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Introduckion

T have found Americen nopuler and £folk music to be an effective,
muilti-dimensional material for English languesge lesrning, as well
as a ryeflection of AEmerican social patterns and social change.
This proijcct is & collection of songs which I have used in

English classes at SIT. It is presented not as a finished nroduct,

but ratheyr as a basic idea which can be adapted end expandead
upon by the individuel teeacher, according to the needs and
interests of his clacs.
I have used these songs a3 vehicles for:

1. Introducing a diszcuassion erd/or writing tonic

2, Teaching new vocahulary in context

3., Reinf

orcing nmarticular structures
4, Illustrating colloguizl English and slang

5. Chmncing classrcom vace and atmosvhere

6. Having fun

Music is no longer for listening teo, but for
meroging with.,.The esg entl—1 feature of sound
is not its location, i th;

£ it be., Whers the
racts, locating

eye focuses, pinpoints, L
ace, ageinst a back-
Y\

&
ezch object in physical g
ground, the ear zzcents s
simultaneously...de wrap

2dults find 2 child's ebility to learn a lenguage
remarkable. 2ut the child doesn't learn: he zbsorbs.
Language, to him, is = way of feeling, exploring,.
thinking, fun. He becomes totally involved in the
process and is motivated by this total sensuous in-
volvemaent.,

Edmund Cerpenter
They Became What They Beheld
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wWhen thnny Comes Marching Home

When Johnny comes marching home again,
Hurrah, hurrah. : ,

We'll give him a hearty welcome then,

Hurrah, hurrah!’ '

The men will cheer, the boys will shout,

The ladies, they will all turn out,

And we'll all feel gay when Johnny comes marching home!l

The old church bell will ring with joy,
Hurrah, hurrah.

To welcome home our darling boy,
Hurrah, hurrah.

The wvillage lads and lassies, they--
With roses they will smcoth the way...

Get ready for the Jjubilee,

We'll give the hero three times three;
The laurel wreath is ready now

To place upon his loyal brow...

Let love and friendship on that day
The choicest treasures then display,

: And let each one perform some partc

? To £ill with joy the warrior's heart...

Inchors rueich

Anchors aweigh, my boys, anchors aweigh!
Farewell to college joys,
We sail at break of day.

Through cur last night on shore,

Drink to the foam,

Until we meet once more,

Here's wishing you a happy voyage home! , ‘ .

From the Halls of Montezuma

From the halls of Montezuma
To the shores of Tripoli,

We fight our country's battles
On the land and on the sea.

First you fight for right and freedom
ind to kKeep our honor free,

We are proud to claim the title of United States Marines!
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The Star Spangled Banner " Robert Goulet

0, say can you see by the dawn's early light,

What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming,
Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the perilous fight
O'er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming?

And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting in air

Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there.
0, say does that Star-Spangled Banner yet wave

O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave?
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Where Have All the Flowers Gone? Peter, Paul, and Mary

Where have all the flowers gone,

Long time passing,

Where have all-the flowers gone,

Long time ago?

Where have all the flowers gone?

Young girls have picked them, every one.
Oh, when will they ever learn?

Ch, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the young girls gone,
Long time passing,

Where have all the young girls gone,
Long time ago?

Where have all the young girls gone?
Gone for husbands, every omne.

Ch...

Where have all the husbands gone...
Gone for scldiers, every on€...

Where have all the soldiers gone.,.
Gone to gravevards, everv one,.,.

Where have all the graveyards gone...
Gone to flowers, every On€...

Sand tha M-arinng Tom Lehrer

When someone makes a move of which we don't approve,
Who is it that always intervenes? :

'UN and OAS-- they have their place, I guess,

But first-- send the Marines.

. We'll send them all we've got, Jchn Wayne and Randolf Scott—-
Remember those exciting fighting scenes? '
To the shores of Tripoli, but not to Mississipoli,
What do we do? We send the Marines.

For might makes right, and till they've seen the light
: They've got to be protected,
- All their rights respected,
: Till somebody we like can be elected.

The members of the corps all hate the thought of war;
They'd rather kill them off by peaceful means.
Stop calling it aggression--

». We hate that expressiona

T

e only want the world to know that we support the status quor .




Send the Marinaes {con't.)

We only want the world to know that we support the status quo.
They love us everywhere we go,

So when in doubt--

Send the Marines.

T Feel Like I'm Fixin' to Die Ragq ; Pete Seeger

Come all you big, strong men,
Uncle Sam needs your help again;
Got himself in a terrible jam
Way down yonder in Viet Nami

; Now put down your books, pick up your guns,
: We're gonna have a whole lot of fun!

Chorus:
And it's one, two, three, what are we fightin' for?
Don't ask me, I don't give a damm,
Next stop is Viet Nam. . i
And it's five, six, seven, cpen up the Pearly Gates!
Ah, there ain't no time to wonder whv...
Whoonie! Wa've all gonna die!

Come on generals, you'd better move fast,
Your big chance has come at last.
Gotta go cut and kill thzom Rads,

"Only good Coemmie is. the one who's dead.”

Y e e i T L ek e it

We Kknow peace can only be won
When we blow 'em all to Kingdom Comatl:

Come on, Wall Street, don't be slow,
This war here has all the gold.

Lots oI mcney to bz made -

Sellin' the army the tools of the trade!

v B A S e e ek e e

Only hope when they drop the bomb,
They drop it on the Viet Cong.

Come on, Mothers, throuchout the land,
- Send your boys to Viet ijam.
5 Come on, Pops, don't hesitate,
Pack 'em off before it's too late.
Be the first parents on your block
Z To bring your boy home in a box!




Business Goes On As Usual Roberta Flack

Business goes on as usual,

The corn and the profits are high,
And TV's boom in every living room,..
They tell us what decdorants to buy.

Business go2s on as usual,

Except that my brother is dead.

He was 25, and very much alive,

But the dreams have all been blasted FrOm his headl

In a far—off'land, with a gun in his hand,
He died in a war he did not understand...

Though business goes on as usual,

There's plenty to choose from the rack.

But rumor goes that the latest thing in clothes,
The latest thing in clothes will be black...

Don't Put It Down o - from ia

e
-

Folding the flag is taking care of the nation.
Folding the flag is putting it to bed for the night.
I fell through a hole in the flag,

I'm falling through a hole in the flag...

H-E=-L~P.

Don't put it down, bost one around.
Crazy for the red, bhlus, and white.
Crazy for the red, blue, and white.
You look at me, what do you see?

Crazy for the white, red, and blue,
Crazy for the white, red, and blue.

'*Cause I look different, you think I'm subversive.
Crazy for the blue, white, and red,

Crazy f[or ithe blusz, wihite, and red.

My heart besats true for the red, white, and blue.

Crazy for the blue, white, and red,

Crazy for the blue, white, and red...and yellow fringe.
Crazy for the blue, white, red, znd yellow.

f—_———— e L




CKIE FROM MUSKOGEE Merle Haggard

We don't smoke marijuana in Muskogee,

We don't take our trips on LSD,

We don't burn our draft cards down on Main Street--
We like livin' right and bein' free!l

We don't make a party ocut of lovin',

We like holdin' hands and pitchin' woo;

We don't let our hair grow long and shaggy
Like the hippies out in San Ffrancisco dol

Chorus:
I'm proud to be an Okie from Muskogee,
A place where even squares can have a balll
We still wave 0ld Glory down at the court house,
And white lightnin's still the biggest thrill of alll

Leather boots are still in style for manly footwear;
Beads and Roman sandals won't be seen.
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And the kids here still respect the collegse dean, - ——— = =g o o

»s+1n Muskogee, Oklazhoma, U.S5.A,!

The Fichtin' Side of Me Merle Haggard

I hear people talkin' bad about the way we have to live here
in this country, :

Harpin' on utne wars we rfignt and gripin® 'bout the way things
oughta be...

T don't mind 'em cswitchin' sides and standin' up for things they
believe in; ‘ '

When they're runnin' down my country, they're walkin' on the
fightin' side of me. ‘

Chorus:

They're walkin' cn the fightin' side of me,

Runnin' dcun a way of life our fightin' men have foucht and
died to keep.

If you don't love it, leave it-- let this song that I'm singin'
be a warnin':

When, you're runnin' down our country, man, you're walkin'on the
fightin' side of me!l

I read about some squirty gquy who claims that he just don't
believe in fightia',

And I wondar just how long the rest of us can count on bein' free.

They love our milk and honey, but they preach about some other
way of liwvin%..
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S The Minutemen are Turnin' in Their Graves

They march in lines and carry signs, protesters one and all,

They'd rather go to prison than to heed their country's call.
"Get out of here, get out of there, let's have an end to war "
I'm glad they weren't around to say, “Get out of Valley Forgel"

Chorus: :
The Minutemen are turnin' in their graves,
Washington and Jefferson are cryin' tears of shame.
To see these men who'd rather live as slaves,
The Minutemen are turnin' in their graves!

What's happened to our heritage, what's happened to our pride?
Since when do free lAmericans pull for the other side?

Did we send food to Hitler's troops or praise the enemy?

Did all our children die in vain defending liberty?

I can't condemn a man who feels that taking life is wrong,

i But T fail to understznd the man that won't defend his home?

| Dear Lord, I've got one little prayer, I‘'l1l pray in years to come:
{ -+~ - Don't ever let those kind of people serve in Washington!

W
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You've Got to ba Carefully Taucht from South Pacific

You've got to be taught to hate and fear,
You've got to be taught from year to year,

It's got to be drummed in your dear little ear,
You've got to be carefully taught!

You've got to be taught to be afraid

Of people whose eyes are oddly made

And people whose skin is a different shade,
You've got to be carefully taught:

You've got to be taught before it's too late-=-
Before you are six or seven or eicht--

To hate all the people your relatives hate,
You've got to be carefully taughtl

L, Ftada T

National Brothesrheoed Weesk Tor Lehrer

Oh, the white folks hate the black folks,

And the black folks hate the white folks,
- To hate all but the right folks

Is an old established rule.l

AL e iy AT LD mia T

TS mm rm e T, A A Tt 1 L - 4
JULRAE L.u-.-.-..ﬂ .......... [l Rchabolain oo, - ~r- _-«1 ?r?_"«r}r?ﬁf\f:\ﬂ thalP

Lena Horne and Sheriff Clark are dancing cheek-to-cheek.
It's fun to eulcgize the people you despise,
As long as you don't let 'em in your school.

Un, the pocs folis hiate the rich fclis,
And the rich folks hate the poor folks,
A1l of mv folks hate all of vour folkge—-
It's American as apple pie. '

S Al i kit

Put during National Brotherhood Week, National Brotherhood Week,
Wew Yorkers love the Puerto Ricens ‘cause it's very chic.

Step up and shake the hand of someone you can't stand--

You can tolerate him if you try.

Ch, the Protestants hate the Catholics,
and the Catholics hate the Protestants,
And the Hindus hate the Moslems,

And everyicdy hates the Jews:

But during National Brotherhood Week, National Brotherhood Week,
It's National Everyone-Smile-At~One-Anotherhood Week

2e nice to pecple who are inferior to you,

It's only for a week, so have no fear—--

He grateful that it doesn't last all year. :

W
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My Country *Tis of Thee _ Mahalia

My country 'tis of Thee,
Sweet land of liberty,
Of thee I singl . ... ...

Land where my father died,
Land of the Pilgrim pride,
From every mountain side
Let freedom ringt

My native country, thee,'
Land of the noble free,
Thy name I lovel

I love thy rocks and rills,
Thy woods and trampled hills,
My heart with rapture £fills
Like that abovel

Our Father God, to Thee,
Author of Liberty,
To Thee we sing.

Long may our land be brignt
With freedom's holy light,
Protect us by Thy might,

.
L]
Creat Geod, ouxr Kingl

Jackson
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My Country *Tis of Thy Poople You'rs Dving Buffy Sainte Marie

Now that your big eyes are finally onened,

Now that you're wonderinq how must they feel,

Meaning them that you ve chased across America's movie screens,

Now that you're wo idering how can it be real

That the ones vou've called colorful, noble, and proud in your
school pronzganda--

They've starved in their splendor.

You've asked for my comment,
I simple will rendar:
My country "tis of thy people, you're dyingl

New that the longhouses breed superstition,
You force us to send our toddlers away
To your schools where they're taught to despise their traditions.
Forbid them their languag:zs, then further say
That American history really began
When Columbus set sail out of Europe, and stress
That the natica of leeches that's cenquered this land
Are the biggest and bravest and boldest and best,
And yet where in your history books is the tale
Of the genocide b351c to this c&untrj s birth,

P -

rh

ar
’-J
=

5
fu
"J

i Lo ol ru4_..- T i i wiie bt OF .u_gutu
ilew a nation of patrlots raturned to their earth,
Lnd where does it tell of the Liberty Bell,

As it rang with a thud over Kinzua of mud,

And of brave Uncle gam in Alaska this vear?

My country 'tis of thy people, you're dying!

Hear how the bargain was made for the West,

With her shivering children in zero deagrees:

Blankets for your land, so the tresaties attest.

Oh well, klankeis for land iz a bargaln indeod,

And the blankets were those Uncle Sam had collected

frem smolimos-discosed, dving zoldiers that dey,

And the tribes were wipzd cut-- and the history books censored.
A hundred years of your statesmen have felt it's better this way,
Yet a feu of the conquered have somzhow survived.

Their blood runs the redder, though genes have been paled,
From,the Grand Canyon's Caverns Lo Craven Sad Hills.

The wounded, the losers, the robbed sing their tale

From Los Angeles County to upstate New York.

The white nation fattens while others grow lean,

Oh, the tricked and evicted, they know what I meand

My country ‘tis of thy people, you're dying! ’
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My Countryv 'Tis of Thy People You're Dving (con't.)

The past, it just crumbled, the future -Sust threatens;
Our lifeblood shut up in your chemical tanks,

And now here you come, bill of sale in your hand

And surprise in your eyes that we're lacking in thanks
For the blessings of civilization you've brought us,

The lessons you've taught us, the ruin you've wrought us,
Oh, see what our trust in America's bought ust

My country 'tis of thy people, you're dyving!

Now that the pride of the sires receives charity,

Now that we're harmless and safe behind laws,

Now that my life’s to ke known as your heritage;

Now that even the graves have bkeen robbed,

Now that our own chosen way 1s a noveltv...

Hands on our hearts, we salute you your victory,

Choke on your blue, white, and scarlet hypocrisy!

Pitying the blindness that you've never seen,

That the eagles of war whose wings lent you glory,

They were never no more than carricn crows,

Pushed the wrens from their nest, stole their eggs, changed their
story.

The mocking bird sings it, it's all that she Knows,

"Ah, what can I do?" say a powerless few.
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tholr novertv's orofiting you?

My country tis of thy people, you're dying!
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Lotton Pickers' Song

New Christy Minstrels

Chorus:

Jump down, turn around, pick a bale of cotton,
Gotta jumpdown, Lrn arcund, pick a bale a day.

~the cotton needs pickin' so baa
~gonna jum all over this world

We planted this cotton early

With the first winds of May,

We gotta keep tiie cotton balls from fallin',
Can't wait another day.

The way that we plant cotton,

The Good Leord sScatters seceds,

Pick those balls pefere they all go rotten,
Or they'll die among the weeds.

The Lord will do his reapin'
On the last day of time

e s ow i
) , If you ain't picked from a1l the seeds he's planted, i
S He'll be lsavin® you kehind!

A Gouna pick all over this cotton... ,

Jimmy Crack Corn

When T was vouns, T opasd Lo wailt
'Z On my master and hand him his plate,
: &nd pass the bottle when he got dry,

and brush away the blue-tailed £ly!

J——

Chorus:

Jimmy crack corn, and I don't care,
Jimmy crack corn, ang T don't care,
Jimmy crack ¢orn, and I

bty master's gone avayl

One day he rode around the farm,

The flies so fumerous, they did swarms
One chanced to pite him on the thigh,
The devil take the blue~tailed fly!

don't care, : , l

The pony run, he Jump, he pitch,

He threw my master in the ditch;

He died and the jury weondered why,
The verdict was the blue~tailed f£1y!

Ve

(continueq)
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Jimmy Crack Corn (con't.)

They laid him under a ‘sinmon tree,
HEis epitaph is there to see:

“"RBeneath this stone I'm forced to lie,
Victim of the blue-tailed fly."

.
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We Shall Overcong Pete Seeger

We shall overcome,

We shall overcome,

We shall overcome some day-

Oh, deep in my heart, I do believe
We shall overcome some day.

Wwe'll walk hand in hand...

We shall live in peaC€...

The whole wide world around...

We are not afraid...

We shall cvercomE. ..

If You Miss Me at the Back of the Bus Pete Seeger
_ g

If you miss me at the back of the bus,
You can't find me nowhere,

Come on over to the front of the bus,
TI11 ba ~3Adn! i thera
If vou miss mé¢ on the picket line,
You can't find me nowhere,

Coma on over ©o e cloy Jail,
I'1Y n2 roomin! ower thare

A m e

-3 .

One of the voung people had just come down from Cairo, Illinois,
where they'd had a drive to desegregate the municipal swimming
pool:

If you miss me in the Mississippi River,

You can't find me ncwhere,

Come on over o the swimmin' pool,

1'11 be swimmin rignt thorel

Here's a verse that was prophetic--came true, I heard it in
October in many places, and it came frue in Hovember. But
Jjust a start-~-

If you miss me in the cotton fields,
You can't find me nowhere,

Comz on over Lo the court house,
I1'11 be votin' right there.c..
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I 2in't a Scared o©

=4

Your Jail... Paete Seeger

Introduction:

A friend of mine telephonad me...about three weeks ago, it was,
The day arter we read in our newspapers up here about what

was going on in Birmingham, with the dogs. And he said, '"Pete,
you'd have to sce it to believe it. They have a little dance
deown therey he says, "I don't even know the name” (I found
since it's called the Wobble), but he says, "They do a song
with it. You seo there's a... They start with a twist and then
a step back ard a step forward and a hesitation somewhere;" he
says, "but they all sing:"

I ain't a scared of your jail, .

'Cause I want mv freadom, I want my freedom, I want my freedom,
I ain't a scared of vour Jjail

'Cause I want my freedom, I want my freedom now.

He says, "You have to see it though, to see how it works.

. There's Reverend King, he's giving them a lecture in church,
he says, 'Now, this is to ba a silent demonstration tcday.
No sOngs, no sleogans, and if any obscenities are shouted
m+k gy Fareoam b nwﬂn'l'!hcc"‘. 17y Arn 4 1"*3"‘1-’11 ey o dhem, Vom
keep right along the line of marche. . untll you're arrested.
Then the singing can begin.’'

S50 they all diled cut of cnurch, just as solamn as dcacons
and o5 guisbt oo odos, Joom the guroot-- oh, Mayh: a ccunle

hundred of them-~ along comes a policeman, and he says, 'You're
all under arresti'"

Uh, Freedom Pete Seeger
Oh, Freedcm,
Cn, Freedcin,

Oh, Freedom, over me.

and kefore I'd be a slave, I'd be buried in my grave,
And go home with my Lord and be freel

o more weeping...
In Albany, Georgia, the chief of police is Chief Pritchett:

Mo more Pr_itchetto.o

No more segregation... ‘ o

Oh, PFreedCrm...




~l16-

Colored Snade from Hair

I'm a colored spade, a nigger, a black beggar,

A jungle bunny, jigaboo, coon, pick-a-ninny, Mau~Mau,

Uncle Tom, Aunt Jemima, Little Black Sambo,

Cotton<pickin' swamp quinea, junk man, shoeshine boy,

elevator operator, table cleaner at Horne and Hardardt's, slave,

voodoo, zombie, Ubangie-lipped, flat nose, tap dancer, resident
of Harlem, and President of

The United States of Love--

'Said President of the United States of Lovel

S-H~-I~-T.
If you ask him for dinner, you gonna feed him:

Watermalon, hominy grits and shortnin' bread,
Aligator ribs, some pigtails, (so you say)
black-eyed peas, (so you say)

some chitlins, (so you say)

some collard greenS... (so. you say)

and if you don't watch out, the boogie man will get you!l

B=0~0-0-0,

So~You-Savy!
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Pledags of Allegiance (not recorded)

I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of America
and to the Republic for which it stands:
One nation, under God, with liberty and Justice for all.

Statue of Libertyv Inscription {not recorded)

Give me vour tired, your poor, your huddled masses,
Yearning to breathe free;

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore:

Send these, the tempest-tossed to me.

I lift my lamp beside the golden door.

Immigrant Song

In 1841, I put my corduroy britches on,
I put my corduroy britches on to work upon the railway.

Fiddle-me~00ory«-00ry~aVYas.

In 1842, I left the Old World for the New... S
I left the 01d World for the New to work upon the railway.

In 1843, 'twas then I met sweet Minnie McGee,
And an elegant wife she's been to me while workin' on the railwayi

Welcome Emiarante Buffy Sainte Marie

Oh, welcome, welcome, Emiarante,
To my country-- welcome home.:
Welcome, welcome, Emigrante,

To the country that I lovel

I am proud, I am proud, I am proud of my forefathers,
Aand I say they've built this country.

And they ceme from far away to a land they didn't know,
The same way you de, my friend. So...

I am proud, I &m proud, I am proud of my forefathers,

And 1 sing about thelr courage,

For they spoke a foreign language and they labored with their hands,
The same way you do, my friend:

I am proud, I am proud, I am proud of my forefathers,
o And I sing about their patience, L .
e For the work they did wes lowly and they dirtied up their clothes,
They spoke a foreign language and they labored with their hands,
2nd they came from far away to a land they didn't know...
" <. The same way you do, my friend!l

“+
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Amarica . from West Side

Story

I like to be in America,

0K by me in America,

Everything free in America....
--For a small fee in America.

Buying on credit is so nice - ¢
--One look at us and they charge twice.

I'1l have my own washing machine
--What will you have, Ehough, to keep clean?

Skyscrapers bloom in America,

Cadillacs zoom in America,

Industry bcom in America...
--Twelve in a room in America.

Lots of new housing with more space
--Lots of doors slamming in our facel
I'1l get a terrace apartment
--Better get rid of your accentli

Life can be bright in America
--If you can fight in America.
Lire e 2l iy L0 Sblegooa

---If you're all white in 2merica.

Here vyou are free and you have pride
--'Long as vou stay on your own sidel
Free to be anytuliy you cauuose
--Free to walt tables and shine shoes.

Everywhere grime in America,

Organized crime in America,

Terrible time in America...
--You forget I'm in hmericasl

s

+
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I Pity the Peor Immigrant ' Judy Collins

I pity the poor immigrant

wWho wishes he would have stayed home,
Who uses all his power to do evil,
And in the end is always left alone.

That man who with his fingers cheats,
And who lies with every breath,

Who passionately hates his life,

And likewise fezrs his death.

I pity the poor immigrant

Whose strength is all in wvain,
Whose heaven is like iron sides,
Whose tears fall like raing

Who .eats but is not satisfied,

Who hears, but does not see,

Who falls in love with wealth itself
&nd turns his back on nme.

I pity the poor immigrant

Who tramples through the mud,

Wno riile nis moutn wion ilaugaing
And who fills his tongue with blocd...
Whose wvisions in their final end

Must shatier like the qglass.

I pity the poor immigrant

When his gladness comes to pass.
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America the Beautiful - Mahalia Jackson

"Oh beautiful, for spacious. skies,
For amber waves of grain,

For purple mountains' majesty
Above the fruited plain.

America, America, God shed his grace on thee,
And crown thy good with brotherhood
From sea to shining seal

Oh beautiful, for Pilgrim feet,
Whose stern, impassioned stress
A thoroughfare for freedom beat
Across the wildexness!

America, America, God mend thine every flaw,
And turn thy soul in self-control,
Thy liberty in law!

Oh beautiful, for patriot dream,
That sees beyond the years,
Thine alabaster cities gleamn,
Undimmed by human tears!

Power a2nd Glory _ ' porE o

C'mon and take a walk with me through this green and growin” land,
Wallk throuoh the meadows and the mountaing and the sand, ’

Walk throuch the valleys and the rivers and the plains,

Walk through the sun and walk through the raini

Chorus:
Here is a land full of power and glory,
Beauty that words cannot recall!
Oh, her power shall rest on the strength of her freedom,
Glory shall rest on us alll

From Colorado, Kanszs, and the Carolinas, too,
Virginia and Alaska, £rom the old to the new,
Texas and Ohic and the Califernia shore,

Tell me, who could ask for more?

Yet she's only as rich as the poorest of the poor,
Only as free as a padlocked prison door,

Only as strong as our love for this land,

Only as. tall as we standl

r .
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What Did You Learn in School Today Pete Seeger

What did you learn in school . today, dear little boy of mine?
What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of mine?

I learned that Washington never told a lie,
I learned that soldiers seldom die,

I learned that everybody's free--

And that's what the teacher said to me.

That's what I learned in school today,
That's what I learned in school!

I learned that policemen are my frlends,

I learned that justice never ends,

I learned that murderers die for their crimes,
Even if we make a mistake scometimes!

I learned that our government must be strong--
It's always right and never wrong,

Our leaders are the finest men,

And we elect them again and again!

I learned that war is not so bad,

- - P M e a L 3.7 . . -t NS T .0
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We fought in Cermany and in France,
:nd scmeday I might get my chance...

The Mimas, Thev Arve a Changin' Peter, Paul, and Mary

Come, gather round people, wherever you roam,

Ard admit that the waters around you have Greun,

And atcept it that soon yon'll be drnnched to the bone.
If your time to you is worth scv1n

Then you 'd bhatter start swimmin'

Or you'll sink iike a stone,

For the times, they are a changin!

Come writers and critics, who prophesied with your pens,
And keep your eyes wide, the chance won'‘t come again.
And don't speak too soon, for the wheel, still it spins,
And there's no tellin' who that it's namin',

For the loser now will be later to win,

For the times, they are a changin!

Come Senators, Congressmen, please heed the call,
Don't stand ir the doorway, don't block up the hall!
For he that gets hurt will bz he who has stalled.

. There's a battle cutside and it's ragin'!

It'1l soon shake your windows and rattle your walls,
For the t1mes, they are a changlnl
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The Times, Theov Are a Chnangin' (con't.)

Come mothers and fathers, throughout the land,

And don't criticize if you don't understand.

Your sons and vour daughters are beyond your command ;
Your old road is rapidly aging.

Please get out of the new one if you can't lend your hand,
For the times, they are a changin.

Tryin'® Times Roberta Flack

Tryin' times is what the world is talkin' about,
You got confusion all over the land.

Mother WUggins' daughter, father Uggins' son,

The whole thing is gettin' out of hand.

But folks wouldn't have to suffer
If there was more love for your brother,
But these are tryin' times...

Got. the riots in the ghetto, and it's all around,

A whole lot of things that's wrong is goin' down. - - -—— — - = -
I don't understand it, my point cf view--

I remember, somebody said "Do unto others as you would have them

GO UNCO YO,

aAnd then folks wouldn t have to suffer
If there was more love for your brother,
But these are tryin' times...

People always talkin' about man's inhumanity to man,
But whatcha trvin' to do to make this a bestter land?
Just pick up your paper, turn on your TV,

You see a lot of demonstrations for equality.

But folks wouldn't have to suffer
If there was more love,
But these are tryin'® times...

PP
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Paner Mache S Dionne Warwick

Twenty houses in a row,

Faded people watch a TV show.
Paper people, caraboard dreams,
How unreal the whole thing seens.

Chorus:

Can we be livin' in a world of paper mache?

Everything is clean and so neat.

Anything that's wrong can be just swept away--

Spray it with cologne, and the whole world smells sweet]

Ice cream cones and candy bars,

Swings and things like bicycles and cars...
There's a sale on havpiness:

You buy two and it costs less...

Read the papers, keep aware,
While you're lounging in your leather chair,
and if things don't look so good,

Shake your head and knock on wood...

Biag Bright Green Pleasure Machine Simon and Garfunkel

Do people have a tendency to dump on you?
Does your group have more cavities than theirs?
Do all the hippies seem to get the Jjump on you?

Dc 7o F.l,: I L TR T o £ Fey gy v e - - 3 N T
O YOU SLC20 alOind Viddd SLNers sl«epR 10 Balrsy

Well, there's no need to complain, we'll eliminate your pain,
We can neutralize your brain--you'll feel just fine!l
Buy a big, brignt, green pleasure machined

Do figures of authority just shoot you down?

Is life within the business world a drag?

Did your boss just mention that you'd better shop around
To find yourself a more productive bag?

Are you worried and distressed? Can't seem to get no rest?
Put our product to the test-- you'll feel just fine!
Buy a big, bright, green pleasure machine!




. I said, "Be careful, his bow tie is T"er\ll)/a cameral" -
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Sounds of Silence _ Simon and Garfunkel

Hello, Darkness, my old friend, I've come to talk with you again,

Because a vision, softly creeping, left its seeds while I was
sleeping, = ... ..

And the vision that was planted in my brain still remalns,

Within the sound of silence.

In restless dreams I walked alone, narrow streets of cobblestone,

'Neath the halo of a street lamp, I turned my collar to the cold
and damp,

When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of a neon llght thdt split
the nicht

And touched the sound of silence.

And in the naked light I saw ten thousand pecple, maybe more,
People tallking without speaking, people hearing without listening,
People writing songs that voices never shared-- no one dared
Disturb the sound of silence.

Fools, said I, you do not know silence like a cancer grows,

Hear my words that I might teach you, take my arms that I might
reach you.

But mv words, like silent raindrovs fell, and echoed

In the well of silence.

And the people bowed and prayed to the neon god they made,

e, T g ~1 -~ s - - t oy ey ~ 4 Ly
And the sioa Zlushed cul its warning in the words that it was

-w-—-:hr
Travma i7f

And the sign said the words of the prophets are written on the
subway walls ,and tenement halls
Whisper the sounds of silence.

America Simon and Garfunkel

"Let us ke lovzrs, we'll marry our fortunes together.
I've got some real estate here in my bag."

S0 we bought a pack of cigarettes and lirs. Wagner's pies,
And walked off to look for America.

"Kathy," I said, as we boarded & Greyhound in Pittsburgh,
"Michigan seemns like a dream to m=2 ncw.

It tock me four days to hitchhike from Saginaw.

I've come to look for America."

Laughing on the bus, playing games with the faces,
She sald the man in the gabardine suit was a sSpy.

(continued)
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rmerica (con't.)

ross me 2 cigarette; I think there's one in my raincoat."
"We smoked the last onhe an hour zgo."

fo0 I looked &t the scenery, she read her mzgazine,

2nd the moon rose over an open field.

"Kethy, I'm lost," I sz2id, though I knew she was sleeping.
"I'm empty and aching, and I don't know why'l"
Counting the cers con the New Jersey Turnpike--
They've ¢ll come to look for 2mericea,
all come to look for Imericea...
2ll come to look for Emerica...

Rlue Joni Mitchell

Blue, sonos er2 like tettoos,

You inow I've been to sea hefore.

Crown and anchor me or let me sail away.
Blus, here is & song for you;:

Ink of 2 pin, undern=szth the =zkin,
2n emnty space to £1i11l in.

well, there're so many sinking now,
YTOUTVE goo L omoen CULLNRLNY

You cen mzke it through theze waves.
Acid, blues, and zas,

Needles, auns, and arass...

Lots »f leusha, lots of laughs,
Aell, everyoody's sayling

That hell's the hippest way to go.

+1 I T T P
T2l I Jon'h think zo

il ] :
But I'm gornnz take a look around it, though.
Rlue, I love you,

3ive, hare iz ¢ =snell for you.
Inside vou'll here a sidgh,

-

iR M b [P I
& foogmy Ianllaby:

. - L]
.

There 1s vyvour zong from me

Sw,
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Me ond Robny MoGee Gordon Lightfoot

Rusted flat in Ba
Feelin' nearliy ©
Bobby thumbed a ﬁ
Took us all the wa

on Rouge, headin' for the train,
ied as my jeans.

esel down Just before it rained,
v to HNew Crleens.

W
-
= r“rl'

I took my hornoon out of my dirty red bandana

And was blowin' sad while Bobhy sang the blues.

With those windshield wipers slannin' time and Bobby clappin' hande,
tle finally sung un every song thet driver knew.

Chorus:
Freedom's jnst anotheyxy word for nothin' left to lose,
Mothin' ain't worth vothin', but it's free!
Feelin' od was eacy, Lord, when Zobby sang the blues,
Feelin' good was good enouch for me,
Good ercugli For me end Bobhy McGee.

From the coal mines of Kentucky *to the Celifornia sun,
Bobby shared tlc secrets of my =cul,

Standin’ right beside me, Lord, through everything I dong,
Every night she kent mz from the ccld.

Ml m mremanhaya menr G@aldinaa, Tord, T let her slin awav,
Searchin' for the home I heard che phoned...

And I'd giwve 211 mv tomorrows for a single yesterday,
Holdin' Bobby's body close to mine.

- S

ol E e i Jend dtitehell

Sittin' in a vark in Paris, France,
Rezdin' the news, c¢nd iz sure Locks bad.
They won't give peace a chance--

That was Just a dream scme of us had.
S+111 = lot of landse to seo, hat T wonldr't wznt to stay here;
It's too old and coid and setitled

Oh, but California, Czlifornia, 1
I'm gonna see the folks I dig; I

Californiz, I'n comin' hone!l
. I

in its ways here.
m comin' home.
1 evzan Kiss a Sunset pig.

- O

1

T met a redneck on a Grecian isle;
Te Aid thoe cooo Aonor wer s well,
He gave me back my smile,
C But he kept my camera to sell. :
e Oh, the rogue, the red, red rogue, he cooked good omelettes and stews
And I micht tave stzved on with Wim thevo,
nut my heart cried cut for you, Celifornia.
... Celifornic, I'm comin' home! :
© Oh, make me feel good, rock 'n roll band, I'm your biggest faoni
California, I'm comin' home!
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califoonis {con'h.)

Ch, it gets so lonely, when you're walking

prd the streets are full of strangers...

A1l the news of hcme you reed

Juet ~mives you the blues, Jjust gives you the blues.

Went Lo a narty down a ved dirt road.
There were lots of pretty hﬁoole there
Rezdin' 2nllins Steone, resdin' Yozua.
They satd, "o Lung czn you hapg zround?”
T said, "A week, mavbe two-—-
Just until my q?ln turne nrown.,
Then I'm going home to Czlifornia, "
Californiz, I'wm comin' hom2l

_ Oh, will vou take we as I mm?

: Strung out on another men?

: Californie, I'm comin' homel

Ch, it gets so lonel

en vou're walking
khnd the streets £
r

2
ull of strangars...

.hll. L1 aimmvend e z
More about the war and the hloo
On, will you tz<e me es I am?
Wwill vou take me as I am?

will you?

dy changes.

30 Fer Auay Carole King

S0 fzv ZWaY ...

Domsn . snvbhody sfay in one nlace anymore?

Tt would ve =zo fine to se2 your face at my door .
n

It Ac2an't haln to knoe yol're Jjust time awey:

L
ol &nnu you agzin could only do e GOOd . . s
M, how I owilsh I could,

ut vant're so far away. ;

ey ron Toxerchad for von, and there vou stood.

b3 o i"

Ona more song about wovin' along the highwzy,
Can't say much of enything that's new.

If T could only work this life out my-way,
I'd rather spend it being close to you.

Rut you "ro oo far owaY...
Doesn't =nybedy stay in one pleace anymore?
Tt would be so fine to sen your face at my door,

‘Doecsn't help to know you're sd fav away .

o
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S0 Forxr hwav (con't.)

Treveling around sure gets me down and lonely,

Mothing else to do but close my mind.
- I sure hope the ro~d don't come to own me;
There's so many dresms I've vet to findl

But vou're so far awev....

Doesn't anybody stav in one place anymore?
Tt would be so fine to see vour face at my
'Doesn't help to know yvou're so far away.

door.



) Igentifnl Carole King

y e You've got to get up every morning with a smile on vour face
' And show the world all the love in your heart.

Then vecnle (ere) gonna breat you better,

You're gouna find, ves vyou will,

That you're beautiful as you- feel,

T

Waiting at the station with a workday wind a-blowing,
I've gobt nothin' to do hut watch the passers-by.
Mirrorad in their iaces, T see frustration growing,
End thay den't see it showing, why do I7?

T have coftsn asked myself the reason for the ssdness
In a ”aLId where teprs sre Just a lullabve.

If theve's sny enasyer, mavio love can end the madness
Mayba not-- oh, but we can only try.

Pezce Train Cat Stevens

Now, I'wve been hapnpy lately,
Thinking about the good thin

. And I helieve it could ke
Somﬂthlrﬁ good hz o begun.

Oh, I've been smiling lately,

as to come,

* N N LT B L |

T
Sl T Lt b amerm 4o s o
saud Ioncilieve 10 oould pee-

Somedry it's yoling to comal

'Cause out on the edge of darkness
Phers rilss z orece Tyxalo,

wil, Lol L:aLn, CaaE ko COQNLIY,
2ome teke me home sgaind

Meyg Tleon hmon emilineg lotely,
Tninlting about & 4 things to come,
And I believe it

“omet%irg reondd

Glide on, the peace trai
Come ons naw, DD 1”.":?,-1

n
oh, rosoe Dos o, sounding lovder
i

Ye paace train, noly rollor

?vorVan jumn wiaon the pescs train.,

Come on now, !

Get vour “ngs

GO oklnw Vvour s avids, Loo,
‘*Cause it's jet 1] nearer—-

It will soon be w*th vou.
Come and ]01n the living;

f L t nos 0 Lr o Yo,
i and l?' gqebting nesrar—-
Soon it will all be true. . .

Dh, peace train, sounding louder...
Glide on, the nonce train,
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Perce Train (oon't,)

Now, I've been crving lately,
Thinking chout the world as it is;
why must we go cn hating?

why cen't we live in bhliss?

'Couse out on the qum of darkness
There rides a neace train.

Ch, peace train, take this country,
Come take me home again.

Oh, peace train, sounding louder...
Glide on, the neace train,

Come on now, the pzece train.

Yes, nesce traian, holy rollert
Evervone jumn on the pesce traint
Come ©onh, Cona2 on, Come on.

Yes, come on, pesce train.

Comz on nov, neace train.,

Ch, pleasa, trein,

Sava the Peonie from Godspell

hen wilt Thou szve the peonle,

Ch God of wmerov, when?

The veople, Lord, the people--

‘Hob thrones and crowns, but men.
Flowers of Thy hoovi, oh God, ere they;
Let them not ness like weeds away,
Mhaiy howvissma o mnleecs Azy

Gl srya frhe maonlia)

Shall crime bring crime forever,
Sersnoti aldduy stiil othe strongs
Is it Thy will, © Fother,

That men shill toll for wrong?

When wilt Theu zove the p=ople,

L
My SR of warcy, when?d
Ty cwvesia, Lord, the neople--
; I - - , o am i ]
Hot ‘thrones and crowns, but man.

God save the people, for Thine they are,
Thy children zs Thy angels fair.

Save the neople from despair.
God save tho noople




T
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True Love . Dat Roone

Suntanned, windblown, honeymooners ot last alone,
Feeling far zbove par.,.0h, how lucky we are!l
While I give to voun end you give to me

True love, true love. '

For vou end I have a guardisn angel on high
With nothing to do

But to give to you and to give to me

Love forever true.

Until Tt's Time For Wou to Go Bobertz Tlack

3]

You're not a drezm, you're not an sngel, you're
I'm not & cueer, I'm & wowen, tzhke my hand.

We'll make a space in the lives thst we planned,
Ind here you'll stey until it's time for you to go.

man:

Yes, we're different, we're worlds zpart, we're not the szme.
You lzucmned and ijcked at the start, like in s drme,

vou could have stzved outside my hesrt, hut in you came, ™’
Ind here vou'll stay...

Don't ask why {of wme),
End don't ask how (of me),
Don't zsk forever of me;

(T mtrm e Y Toave ma pesa!
_otrn e, ) hnv s gl

This love of mine had no beginning, it has no end.
I was en oak; now I'm a willow, snd I can bend.
Thoudgh T'iLl never n my 1ile see you ngoin,

I
Won't you stay...
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Don't Peongoe Me To ‘ Miteh Miller
P -
Oh, give mo 1zvd, lote of land under stexrry skies above,
Don'* fence mwm? int '
Let me ride through tha wide-oven country thzt I love,
Don't fence me in.
Let m2 be by mvaself in the evening breeze,
Listaen o the murmir of the cottonwood trees:
Sepnd me off Forewer, ut I ask you, mlesse,
Don't fence me inl
Just turn me leose, let me straddle my old gzddle
Inderneath the western vkyo -~ = - - »
On my cavuse, lat me wiander over vonder
Till I see the mounitzing rise,
I want to ride to the ridge wherfe the West commences,
Gaze at the woon till T luse my senses;
"'Can't look =t houbles znd I cen'it stand fenceg—-—
Don't fence mé In. '
Burv Me Out or tho ILone Przirie Morman Luboff Cheoir
Ch, bury me out on the lone prairie,
here the Covolss Lo and Lhe wing 0l0Ws prés,
and when I dig, yeou cati bury ma
- "Weath the western sky, on the lone prairiel

. ] . - " E g,
T'w & rovin' oeuhou, Fop o osweyv Trowm home,

Far from the vreirie, where I used to roam,
nder snd the wind blows free...

muder on the lone prairiel

where the doggices wea

i, wy hzact Lo
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Mell, eorly ona evenin' I was rollin' aro
T was feelir' hindo mean; I shot the depuLj down.
Strellin' on home, I went to bed:
Well, I laid wy nistol up under my head.
P ! ~ ,

He strolled on home-— "I took my time."

2nd he went to bed—-- "Thought I'd sleep some."
He laid his nistol-- "3Big 22.7

Up under nis head-- "I keep it handy."

Well, early in the mornin', 'bout the bresk of day,
I figured it wzg tim2a ho make z gataway.
Stonrin' right

2
slong, but I wze stoannin’® too slow;

g=-~ "I were a Hot-footin' if."
ow~- "It weps 2 sultry day.

f-- "Boxed in," :
have 2 chaunce to see the country."

, T Aidn't have a dime:

e sheriff wzva, "Zon, vou've vidin' frasz this tine.

Where you're goin' you won't need a cent,

‘Cause tnc great STatl O lexes \Lu) glute pay yousd ddulas
'Cauce “h_Lc vou're goin'-- "I think he mesnsg jail.”
Yo won't need @ cent-- "well, he knows I'm broke."
"k [

Cevce bhe arant chehte of Texas-- "Yineal'

(Is) gonna pay your rent-- “L'm mignty grateful, lfelicws.'

ER IR | - REOAPL TR RS e - e - b I LI - :
P R O o L i I ;;‘{‘;\3 I Q;?l", i .h.c,t’e ol flle,f

vaturally I strved

sround wretll my trial.
The Judgs w2z v old man-- 9321
Ind I didn't lixne the way the jury locked at me.

Thﬁ 3UﬁﬁP wag =2n old man--—
£

ike the way the FGury looke
2 suspicious!

"too oldl"

o
- A D .
Hroa I o wien'h

at me—-

jo]

"I think thev were

The Judge and

711

Mevrt 211 oo

The Jjudge sszid Say, I don t know wheuher to heng you or not,
But this herc killin'

L ‘-‘\tOD [ 1)
-"You got =z vpoint there, judge.”

of deputy sheriffs has just naturally got to
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Tiziuena Jail {con'ti,)

Minety and nine-- "7t eould have been life!l"

On the hard rock pile~- "They might have hung me."
Ninety and nive on the hard rock ground--

"ALl I ever did was hoot the denuty down!l"

"This whole thing has sure been a lesson to me: Bang, vou're deadl"

Tovea Renaars Tan and Silvia

Come, zll ve= Texas Ranea wherever vou may be:s
! oL

qers,
T'11 tell vou of some troubles that hepnened unto me,
My nzme is nothing extra, so thet I will not tell,
And here's to z2ll vou Rangers; I'm sure T wish you wellt

'"lag at the 2ge of saventeen, I joined the jolly band:

Yla mzrched [rom %zt Intonio down to the Rio Grarnde.

Cur cazptain, he'd warned us-- perheps he thought it ricght,
"Before we reach the station, bovs, you'll surely have to fight.”

tond when the bngle sounded, our ceptain did command,

"To arms, to arms," he shouted, "ard by vour horses stardl®
I <zw the smoke zzcendingy it seamed to reach the sky,
And then the thought, it struck me: the time had come to die,

I sew the Indians coming, I hesrd them give a yell.

My EFoelings et thot mowment, no human tongue cen tell,

I saw their alittering lances, their arrows 'round me blew,
T o

nd =11 wv strenaci hod fe me2, end 2ll my courage, ool

We Fought for nine hours fully before the strife was o'er.

R Tl m A A A ‘-;ga_r"! e hbalaiztal T WY e }‘\.‘,\ff‘\?‘m-

n the sun hod risen, the I“dlen%, they had fled.
W lozdad up our rifles 2nd counted up our dead.

Jodt 211 of e were gounded, our noble gantzin gl=zi

The sun was shining sadlv across that bloody plaln
Tivhaon v praver Tonoove that over rode tho West

w1

Were buried by their comredes with arrows in their breast.

And now, my song is endad; I guess I've sung enoudgh.
The life of any Tenger, vou see, is very tough.
Erd 1f you hzve & mother thet don't want vou to roam,

I advise you by experience, you'd better stay at home.




Crlifornio New Christy Minstrels

Blow, ve winds, hi-hov.

Blow, ve winds, hi-~ho!l

There's plenty of gold, so I've been told
In Californiol

& bully ship and o bully crew,
s, say, ladies,

\ v mate and a cuptain, too,
"ing; ladies, sing: '

CRCRY
T
=

oo
F—'

We l=ft VVew York on a Mondav morn,

b
Tedies, say, ledieg!
]

£
Two ymﬂrs later, we're 'vound the Horn,
Sing ladies, sing)

2
B

The cantain's deughter wss an awful sight,
Ladies, say, ladies!

She weren't bad lockin' late at night,
Sing, ladies, sing.

I ain't got 2 nickel and I ain't got a dime, ST T T s
Ladies, =ay, ladies!

Let's all sing it one more time,

SAing, Lacies, sing,

-I've Bean Morkin' on the Ra

Q)

1lrosd Mitch Miller

T've been workin' on the railroad,
All the live- Long aay-.

I've been worxkin' on the railroad,
Susc Lo nass tive Ll oiuav,

Don't yeou hear fhﬁ whistle blowin',
Rize up so ezrxly in the morn?
Don't you heoor the cznbtain shoutin'

"Dinah, blow vour horn'"

Dinah, won't you blow, Dinah won't veu blovw,

Dinah, won't you blow your horn? (REPELT)

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinzah,

Somoone's in the kitchen, I know.

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah, strummin' on the old banjo!
And singin', "Fe, Fi, Fiddley-ay-c; Fe, Fi, Fiddley-gzy-u-0-0-C\
Fe, Fi, Fiddley-ay~0; strummin' on the old banid.
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Peter, Paul, and Mary

This train @on't

, crryyv no gomblers, this train.
. This train don't carry no gzmblers, this traind '
§ This train don' t carry no geublers, no crap shooters, no midnight
‘ ramblers; )

Phis train don't carry no gamblers, this train.

This train don't zerry vno Jokers, well, +his traint

This trei ~wers, well, this traind

v

joke
rein don't carry no 3oke
1 53

This train don't czrry no ers, no high-toned women, no cigar

This train don't carry no jokers, well, this trein.

in done carried my wother, well, this trazint (2¥)
in done carried my mother-- iy wother, my fa theyr,
ister and my brother.

n dona cargied my mother, wall, this traint

This train, she's bound for gloxy, well, this traint (2X)

Thie train, she's nound for glory; if you wanna get to heaven,
well, you've got to be holy!

This train, she's bound for glory, well, this traint

Oklahomz . .- A from the stage show Oklzhoma

Oklzhoma, whare the wind comes sweepin' down the plzin,
npd ths wavin' wheat can sure smell sweet
TThanm +he wind oomes right behind the rain.

Oklahoma, every nignt my noney—=iaino aata 1

git alone and talk and watch a hawk -
dlaniv' lawy clreles Lo tho iy,

e know we belong to the lend,

A the iond we belong to 1S grand.

e
el o Ve gavy, "“'.? ,’_“-r‘.ft :‘,r—-‘:]] V‘).——;\Y-(j_.pm-;_' \] n
“a're only szvin', *von'lre doin' fine, Oklahoma; Oklahoma, OK\
Kansas City : from the stage show Oklzhoia
T got to Kensae Tity on & Friday;
By Ssturdsy, 1 lesyned a thing or two,
'Caus then I didn't hove en idaeh

modern world was comin' to.

I counted 20 gas buggies goin® by theirselves
Almoszt ovary time I "tuek" & walk.

nnd then I nut wy ear to a Bell telovhone,
And a strange woman started in to talk.

o
s .

(continued)
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Kensug Gity (con't.)
What's next?

Yash, what?

What's next? Gather ye 'round!

Evervining's up o date in Kensas City;
They've gona zhout as fay as they can go.
Thav wenbk and puilt a skyscreper seven stories high--
Looult a2s high as a building ought to grow.
Fvervihing's like a2 dresam in Kansas City;
It's hetter then & maoic lantern show.
You can turn the radizior on whenever vou want some heat.,
You can walk to orivies in the rain and never wet your feet...
They've gone about as far as they cah go.
Vessiy!
They've gone ghout as fzar as they can gol .
Evervthing's up to date in Kansae City:
 They've gone about as [zy as they can go.
They've aob a big thezter they oall the Burly-0Q:
For 50¢ vou can see = dandy show. (Eny gals?)}

One of the gals 1s fat and »ingk

as she is rouwd halow.
I could swear that she was
Tiak T-daw da tha camnand set whaen
The ayoved that evervihing che
She went about as far zs ghe cou
Yesolr
Che went about as far zg sh=a cou
Mivhettan
. O o ew Yor
Hy home? Many folks wonh T Know
I was porn in Son Franclisco, ralb
Thot's across the Bay Bridge.
o spv San Tratvcisco is little

The areatest islsnd in the world
‘Czuse when you work in Mew York
And every night
is 211 the
starts RIS~~~

“hie wnare

sonier

richt

LN
haro,

ond

vadded from

Nz

&na pretty, =8 round apove

her shoulder to her heel,

csha'd hemm to neel,
< wao chaolutely real...
1d go.
14 gdl
Tony Martin
oty

eed in Oskland=-

it

o

Mew Yor and is

[V

;; -

ie openinq night.

is Manhattan, e
City, you're in Manhattan,
culture of our wonderful United States

{continued)
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Menhattan {(con't.)

Ah, summeyr Jjourneys to Niagara

And to other places aggravate zll our cares;
We'll save our fares,

T've a cozy little flat in

ythat is known oz old Manhattan.

We'll settle down, right here in town.

We'll tour Manhiattan, the Bronx and Statten Island, too.
Tt's lovely goin' throuch the =zco.

It's very fancy on old Delancy Ttrest, you XKnow;

The subvays oharm us 50,

rnd the halmv breezes blow to and fro.

Tell me what strezt compares to lott Street in July?
Sweet nushcaris gently gliding byv...

Chorus:
The great big gity is a wondrous toy
Made for a girl and bhoy:
we'll turn Maphatten into an isle of joy.

we'll oo to Coney; we'll eat hzloney on 2 roll.
Through Central Park we'll stroll, where cur first kises we
cryl A amnl |

Seiitth Pecifine-—- it's a terrific show!l -

T hone we'll sea it close some dav.

Mitch Millox

Give myv regards to Brozdway,

Remember me to Herald Scuare.

Tell 2ll the ging at Foriy-fecond Street
That I will soon be there.

"Misner of how I'm vezlning

To mingle with the old-time throng.

Glve my regalds Lo Duocuway and sqy

L
That T'll be there e'er long.

.

stole,
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NnlloA of Lou fisroh Phil Oaks

On the stireets nf Mow York City, when the hour was gettine late,
There wera young wen zrmed with knives and guns, voung men

rmad with hate ' _ '
And Lou Hersh %Ln““d hetween them and died there in his tracks,
For one man is no army when & city turns its back.

> empty, now the streets are dark;
Inws 2nd never pass the
Por the city iz o duangle when the lzw is out

And noyw the atreebs are
a

He left hehind the chempsrs of the churceh hae served so long,
For he lezvned the nreyers of digtant men will never right the

His church becern» an alleyr, znd his rulnit was the street,
End he mode Nis o

hova he used Lo mzet

lem town:

_ DE Y
The =zmell of Blood was in fhe air, the chzallenge was 1zid down.,
e felt their blindlng hatred znd he triad to sesve their-lives, -
End the auswer theat theoey gave him was their Jists and feet and knives,
¥ ko U e R e .L\.‘L':o: i T A SO YE oA il :"r,’_‘“’“o

1 ‘:

1

"ill his mepory still linger on in those he trisd to save?

Pridl o will 211 28 us who knew him now and then recsall?

2nd shall his grave foretell our tale, thz tombstione of us all?

GLDLLES Ul Juww ooiwie . w1 UG W GaEn

20 2% the shroet 2v2 mine, the Snsenich voices lancdh.

The Cadillacs g0 creeving now through the night znd the poiscn das.
Pnd I lean from v window sill in this old hotel T chocse:
Yes, one hand ou ny suicide, one hand on the rosd,

I kXnow vou‘wve heard it's over now, and the war must surely come.
My citicg, thrr are bralbales) dn helf 2vd the middle men are aone.
Zut let oo T more time, ¢h ch:ioren oif the dust

E1ll thesge ters wiio are shrieking ncow, oh do they spesk £or us?

And where do all the=e highwavs o, nov thzt we ave free?
Tihv dr2 the acmizg norching wiill thot wers covirg homn &
Oh, lady, with yvour legs so fine; oh, stranger, at your wheel...

You are locked into your suffering, and your pleasures nre the seal.

o ne?

The age of lust is giving birth. Both the rzzronts ask

The nurse to tell them falry tales on hoth sides of the gless
v, And now the infant with his chord he's holding like a kite,”

And one eye Filled with blueprints, one eye filled with night.

1A




Oh, coms with ma, ny little one; we will find that farm,

and grow us grass and apples there and keep =11 the enimals warm.

“And if by chhgﬁﬁ T wake al night znd ask you who I &m,

Oh, tzke me to the slaughter house; T will wait there with the
lzmbs. ' :

With one hand on a hewsgram and one hand on a girl,
I.balance on a wishing well thet z2ll men call the world.

We are so small between the stars, so large zgainst the sky,
End lost among the subwzy crowds, I trv to cztch your eye.

Eir - from the show Hzir

f=Bevmria

Welcome, sulfur diomidel

Hello, ¢arbon monoxide.
The eir, the zir is GVﬂrVMhPr .
Breathe deep, while vou sleen, breathe deen,
Rless you, alconol bloodstream:
Eare me, Nicotine Lovestein.
’ Tncense, incensa is in the air!

Cataclysmic ectoplasm,

Fallout, atomic ovgasm...

Venor and fume at the store of my tomb;
Breathing like a sullen perfume,
Masine ot tha etore nf my fomh)

Pollution ) ‘fom Lenrer

DPime was when an rmericsn about Lo go ebrodd would be warned by
hie frierdes or the cmid e rot to drink the water.

But times have chan
wight be cffered th

-

~
=nd new = foreigner coming to this country

3
Yo wtl7 ind inowvary Y
ings of wnich you mu =t beware:

Don L d:ink thie water end don't preathe the gir.

Pollutlﬂ“, nolluticn== they've aot emog and sewage nd muds;
roban and get hot end cold running crud.

“ee the halibuts &nd the sturgecns

feing wined out by detergents.

Figh (hzve) qotts swim end birds gotta fly,
2ut they don't last long 1f thev try.

N

(continued)
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Patlntion {(con't.)

Patlution, nolluftinn,,.You use the latest toothnaste,
rnd then rinse vour mouth with industrizl waste.

Just go oul for a hreath of air,

and vou'll he rexdy for Medicere.

The city streets zre really guite a thrill;

If the hoods don't get you, the monoxide willl

Pollution, pollution...@Wear a gas mask and a veil;
Then you can bresthe, (2s) long as vou don't inhalel

Lots of things there that you czn drink,

i3 from the kitchen sink.

T carhege that vou thivow into the bay,
T lunch in San Jose.

cities, see the crazy neopnle there-~-
Like lﬁm th2 =laughter,
They're orlnklnq the water
End th2 air.
Citw Tifa Wilsscon
WELL, £ n oadml auu 4o Ui, @00 D've Lol Lioco Loxa rith o the

Ju=t zs =000 gt L get & few dollers zhesd...Well, then you'll

sSee.
Gonnz show up in person instaed of those letters T never write.
T - . . 21 [N - ) rPe.. T -
N [ ) - [T W b .y Llel .

You *ell Dad I aot =z dea l that's gonna make me 2 million--
tom O-_L"

Ya-h, avd > circh to come Yhroushv 18 I
a 11tfl@ while,

T F R T
[ l.l;t [P O R A u___.;_‘z .

LIS
1

{"i’ .

L

net hang eround for

*
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] Tl e T

Ay Coryaos Aboct thae Ro4lvosdys Lnvmoro Milsson

"hen we got wmarried hrak in 1942,

He'd board thet silver liner helow Baltimore,
- Trip to vivaginia cn 2 surny honeymoon...
Nobody cares ebout the rzilrosds znyvmore

We'd tip that vorter for a nlace of our own,

Then sgend & postecard to your Hom end Dad back home

'Did somethin' to va when vou'd hesr thabt, “Z11 zhoard!™
Mobody ceres sboul the reilrozds snymore!

We had a daughter znd vou oughta see her now:

fhe has a boyfriend who locks Jjust like My Gal S»l.

And when they're mazrried, theyv won't need us anvmore...
They'll btozrd en airnlane =nd flv awey from Baltimore!

City of Yew Orlesns Arlo Guthrie

Ridin' on the "Cityv of YNew Orleans,"

Illincis Central's Monday morning rail

Fifteen cers and Fifteen restless riders,

Three condnctors, twenty-five sacks of mail, T -

All zlong the south-bound odyssey...

ine traln pulis out on Kankaxkee

Ind rolls 2long post houses, fzrms, end fields,

Passing trzing that have no names &nd freight verds full of
nld hleark man

Rals

re

..r
]
L2
r‘s

zvayerds of the rusted sutomobile.

Chorus:
Good WO Americea. How ere vou?
t

!
'Said, "Dor't vou Xrow ma? I'v vour native son!
I'm the troin tho

v call the 'City of ew Orleazns,’
I'll ke gore five hundred miles when the dev isg

Dealin' card games with the 91d men in the club car:

. s - R R S S T
DY & J0LNL. LWl T REEnIn SCOOTE

TR TSR L S U B Tal o Aol B

il
Fesel the whazels rumblin'

Lrd the =g 0F pullmen norters ond the sons of onglneﬂr
dide their fzthers' magilc carpeis mede of steel,

Mothers, with their haiwms ssloen, rockin' to the gentle beat;
And the rhythm of the rails is all they feel,

{continued)

T
ULy
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City Of Noyw Orlarms (con't.)

Mighttime on the "City of New Orleans,” ,

Changin' cars in Memphis, Tennesseeé. ' A o
Galfway home-- we'll be there by mornin’... o
Through the Mississippi darkness, rollin' down to the sea.

But all the towns and people seem to fade into a bad dream,

And the steel rail still ain't hesrd the news.

The conductor sings his songs zgain, "The passengers will please
refrain..,."

This train ot to disappear in railroad blues,.

Goond night, Zmerice...

-
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