
Mu 101 

Spring 2018 

1 
 

What can Mu 101 do for you? 
 

Writing skills 

 

Reading skills 

 

Become more comfortable and confident in expressing your ideas 

 

Good information 

 

Become knowledgeable in more than one subject. It’s important to know a little bit about 

everything. 

 

One day, let’s say you’re at a business dinner, you can have things to talk about. 

 

Be able to have sophisticated conversations 

 

Mental health, well-being, calm 

 

Teaches students to be disciplined and to focus on a bigger picture 

 

Music is all around us and you can have a better feeling of what it entails 

 

Music branches off and touches a plethora of topics. It gives you skills that can be 

applied to other subjects or aspects of your life. 

 

Become more open-minded 

 

View the world in new ways or think outside the box 

 

Forces you to think more critically 

 

Develops better listening skills and attention to detail 

 

Knowing what you’re listening to better improves your listening experience  

 

Makes you focuses more overall as people 

 

Learn about ourselves 

 

Learn about others and other cultures 

 

Learn stories about musicians that encourage you to never give up 

 

Makes you feel empowered, creative, and open doors 
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Unwritten Music – texts and translations 
 

“Bebi Notsa” 

Language: Creek 

Performed by Margaret, recorded by Willard Rhodes (1943, Kansas) 

 
Bebi notsa, notsa, notsa. 

Lutsa hopop kahn, ai yang si 

Buksin no thla thla ga his makito ai yang si 

Bebi notsa, notsa, notsda, 

Lutsa hopo kahn, ai yang si 

Buksin no thla thla ga his makito ai yang si  

Bebi notsa. 

Baby, sleep, sleep sleep. 

Father has gone to find turtle shells 

He said he’ll come back tomorrow. 

Baby, sleep, sleep sleep. 

Father has gone to find turtle shells 

He said he’ll come back tomorrow. 

Baby, sleep. 

  

“A la nana” 

Language: Ladino 

Voice (Cameron Cano, mezzo-soprano) and qanun 

 
A la nana y a la buba  

se durma la kriatura  

el Dio grand eke los guarde  

a los ninyos de los males 

The lullaby and the grandmother 

The child now sleeps 

Oh great God, protect them 

All the children from evil. 

 

“Sea Lion Woman” 

Performed by Christine and Katherine Shipp, recorded by Herbert Halpert (1939, 

Mississippi) 

 
Sea lion woman (sea-la) 

She drinks coffee (sea-la) 

She drink tea (sea-la) 

In the candle light (sea-la) 

Way down yonder (sea-la) 

‘Hind a log (sea-la) 

And the rooster crowed (sea-la) 

And the gander lied (sea-la) 

 

“Shortenin’ Bread” 

Performed by Ora Dell Graham and fellow schoolchildren, recorded by John Avery 

Lomax (1940, Mississippi) 

 
I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Mama love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Papa love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Everybody love (Shortenin’ bread) 

 

Two little babies layin’ in the bed, 

One plays sick an’ the other’n play 

dead. 

I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Ev’ry since my dog’s been dead, 

Hogs been rootin’ my ‘tater bed 

 

I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Mama love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Papa love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Everybody love (Shortenin’ bread) 

 

Old Aunt Dinah sick in the bed, 

Sent for the doctor, doctor said, 

“All she need’s some shortnenin’ bread.” 
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I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

I do love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Mama love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Papa love (Shortenin’ bread) 

Everybody love (Shortenin’ bread) 

 

John Avery Lomax, in 1933, on why he chose to make a series of recordings at Parchman 

Farm State Penitentiary: “My son [Alan] and I conceived the idea this summer that the 

best way to get real Negro singing in the Negro idiom and the music also in Negro idiom 

was to find the Negro who had had the least contact with the whites. And so we loaded 

up a recording instrument in our Ford car and visited remote lumber camps; great cotton 

plantations where the Negroes were in proportion to the whites is 25 or 100 to one; and 

certain prison camps in four of the southern states. We were right in our theory I think 

because—especially in the prison camps—we found the Negroes completely isolated 

from the whites. They lived in separate dormitories, they ate together, they had no 

contacts with the whites whatever except with their guards and then in purely official 

relations. So the songs that these men sang for us, many of the men having been in the 

penitentiary all the way from 10 to 50 years, we think were as largely as possible 

removed from the influence of white speech and white singing.” 

 

Alan Lomax, 1948: “In the southern penitentiary system, where the object was to get the 

most out of the land, the labor force was driven hard. The men rose in the black hours of 

morning and ran all the way to the field, sometimes a distance of several miles, with their 

guards galloping along behind them on horseback. The swiftest workers headed each 

gang and others were compelled to keep pace with him. Anyone who did not keep up or 

who rebelled was subject to severe punishment. I saw men who had worked so long and 

hard that their feet had turned into masses of pulpy bones. I heard everywhere of men 

working till they dropped dead or burnt out with sunstroke... ‘Knocking a joe’ or self-

mutilation was one way out. The sight of a one-legged or one-armed man who had 

chopped his own foot or hand off with an axe was a common one. 

 “Every Southern Negro knew, at least by hearsay, what going down the river 

(going to the pen) was like, and it was in good part the shadow of this penal system 

which kept the rural Negro in a state of outward subservience over all the years since 

Reconstruction.” 

 

“No More, My Lord” 

Performed by Jimpson, recorded by Alan Lomax (1947, Mississippi) 

 
No more, my Lord, 

No more, my Lord, 

Lord, I'll never turn back no more. 

 

I found in Him a resting place, 

And He have made me glad. 

 

No more, my Lord, 

No more, my Lord, 

Lord, I'll never turn back no more. 

 

Jesus, the Man I am looking for, 

Can you tell me where He's gone? 

 

No more, my Lord, 

No more, my Lord, 

Lord, I'll never turn back no more. 

 

Go down, go down, among flower yard, 

And perhaps you may find Him there. 
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“Rosie” 

Performed by C.B. and work group, recorded by Alan Lomax (1947, Mississippi) 

 
Be my woman, gal I’ll (Be your man) 

Be my woman, gal I’ll (Be your man) 

Be my woman, gal I’ll (Be your man) 

Everyday’s Sunday dollar (In your hand) 

In your hand, Lordy (In your hand) 

Everyday’s Sunday dollar (In your hand) 

 

Stick to the promise girl that (You made me) 

Stick to the promise girl that (You made me) 

Stick to the promise girl that (You made me) 

Won’t got married til’ uh (I go free) 

I go free, Lordy (I go free) 

Won’t got married til’ uh (I go free) 

 

Whoa, Rosie (Hold on, gal) 

Whoa, Rosie (Hold on, gal) 

 

When she walks she reel and (Rocks behind) 

When she walks she reel and (Rocks behind) 

Ain’t that enough to worry (Convict’s mind) 

Ain’t that enough to worry (Convict’s mind) 

 

Whoa, Rosie (Hold on, gal) 

Whoa, Rosie (Hold on, gal) 

 

Be my woman, gal I’ll (Be your man) 

Be my woman, gal I’ll (Be your man) 

Be my woman, gal I’ll (Be your man) 

Everyday’s Sunday dollar (In your hand) 

 

Whoa Rosie (Hold on, gal) 

Whoa Rosie (Hold on, gal) 

Whoa Rosie (Hold on, gal) 

 

And she walks she reel and (Rocks behind) 

When she walks she reel and (Rocks behind) 

Ain’t that enough to worry (Convict’s mind)

 

Robert Johnson (1911-37), Cross Roads Blues, take 1 (recorded 1936) 

 
I went to the crossroads, fell down on my knees. 

I went to the crossroads, fell down on my knees. 

Asked the Lord above, “Have mercy, now save poor Bob if you please.” 

 

Yeoo, standin’ at the crossroads, tried to flag a ride. 

Ooo eee, I tried to flag a ride. 
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Didn’t nobody seem to know me, babe, everybody passed me by. 

 

Standin’ at the crossroads, baby, risin’ sun goin’ down,  

Standin’ at the crossroads, baby, eee, ee, risin’ sun goin’ down, 

I believe to my soul, now, poor Bob is sinkin’ down. 

 

You can run, you can run, tell my friend Willie Brown 

You can run, you can run, tell my friend Willie Brown 

That I got the crossroads blues this mornin’, Lord, babe, I’m sinkin’ down. 

 

And I went to the crossroads, mama, I looked east and west 

I went to the crossroads, baby, I looked east and west, 

Lord, I didn’t have no sweet woman, ooh well, babe, in my distress. 

 

Charles Ives, Piano Sonata No. 2 “Concord, Mass. 1840-60”, III. The Alcotts (1919, rev. 

1947) 

 

From Essays Before a Sonata, “The Alcotts” (pub. 1961): 

Concord village itself reminds one of that common virtue lying at the height and 

root of all the Concord divinities. As one walks down the broad-arched street—passing 

the white house of [Ralph Waldo] Emerson [1803-82], ascetic guard of a former 

prophetic beauty—he comes presently beneath the old elms overspreading the Alcott 

house. It seems to stand as a kind of homely but beautiful witness of Concord’s common 

virtue—it seems to bear a consciousness that its past is living, that the “mosses of the Old 

Manse” and the hickories of Walden [a pond in Massachusetts where Henry David 

Thoreau, 1817-62, had a cabin and wrote] are not far away. Here is the home of the 

“Marches”—all pervaded with the trials and happiness of the family, and telling, in a 

simple way, the story of “the richness of not having.” Within the house, on every side, lie 

remembrances of what imagination can do for the better amusement of fortunate children 

who have to do for themselves—much-needed lessons in these days of automatic, ready-

made, easy entertainment which deaden rather than stimulate the creative faculty. And 

there sits the little old spinet piano Sophia Thoreau gave to the Alcott children, on which 

Beth played the old Scotch airs, and played at the Fifth Symphony [by Beethoven]. 

There is a commonplace beauty about “Orchard House”—a kind of spiritual 

sturdiness underlying its quaint picturesqueness—a kind of common triad of the New 

England homestead, whose overtones tell us that there must have been something 

aesthetic fibered in the Puritan severity—the self-sacrificing part of the ideal—a value 

that seems to stir a deeper feeling, a stronger sense of being nearer some perfect truth 

than a Gothic cathedral or an Etruscan villa. All around you, under the Concord sky, there 

still floats the influence of that human-faith-melody—transcendent and sentimental 

enough for the enthusiast or the cynic, respectively—reflecting an innate hope, a common 

interest in common things and common men—a tune the Concord bards are ever playing 

while they pound away at the immensities with a Beethoven-like sublimity, and with, 

may we say, a vehemence and perseverance, for that part of greatness is not so difficult to 

emulate. 

We dare not attempt to follow the philosophic raptures of Bronson Alcott [1799-

1888]—unless you will assume that his apotheosis will show how “practical” his vision 
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in this world would be in the next. And so we won’t try to reconcile the music sketch of 

the Alcotts with much besides the memory of the home under the elms—the Scotch songs 

and the family hymns that were sung at the end of each day—though there may be an 

attempt to catch something of that common sentiment which we have tried to suggest 

above—a strength of hope that never gives way to despair—a conviction in the power of 

the common soul which, when all is said and done, may be as typical as any theme of 

Concord and its Transcendentalists [a group of philosophers based in the eastern US, 

1820s-30s, whose thinking was grounded in the inherent goodness of people and nature]. 


