(Stephen Foster Collins; Arrangement: Tim Rose)

I had a dream the other night
When everything was still
I dreamed I saw Susannah
Coming down the hill.
Oh oh oh, Susannah,
Don’t you cry for me
’Cause I come from Alabama
With my B-A-N-J-O on my knee

This song written by Stephen Foster was originally performed
on September 11, 1847. The Americana version was arranged
with a new melody by Tim Rose and was originally performed
by “The Big Three” in 1963, and updated by “Tim Rose and
the Thorns” in 1964. This band did a lot of arrangements of
folk songs that were changed to be rock and roll songs and
called folk-rock. Tim Rose was one of the pioneers of folkrock. Much of the music of Americana is based on this idea.

The buckwheat cake was in her mouth
The tear was in her eye
Says I, “I’m coming from the south,
Susanna, don’t you cry.”
Oh oh oh, Susannah,
Don’t you cry for me
’Cause I come from Alabama
With my B-A-N-J-O on my knee
It rained all night the day I left
The weather it was dry
The sun so hot, I froze to death
Susannah, don't you cry.
Oh oh oh, Susannah,
Don't you cry for me
’Cause I come from Alabama
With my B-A-N-J-O on my knee
I come from A-la-ba-ma
With my ban-jo on my knee,
I’m going to Lou-i-siana,
My true love for to see.
Oh oh oh, Susannah,
Don’t you cry for me
’Cause I come from Alabama
With my B-A-N-J-O on my knee
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(Traditional; Arrangement: Neil Young)

In a cavern, in a canyon,
Excavating for a mine
Dwelt a miner forty-niner,
And his daughter Clementine
Light she was and like a fairy,
And her shoes were number nine,
Herring boxes, without topses,
Sandals were for Clementine.

This American folk ballad is believed to be based on “Down
by the River Liv’d a Maiden” by H.S. Thompson 1863.
However, it is usually credited to Percy Montrose, 1884 or
Barker Bradford from about the same period. The Americana
arrangement extends the folk process, using many of the
original words and a new melody. The song tells the story of
either a bereaved lover recalling his lost sweetheart, or a
father missing his lost daughter. In both cases the daughter
has drowned in an accident. The song is now famous as an
American children’s song. The verse about Clementine’s
sister has been omitted from most children’s versions. This
verse has different meanings depending on whether the point
of view of the singer is taken as the lover or the father.

Drove she ducklings to the water
Ev’ry morning just at nine,
Hit her foot against a splinter,
Fell into the foaming brine.
Ruby lips above the water,
Blowing bubbles, soft and fine,
But, alas, I was no swimmer,
So I lost my Clementine.
Then the miner forty-niner,
He began to peak and pine,
Thought he oughta join his daughter
Now he sleeps with Clementine.
In my dreams she still doth haunt me,
Robed in garments soaked in brine.
Though in life I used to hug her,
Now she’s dead, I draw the line.
How I missed her! How I missed her,
How I missed my Clementine,
So I kissed her little sister,
And forgot my Clementine.
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(Traditional; Arrangement: Neil Young)

Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Hang down your head and cry
Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Poor boy, you’re bound to die
I met her on the mountain
There I took her life
Met her on the mountain
Stabbed her with my knife
This folk song, writer unknown, is based on the 1866 murder of a
woman named Laura Foster, who was stabbed to death with a knife
in Wilkes County, North Carolina. Tom Dula, a confederate soldier
returned from the war and Laura Foster's lover, was convicted of
her murder and hanged May 1, 1868. Grayson, mentioned in the
song, was instrumental in supplying information to the posse that
eventually found Dula. Dula had another lover, prior to his leaving
for the war, named Anne Melton. It was her comments that led to
the discovery of Foster’s body. She was charged with murder but
was acquitted based on Dula’s word. Dula’s last statement on the
gallows was “Gentlemen, do you see this hand? I didn’t harm a
hair on the girl’s head.” Anne Melton died insane a few years later.
The Americana arrangement is from “The Squires” with a new
melody and the original lyrics.

Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Hang down your head and cry
Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Poor boy, you’re bound to die
This time tomorrow
Reckon where I’ll be
Hadn’t a-been for Grayson
I’d a-been in Tennessee
Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Hang down your head and cry
Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Poor boy, you’re bound to die
This time tomorrow
Reckon where I’ll be
Down in some lonesome valley
Hangin’ from a white oak tree
Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Hang down your head and cry
Hang down your head, Tom Dula
Poor boy, you’re bound to die
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(Traditional; Arrangement Odetta Holmes)

Hangman, hangman slack your rope
Slack it for a while
I think I see my father comin’
Ridin’ many a mile,
Papa did you bring me silver?
Papa, did you bring me gold?
Did you come to see me hangin’
By the gallows pole?
I couldn’t bring no silver
Didn't bring no gold
I come to see you hangin’ boy
By the gallows pole

This centuries-old folk song, writer unknown, probably
originates in Finland. It is about a woman condemned
to die and telling the hangman to wait because someone
was coming to rescue her with either money (gold) or
information proving her innocence. The folk process
enhanced this over the years and it has had many
interpretations. The Americana arrangement, which
assumes the condemned is a man, is based on Odetta’s
interpretation, now an enduring American folk classic.

Hangman, hangman, slack your rope
Slack it for a while
Think I see my mother comin’
Ridin’ many a mile
Mama, did you bring me silver?
Mama, did you bring me gold?
Did you come to see me hangin’
By the gallows pole?
I didn’t bring no silver
Didn’t bring no gold
I come to see you hangin’ child,
By the gallows pole
Hangman, hangman, slack your rope
Slack it for a while
Think I see my sweetheart comin’
Ridin’ many a mile
Honey, did you bring me silver?
Honey, did you bring me gold?
Did you come to see me hangin’
By the gallows pole?
I brought you silver
Brought you a little gold
Didn’t come to see you hangin’
By the gallows pole

(Richard Lewis/Earl Beal/Raymond Edwards/William Horton)

A song about a man who has not been able to find work,
and is assumed lazy and a liar by his woman, “Get A Job”
is included in Americana because it is a genuine folk
song with all of the true characteristics. This song was
written by Richard Lewis of the Silhouettes, although
credit is shared with the whole group because they did
the vocal arrangement. The hit recording performed by
“The Silhouettes” was released in 1957. The Americana
version follows the original arrangement.

Get a job Sha na na na, sha na na na na
Every morning about this time
she get me out of my bed
a-crying get a job.
After breakfast, every day,
she throws the want ads right my way
And never fails to say,
Get a job Sha na na na, sha na na na na
Get a job Sha na na na, sha na na na na
And when I get the paper
I read it through and through
And my girl never fails to say
If there is any work for me,
And when I go back to the house
I hear the woman’s mouth
Preaching and a crying,
Tell me that I’m lying ’bout a job
That I never could find.
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(Traditional; Arrangement: Billy Grammer)

I’ve laid around and played around this old town too long
Summer’s almost gone; Yes, winter’s comin’ on
I’ve laid around and played around this old town too long
And I feel like I’ve gotta travel on.

“Gotta Travel On,” adapted by Paul Clayton and others from a
British folk tune, was recorded by Billy Grammer in 1958. His
version is an American classic. The song tells of a man who
has to keep moving for a variety of reasons, all common with
American life. The Americana arrangement is based on Billy
Grammer’s version with some lyric changes.

Papa writes to Johnny; But Johnny can’t come home
Johnny can’t come home;
No, Johnny can’t come home
Papa writes to Johnny; But Johnny can’t come home
’Cause he’s been in the war too long.
High sheriff and police; Ridin’ after me
Ridin’ after me; Yes, comin’ after me
High sheriff and police ridin’ after me
And I feel like I’ve gotta travel on.
Want to see my honey; Want to see her bad
Want to see her bad; Oh! want to see her bad
Want to see my honey; I want to see her bad
She’s the best gal this poor boy ever had.
I’ve laid around and played around this old town too long
Summer’s almost gone; Yes, winter’s comin’ on
I’ve laid around and played around this old town too long
And I feel like I’ve gotta travel on.

(Billy Ed Wheeler)

There’s a high flyin’ bird way up in the sky
And I wonder does she look down as she flies on by
just floatin’ so free and easy in the sky
But look at me here
I’m just rooted like a tree here
I got them sit down, can’t fly
Oh, lord I'm gonna die blues
Sun comes along and she lights up the day
And when she gets tired she flies along on her way
From the East to the West she goes down every day
Written by Billy Edd Wheeler, this is a folk song performed by
“The Company” in 1964. Stephen Stills was the lead singer.
The song is about freedom, life and death. The Americana
arrangement is based on “The Squires’” 1964 version.

But look at me here
I’m just rooted like a tree here
I got them sit down, can’t fly
Oh, lord I’m gonna die blues
I once knew a man. He worked in a mine
Well he never saw the sun but then he never stopped tryin’
And then one day that old man he up and died
He up and he died
yeah he up and he died
Well he wanted to fly
And the only way to fly was to die
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(Traditional; Arrangement: Neil Young)

She’ll be coming ’round the mountain when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be coming ’round the mountain when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be coming ’round the mountain, She'll be coming ’round the mountain,
She’ll be coming ’round the mountain when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be drivin’ six white horses when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be drivin’ six white horses when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be drivin’ six white horses, She’ll be drivin’ six white horses,
She’ll be drivin’ six white horses when she comes, (when she comes).
We’ll all come out to meet her when she comes,
We’ll all come out to meet her when she comes,
We’ll all come out to meet her, We’ll all come out to meet her,
We’ll all come out to meet her when she comes,
Written in the 1800s based on an old Negro spiritual, this song refers to the second
coming of Jesus and “she” is the chariot Jesus is coming on. Some interpret this as
the end of the world. Others have said that “she” refers to union organizer Mary
Harris “Mother” Jones going to promote formation of labor unions in the Appalachian
coal mining camps. The Americana arrangement continues the folk process with a
new melody, a new title and a combination of lyric sources.

We will kill the old red rooster when she comes, (when she comes).
We will kill the old red rooster when she comes, (when she comes).
We will kill the old red rooster, We will kill the old red rooster,
We will kill the old red rooster when she comes, (when she comes).
She will bring us to the portals when she comes (when she comes).
She will bring us to the portals when she comes (when she comes).
She will bring us to the portals, She will bring us to the portals,
She will bring us to the portals when she comes (when she comes).
We’ll all sing “Hallelujah” when she comes, (when she comes).
We’ll all sing “Hallelujah” when she comes, (when she comes).
We’ll all sing “Hallelujah,” We'll all sing “Hallelujah”
We’ll all sing “Hallelujah” when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be coming ’round the mountain when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be coming ’round the mountain when she comes, (when she comes).
She’ll be coming ’round the mountain, She'll be coming ’round the mountain,
She’ll be coming ’round the mountain when she comes, (when she comes).
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(Woody Guthrie)

This land is your land, this land is my land
From California to the New York Island
From the Redwood Forest to the Gulf Stream waters
This land was made for you and me.

This folk song was written by Woody Guthrie in the 1940s to
a pre-existing melody as a response to “God Bless America”
which Guthrie was tired of hearing. The lyrics Guthrie sang
varied over time, but the lyrics sung in the Americana version
were in the original manuscript of the song.

As I went walking I saw a sign there
And on the sign it said “No Trespassing.”
But on the other side it didn’t say nothing,
That side was made for you and me.
In the shadow of the steeple, I saw my people;
By the relief office, I’d seen my people.
As they stood there hungry, I stood there asking,
Is this land made for you and me?
Nobody living can ever stop me,
As I go walking that freedom highway;
Nobody living can ever make me turn back
This land was made for you and me.
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(Traditional: Arrangement: Burl Ives)

This 19th century folk song is about a soul traveling
through life, perhaps envisioning the end approaching.
The Americana arrangement is influenced by the Burl
Ives 1944 recording, with the same words and melody.

I’m just a poor wayfaring stranger
I’m traveling through this world of woe
Yet there’s no sickness, toil nor danger
In that bright land to which I go
I’m going there to see my father
I’m going there no more to roam
I’m only going over Jordan
I’m only going over home
I know dark clouds will gather ’round me
I know my way is rough and steep
Yet golden fields lie just before me
Where God’s redeemed shall ever sleep
I’m going there to see my mother
She said she’d meet me when I come
I’m only going over Jordan
I’m only going over home

(Thomas Augustine Arne; Medley Arrangement: Neil Young)

Long May She Reign
God Save the Queen
God save our gracious Queen
Long live our noble Queen
God save the Queen
Send her victorious
Happy and glorious
Long to reign over us
God Save the Queen
Long May She Reign
Written in the 18th century with possible melodic roots in the
17th century, this anthem has been sung throughout the
British Commonwealth and may have been sung in North
America before the American Revolution and Declaration of
Independence in 1776, which rejected British sovereignty.
The Americana arrangement draws from the original melody
and changes some melody and lyrics in the folk process, also
adding lyrics of the same melody taken from “My Country ’Tis
of Thee,” in recognition of the war of Independence and
America’s transition to freedom.

O Lord and God arise
Scatter her enemies
And make them fall
Confound their politics
Frustrate their empty tricks
On Thee our hopes we fix
God Save the Queen
Long May She Reign
God Save the Queen
My country ’tis of thee
Sweet home of Liberty
Of thee I sing.
Land where my fathers died;
Land of the pilgrim’s pride;
From every mountainside,
Let freedom ring!
Let freedom ring!
Let freedom ring!
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The photograph of Geronimo driving a car on the last page of the April
2004 issue of American History was actually taken on June 11, 1905, at
the Miller brothers’ 101 Ranch, located southwest of Ponca City, OK. The
car is a Locomobile, and the Indian in full headdress to Geronimo’s left is
Edward Le Clair Sr., a Ponca Indian. Geronimo so admired Le Clair’s beaded
vest that it was presented to him later in the day. When Geronimo died in
1909, he was buried in the vest. The photograph was taken during a
special 101 Ranch show for the U.S. press. Thousands of newspaper
editors and reporters flocked to it. Artist Tom Wilkes impressed modern
photographs of Neil Young, Ralph Molina, Billy Talbot and Poncho
Sampedro over the faces in the original photograph in 1975 for an album
cover. Never used as a cover at that time, the art was rescued from a 2010
warehouse fire, and now has been used to create the Americana cover.
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Crazy Horse did not like white men because they
encroached upon his beloved wide-open prairie. He
detested their developments that chased away the
buffalo his people depended on for food and clothing.
When the cold came roaring down the Plains, the
buffalo faced those raging winds with its head into the
white storm, as if it were cleaning itself from hardship
and discomfort. Those were the same winds blowing
against Crazy Horse’s face as the footprints of white
men stamped more and more across the land.

