He knows we're here. He likes 

kids 
to wave at him. Wave!" 
It was an act of faith 
like sending notes out in bottles 
or letters to Santa Claus--
the trust that there's somebody out there 
who wants to respond. 
That's what I say now. 
Then, I just waved. We waved 
hard at his vanishing smoke. 

Enid Dame 

Copyright (c) 1983 by the authors. 
Send poems together with SASE to: 
D. B. Axelrod & J. C. Hand, Poetry 
Editors, BROADSIDE, 194 Soundview Dr., 
Rocky Point, NY 11778 

POETRY 
ON THE EVE OF MY 
BECOMING A FATHER 

I have turned now in the night and 
all my blown-away kisses of our 

familiar love 
with the words and sillinesses 
always thrust by nature's drive, 
lost in the loneliness of our sighs 
in the dark, in darkness even with 
blazing lights on and booze 
to slobber down our failure 
so we could turn on our pillows 
as if we did not know each other. 
We had been every place but this 
and our travel folders were worn out. 
I had been about to hang up my gun 
but the hammer shot one spark into 

the moon, 
so magnificent, it is beyond me. 

Leo Connellan 

WILL IT BE SOON? 

Because Mom will not eat, 
they feed her for a week, until 
she refuses all food, taking only 
mouth-soothing ices (and bottled 

water 
intravenously), holding out through 
Friday, when she knows her first-born 

son will 
come from Boston, and then till Sunday 
when I, her younger son, will be 

there too. 

. "Will it be soon?" she asks in 
shallow breaths. 

"Yes." I walk out and in and out 
away from pain and in to be by Mom 

while, so self-possessed 
he sits with her. I go out again 
to ask "Can't anything be done?" 
"No. I t will be over soon." And then 
she's dead. 
We embrace 
then close her eyes 
leave her jaw sag, realizing 
it will not stay. A damp-eyed nurse 
asking, "Would you like something--a 

valium?" 
We decline, gatherinE her belongings 

in a paper bag. 
Adam Fisher 
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I opened the paper 
And there was your picture: 
Gone, gone, gone by your own hand. 
I couldn't believe it 
The paper was shaking. 
Gone, gnne, gone by your own hand 
I know I'm?oin~ to spend the rest 
Of my lifetlme wonderinq why 
You found yourself so badly hurt 
You had to die 
I opened the paper 
And there was your picture 
Gone, ~one, gone by your own hand 

The phone started ringing 
Had I heard about it 
I shook every time 
I heard it ring 
What was my reaction 
I put the phone down 
That was the only news that was fit to 
They ask me about Dylan and 
McDougal Street and Third 
Questions piled on question 
With each ques~ion more absurd 
I opened the paper 
And there was your picture 
Gone, gone, gone by your own hand 

I remember There But For Fortune 
And there but for fortune you and I would 
Fortune turned its back on you 
Or so it must have seemed to you 
And Christ alone knows what was the final 
blow 

The last time I saw you 
The last time I saw you 
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Bleeker Street outside the Other End 
I told you I'd see you 
I got distracted 
I never saw your face again 
I heard that you were feelinq 
Stronger everyday 
I heard that you were well with 
Good things on th~ way 
Then I opened the paper 
And there was your picture 
Gone, gone, qone by your own hand 
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roadside s 
12 LP's by BROADSIDE singer-sonSMriters. 
16 years of topical songs from BROADSIDE 
MAGAZINE. $10 per alhtlll1. 3 or more, 
each. All 12, $99. Add 50¢ each for 
postage, $1.50 each overseas. Check with 

order to BROADSIDE, P.O"B. 1464, NevI York 
NY 10023 US1'.. No credit cards" 

BROADSIDE BALI,ADS - Volume One 
Pete Seeger, Blind Boy Grunt (Bob Dylan), 
Phil Ochs, PetpT LaFarge, New World Singers, 
Happy Traum, Mark Spoelstra, Freedom Singers, 
Matt McGinn, Gil Turner 

BROADSIDE BALLADS - Volume Two 
Pete Seeger singing the songs of; Malvina 
Reynolds, Tom Paxton, Bob Dylan, Phil Ochs, 
Gene Kad{s&, Bertha Gober, and others 

Volume Three - The BROADSIDE SINGERS 
Tom Paxton, Phil Ochs, Pat Sky, Gil Turner, 
Ernie Marrs, Buffy Saint-Marie, Mark Spoelstra, 
Len Chandler, Bob Dylan, Dave Cohen, Freedom 
Singers, Peter LaFarge 

Volume Four - The Time will Come 
Elaine White, \"ill McLean, Paul Champion, 
Danny Valdez, Augustin Lira, Chris Gaylord, 
Blind Girl Grunt (Janis Ian), Paul Kaplan, 
Teatro Campesino, Tom Parrott, John Mackiewicz 

Volume Five - Time Is Running Out 
Wende Smith, Rev. F.D. Kirkpatrick, Jimmy Collier 
Matt Jones, Wesley Houston, Roland Moussa, Elaine 
Laron, Mike Millius 

Volume Six - BROADSIDE Reunion 
Bob Dylan(as Blind Boy Grunt), Phil Ochs, Eric 
Anderson, and other original Broadside sinaers 
return with sis Cunningham 

Volume Seven 
Songs by Larry Estridge, Gary Paris, Paul Kaplan, 
Danny and Judy Rose-Redwood, and Ron Turner 

Volume Eight - Song For Patty by Sammy Walker 
Sammy Walker singing his own songs and sonos 
by Phil Ochs and Woody Guthrie 

Volume Nine - Sundown by Sis Cunningham 
contains; Sundown, How=an You Keep On Movin', 
Evicted Tenant, Oil Derrick By West Tulsa, 
Mister Congressman, No More Store Bought Teeth, 
Strange Things Happenin', In The Merry Month 
Of May, Wild Rippling Waters, My Oklahoma 
Home, Jay Gould's Daughter, But If I Ask Them, 
The Great Dust Storm - , 

Volume Ten - Phil Ochs Sings For BROADSIDE 
contains; Pleasures Of The Harbor, That's What 
I Want To Hear, I'm Gonna Say It Now, Chanoes, 
On Her Hand A Golden Ring, Days Of Decision, 
Santo Domingo, United Fruit, Crucifixion, Small 
Cirlcle Of Friends, What Are You Fightino For?, 
Ringing Of Revolution 

Volume Eleven - 1nterviews With Phil Ochs by the 
editors of BROADSIDE. Phil talks about the 
record industry, Bob Dylan and more. 

Volume Twelve - God, Guts, and Guns, Jeff Ampolsk 
All songs of Jeff Ampolsk, includina; Basketball 
Hero, Johnny Cash's Father, Alchohol Heaven, 
and God, Guts, and Guns 

B~l VIC SAD01~ 1976 Vic Sadot 

(Verse tune like "Jesse James") 
~ C 

.It's been over a year since that Broadside 

Ba1 r 

Took. his own life away, so they say - r 
Now I 11 long to hear him~ingin' true 

ar 

HOipl I miss that ide 
. Go

Balladeer. 

2.In the dark of the night, he would stay 
awake and write 

At the rallies he would raise us with a song 
He would rorun through the land, and like 

he would stand 

to be 
wanted the peoples' 
strong. 

struggles 
(CHO) 

(Music Break) 

3.Just a boy in Ohio,he grew up so he had 
to go. 

Steppin' outside of a small circle of friends 
Sure as the changes came, he would shame 

chords of fame 
When he called on us to try and make amends. 

(CHO. 

Sal Pelletiere 
,.._.,.'" ~"" 'c, 

.... For he t.ook a stand as few men can 
he sang -too loud for some 

But for those of us who wanted peace 
we knew he wou~dn' t ru..."1 

He refused to be bought or bend or crawl 
or hind between tc1J.e lies 
He can always be rern~€red 

as a very brave man 
who tried to tur'l. the tide 

rn e era! Has 
Honald Is to 
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JOAN BAEZ 

New York's old, cavernous, Beacon Theater 
was the site of Joan Baez's local visit, for two 
nights, during her recent cross-country tour. Miss 
Baez has changed somewhat from the young woman 
who wiped her mouth with her hair while eating 
cantaloupe at the Newport Folk Festival in the early 
'60s. For one, her hair is now quite short (and has 
been for some time, she is quick to point out). But 
her style has changed as well. 

It has always been a delight to watch Baez in 
concert, as it is to listen to her records. One never 
had a sense that she was uncomfortable up there, as 
we did with some of her contemporaries, whose live 
performances sometimes were stiff and al most bor
ing. Joan has fun singing to a few thousand people, 
and those of us in the audience who could hear her 
well had fun too. Unfortunately, the audio system 
wasn't up to the hall, and this reviewer, sitting in 
the back of the balcony, missed most of the 
commentary until the volume was upped for the 
second half. 

Baez has moved along with the times. Her 
program includes songs by the Beaties, Paul Simon 
and other nonfolk or semifolk material. And her 
back-up includes drums, electric keyboard, electric 
guitar and lots of green plants. She seems unre
lenting in her references to Bob Dylan's apparent 
departure from her circle and one wonders if he 
hasn't become an obsession for her. 

All in all, one cannot hel p but feel Baez is an 
extremely talented artist with great creativity, a 
wonderful voice, a serious political commitment and 
a great appreciation for life. And after 20 years of 
singing for us she is still as much appreciated now as 
she was then. But at the same time, when she 
allows her voice to wander all around the melody on 
such songs as "Swing Low, Sweet Chariot," one 
cannot help but wonder if she is clear as to what her 
purpose is: to win the audition or perform the music. 
It's almost as if she is playing a joke on the 
aUdience, mimicking herself and those she is enter
taining. Her own songs are mildly interesting, but 
not the great works of such as Ochs, Dylan and the 
Beaties, all of whom we would prefer to hear more 
of from her. 

-NAR 

subscri be now!! 
Name 

A LETTER FROM BOB DYLAN 

(This letter, originally written 
to BROADSIDE IN 1964, is being 
run in this issue continued from 
if 146, and will go on in future 
issues next year) 

an people say "think a yourself, dylan, 
you're gonna need it someday an I say 
yeah yeah 
an I think about it for a split second 
but then the floods of vomit guilt swoop 
my drunken head an I spread forth'more 
gut torn blood money from the depths 
of my forsaken pockets .•. 
an I whisper"ah it's so useless" 
man so many people need so many things 
an what am I anyway? some kind a messiah 
walkin' around ••. ? 
hell no I'm not 
an I ask why don't other people with 
things give some of it away 
an I know the answer without lookin 
security security security •.• 
everybody wants security 
they want t be secure 
they want t be protected 
an I say protected? 
protected against what? 
protected against starvin I guess 
an power too 
an protected against the forces 
that they know will 
get them if they lose their money. 
oh why does it have t be like that? 
man why are these walls built? 
who is this god that is so feared? 
certainly not in my life this isn't 
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yes I have my fears but mine are the fears 
of the mind. the fears of the head 
a lonely person with money is still 
a lonely person 
I have never had much money before 
an so it is easy forme I guess t spend it 
an overlook it 
but I'm sure that many other people could 
overlook some of theirs too 
I'm not speakin now of the century ridin 
millionares 
but rather of "get theirs and get out" 
people 
I don't understand them 
I don't understand them at all 
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