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LETTER FROM
THE EDITOR

WHY IS VOLUME 4 SO LATE?

N.C.S.

WHY are volumes 4 and 5 published in one book?

WHY has the ridiculously low price of N.C.S.
2/6 - gone up to the very low price of 3/-?.

The saga of our troubles with our printer is a
tragicomedy. Volume 4 was layed out by Dave Scott,
on time,late April,sent to a printer. About i of
the resulting vols. were readable-reaching us mid-
June. Demanding a second printing,the same printer
did a rush job,reaching us mid-July. The improve-
ment was noticeable. About ¥ of the vol.were read-
able. By then,of course,it was time for ---+Vol.5
and we had enough songs for another edition. So
rather than accept, and sell, the readable no L's,
we decided on the sensible solution: put out 4 & 5
together,up the price and get a good printer. From
now on, the price will stick at 3s,however,as we
have many more songs for each volume than when N.C.S.
first began.

The majority of songs here are less than 6 months
old, but requests from readers have given us a new
field of source material. During the 1960's, when
there was no such magazine as N.C.S., numerous songs
were written that were more than a transient
expression of their time. Henceforth, each issue
will contain several of these "0Old Greats",for it is
probably such songs as "The Moulder's Wedding" and
"Fields of Vietnam" that will last beyond our time
and become - a controversial term - the "Folksongs
of tomorrow".

If you wish to order past volumes of N.C.S.,or Vol.
6, use the order form at the back. CLUB_ORGANISERS
and those wishing to order in bulk may have the
following terms:

VOLUMES 1,2 and 3: 10 copies for £1 (no postage)
Volumes 4,5 onward: 8 copies for £1 i

Finally,we welcome suggestions as to how to improve
this magazine and are always happy to receive texts
and tunes of your new songs (NO TAPES please).

THE EDITOR.

e

-or FESTIVAL ),
‘(> oF FOOLS

THE FESTIVAL OF FOOLS
reached it's peak as a popular
festival during the Middle Ages.
It's origins however, are much
more ancient, extending as far
back as the Babylonian festival

of the Saccae and the Greek festi-
val of Chronos. In Britain this festival
survived until the mid 16th-century,when

it came under a royal ban. In the winter
of 1965/66, the London Singers Club pro-
duced it's own version of the festival in
the form of a satirical commentary on the
handling of the year's news by British and
American newspapers. Staged in the appro-
priately named NEW MERLIN'S CAVE, the FESTI-
VAL OF FOOLS has become an importent annual
event of the English folk scene.®

s WRITTEN BY=Ewan MacColl and Peggy Seeger
and The Critics Group.

= PLACE= New Merlin's Cave,
Margery Street,
(King's Cross Road)
LONDON.

" DATES = Sat. = Sun.==Jan 2 = 3.
Thurs-Fri- Jan 7 =10
Sat-Sun Jan ly= 17
Jan 21= 24
Jan 28= 31
Feb 4 =7
inclusive.

8 For further information, contactes = =

= = The Secretary, Singers Club,
L.C.S. Education Ctte.
116, High Street,
Notting Hill, London 727 06u49.




"WASTELAND
..LULLABYE..

-*-
CURL YOURSELF UP IN YOUR BED,
THEY’VE TURNED ON THE NIGHT-TIME BELOW,
I'LL TELL YOU A WONDERFUL TALE ,
THE STORY OF LONG AGO.

* *

THE MOON WAS THE LAMP OF THE NIGHT,
THE SUN WAS THE LIGHT OF THE DAY,
FARMERS WENT OUT ON THE LAND

AND CHILDREN WENT OUT TO PLAY.

THERE WAS GREEN AND THE PURPLE AND GOLD
MIST AND THE SNOW AND THE RAIN,

THERE WAS SUMMER AND WINTER AND SPRING,
THAT NEVER WILL COME AGAIN.

THE OCEANS AND RIVERS WERE FULL,

THE MOUNTAINS WERE HEAVY WITH GREEN,
THERE'S A FLOWER THEY CALLED'A RED ROSE’
*THAT NO-ONE HAS EVEF;SEEN.

CREATURES CREPT OUT IN THE DARK

IN THE MEADOW AND MOUNTAIN AND FEN,
MY GRANDMOTHER ONCE HEARD A LARK--
>‘!T WILL NEVER BE HEAI;D AGAIN.

THE EARTH WAS A PRESENT TO MEN

WHO USED IT AND THREW IT AWAY- -

BUT TOMORROW THE AIR MAY BE CLEAR
AND YOU CAN GO UP TO PLAY.

*

*

* - v *
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T dell you & won- der-Sul tale,
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WAN M2cCOLL, PEGGY SEEGER
and the London CRITICS GROUP

are all residents at THE SINGER'S

CLUB, the oldest Folk Song Club In

Britain.

The Singer's club meets attheUnion
Tavern, Kings Cross Road ( opposite
mount Pleasant Hotel)Saturday eve.
at 7.45 PM. and is sponsored _ by
the L.C.S. Education Department .
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BALLAD OF THE UNKNUWN SOLDIER
Ttk ]
Copyright Jack Warshaw, Rod Shearman
Come and listen and a story I will tell,
1 0f a young G.I. you all remember well -
He died in Viet Nam in the Mekong Delta land,
He had sandals on his feet and a rifle in his hand.

CHORUS: I wonder what was his name ?
I wonder from which town he came ?
I wonder if his children will ask the reason why
The way he had to fight and the way he had to die.

They say that December, '65,

Was the last time that he was seen alive;

It was U.S. Army lies that caused him to decide

To leave his old top sarge and fight on the other side.

(CHORUS)

Was he lonesome for his homeland far away,
3 Marching with his new companions night and day ?
In the base and jungle camps they tell about the man
Sharing hardships with his buddies fighting for their
native land.

(CHORUS)

It was in the month of April, '68 -

In the delta land he met a soldier's fate;

He fought to his last breath, and he died a hero's
death,

And he wore the black pyjamas of the People's N.L.F.

(CHORUS)
So now that poor soldier's dead and gone -

5 His comrades and friends are fighting onj;
And when the people win, of their hero's they will

sing,
And his name will be remembered with the name of
Ho Chi Minh.
Not ‘oo {as'\.'
(CHORUS)
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Cursing the ones who gave us birth

We turned away from the blighted earth below,

They gave us breath, but robbed us of the air,

They killed the grass, the trees, the seas, the
rivers, everywhere.

The earth was our birthright !

Do
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-...NIGHTMARE:

Set the alarm for half past five

And its high pitched hum brought me alive,again
Dialled the bed into the wall recess,

Gaining two more feet of space in which to dress,

OUT OF THE NIGHT-SPEL.L
OUT OF THE SLEEP-CELL
INTO THE TUNNEL OF DAY.

Took the high-speed 1ift to Gallery Nine
And stood in the male, unmarried-workers line
(grade four)
Gave my rank and number to the slot,
And drew my daily water ration, took the lot:
O WHAT A GREAT DAY
O WHAT A MAY DAY
O WHAT A DAY TO BE YOUNG

The thermostats they were set for Spring
When I rode the conveyor to the female wing above
Met her by the ventilation shaft
Lovelight shining through the visor of her mask
O WHAT A GREAT DAY
O WHAT A MAY DAY
O WHAT A DAY TO BE YOUNG

Her hand was in mine as we made our way
To the high-speed vertical shuttle-bay (third class)
The daytime-argon lights shone bleak and hard
When we showed our permits to the shuttle-guard
A MOMENT OF FEAR, LOVE
THEN WE WERE CLEAR, LOVE,
THEN WE WERE MOVING AWAY

We lay in the capsule and we took our ease
While the shuttle levelled off at about 2 G's and
soared
Past the admin wings, the private galleries and past
The living quarters of the citizens, First Class
UN-FASTEN YOUR SEAT-BELTS
NOW WE'RE AT TOPSIDE
THIS IS THE EYE OF THE WORLD

At last in the observation tower,
We stood there, silent, in the breathless hour of
dawn
Saw the knives of sun come bronze and gold and green
Gilding all the face of earth we'd never seen
DON'T COVER YOUR EYES,
DON'T TURN FROM THE SUNRISE,
THIS IS THE FACE OF THE EARTH.

Look how the hills show rosy red,
And the shag-green scum of the riverbed is still
That was once a forest, those were trees,
Bearing leaves of green that rustled in the breeze
WHAT KILLED OFF THE TREES?
WHAT POISONED THE BREEZES?
WHAT MADE THE RIVERS RUN DRY?

Look at the land where the green grass grew
It's dusted over with the rusty hue of death
There the sea lies, stranded by the shore
No fishes swim there, and the sea-birds fly no
more

WHO SUCKED THE EARTH DRY?

WHO MADE THE SEA DIE?

LOOK WHAT THEY'VE DONE WITH THE WORLD.

THE LILY

Words & Mu5|c by JOHN POLE

"Recorded by Argo Records
W The 111y is a fair flower, D YGWL~ NGAY
There's one grows in my garden,
And though her roots are white as milk,
Her blooms are blood-red scarlet.

IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

qx*° Where'd you get that lily,
The scarlet one, you know ?
Where'd you get that lily flower ?
Stole her - long ago.
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

ze As I rode high on a haywain,
I looked across a big stone wall,
Saw a lawn and a bank of flowers,
Scarlet lilies, sweet and tall.
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

e As I rode by on a haywain,
The dusk was just a-falling,
Thinks I, I'll have some lily roots,
Tonight I'11 come a-calling.
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

ge Come twelve, I'd climbed the big stone wall,
Softly I climbed over,
The air was warm, the moon was bright,
The night was full of summer.
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

e I brushed past someone in the dark,
A soft voice spoke: '"Who's there 2"
A young girl, in a snow-white frock,

Says, '"What are you doing here 2"

IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

g4 "What are you doing here ?'" she says,
"Hush, don't answer loudly".
I looked at her a little and said:
"I've come for the lily",
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

e "But what'll they do if they find you
Trespassing past midnight ?
What'll they say if they find us
Together in the moonlight ?"
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

Y "My parents they may hear us
Or watch us from their window,
0 hush your voice and make no noise
And step into the shadow'.
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.

g So in the shadow of the wall
She walked and whispered with me -
What happened then, old man, old man...?
She gave me the lily,
IT'S A FINE FLOWER, THE LILY.
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B O RELLY e
O MCNEILL - oo

The day I met O'Reilly it was 32 below;
The sparks were flying off me pick, I was up to me neck in

show.

His footsteps shook the basement slab, I saw the sky go
black

As he roared out, "I'm your ganger now, so dig until you
crack.

‘He was bigger than a dumper truck with legs like concrete
piles,

His face was like a load of bricks, his teeth were 6 inch
files,

His eyes they shone like danger lamps, his hands were tough
as steel,

But a man as small as that was never a match for Big McNeill

When tea came round at dinner-time, he grabbed a gallon tin,
But I said, "Better put that down, if you would save your
skin.

You may be called O0'Reilly but I will to you reveal

That the cup you've got your hands on, it belongs to

Big McNeill".

Well, he laughed at me and carried on as if I hadn't spoke.
He said, "A man from Dublin Town can always take a joke".
But when he picked a shovel up, wee Jimmy gave a squeal -
"You'd better leave that teaspoon, it belongs to Big McNeill'

Well, everything the ganger touched we said to leave alone,
Or else McNeill would grind him up and make plaster of his
bones.

At last 0'Reilly lost his head and said he'd make a meal
Out of any labourer in the squad, especially Big McNeill.

We said McNeill was sick in bed and told him where to go.
The boys all downed their tools and went along to watch the
show,

And when we got to Renfrew Street, wee Jimmy danced a reel,
To see him thundering at the door to fight the Big McNeill.

When the ganger got inside he saw a monster on the bed,

As mound as big as a stanchion base with a barrel size of
head.

He punched it and he thumped it and he hit about with zeal,
Till the missus cried: "Don't hurt the child, or else I'll
tell McNeill".

He was bigger than a dumper truck with legs like concrete

piles, -
His face was like a load of bricks, his teeth were 6 inch I] I

files. : i ac ln e s !
His eyes they shone like danger lamps, his hands were tough

as steel,

But a man as small as that was never a match for Big McNeill.

O'REILLY AND BIG McNEILL

Copyright Donneil Kennedy
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<IN CANNING TOWN--:

BY SANDRA KERR

In Canning Town as I was waiting

In the empty market square,

I heard a voice call out my name

And my own true love was standing there.

Hand in hand, we went together
Down towards the river Lee.

By Tate and Lyle we stopped a while
And kissed each other tenderly.

We walked down through Silvertown,
Then all alone and out of sight,

We stood upon the swing bridge there
And watched the Royal Docks by night.

When we came home, my mother asked
My Johnny if he'd like to stay.

She went upstairs, we followed after,
And I took his hand to show the way.

When both my parents were asleep,

He came to me without a.sound.

He kissed my face, he kissed my breast,
And gently then he laid me down.

R RORER R OR A

The love we found, the joy we knew,
Could measure any ocean wide.

No greater wonder could there be

If the sun and moon shone side by side.

So through the night till morning came
All in each other's arms we lay,

Till a siren sounding from the river
Called my own true love away.

Parting is a heavy pain

For love and time do not agree,
But I will see my love again

When he's finished at the factory.
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2 GRAPE PICKERS ===
Q000 TRAGEDY 000

Jack Wars
The night-time is hot and the city is sleeping,
RAMON SANCHEZ takes MARIA, his wife, by the hand -
The American border's a mile down the highway,
The border they've got to cross over to work on the land.
Cross over to work on the land.

RAMON and MARIA just follow the footsteps,
To a place called THE HOLE a little ways over the line,
Ten-thousand are begging for work in the vineyards,
Where fruitflies are thicker than dust, or the grapes on
the vine,
Than dust, or the grapes on the vine.

At four the bus starts on another days journey,

At six, see the sun in the hills and the sky glowing red,

At eight they arrive, at nine they are weary,

At eleven the drone of the duster is heard overhead, -
The duster is heard overhead.

You work in a blizzard of fruitflies and hoppers,
You sweat and you choke and you bend and you bleed and
you crawl,
Your lungs fill with dust and your body is broken,
The life of a picker, you know it ain't no life at all,
You know it ain't no life at all.

The duster plane's loaded with tanks of spray poison,

To kill off the fruitflies and hoppers that wither the
crop,

It's killed off the insects that feed on the fruitflies,

They're breeding unchecked and so fast that the dusting

can's stop, S/ ALL OURYESTERDAYS
So fast that the dusting can't stop. \
= EY

The duster plane circled low over the vineyard,
RAMON knew the sound that means run for the trucks or
the shed,

v A

It came down like rain’ where MARIA was working,
MARIA worked on, but a few hours later fell dead,
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She must have been sick long before she came up from the
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The spray can't hurt people, and we don't want trouble, hour,  dreedy for pouw', Red-y to save the ngdion  and lead vs w the fight
So here's your day's pay, don't come back and don't open » o o n
your mouth. C
Don't come back and don't open your mouth." : Hp P s 7 ot t =
Never a Qoubt thal EVE-RY-THING HE OCES 1S RIGHT !
He threw down the money - walked out of the office; S

MARIA was taken to town and they gave him her things.
There's nowhere to go but over the border -
Adios mi Maria, it's their blood the next harvest brings,
It's their blood the neﬁt harvest brings.
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Words & Music Ewan Moccal ©

cut price hero

PRESENT DAY HERO,

SPORTING A PINSTRIPE AND WEARING THE--
REGIMENT'S TIE ,

BLOOD IN HIS EYE, THE WORLD ON HIS SHOULDERS,
TRIMS HIS MOUSTACHE WHILE HE’S DREAMING --
OF DESTINY’S HOUR,

GREEDY FCR POWER : : :
Ready to save the nation and lead us in the fight,

Never a doubt that everything he does is right!

oC&@O0

NATIONAL HERO,

NEAT LITTLE MAN WHO’S BEEN CHOSEN BY FATE
TO REDEEM . )
THE NATIONAL DREAM: IMPERIAL GREATNESS ',
ST. GEORGE WITH A BRIEFCASE, HE'S LOOKING
FOR DRAGONS TO SLAY,

WAITS FOR THE DAY,

We ask him to save the nation,and lead us in the
fight ,

Never a doubt that God is absolutely white !

ocCE™>o0

CLASSICAL HERO, 3

STANDING ALONE ON THE BRIDGE,HE S DEFENDING
THE RACE,

SETTING HIS FACE AGAINST THE INVADER ;
KNOWING THE WORTH OF A MAN CAN BE SEEN BY
HIS SKIN,

— — = ~THE KILLING BEGINS !

Petermined to save the nation and lead us in the
ight,

Never a doubt that virtue is pure unblemished
white

oCc&@DOo

YESTERDAY'S HERO,
TRAPPED IN A BUNKER AND DIED LIKE A RAT IN
A HOLE,

ULTIMATE GOAL OF SECOND-HAND HEROES —
ANOTHER ONE RISES, DEMANDING THE RIGHT TO
BE HEARD,

AND GETS THE BIRD |

Hist'{]y shrugs its shoulders, gives a big horse -
laugh,
And the cut-price hero ends up with the rest of

the trash.
oc:o
(30)

$K THE JEELIE PIECESG)
O SONG O

WORDS-MUSIC--ADAM MAC NAUGHTEN

1 1'm a skyscraper wean, I live on the nineteenth flair,
But I'm no gaun oot to play ony mair,
Since we moved to Castlemilk, I'm wasting away,
'Cause I'm getting one less meal every day.

CHORUS:

0 ye cannae fling pieces oot a twenty-storey flat,
Seven-hundred hungry weans will testify to that,
If it's butter, cheese or jeely, if the breid is plain
or pan,
The odds against it reaching earth are ninety-nine to
one.

20n the first day my maw flung oot a piece o' Hovis brown,
It came skyting oot the winda and went up insteid o' doon,
But every twenty-seven hours it comes back into sight,
'Cause my piece went into orbit and became a satellite.

(CHORUS)

30n the second day my maw flung me a piece oot once again,
It went and hit the pilot in a fast, low-flying plane,
He scraped it off his goggles, shouting through the

intercom:
"The Clydeside Reds have got me wi' a breid-and-jeely
bomb! "
(CHORUS)
4 On the third day my maw thought she would try another
throw,

The Salvation Army band was staunin' doon below.

""ONWARD, CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS" was the piece they should
have played,

But the oompah-man was playing a piece-on-marmalade.

(CHORUS)

hWe've wrote away tae Oxfam to try and get some aid,
And a' the weans in Castlemilk have formed a "Piece"
brigade;
We're going to march to George's Square, demanding civil
rights,
Like "Nae Mair Hooses Over Piece-Flinging Height!"
(CHORUS)
Cheerily
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22<4THE TRAVELLERSS %
CAME TO REDBRIDGE

The travellers came to Redbridge hoping to settle there,

But the council said, "You've got to go, nobody wants you
here".

They came with ropes and crowbars and broke their wagons
down,

They called a bunch of p'licemen, p'licemen,

They called a bunch of p'licemen and drove them out of town.

%*

The travellers came to Walsall to stay the winter through,
But the council said, "You've got to go, we know how to

deal with you.
We have ditches, we have fences with barbed wire on the top, .
So now you've got to move along, move along,
So now you've got to move along, there's nowhere you can

stop"
7w

A traveller came to Galilee to teach, the people there,
But the council told him, "Move along! You'll never be
welcome here"
They hunted him, they hounded him, they closed in at the
kill,
The locals stood and jeered him, jeered him,
The locals stood and jeered him as he stumbled up the hill.

*
When the travellers came to Auschwitz, nobody seemed to
know,
The council said, "You're welcome here, you've nowhere else
to go"

The butchers laid them on the block, the locals turned
their heads,

They're not really human, human *,

They're not really human, it's better they were dead.

3

When the travellers go to anywhere, all they ever hear

Is "Move along, shift along, go anywhere else but here'.

The cards are stacked against them in the endless legal
game,

But we elect the council, council,

But we elect the council, so we're the ones to blame! -

# If the repetition of this word is given a different
inflection, it is effective.
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THE IRON MOULDER'S

22227 \WEDD IN G 2222274

Well, the bride were an Anstons Foundry lass, the
bridegroom was a moulder,

He turned up at 'is weddin' with 'is shovel at 'is shoulder.

An' she still 'ad 'er 'eadsquare on wrapped up aroun' 'er

'ead -

An' she never did wear a lily-white gown, she wore overalls

instead.

CHORUS: Well, we didn't throw confetti an' we
didn't throw no rice,

We threw nails and screws and moulder's
tools an' the workshop's old steel vice.

She was given away by 'er old man, a retired foundrymanj;
The best man (the chargehand fitter) by the couple 'e did
stand:

The ring was then presented but were dropped jus' like a
shot -

For 'e'd cast it at work that mornin' an' the iron was
still red 'ot!

(CHORUS)

They 'eld the weddin' breakfast at a Cannon Street hotel,
There was cider, rum and chuddy gum an' tattie crisps as
wells;
There's a weddin' cake made o' mouldin' sand, like, full
o' nuts and screws -
Then when they tried to cut it, why, the knife were bust
in two!

(CHORUS)

Her dad drunk all the whisky, her mam supped all the rum;
The police they 'eard the commotion an' they all come
rollin' inj
Ten revellers was arrested, they were dumped in the Town
'all cell -
Judge Peeker fined 'em thirty bob, plus a night in clink
as well.

(CHORUS)

Well, the do was then soon over an' the guests they did
depart;

While the newly-weds for their 'oneymoon they made an
early start.

They packed a paper carrier an' the diesel train they took,
For to visit a couple o' workmates that lived in Urlay
Nook.

(CHORUS)

Well, that were jus' a few days ago, now the couple are
back at work;

'E's back castin' iron while she sweeps the foundry dirt.
They're arguin' and bickerin' all the 'ole day through,
Cripes! yer ought to 'ear the language, the foundry air
turns blue!

(CHORUS)

THE MOULDER'S WEDDING

@@@@%@@@@@@@@ Copyright Graeme Miles

BROTHER

TUNE TRAD Words JACK WARSHAW (©)

What cha doin' there in Vietnam, brother?
" " " " " " "

What cha doin' there in Vietnam,
Shootin' down folks ain't done you no harm,brother.

| Grenade in the hooch made an awful mess,brother,
” " " " " " " " "

-

lurenade in the hooch made an awful mess,

Just women and kids, but they're reds,I guess,
L brother.

)

Did you lose a buddy in Vietnam, brother?
" " " " " " " "

|Did you lose a buddy in Vietnam,
Lots of little kids lost their daddy and mom,
| brother.

Don't matter what you do in Vietnam, brother,
" " " " " " " "

Don't matter what you do in Vietnam,
You gotta fight the man when you get home, brother.

If you wanna end this war‘right now, brother,
" Ll " " " " " " "

1T you'wanna end this war right now,

It don't take an egghead to show you how,brother.

(Pick up your rifle,turn it around, brother,
| " " " " " " " "

5 Pi?k up your rifle, turn it around,
It's the pigs back home that we gotta blow down,
brother.

5
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oBoots and Laceso

Words and music - - Miles Wootton.

Walking down the High Street with a dozen pals or
more,

Looking for some aggro, cause life is such a bore

We came across a greaser and he tried to run away

So we kicked his stupid face in, just to pass the
time of day.

CHORUS :

WITH ME GREAT BIG BOOTS WITH GREAT LONG LACES

JEANS HELD UP BY SCARLET BRACES,

DON'T GET IN OUR WAY, OR WE'LL TAKE YOU FOR A RIDE

THERE'S NOTHING ON THE TOP OF OUR HEAD AND EVEN
LESS INSIDE.

Sometimes we go to football and it really is a
laugh,

We usually find some bovver before the second half

We have ourselves a smashing time, we have a lot of
fun,

Especially when the odds are ours by twenty-five to
one.

CHORUS :

WITH ME GREAT BIG BOOTS WITH GREAT LONG LACES

JEANS HELD UP BY SCARLET BRACES,

COME AND JOIN THE PARTY, COME ALONG WITH US,

WE NEVER WALK ALONE CAUSE WE ARE SO GREGARIOUS.

I get up every morning and I have my reggae-brek

Thump my dear old mother-it nearly breaks her neck

Ride into the town and kick a pensioner or two,

Then put fruit-gums in the meters-well,it's some-
thing else to do.

CHORUS:

WITH ME GREAT BIG BOOTS WITH GREAT LONG LACES,

JEANS HELD UP BY SCARLET BRACES,

EVERY PHONE FOR MILES AROUND IS SMASHED TO
SMITHEREENS

AND NOW I'M GOING OUT TO FIND SOME CIGARETTER
MACHINES.

O

And when I go to heaven and the angels start to call
I'll go there on my scooter and I'll take my boots
and all,
I'1l take my broken bottle and my lump of lead as
well,
'em so much aggro that they'll send
me down to Hell.

And I'll give

CHORUS:

WITH ME GREAT BIG BOOTS WITH GREAT LONG LACES,

JEANS HELD UP BY SCARLET BRACES,

I KNOW I'LL FIND SOME BOVVER THERE, JUST THE KIND
I LIKE

CAUSE THE DEVIL IS A GREASER AvD,HE RIDES A MOTOR-
BIKE:

Note: The author sings this almost in half-
recitative, acting the part. It is

exceedingly effective.

-

S THE TUNNEL %0
TIGERS ‘

Hares fun free on the Wicklow mountains,
Wild geese fly and the foxes play;
Sporting Wicklow boys are working,
Driving a tunnel through the London clay.

Up with the shield and jack it! Ram it!
Drive a tunnel through the London clay.

CHORUS:

€ Lough Derg trout grow fat and lazy,
Salmon sport in Cushla Bay;
And fishermen of Connemarra
Drive a tunnel through the London clay.

CHORUS

Y€ Below Armagh the wild ducks breeding,
Wild fowl gather on Lough Rea,
The sporting boys of Longford County
Are digging a tunnel through the London clay.

CHORUS

YE® The Curragh rots on Achill island,
Tourists walk on the Newport Quay;
The Mayo boys have all gone roving,
Driving a tunnel through the London clay.

CHORUS

Y€ The Carlow girls are fine and handsome,
All decked out so neat and gay;
The Carlow boys don't come to court 'em,
They're driving a tunnel through the London clay.

CHORUS

€ Down in the dark are the tunnel tigers,
Far from the sun and light of day;
Down in the land that the sea once buried,
Driving a tunnel through the London clay.

CHORUS
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0-0-0 BALLAD OF o0-0-0

JACK LYNCH

Well Jack Lynch came out from Dublin and he had
10,000 men,
He marched them up to the border and he marched
! them home again,
But such an armoured column boys, the like was
never seen,
500 mounted bicycles all wearing of the green.

CHORUS::

LET HIM GO,LET HIM TARRY,LET HIM SINK OR LET HIM
SWIM

HE DOESN'T GIVE’A DAMN FOR US OR WE A DAMN FOR HIM,

HE SITS ON HIS ASS IN DUBLIN, AND I HOPE HE DOES
ENJOY

SELLING OUT HIS éOUNTRY FOR HE'S ENGLAND'S LITTLE
0Y .

o
<

Well the special branch in Dublin are something
for to see,

They'll crawl out from the castle to inform on you
and me,

But the day is coming soon me boys, you'll hear
those rifles bark,

And the only snakes in Dublin, will be in the
Phoenix Park.

CHORUS :

Well Jack where were you last August, with all
your merry men,
Ah were you on the Falls Road or in the Bogside

then?

No you were phoning London and squealing all you
knew,

On every Irish rebel that would hold a gun it's
true.

CHORUS :

Now when we finally get our freedom we must make
them understand,

We don't want the Fianna Fail gestapo, and all
their rotten band,

But we want a true republic with the workers in
command,

That won't betray their countrymen or sell them
out of hand.

CHORUS : © M° ILVOGUE
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PEGGY SEEGER

| When first I saw you, your life had just begun,

I was bound to love you, my very soul was won,

| But now the bonds are changing, your childhood's
nearly done,

]Soon you will go, my son.

I fed your hunger, I suffered all your pain,

When you smiled I answered, that made you smile
again,

Are we becoming strangers that once did breathe
as one?

Who are you now, my son?

]

You wake in the morning, but you're dreaming all
the day,

At school, you sit and gaze at things too far away,

Where older hopes have faded, yours have just begun

What do you dream, my son?

I've seen you watching, amazement in your eyes,

This world we've left you, a junkhead in disguise,

When you watch us, unbelieving, we older, wiser
ones -

What do you see, my son?

You ask a question, you wait for my reply,

But the world's so changed, sometimes you know as
much as I,

the o0ld must ask the
young

In the world that is coming,

Then where will you turn, my son?

You'll reach for loving, you'll learn that people
die,

You'll go on dreaming, once again you'll learn to
cry,

And when you've joined our battle, when you've

learned right from wrong -

Then you can go, my sOn.
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“THE FIELDS OF ==
< VIETNAM &

WORDS - MUSIC - - EWAN MAC COLL

-1- 0 brothers, though we're strangers and your land and
mine are far apart,
And though your name lies awkwardly and strange upon
my tongue,
As the needle's drawn towards the pole,
So I am drawn both heart and soul -
To sing, of your great struggle in the fields of
Vietnam.
-2-Your barefoot farmers would not wear the yoke and
chains of slavery -
For four long bitter years they fought the armies of
Japan;
Your flesh opposed their armoured might,
You harried them by day and night -
And you drove them from the jungles and the fields of
Vietnam.
-3-Before you could draw peaceful breath more death came
raining from the skies,
The French came, and for nine more years your land
they overran;
But the enemy could not subdue,
They broke at Dien Bien Phu -
And their dead lay all around them in the fields of
Vietnam.
-4-The French had scarcely left your shores when more
invading armies came,
Equipped with all the latest tools men use to kill a
man;
"We've come to show you'", was their cry,
"All the ways a man can die -
And we'll make a bloody desert of the fields of
Vietnam".
-5-The skies by day were dark with planes, with hungry
flames the nights were red,
The stench of death lay on the air with reek of spent
napalm;
Death bloomed in every paddy field,
And still your people would not yield -
To American invaders in the fields of Vietnam.
-6-For thirteen years the U.S. Army's sown your soil
with blood and tea<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>