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Richard Rive

Where the rainbow ends

There’s going to be a place, brother,

Where the world can sing all sorts of songs,
And we’re going to sing together, brother,
You and I, though you’re white and I’'m not.
It’s going to be a sad song, brother,
Because we don’t know the tune,

And it’s a difficult tune to learn.

But we can learn, brother, you and I.
There’s no such tune as a black tune.
There’s no such tune as a white tune.
There’s only music, brother,

And it’s music we’re going to sing

Where the rainbow ends.

Adapted from Autobiographies and Memoirs Student Guide pg. 197
Taken from The world Anthology by Robert R. Potter and Roger B. Goodman, Globe Book Company, Inc. 1983.
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