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THE PREAMBLE
Of the I nd ustria ! \ \"0 r k n :- of th e W o rld

. , . •
Th e working class a r(d ti ll' l'JhpJoyin g class have noth ­

m g I1l commo n. There ("~ ~ I he dO peace- $0 lo ne as hunn e r
a n d wa nt a rt" found a mon g a u tl i1m s o f wo rkin g p eople an d
the few. w ho make UJl tilt t'mNo)' i n~ cl a ss , ha ve a ll :t hc
good things of life.

Between these two da~s(" :- :t s t ruJ:'~ 1 e must go 011 un til
- t he worker!' o f t hc- wor-ld o r a a n iae a s a cia !'!', take poe-sev­

sion o f t he eart h an d t ~ m a ch ine rv o f producti o n, a nd
aboli sh the wage sy stem. .

\\'c find tha t t he ce nte r -i n c of ma nacemcn t o i tbc in ­
dust r ies into fe wer a nd few er han d - ma kes t il t: trad e unio ns
u na b le to COpt' w it h tilt' C ' c r c rowi nc po wer oi t he vnr ­
ploying class. T he trad e un ion ." Io..t c r a stu te o j a ffa i r!"
whi ch allow!' one -et of worker s to he pitt ed acaiu sr ,\1 ) ­

other se t o f work er -s ill th e Sam e in dust ry, t he rvby hell ,in g
defeat o ne anot he r in wage wars. M OTeOyeT. t h e tr adc
unions aid th e ern p lo vinc c la s... t o m is- lead th e work e r-s
into the belie! th at tilt· wo rki ng cia ..... have in te re sts in
common with their em p loyers. '.

These conditions ca n be chnngcd a nd the in t er est of
the working cl a ss u phel d o nly by an or g-an iza tion f OTJl1 (' d

in such a way tha t a ll it s membe rs in a 11\' on e ind ust r v.
.~ in all industr ies if necr-s sa rv. ce as e work whcn eY('r·' il

: ~~ .o r lockout is O tt in an); department thereof, t hn s
..III8t!ng an injury to one an injury to a ll.

I nstead of th e co nservative motto, " A fair dav'~ w:t~ (· .

fo r a fair day's work:' we must inscr- ibe o n o ur bann er the
A.~Y~nary watchword, "Abolition o f the wa ge sy st em: "
'....J1t~ .the historic mi ssion o f the working cla ss to on
~~h capita lism, T he army of p roduction must he
tf'~e.d . not on ly for th e every-day s trusrc le with ca p­
j~ists. but also to carryon production when capitalis m
'5 ove rthrown. By or ga nia ing indust riall y

mitrgo t he structure o f th e new socierv wi t hin
~s~~YoM. .
-,~~ .,-e;;;::.;--t o: ~. . <. • JIll
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JOE HILL

Murdered by the Authorities of the State of Utah,
November the 19th, 1915

e High head and ba ck unbending-fearless and
Into the night unending; why was it you?

true,

Heart that was quick with so ng, torn with th eir lead ;
Life tha t was young a nd st ro ng, shattered a nd dead.

Singer of manly songs, laughter and tears ;
Singer of L abor 's w rongs. joys, hopes an d f ears.

Thou gh you were one of us , what coul d we do ?
J oe. there were none of us needed like you.

We ga ve , however small, what L if e could give;
w e would have given all that you might live.

.
Your death you hel d as naught, s la nder a nd shame;
'We from the very thought shrank as from flam e.

Each of us held his breath, tense with despair,
You, who were close to Death, seemed no t to care.

White-handed loathsome power, knowing no pause,
Sinking in labor's flower, murderous cla ws ;

Boastful, with leering eyes, blood-dr ipping jaws
Accu rs t be the cowardice hidden in laws!

Utah has drained your blood; white hands are wet ;
We of the " surging flood " NEVER FORGET!

Our songster! have your laws now had their fill ?
Know, ye, his songs a nd cause ye ca nnot kill ?

Hlgb head and back unbendlng-"rebel true blue,"
Into the night unending ; wby was It you ?

RALPH CHAPLIN• •
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WORKERS OF THE WORLD, AWAKENI
By Joe Hill

Workers of the world, awaken!
Break your chains, demand your rights.

All the wealth you make is taken •
By exploiting parasites.

Shall you kneel in deep submission
F rom your cradles to your graves ?

Is the height of your a mbItIon
To be good and w ill ing alaves ?

CHORUS :
Arise, ye pri soners of s tarvation !
Fight for your own emanci pation;
Arise, ye s laves of every nation.

In One Union grand.
OUf littl e ones for bread are crying,
And millions are from hunger dying;
Tbe end the means is justifying,

'Tis the final stsnd.

If the workers take a notion ,
They can stop all speeding trains ;

Every ship upon the ocean
They can tie with mighty cha ins.

Every wheel in the crea tio n.
Every mine and every mill,

F'leets and armies of the nation ,
Will at their command stand s till.

Join the union, fell ow workers,
!\len and women, s ide by side ;.

we will crush the gree dy shirke rs
Li ke a sweeping, surging tide ;

For united we are s tanding,
But divided we will fall ;

Let th is be our understanding­
"All for one and one for all."

Workers of the world, awaken!
Rise In all your splendid might;

Take the wealth that you are making,
It belongs to you by right.

1
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No one will for bread be cr ying,

we'H have Ireedom, love and hea lth.
when the grand red flag is flying

In the workers' Commonwealth .

THE RED F L AG

By James Connell

Th e wort us' flag is de epest r ed ,
It shrouded oft our martyred -dead ;
And ere th eir limbs grew st iff and cold
Th eir llfe-blood dyed its every luld .

CHOR US:

Th en raise the scar let st an da r d high;
Beneath Its folds we'll live an d die,
Though cowards flinch and tra itors sneer .
We'll k eep the red flag flylng here,

Look 'round, the Frenchman loves its blaze,
The sturdy German chants its pr a ise ;
In Moscow 's vaults its hymns are sung,
Ch icago swells its surging song.

It waved above our in fa nt might
When all ahead seemed dark as nigh t ;
It witnessed many a deed and vow,
we will not ch ange its color now.

It suits today the meek and base,
whose minds are fixed on pelf and place;
To cringe beneath the rich man's frown,
And ha ul that sacred emblem down .

Wtth heads uncovered , swear we all .
To bear it on ward ti lJ we fall ;
Come dungeons da rk, or 'ga llows gr im,
This song shall be our parting hy mn !

2



THE INTERNATIONALE
By Eugene Pottier

(Translated by Cbarles H. Kerr. )

Arise, ye prisoners of starvation!
Arise, ye wretched of the earth,

For justice thunders condemnati on,
A better world's In birth.

No more tradition's chains shall bind us,
Arise, ye slaves; no more in thrall!

The earth shall rise on new foundations.
We have been naught. we shall be all.

REFRAIN

'Tis the final conflict,
Let each stand in his place,

The In dustrial Union
Shall be the human race. -

We want no condescending saviors,
To rul e us from a judgment hall;

We workers nak not for their favors;
Let us consult for all.

To make the thief disgorge hi s booty
To free the s pirit from its celI,

We must ourselves decide our duty,
We must decide and do it well.

The law oppresses us and tricks us.
Wage systems drain our blood;

The rich are free from obligations,
The laws the poor delude.

Too long we've languished in subjectio n,
Equality has other laws;

"No rights:' says she, "without th eir duties,
No claims on equ als without cause ."

Behold them seate d in their glory,
The kings of mine and rail and Boil!

What have you read .In all their story,
But how they plundered toll?

3
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Fruits of the workers' toil are buried
In the strong coffers of a few ;

In working for their restitution
The men wifI only ask their due.

e Toilers from sho ps and fields united,
The union we of all who work ;

The earth belongs to us, the workers ,
No room here for the shirk.

How many on our flesh have fattened!
But if the noisome birds of prey

Shall vanish from the sky some morning,
The blessed su n ligh t s t ill wll) s tay.

THE BANNER OF LABOR
(Tune : "T he Star S pangl ed Banner")

Db, say, can you hear, coming near and more near,
The call now resounding : "Come all ye who labor?"
The Industrial band, throughout a ll the land
Bid toilers, remember each toiler his neighbor.
Come, workers, unite ! 'Us Humanity 's fight.
We call , you come forth in your manhood and might.

CH ORUS
And the BANNE R OF LABOR will surely soon wave

O'er the land that is free from the master and slave.
And the BANNER OF L ABOR will surely soon wave

O'er the land that is free from the master and slave.

The blood and the lives of children and wives
Are ground into dollars for parasites ' pleas ure ;
The children now slave , till they sink in the ir grave-r­
That robbers may fatten and add to their treasure.
Will you idly s it by, unheed ing their cry?
Arise ! Be ye men ! See, the battle draws nigh !

Long, long h as the spofl of labor and t oll
Been wrung from the workers by parasite classes;
While Poverty gaunt, Desol ation and Want
Have dwelt in the bowels of earth's toiling masses.
Through bloodsh ed and tears, our day star appears.
INDUSTRIAL UN ION, the wage slave now cheers.

4
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THE WORKERS' MARSE-ILLAISE

Ye sons of toil. a wake 'to glory!
H ark , ha rk, what myriads bid you rise;

Your children, wives a nd grands rres hoa ry­
Behold their tear s and heal their crtes t
Behold th ei r t ears a nd h ear th eir cries!

Shall hateful tyrants misch ief breeding,
w ith hir eling hosts, a ruffian b an d­
Affr igbt a n d desolate the land,

Whil e peace a nd liberty li e bleeding ?.
CHORUS

T o arms! to arms! ye brave!
Th ' a ve nging swor d unsheat he!

Ma rch on, march on, a ll hear ts resolved
On Victory or Death.

\ Vitb luxury and p r ide s urrou nd ed,
T he vile, insatiate despots dare,

Thei r thi rs t fo r go ld a nd power unboun ded
To m ete and vend the ligh t and air,
'T u m ete and vend , the light and air,

L ik e beasts of burden, wou ld they load u s,
L ike gods would bid thei r slaves adore.
But Man is Man. and who is more?

Then shall they longer lash and goad us?

0 , L iber ty ! ca n man res ig n thee ?
Once havtn g felt thy genero us flame,

Can dungeon's bolts and bars confine thee ?
Or whips, thy noble spirit tame?
Or whips, th y no ble spirit tame?

T oo long the wor ld has wept bewa iling,
That Falsehood's dagger tyrants wield;
But Freedom is our swo rd and sh ield:

And all . thei r arts are unavailing!

•

You starving member of the unemployed. ~rhy starve ?
We have produced enough. T he warehouses are over­
flowi ng with t he th inga we need. WHY STARVE?

5
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SHOULD I EVER BE A SOLDIER

By Joe Hill

( T une: "Colleen Bawn")

We're spe nd ing bill ions ever y year
For guns a nd ammunition,

"Ou r Army" a nd "OUf Navy" dear,
To keep in good condition;

whtle millions live in misery
An d millions di ed before us.

Don't si ng "M y Count r y . 'Us of thee,"
But s ing this little ch or us.

CHORUS

Should I eve r be a soldi er,
'Nea th the Red Flag I would fight;

Should the gun I ever shoulde r ,
It's to crus h the tyrant's might.

Join the a r my of the toilers,
Men and women faU in line,

Wage slaves of the world! Arouse!
Do your duty for the cause ,

For Land and Liberty.

"An d many a malden, pure and fair,
Her love and pride must offer

On Mammon's altar in despair,
To fill th e master 's coffer,

The gold tha t pays the mighty fleet,
From tender youth he squeezes.

WhlIe brawny men must walk the s t reet
An d fa ce the wtntry breezes.

Why do they mount their gatIlng gun
A thousand mUes from ocean,

Where hostile fleet could never run-e­
Ain't that a funny notion?

If you don't know the reason why
Just strike for better wages,

And then, my friends-if you don't die­
You'U s ing this song for a ges .

6
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HARVEST WAR SONG
By Pat Brennan

(Tune : "Tipperary")

w e are com ing home, John Farmer; we a re coming
to stay.

For n igh on fifty ye ar s or more, we've ga thered up
hay.

We have s lept ou t in your hayflelds, we have heard your
morning shout; .

We 've heard you wondering where in hell 's them pesky
go-abonts?

CHORUS
It's a long way, now understand me ; it' s a long wa y to

to wn ;
It 's a long way ac ross the prairie, and to hell with Farmer

John.
Up goes machine or wages, and the hours must come

down;
For we're out for a winter's stake this summer. and we

want no scabs around.

Y ou 've paid the go ing wages, t hat's what kept us on the
bum,

You say you've done your duty. you ch in-whiskered Bon
of a gun. ,

We have sent your kids t o college, but sti ll you must rave
and shout,

And call us tramps and hoboes. and pesky go-abouts,

Bu t now t he wi ntry breezes are a-shaking our poor frames.
And the long drawn days of hunger try to drive us hoes

in sane.
It Is dr ivi ng us ' to action- we are organized today ;
Us pesky tramps and hoboes a re coming back to stay.

Ev er)" worker should have an ambition to live to be a
heal thy 'old man or woman a nd bear th e whistle blow for
th e bosses to go to work.

7



WHAT WE WANT
By Jo~ lIllI

(Tune : "Rainbow")

e}Ve want all the workers in the world to organize
Wlnto a great big union grand

And wh en wa .au unite d stand
The world for workers we'Jl demand
If the working cla ss could. only see and realize
What migh ty power labor has
Then the exploiting ma ster class
It would Boon fade away.

CHORUS

Come all ye toilers that work for wages,
Come from every land,
Join the fighting band,
In one ' un ion grand .

Then for the workers we'll make upon this earth a para­
dise .

When the slaves get wise and organize.

.We want the sailor a nd the tailor and the lu mberjacks,
And all the cooks and laundry gfr js ,
We want the guy that dives for pearls,
The pretty maid that's m aking curls,
And th e baker and staker and the ch tm neyeweap
We want the man that's slinging b ash,
The child that works for little cash
In one union gra nd.

We want the tinner and the sk inner a nd the cha mber maid,
We want the man that spikes on soles,
We want the man that's dtggtng holes,
We want the man tha t's clfmblng poles,
And the trucker and the mucker a nd the hired man
And all the factory gi r ls and cler ks,
Yes, we want every one that works,
In one union grand.

8 -
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WORKINGMEN, UNITE I
By E.' S. Nelson

(Tune: "Red Wing.")

Conditions they are bad,
And some of you are sad; e
You cannot see your enemy.
The class that lives in luxury,­
You workingmen are poor.­
Wlll be forevermore.,.
As long as you permtt the few
To goide your destiny.

Shall we still be slaves and work for wages?
It Is outrageous-has been for ages;
This earth by ri ght belongs to toilers.
And not to spoilers of liberty:

The master class is small,
But they have lots of "gall."
When we unite to gain our right,
If they they resist we 'll use our might;
There Is no middle ground
This fight must be one round
To victory. for liberty.
Our class is marching on!

Workingmen, unite!
We must put up a fight,
To make us free from slavery
And capitalistic tyranny;
This fight Is not in vain,
We've got a world to gain.
Wlll you be a fool, a capitalist tool,
And serve your enemy?

Our Country? The country of millions of hunted. home­
less, hungry slaves ! The country of Colorado, Louisiana.
Texaa, Michigan, Pennsylvania, West Virginia and all the
other innumerable scenes of labor's shambles? Not OUR
country.

9
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SCISSOR BILL

B)' J oe Hill
(Tune : "Steamboa t Bill" )

You may ramble 'round the country anywhere you wID,
'You'll always run across the same old Scissor Bill.

8!!e's foun d upon the desert. he is on the hill.
He's found in every mining camp and lumber mUI.
He looks just like a human, he can eat and walk, .
But you will find he isn't. when he starts to talk.
He'll say, "This Is my country," with an honest fa ce,
While all th e cops they ch ase him out of every place.

CH ORUS
Scissor Bill, he Is a little dippy,
Scissor Bill, he has a funny face.
Scissor Bill should drown In Mississippi .
He Is the mi ssing Ilnk that Darwin tried to trace.

And Scissor Bill , he couldn' t li ve without the booze,
He sits around all day and spi ts tobacco ju lee.
He takes a deck of ca rds a nd tries to bea t the Chin k!
Yes , Bill would be a smar t gu y if he only could think,
Ami SciSSOl' Bi ll, he says : "This country must be freed
From Ni ggers, Japs and Dutchm en and the gol durn Swede."
He says that every cop would be a native son
If It wasn't for the Irishman, the sonna fur gun.

CH OR US
Scissor Bill. the "foreig ners" is cuse fn":
Scissor Bill, he says: "I hat e a Coon";
Scissor Bill Is down on everybody
The Hottentots. the bushmen and the man In the moon.

Don 't try to talk your union dope to Scissor Bill,
He says he never organized and never will.
He always will be satisfied until he's dead,
With corree and a doughnut and a lousy old bed.
And Bill, he says he gets rewarded thousand fold,
When he gets up to Heaven on the streets of !!Old.
But I don't care who knows It, and right h ere I'll tell,
If Scissor Bill is goin' to Heaven, I'll go to Hell.

CHORUS
Scissor BlII, h e wouldn't join the union,
Scissor Bill, he says , "Not me, by Heck!"
Scissor Bill gets his reward in Heav en,
Oh! sure. He'll get It, but he'll get In the neck.

10
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A DREAM
- By Richard Brazier

(Tune: "The Holy City")

One day as I lay dreaming, this vision came to me: •
I saw an army streaming, singing of liberty;
I marked these toilers passing by. I listened to their cry.
It was a triumphaut anthem-an anthem filled with joy;
It was a triumphant anthem-an anthem filled with joy_

CHORUS
One union, industrial union ;

\Vorkers of 'the world unite,
To make us free from slavery

And gain each man his right.

I saw the ruling classes watching this grand array
Of marching, toiling masses passing on their way; .-
With pallid cheeks and trembling limbs they gazed upon

this throng,
And eve r as they marched along the workers sang the

song;
And eve r as they marched along the workers sang the

song :
CHORUS

Methought I heard th e workers call to that ruling band­
. Come into our ranks, ye shirkers, for we now rule this land.
Work or starve, the workers said, for you must earn your

bread.
Then mto their ranks came the masters and joined the

workers' song;
Then into their ranks came the masters and joined the

workers' song.

All work ers, "The Army of Production':' in One Big
Union, regardless of age. creed. color or sex. is invincible.

Labor Is entitled to all it produces . An injury to one
Is an Injury to all .

11



THE TRAMP
By Joe Hill

(Tune : " Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys Are Marching")
It you all will shut your trap,

•
I will tell you 'bout a chap,
That was broke and up against it, too, for fair;
He was not the kind that sh irk ,
He wa s looking hard for work.
But he heard the flame old story everywhere.

CHORUS
Tramp, tramp. tramp. keep on a-tramping;
Nothing doing here for you ;
It I catch y-ou 'round again,
You will wear the ball and chain,
Keep on tramping, that's the ·best thing you can do.

He walked up and down the stree t,
'Till the shoes fell orr hi s feet.
In a house he spied a lady cooking stew,
And he said, "How do you do,
May I chop some wood for you ?"
What the lady told him made him feel so blue.

CHORUS
'Cross the street a s ign he read,
"Work for Jesu s," so it sa id,
And he said, "Here is my chance, I'll surely try,"
And he kneeled upon the floor,
'Till his kn ees got rather sore,
But at eating-time he heard the preacher cry-

CHORUS
Down the street he met a cop,
And the copper made him stop,
And he asked hIm, "When di d you blow Into town?
Come with me up to the judge".'
But the judge he said, "Oh fudge,
Bums that have no money needn't come around."

CHORUS
Finally cam e that happy day
When hIs life did pass away,
He was sure he'd go to beaven when be died,
When he reached Ihe pearly gate,
Santa Peter, mean old skate ,
Slammed tne gate right in hi s fa ce and loudly cried:

12
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• WE COME
(Air : "Toreador Song")

Workers, the World!
The Masters call In vain.
Though ground down pitiless,
We rjse again ;
And 10 the call of millions crying from the
\Ve shout our message to man-
And from the hearts of all the land
Comes loud and clear
The answering call.
"We Come."
Workers, be brave ;
Through ·nights of toil and pain,
Oppression and slavery.
Priest, gun and chain,
Law and the brfblngs of 3. cruel. despotic class,
We march and sing our refrain-
Singing hopes of a million slaves:
"Workers, unite
Unite."
Workers, be strong;
They offer bribes in va in ,
Promise and trick us,
Keep us enchained;
But to humanity's call we an swerin g come,
Chanting our far flung refrain-
And from the hearts of all the land
Comes loud and clear
The answer to us,
Workers, unite,
"We Come."
Workers, the 'World!
Though Mast ers call in vain,
Grind us down pitiless,
We'll rise again.
And to the call of mlIIlons crying from the depthll
We flIng our challenge for rlght-
And from the hearts of all the land
Comes loud and clear
The answering call,
"We Come!"

13
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THE P REACH ER AND THE SLAVE

By Joe H ill

(Tune : "Sweet Bye and Bye")

Long-ha ired preachers come out ever)' n ight,
Try to tell you what's wrong and wh at's right ;
But wh en asked how 'bout something to eat
Th ey wi ll a nswer with voices so s weet :

CHORUS

You wll1 ea t, bye and bye,
In that glor ious la nd above lhe. sky;
Work and pray, live on ha y, '
You'll get pie i n the sky when you die.

And the starvation arm)" they play,
An d they si ng and t hey clap and they pray.
Till they ge t a ll yo ur coin on the d r-UID,
Then they'll tell You when you're on the hUID :

Holy Roll ers and jumpers come out.
And they holl er, they jump and they shou t.
"Give your money to Jesus." they say.
"H,e wiil cure all diseases today: '

If you fight hard for chi ldren an d wife­
Try to ge t someth ing good in this li fe­
You're a sinner and bad man, they tell .
When you die you will sure go to he ll.

Worklngmen of all countries, unite.
Si de by side we for free do m will fight :
when the world and its wealth we hav e gained
To the grafters we'll sing this refrain :

LAST CHORUS

You will ea t, bye a nd bye,
\Vhen you've learn ed how to cook and to fry
Chop some wood , 'twill do yo u good ,
And you'll eat In lhe s weet bye and bye.
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THE\' ARE ALL FIGHTERS
}3y Richard Brazier

(Tune : " Sa n Antonio" )
'I'here is a bunch of honest workingmen :

They're known throughout the land .
They 've seen th e horrors of the bull-pen,

From Ma ine to the Rio Gr a nde.
'They've faced star vation. hunger, p rivation ;

Upon them the so ldiers 'Were hurled .
Their organization is known to the nation

As the Industrial Worke rs of the \Vorld .
T hen hail to this fighting band ! .
(lood luck to their union gran d !

CH ORUS
They're all fi gh t ers f rom the w or d go,

A nd to the master
They'Il bring di saster.

And if you 'Il join them
They'll let you [m ow

Just the r eason the boss must go.

They 've fa ced the Pinkertous an d Ga t ling gu ns
In defense of their natural rights ;

T hey pr oved them sel ves to be labor's so ns
In a ll of the workers ' fights ;

They have been hounded by power unbounded
Of capitalists throughout the la ud,

But aU are astounded, ou r foes are confounded
For we sti ll rem ain a union grand.

Then hail to this fighting band ~

Good luck to their union grand ~

You live on coffee and on doughnuts ;
The Boss lives on porterhouse steak.

You work ten hours a day and live in huts :
The Boss lives in the palace you make.

You face starva tion, hunger, privation ,
But the Boss Is a l wa ys well fed .

Though of low station, you 've buil t thi s nation­
Built It upon your dead.

Then when will you ever get wise;
when will you open your eyes ?
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THERE IS POWER IN A UNION

By J oe Hill

(T une: " There Is Power in the Blood")

Would .vou have fr eedom from wage slaver)",
Th en join in the grand Industrial hand ;

Would you from mi s'ry and hunger be free.
Then come ! Do your sha re. like a man.

CHORUS

There is POW'T, there is pow'r
In a band of workingmen .
Wh en they stand hand in Imnd,
That's a POW'T, that's a pow'r
That must r-ule in every land­
One Industr ial Union Grand.

would you have mansions of gold in the sky.
And live In a shack, way In the back?

Would you have wings up in heav en to fly.
And starve here with rags on your back?

If you've had " nuff" of " the blood of the la mb,"
Then join in the grand Industrial band ;

If, for a change, JOU would have eggs and bam ,
Then come. no your share, like a man.

If you like sluggers to beat off your head,
Then don't organize, all unions despise.

H )"Oll want nothing befo re you are dead.
Shake hand s with your boss and look wise.

Come, all ye workers , from ever y land,
Come, join in the grand Industr ial band,

Then we our share of th is earth shall demand.
Come on! Do your share, li ke a man.

"'Vb)' shou ld one man's belly be emp ty when ten men
can produce enough to feed a hundr ed?"
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TA-RA-RA B O MM D E-AY

By Joe Hili

I had a job once thr eshing wtieat, worked six teen hour.
with hand s and feet. ..

And when the moon was shining bright, they k ept me
working all th e night.

One m oonlight n ight, I ha te to tell, I "a cci dentally" slipped
an d feli .

My pitchfork went right in between some cog w heels of
that thresh-machine.

CHORUS

'I'a-ra-ra-boom-de-ay!
It made a noi se that way.
And wheels a nd holts a nd hay,
went flying every way.
That stingy rube said, "Well !
A thousand gone to hell."
But I dld sleep th a t night,
I n eed ed It a ll right.

Next day that sti ngy rube did say. "I'll bring my eggs to
town today ;

You grease my W 3 &011 u p, yo u mutt. and don' t for get to
screw the nut."

I greased hi s wagon all right , but I plumb for got to
screw the nut,

And when he s ta r ted on that trip, the wheel slipped off
and broke his hlp.

SECOND CHORUS

Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay!
It made a noise that way.
T hat rube was sure a sight,
And mad enough to fight ;
His whisk ers a nd his legs
Were fnll of scrambled eggs:
I told h Im, "Tha t's too had­
I'm feeling very sad."

17
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And then that farme r said, "You turk! I bet you are an
I-Won't Work."

He paid me off right there, By Gum! So I went home
and told my .ch um.

\~ext day wh en threshing did comme nce, my chum was
• Johnny on ' the fence;

And 'pon my word, that a wkward kid , he dropped hi s
pitchfork, llJ(e I did.

THIRD CHO RUS

Ta-ra-ra-boom-d e-ay!
It made a noise that wayt .

And part of that machine
Hit Reuben on the bean.
He cri ed, "Oh me. oh my ;
I nearly lost my eye." .
My partner said, "You're right­
It's bedtime now, good night: '

But sUll that rube was pretty wise, these things did open
. up his eyes.

H" ""id, "There must be som ethin g wrong ; I think I work
my men too long."

He cut the hours and rais ed the pay. gave ham and eggs
for every day .

Now gets his men from union hall, and has no "accfdents"
at all .

F OURTH CHOR US

Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay!
Tbat rube is feeling gay ;
He learned his lesson qui ck ,
Just through a simple trick.
For fixing rotten jobs
And fixing greedy slobs ,
This Is the only way.
Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-a y l

Education is ammunition . Organization the weapon.
Aim true and keep your powder dry.

18



HOLD THE FORT
(Englisb Transpor t Workers' Strtke Song)

We meet today in Freedom's cause,
An d raise our voices high;

'V e'U join our hands in union strong,
To battle or to di e,

CHORUS
Hold th e fort for we are comlng­

Union men, be strong.
Side by side we battle onward,

Victory will com e.

Look, my Comrades. see the union
Banners waving high.

Reinforcements DOW a ppearing;
Victor y is nigh.

See our numbers stHI in creasing ;
Hear tbe bu gle blow.

By our union we shall triumph
Over c"very foe:

Fierce and long the "battle rages.
But we will not fear.

Help will come wbene'er it's needed,
Cheer, my Comrades. cheer.

THE NINETY AND NINE
By R ose Elizabeth Smltb

(Tune : " Ni ne ty and Nine" )

There are ninety and nine that work and die,
In hunger and want and cold,

That OD e may revel in luxury.
And be lapped In the silken fold . .

And ninety and nine in .their hovels bare,
And one in a palace of riches rare.

From the sweat of their brow the desert blooms
And tbe forest before tbem falls;
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Their labor h as h uilded humhl.. homes,

And ci ties with lofty halls ;
And the one owns cities a nd ho uses and lands
And the ninety a nd nine have empty hands.

B ut the night so dreary a nd da rk and long,
At last shall the morning bring ;

And over the land the vi ctor's song
Of the ninety and nine shall r ing,

And echo afar, from zone to zone,
"R ejoice ! for Labor shall have its ow n."

THE ROAD TO EMANCIPATION
By Lone Wolf

(Tune: " T ipper a r y" )

Now, worki ngmen, you know you live a li fe of misery.
So join the union of your class, determined to be free.
Don 't let the master gouge your lives for many years to

come,
But organ ize u pon th e job and put h im on the bum.

CH ORUS
It's the road to Emancipa tion , it's the right way to go ;
For the toiler s to r un the na tion and the world, both high

and low.
K ick in, and do your du ty ; for it's up to you an d me-­
It's the One Big Un ion of the Workers t hat will hrl ng

prosperity. .

Don't be a meek and lowl y slave like lots of those you
m eet ;

Don't be a servile sc issor bill a n d li ck the bosses' feet.
Don't le t them starve you off the earth, don 't fear their

prison cell,
Make vour laws in the union hall-the rest can go to hell.

Now, wo r k in gmen, the m ast ers they have no more jobs to
give ; .

You must form the taking ha bit if yo u ever w ish to live.
Postponing meals is su icide on the installment plan,
So organ ize to get th e goods, and take them li ke a man,
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MR. BLOCK

By Joe Hlll

( Air: "It Looks To Me Like a Big Time Tonight")

Please give me your attention, I'll introduce to ~,'QU

A man that is a credtt to "Our Red, white and Blue";
His head is made of lumber. and solid as a rock ;
He is a common worker and his name is Mr. Block .
And Block h e thinks he may
Be President some day ,

CHORUS

Oh, Mr. Block, you were born by mi stake,
You tak e the ca ke, .
You make me ache.

Tie on a rock to your block and then jump in the lake ,
Kindly do tha t for Liberty's sake.

Yes, Mr. Block is lucky ; he found a job, by gee:
The sharks got seven dollars , for job and fare and fee.
They sh ipped him to a desert an d dump ed him with hta

truck,
But when he tried to find his job , he sure was out of lu ck.
He shouted, "That's too raw, .
"II fix them with the law."

Block hiked bad, to the clty, bu t wa sn't do ing well.
He said, " I' ll join the u nion-the gr eat A. F . of L ."
He got a Job ne xt mornin g, got fired in the night,
He said, "I'll see Sam Gompers and he'll fix that forem an

right."
Sam Gompers sa id, "You see,
You've got our sympathy,"

Election day he shouted. "A Soci alist for May or!"
The "comrade" got e lected, be happy wa s for fair.
But after the elec tion he got an awful shock ,
A great hl g socia listic Bull did r ap him on the block,
And Comrade Block did sob,
"I helped him to his job."
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The money kings in Cuba blew up the gunboat Maine,
But Block got awful angry and blamed it all on Spain.
He went r fght In the hattie and there he lost hi. leg,
And now he's peddling shoestrings and is walking on a peg.
He shouts, "Remember Maine.

'. Hu r r.ah ! To he ll with Spain !"

Poor Block he died one evening, I'm very glad to state,
He cllmhed the goiden la dder up to the pea r ly gate.
He said, "Oh, Mr. Peter, one word I'd li k e to tell,
I'd I1 ke to meet the Astorbil ts a n d Jobn D. Rockefel l. '
Old Pete said, "Is that so ?
You'll meet them down below."

STAND UPI YE WORKERS
By Ethel Comer

(Air: "Stand Up fo r J esus")

Stand up ! Stand up! Ye workers:
Stand up in a ll your might.

Un fte beneath our banner,
Fo r Liberty and ri ght.

From victory unto vi ctory
This army sure will go,

To win the world for labor
And vanquish every foe.

Stand up ! Stand up : Ye work ers ;
Stand up in every land .

Unite, and fight for freedom,
. In ONE BIG UNION grand.

Put on the workers' armor,
Wbich is the card of Red,

Then all the greedy tyrants
'ViII have to earn their bread .

Arouse! Arou se! Ye toilers ,
The strife w ill not be long.

Thls day the no ise of ba t tle,
The next the victor's song.

All ye that slave for wages,
Stand up and break your cha in :

Un ite in ONE BIG UNION­
You've got a world to ga in.
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CHRISTIANS AT WAR
By John F. Kendrick

(Tune : "Onward, Chr is tian Soldiers")

Onward, Christian soldiers! Duty's wa y is plain:
Slay your Chri stian neighbors. or by them be slain.
Pulpiteers are spouting effervescent swill,
God above Is. ca lling you to roh and rape and kill,
All your acts are sanctified by the Lamb on high ;
If you love the Holy Ghost, go murd er, pray and die.

Onward, Christian soldiers, rip and tear and smite!
Let the gentle Jesus, bless your dynamite.
Splinter skulls with shrapnel, fertilize the sod;
Folks who do not speak your tongue, deserve the curse 01'

God.
Smash the doors of every home, pretty maidens seize;
Use your might and sacred ri ght to treat them as you

please. .

Onward. Christian soldiers! Eat and drink your fiJI; .
Rob with bloody fingers, Christ O. K.'s the bill.
Steal the farmer's savings, take their grain and meat;
Even though the children starve, the Saviour's bums must

eat.
Burn the peasant's cottages, orphans leave bereft;
In Jehovah's holy name. wreak ruin right and left.

. Onward, Christian soldiers! Drench the land with gore ;
Mercy is a weakness all the gods abhor.
Bayonet the babies, jab the mothers, too ;
Hoist the cross of Calvary to hallow all you do.
File your bullets ' noses flat, poison every well ;
God decrees your enemies must all go plumb to hell.

Onward, Christian soldiers! Blighting all you meet.
Trampling human freedom under pious feet.
Praise the. Lord whose dollar s ign dupes his favored race!
Make the foreign. trash respect your bul1l0n brand of

grace.
Trust in mock salvation, serve as pirates' tools ;
History will say of you: "That pack of G- d-- fools."
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WO,RKERS OF THE WORLD
( Air : "Lf lltbu lern" )

B)" Con nell

..~tand up, )'e toilers , why crouch .re li ke cra vens?I. \Vhy cl u tch a n e xistence of insult and want ?
'Vhy stand to be plucked b y an a r m y of r a vens,

Or hoodwink'd forever by twaddle a nd ca n t ?
. Think of th e wrongs ye bear,

Think on the rags ve wear,
Think on th e insults e nd urd from your birth;

Toiling in snow and rain,
Rearing up heaps of grain .

All f or the tyran ts who gr in d ) 'O U t o ea r th.

Your bra ins are ns keen as the brains of ' XOUf maste rs.
In swtrtness and st r ength ve su rpass them by far;

Ye've bra ve hea r ts to teach ) 'OU to laug-h at disasters,
Ye vastly outnumber your tyran ts in war ,

\Vhy. t hen , li ke cowa r ds s ta nd ,
Us in g not brain or hand.

Thankful Iike dogs when the)' throw you a bone?
What right h ave they to tak e
Things that y e toil to make?

Know ye n ot, workers, that a ll is your own ?

Rise in yOUT mi gh t , brothers , bear it no longer;
Assemble in masses th roughout the whole land ;

Show thes e lnca pa bl es who a re t he stron ge r
wb en workers a nd idl ers con fr onted shall sta n d .

T hro' Castle, Cou r t and Hall,
Ove r t heir acres a ll ,

Onwards we 'll p rE"SS li ke wa ves : of the sea,
Claim ing t he wealth we've made,
Ending the spoil er 's trade ;

Labor shall triumph a nd mankind be free.

"war is Hell " for the workers . Let u s make the Class
\Vae a nightmare for the masters.

"The poor-is a ny coun t ry his ? w ha t are to me your
glories a nd you r in du s tries-they are not mine:'
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SOLIDARITY FOREVER
By Ralph H. Chaplin

(Tune: " John Brown's Body")
When the Un ion's inspiration through the worker's blood

shall run.
There can be no po wer grea te r anywhere beneath the Bun,a·
Yet wha t force on ea r t h is weaker than the feeble strength

of one?
But the Un ion makes us strong,

CHOR US
Solidarity forever !
Solidarity forever!
Solidarity fo rever !
For the Union makes us strong.

Is there a ught we hold in common with the greedy para­
site

Who would lash us into ser fdom and would crush us with
h is might ?

Is there anythin g left for us but to organize an d fight?
For t he Union makes us strong.

H is we who plowed the prair ies; bu tlt the cities where
they t r ade.

Dug the mines and built the workshops; endless miles or
railroad laid.

Now we stand, outcast and starv ing, 'mid the wonders we
have made ;

But the Union makes us stro ng.

All the world that's owned by idle drones, is ours and our s
a lone.

We have la id the wide foundations; built it skywar ds,
stone by stone.

It is ours, and not to slave in, but to mas ter an d to own,
'whf le the Union makes us stron g.

They have taken untold million s that they never toile d to
earn.

But without our brain an d muscl e not a single wheel can
turn.

\Ve can break their haugh ty power ; gain our freedom,
when we learn

That the Un ion makes Us stron g.
25
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In our hands is placed a power greater than their boarded

gold;
Greater than the might of armies, magnified a thousan d

fold .
can bring to birth the new world from the ashes of

the old ,
For the Union makes us strong.

THl;; WHITE SLAVE
By Joe Hill

(Air: " Meet lIle Tonight In Dreamland")

One li t tle girl, fair as' a pearl,
Worked ever y day in a la u n dry ;
All that she made fo r food she paid,
So she slept on a park bench so soundly :
An old procuress spied here there,
She ca me and whispered in her ear :

CHORUS
Come with me now, my gfrf y,
Don't s leep out in the cold;
Your face and t resses curly
\\'ill br in g you fame a nd gold,
Automobiles to ride in, diamonds and silk to wear,
You' ll be a star bright, down in the r ed light,
You'll make you r fortune there.

Same little girl, no more a pearl,
Wa lks all a lone 'long the river,
Five years have flown, her health is gone,
She would look at the water an d sh iver ,
whene'er she'd stop to re st and sleep.
She'd bear a voice call from the deep:

CHORUS
Girls in this way, fall ever y da y,
And hav e been falling for ages.
who is to blame ? You know bis name,
It's th e boss that pays star va ti on wages.
A homeless gir l can always hea r
Temptations ca llin g everywhere,

CHORUS
26
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OVERALLS AND SNUFF

(Tune : "Wear-Ing of the Green")

Oue day as I was walklug along the railroad track,
I met a man in Wheatland with his blankets on his back••
He was an old-time hop picker, I'd seen his ra ce be for e. •
I knew h e was a wobbly. by the button that he wore .
By the button that he wore, b)' the hutton tha t he wore,
I knew he was a wobbly. by the button that he wore.

He took his blankets off his hack and sa t down on th e rail
And told us some sad sto r ies 'bout the workers down in jail.
He sa id t he way they treat them there, he never sa w the

li ke , .
For they're putting men in prison just for going out on

s tr i ke,
Just for going- out on str ike, just for going out on str ike,
They're putting men in prison, just for going out on str ike.

They h ave sentenced Ford a nd S uhr, and they've got them
in the pen, .

If they ca tch a wobbly in their burg, they vag him there
and then.

There is one thing I can tell you , an d it makes th e bosses
sore,

As tast as they ca n pinch us, we can a lways ge t some
more.

We can always get som e more, we can a lways get some
more,

As fa st as they can pinch us, we ca n always get some
more.

Oh, Horst an d Durst are mad a s hell , th ey don't know
what to do.

And the rest of those hop barons are all fee li ng might y
hlue.

Oh , we've tied u p all their hop field s, a n d the scabs refuse
to com e,

And we're , going to keep on st r ik ing till we put them on
the hum.

Till we put them on the bum, till we put them on the bum,
W e're going to . k eep on s t r ik ing till we put them on the

bum.
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Now we've got to s tic k together, boys, and str ive with all
our might,

We must free Ford and Suhr, boys, we're got to win this
fight.

From these scissor bill bop barons we are taking no more
ia blut'!,
~e'll pick no more damned hops for them, for overalls and

snuff,
For our overalls a nd sn uff, for our overalls and snuff,
We'll pick no more damned hops for them, for overalls

.and sn uff.

DON'T TAKE MY PAPA AWAY FROM ME
Words and Music by Joe Hill

(Written jus t before hi s execut io n )
A little g ir l with h er father s t a yed, in a ca bi n across the

sea,
Her mother dear in the cold gra ve lay; with her father

she's always be-
But then one day the grea t war broke out and the father

was told to go ;
The little girl pleaded-her father she needed.

She begged, cr ie d and plea ded so :

CH OR US.
Don't take my papa away from me, don't leave me there

-a ll 'a lone,
He has ca red for me so tenderly, ever since mother was

gone.
Nobody ever like him ca n be, no on e ca n so with me play.
Don't take my papa away from me ; please don't take

papa away.

Her tender pleadings were all in vain, and her father
went to the war.

He'll never ki ss her good night aga in, for. he fell 'mid the
cannon's roar.

Greater a soldier was never born, ·but hi s brave heart was
pierced one day ;

And as he was dying, he heard some one crying,
A gir l's voice from far away:

CHORUS.
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THE HOPE OF THE AGES
By E. Nesbit

(Tu ne: "Th r ee Cheers fo r the Red, White and Blu e" )
If you dam up the river of progress-

At you r peril a nd cost Je t it be;
That r iver must seawards despite you­

'Tw ill break down ) 'OU1' dams and be f r ee ;
And we heed n ot the pitiful barriers

T ha t you in its way have downcast ;
For yo ur effor ts but add to the torrent,

whose flood must overwhelm you at las t.

CHORUS.
For our banner is rais 'd and unfurled ;
At your bead our defi ance is hur led ;
O U T cry is tbe cry of the ages-
Our hope is the hope of the wor ld.

w e laugh in the fa ce of the forces
That st re ngthen the flood they oppose ;

For the harder oppression the fiercer
The cu rrent will be when it flows .

w e sha ll win , a nd the ty rant's battalion s
W ill scatter Ilke chaff In the fight,

From which the true Soldiers of Freedom
S hall ga th er n ew cou rage an d might.

whether leading the van of the fighte r s,
In bitter est stress of the strife ;

Or patiently bearing the burden
Of ch angelessly commonpla ce li fe,

One h ope we have ever before us,
Ou r a i m to a tta in a nd fu lfill,

One watchword we ch er ish to mark us,
One ki ndred and broth er h ood sti ll .

w ha t matter if fa il ure on fail ure
Crowd closely upon us and press ?

when a h undred h a ve bravely been beaten
T he hundred and fi r st win s SUccess.

Our watchword is " F r eedom" ; ne w soldiers
Flock each day where her flag is u nfurled,

Our cry is the cry or th e ages,
OUf h ope is the hop e of the wor ld .

29

I

(



! .

.I

..

\

STUNG RIGHT
B l ' J oe HIlI

(Air: "Sunlight, Sunlight")

·~en I was hiki ng 'rou nd the town to find a job one day,
"'.aawa sign lOA thousand men are wanted right away,"
To take a trip around the world in Uncle Sammy's fleet.
I signed my Dame a dozen times upon a great big sheet.

CH ORUS.
Stung right, stung righ t , 8-T-U·N·G,
Stung r igh t , stung r ight , E . Z. Mark, that's me ;
w hen my term Is ove r. an d again I'm free,
There'll be no more trips around the world for me.

The man he said , "The U. S. fleet, that is no place for
slaves,

The only thing you have to do is s tand and watch the
waves."

But in the morning, five o'clock , they woke me from my
snooze,

To scrub the deck and polish brass and shi ne the capta in's
shoes.

One day a dude in uniform to me commenced to shout,
I slmplv plu gged him In the jaw and knocked him down

and out ;
The y slammed me right in irons then and said, "You are

a case."
On bread and water then I lived for t wenty-seven days.

One day the captain said , "Today I'll s how you so meth ing
nice,

All hands line up. we'll go ashore and have some exercise:'
He made us run for seven mil es as fast as we could run,
An d with a packing on ou r back that weighed a half a ton.

Some time ago when Uncle Sam he had a war with Spain,
And many of the boystn blue we re in the battle slain.
Not all wer e k ilied by bu llets, though; no , not by any

means,
The biggest part that died were k ilied by Ar mou r's Por k

and Beans.
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THE OPTIMISTIC LAB ORITES
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We'll sing the prai se of future days ,
T he happy times to be,

w hen every man shall guard the plan
Th at every man be free .

w e ha ve no ties beyo nd the sldes,
Our loves and hopes are here ;

No holy fool can make us drool
The disma l h ymn s of fear.

\Vith ready hand we take our s tand
To hope and wo rk an d fight ;

And wh ile we li ve , our strength we'll g ive
F or li be r ty' an d r igh t.

we make all wea lth, conserve all health,
By cunning craft and trade ;

We brin g a li joys, Cor we're the boys
Of hammer, brush and spade.

By J oh n F . Kendrick

(Tune : " The H arp T h a t On ce Throu gh T a ra 's

Then live the part that war ms the heart,
And wakens manhood's prid e :

All Nature's laws confirm tbe cause
For which ou r comrades died.

Some day we'll own tbe fields we've sown,
" Then bunger's rule is past ;

No ch il d shall sla ve to Ceed a k nave,
w h en man is free at last.

T HE "BLANKET ST IF F"

He bullt the r oad ,
With others of his class he bullt the road ,
Now o'er it. many a weary mil e, lre packs his load,
Chasing a job, spurred on by hunger's goad,
He walks and walks and walks and walk s
And won der s wh y in H ell he built the road.
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CASEY JONES-THE UNION SCAB
By Joe HllI

The Workers on the S. P. line to strike sent out a call ;
But Casey Jones, the engineer, he wouldn't strike at all ;"ISboil er it was leaking, and its drivers on the bum,

\ d hi s engine and its b ea r tngs . they were all out of plumb.

CHORU S.
Casey Jones kept his j unk pile r unning;
Casey Jones was working double time;
Casey Jones go t a woo den medal ,
F or being good a nd faithful on the S. P. line.

The Workers sa id to Casey : " Won' t you help us win this
st rike?"

But Cssey said: "Let me a lone, you'd better take a hike."
Then some one put a bunch of rail road . ties across the

track ,
And Casey hit the riv er with an aw fu l crack.

Ca sey J ones hit the river bottom ;
Casey Jones broke his blooming spine ,
Casey Jones was an Angeleno,
He took a trip to heaven on the S. P. Une.. "

when Case)' J a DE'S got up to heaven to the Pearly Gate,
He said : " I'm Casey Jones, the guy thst pulled the S. P.

frei ght."
"You're just the man ," said Peter ; "our mus icians went

on strike ; .
You can get a job a-scab bing any tim e you like."

Casey Jones got a job in heaven ;
Case)' Jones was doing m fgh 'ty fine ;
Casey Jones went scabbing on the angels ,
Just li ke he did to workers on the S. P. li ne.

\ The angels got together, and they said it wasn't fair,
For Casey Jon es to go around a-scabbing everywhere.
The Angels' Union No. 23, they sure were there,
And they promptl y fired Ca sey do wn the Golden Stair.

Casey Jones .wen t to Hell a.-flying.
"Casey Jones," the Devil said, "Oh fine;
Casey Jones, get busy shoveling su lph urj
That's what you get for scabbing on the S. P. line: '
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• IT IS THE UNION

By Rich ard Brazier

(T une: "We !la ve a Navy")

Sing a song in pra is e of toil ing masses,
S ing a song about our SODS of toil ;

Sing of wr ongs done to the \vorking classes ,
wrongs that malic ou r hearts boil .

we ha ve al ways borne the blows and lashes­
No mo re we'll pati ent stand,

But on ev e r y han d, th r ou ghou t th is s plen d id land ,
w e sons of toil will make our s tand .

Th en in our glory will we tower ,
w hat wi ll be the secret of our power'!

CHORUS.
It is the Unton , the Industrial Un ion­

Our bann er is unfurled .
" 'c will uni te in all ou r sp lend id m ight

In the Indust rial Work er s of "the World.
we have a union, a fighting union,

And our masters kn ow that. too.
It wllI keep them in thei r place
\ Vhen t hey know they hav e to face

Our union of 'Worki ngmen that's true.

For countless years and ages we've been enslaved
Beneath the capitalisti c rule ;

We, the s trong, cr inging to those men depraved.
In whose hands we have ever been a tool.

But the day of liher ty Is dawning­
Freedom now draws nigh.

W e must unite to wIn the fi gh t ­
Wage slavery then wIll die.

Then in our glory wi ll we tower ;
Great will be the workers' pow er.

"
I

An eig ht-hou r day fo r a li em ployed
thousa nds of the unemployed to work.
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WE WILL SING ONE SONG
By J oe Hill

(Air: " 1\1)' Old Ken tucky Home" )
'1&e win s ing one song of th e meek and humble s lave,
~~he ho rn -ha nded son of the to il,
He's toiling hard from the cradle to the grave,

But hi s master rea ps the profits from h is toil.
'Then we'll s ing one song of the greedy mast er class.

They're vagrants in broadcloth. indeed,
They li ve by robbing the ever-tolling mass,

Human blood they spi ll to satisfy their greed.

CH ORUS ,
Organize ! Oh . toilers , come organize your might ;
Then we'Il s ing one song of the workers' commonwealth.
Full of beauty, full of love and health.

we wil l sing one song of the politician s ly,
He' s tal king of chan ging the laws ;

Election dar all th e dr -i n k s and smokes he'll buy.
While he's Ilvln g from the s weat of you r brow.

Then we'll s ing one so ng of the girl bel ow the line.
She's scor ned and desp ised everywhere .

Whil e in their mansions the "keepers" wi ne and dine
From the profits th at Immoral t raffic bear.

we will sing one song of the preach er. fat and sleek,
He tells you of homes in the sky .

He sa ys, "Be generous. be lowly. and be meek ,
U' you don't yo u'll sure get roas ted whe n you die."

Then we'll s ing one so ng of the poor and ragged tramp,
He carries his home on his back ;

Too old to work, he's not wanted 'round the camp.
So he wanders without aim along th e track.

We will sing one song of the children in th e mills,
They're taken from play grounds and schools,

In tender years mad e to go the pace that kills,
In the sweatshops. 'mong the looms and the spools.

Then we'll sing one song of the One Big Union Or and;
The ho pe of the toller and slave,

It's coming fas t ; It is s weep ing sea and land,
To the terror of the grafter and -th e knave.
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THE REBEL GIRL
Words a nd Mnsic by Joe Hill

(Copyrighted, 1916)
Ther e are women of many descriptions

In this Queer world , as everyone knows,
Some are living in beautiful mansions,

And are wearing the finest of clothes.
There are blue blood ed Queen s and princesses,

Who have charms made of diamonds and pearl ;
But the only and thoroughbred lady

Is the R ebel Girl.

CHORUS.
That's th e Rebel Gir l,. that's the R ebel GI rl !
To the worktng class she's a precious pearl.
She brings courage, pride and joy
To the fighting R ebel Bo y.
We've had girls before, but we need some more
In the Indus trial 'Yorkers of the w orld.
For it' s great to fight for freedom
With a Rebel Girl.

Yes , her hands may be hardened from labor,
And her dre ss may not be ver-y flne;

But a heart in her bosom is beating
That is true to her class and her kind.

And the grafte rs in terror are trembling
When her spite and defiance she'll hurl ;

For the only and thorou ghbred lady
Is the Rebel Girl.

t ·

I
I
!
I
I
I

WE'RE READY
(A ir: "Soldier's Song")

Courage and honor to him who's jailed ;
Our hearts sha ll cheer him and cry "All Hail!"
Our hands shall help to win the fight-
We're r eady to fight, we're ready to dIe
For Lib erty .

Words and Music of " T h e R ebel Girl" m ay be ob tain ed
In popular sheet from by applying to I. W . W. PUblishin g
Bu reau. Pri ce, 25 cents.
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WAGE WORKERS, COME JOIN THE UNION
(Tune: "Battle Hymn of the Republic")

we have seen the reaper toiling in th e heat of summer sun,
}t~e have seen hi s ch ildren needy wh en the harvesting was

\ done.
, Te have seen a mighty army dying, helpless. one by one,

\Vhile their flag went marching on.

CHOR US.
Wage workers, come join the union!
Wage workers, come join the union!
wage workers, come join the union :
Industrial Workers of the World. •

0, the army of the wretched, how they swarm the city
street-

We have seen them in the midnight, where the Goths and
Vandals m eet ;

We have shuddered in the darkness at the noises of their
feet,

Bu t their cause went marching on .

Our slavers' marts are empty. human flesh no more is sold,
Where tbe deal er's fatal hammer wakes the clink of leap­

ing g old,
But the sla vers of the present more relentless powers hold,

Though the world goes marching on .

"But no lon ger sha ll the children bend a bove the whizzing
wh eel ,

We will free the weary women from th eir bondage under
steel ;

In the mines and in the forest worn and helpless man shall
fe el

That his ca use is marching on.

Then lift your eyes, ye toilers , in the desert hot a nd drear,
Catch the cool winds from the mountains. Hark! the

river's voice is near ;
Soon we 'll r es t beside the fountain and the dreamland will

be here
As we go marching on.
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THE PARASITES
B)' J ohn E . Nord qu ist

( T u ne: " Ann ie L aurie" )
Pa rastt es in this fair country, lice from honest labor~ ,

s weat; •
There a re some who never lab or, yet labor's product get ;
The)" n ever s ta r ve or freeze, nor face th e wintr y breeze:

They a re well fed. clothed and shelt ered,
And the)" do what e' e r they please.

These parasites are li ving, in luxury a nd sta te;
'Whil e mi lli on s star ve a nd shiver, and moan tbei r wretched

fa te;
T hey know not why they die . nor do they eve r tr-y

Their lot in life to better ;
T hey only m ourn and s igh .

T h ese pa ras ites wo u ld vanish a n d leave th is gran d old
wor ld.

If th e workers lough t to gether. and the scar let flag un­
furled ;

Wh en in On E' Un ion grand , the wor k in g class sha ll s tand ,
The pa ras ites will van ish .

And th e workers r ule the land.

UP FROM YOUR K NEES!
By R a lp h H . Cha pli n ·

( A i r : " Son g of a T housan d Years" )
Up from your knees, )'e cr inging ser rmen:

w hat hav e ye gained by wh ines and tea rs ?
Ri se ! they ca n never break our sni r tt s

T hough th ey sh ould t ry a thousand vears,

CHOR e s
A thousand yea rs, then speed the vi ctory !

Nothing can stop us nor d is ma y.
After the win ter comes th e spr ingti me;

After t he darkness comes the da y"

Brea k ye you r cha ins: s t r ike of'(' your fetters ;
Bea t them to sw ords-th e foe appears­

Slaves of the wor ld, a r ise and cr ush him ;
Cr us h h im or ser ve a thousand years.
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The I. W. W. h its th e bos s in the la titude of his blp
where he carr ies his greenware.

l

Join in the fight-the F inal Battle.
Wel come t he fray with r inging cheers.

These a re the tim es all freemen dreamed of­
.F ought to attain a thousand years.

Be ye prepared ; be not unwor'thyc-e­
Greater the task when triumph nears.

Master the ear t h, 0 Me n of L abor,-
Long have ye learn ed- a thousand years.

Ove r the h ills the s un is r ising.
Out of the gloom the li gh t appears.

See ! a t your feet the wor ld is waltf ng.c-,
Bo ught with your blood a thousan d yea rs.

•

DUMP THE BOSSES OFF YOUR BACK
By Joh n Br ill

(Tune : "T ake It to the L ord in Pra yer")

Are you poor, for lorn and hungry ?
Are the re Jots of things you lack ?

Is your li fe m ade up of misery ?
Then du mp the bosses off your back.

Are your clothe s all pa tch ed an d ta ttered ?
Are you living in a sh a ck?

would you have your troubles scattered?
Then dump t h e bosses off you r back.

Are you almost spli t asunder?
Loaded like a long-eared jack ?

Boob-wh y do n 't you buck Ilke th under ?
And du mp the bosses off your back .

All th e agon ies yo u suffer.
#{QU can eud with on e good wh ack­

Stiffen up, you orn 'ry duffer-
And dump the bosses off your back.
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HARK! THE BATTLE-CRY IS RINGINGl

By H . ·S. Salt

( Air: "March of th e Men of Har lecb" )

H ark! the battle-cry Is r ingin g !
Hope within ou r bosoms springing,
Bids us journey forward. singing-

Death to tyr ants ' mlgbt!
Tho' we wield not spear nor sabre.
We Ibe sturdy sons of Labor,
Helping eve r y man his n eighbor ,

Shirk not from tbe fight !
See our homes befo re us ;
' Vives and babes implore us ;
Se fir m we s tand in hear t and hand,
And swell the dauntless chor us :

CHORUS

.'

Men of La bor . young or hoary.
Would ye win a na me in story ?
Strike for home, for li fe, for glory :
J us tice, Freedom, Right!

Long in wrath a nd desperation,
Long in hunger, shame, privation,
Have we borne the degradation

Of the r ich man's spite;
Now, d isdaining useJess sor row,
Hope from brighte r thoughts we 'll
Often shines the fa ir est mor r ow

After s tor m iest night.
Tyrant hearts, ta ke warn in g,
Nob ler days are dawning;
Heroic deed s, sub limer creeds,
Shall herald Freedom's morning!

borrow;

•
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EVERYBODY'S J OINING IT
By J oe Hill

(Air : " E ve ry body 's Doin ' It")
F ellow workers, can ' t you bear,
There is somet hi n g in the a ir.
E verywhere you walk, everybody -talk
'Bout the I. W. W.
They have got a way to str ik e
That the master doesn't like-e.
Everybody s tick, that's the only trtck ,
All a re joining it, now.

CH ORUS.
Everybody 's join ing it! Joining what -a J oi n ing it!
E ve r ybody's joining it ! Joining what ? Joining it!
On e Bi g Un ion ; that's the wor kers' ch oice,
One Big Un ion ; tha t's the only noise,
One Bi g Un ion ; shout with a ll your voice;
Mak e a noise, make a noi se, make a noise. boys.
E verybody's joining it ! Joining wh a t ? Joining i t!
Everybody 's joining i t ! J oining wh at? Joining it!
J oining in th is union gr an d,
Boys and gir ls in ever-y land ;
All t he workers hand in h and-
E verybody 's joining it now.

Th' Boss is feeling mighty blue,
H e don' t know just what to do.
We have got his goa t , goth tm by the th r oa t ,
Soon he'Il wor k or go sta r vin g.
Join I. W. W.,
Don't let bosses t r ou ble you,
Come and join with us-everybody does­
You 've got n ot h ing to lose.

wtlt the On e Big Un io n grow?
Mister- Bonehead wants to know.
Wen ! What do you think, of that funny gink
Asking su ch foolish questions ?
Will it grow ? wen ! Look a here ,
Brand new unions everywhere,
Better take a hunch, join the fighting bunch ,
Fight for Freedom an d Right.
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A. F. OF L. SYMP AT H Y
By B. L. Weber

(Tune: " All I Got Was Sympathy")

Bill Brown was a worker in a great big shop, . '
Where there worked two thousand others;

T h ey all belonged to the A. F . of L. ,
And they ca lled each other "brothers."

One day Bill Brown's union went out on st r ike,
And they went out for h igher pa y ;

All the other crafts remained on the job,
A nd Bill Br own d id sadly say:

CHORUS
A ll we got was sympathy ;

So we were bound to lose, you see ;
All the others had craft a utonomy.

Or e lse they would have s t r uck with glee,
But I got good a nd hungry,

And no craft unions go for m e.
Gee! Ain't it hell. in t he A. F. of L .

All you get is sympathy.

Bill Brown wa s a thinker, and he was not a fool,
And fools there 'a re many. we know.

So he decided the A. F . of L.
And its craft divisions must go.

Industrial Unions are just the thing,
Where th e workers can all join the fight ;

So now on the soap box bo ldly he stands,
A sin ging with all of his m ight :

CHOR US

There are bu t two nations, a nation of Masters and a
na tion of Slaves.

One active a gitating worker in the Iudus tr y, is worth a
do zen in the jungle.

= ===
One Big Un ion, One E nemy-The Boss,

41



•

JOHN GOLDEN AND THE LAWRENCE STRIKE
By Joe Hill

(Tune : "A Little Talk With Jesus")
In Lawren ce. when the starving masses s truck for more

..... to eat .....
\ .~d wood en-headed Wood he tried the st r ik er s to defeat,

To Sammy Gompers wrote and asked him what he thought,
And this is just the aqswer that the mailman brought:

CH ORUS
A little talk with Golden
Makes it right, all right ;
H e'll settle an y str-Ike,
If ther e's coin in s ight ;
Just take him up to dine
And every th ing is fine­
A little talk with Golden
Ma kes it right, all right.

The preache rs, cops and money-kings were working hand
in hand,

The boys in blu e, with stars and stripes were sen t by
Uncle S am;

Stin things were looking blue, 'cause every striker knew
That weaving cloth with bayonets is hard to do.

J ohn Golden had with Mr. Wood a pri...ate interview,
He told him h ow to bust up the " I double double D."
He came out in a while and wore the Golden smile.
He said : "I've got aU labor leaders skinned a mile."

John Golden pulled a bogus st r ike with all his "pinks and
s tools."

He thought the rest would follow like a bunch of crazy

But ...tof~~~S·great surprise the "foreigners" were wise,
In one big soli d union they were organized.

CH ORUS OF LAST VERSE
That's one time Golden did not
Make it right, a ll right;
In spite of all his schemes
The strikers won the fight.
when all the workers stand
United hand in hand,
The wor ld with a ll it s wealth
Wlll be at th eir comman d.
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WORKERS OF THE WORLD, UNITE
By Waiqu ist

(Tune : " Love Me and the Wo r ld Is Mine")

I wander up a nd down the street, 4t
Till 1 have blister s on my feet.
My belly's empty, I've no bed,
No place to rest m y weary head.
There's mill ions like me wanderin g,
Wbo are deeply pondering,
Dh, what must we do to li ve ?
Shall the workers face sta rva tion, mts ' ry and privation,
In a land so r ich and fair ?

CHOR US

Unite, my· Fellow Men , unite ~

Take back yo u r freedom and your right
You have not hin g to lose now,
Wo rkers of the World, unite.

Ob! workingmen, come or ganize,
Dh! when, oh! when win ycu ge t wise ?
Are you still going to be a fool ,

. An d let the r ich man o'er you rule ?
It is time that you wer e wa kin g,
see the dawn Is breaking,
Come now, wa ke up from your dream.
All th is wealth belong to toflers ,
And n ot to the spotters,
Wage slaves throw your ch a ins away.

•
CHORUS

Un ite , m y Fellow Man, unite!
An d cr ush the greedy tyrant's might.
The earth belongs to Labor ,
Wor ker's of the Wor ld , unite.

DON'T F ORGET that yo u bave been u p against It this
winter. How about next win ter ?
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LABOR'S DIXIE

By Charles Ill. Robinson
Work away down South in the la n d of cotton.
"Citizen's Lea gues" a nd all that's rotten,
\.... Work a wa y. day by day. nary pay. Dixie land ;
."rk away down South in Dixie.

Work away. nary ·pay.
In Dixie land Ibe ch il d ren toll
An d the mothers moil in Dixie la n d,

Work a way, day by day , nary pay down South in Dixie.

CH ORUS

work a way . work a way. away, away.
Away do wn South in Dixie!
In Di xie land let 's take our stand
An d live and die for Di xie !

In Dix ie land is the Democratic party,
Organized to make the darkle

Work away. day by day. n ary pay, DixteJand :
W ork awa y do wn South in Dixie,

Work a wa y, nary pay.
In Dixie land it gr inds and gra bs
And burns and stabs in Dixie la nd .

Work away,' day by day, nary pas down So uth in Dixie.

In Dixie la nd is t he Ihief land-hold er­
Used to be bold, but he's now g rown bolder,

Work a way. day by day. nar y pay. Dixie lan d ;
Work away dow n South in Dixie,

Work away. nary pay,
In Dixie land he drags w h ite " t ram ps"
Off to h is camps in Dixie land,

Work away, day by day, n a r y pay down So uth in Dixie.

But in Dixie lan d we're organizing,
Soon results will be surpr ising,

' Yor k away. day by day, i t will pay. Dixie la n d ;
Work away. day by day, it will pay down South In

.D lxie.
Work away down South in Dixie ,

W ork away, it wi ll pay. .
For in Dix ie land we'll st r ike the blow­
The boss must go from Dixie land-
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THE WORKERS OF THE WORLD ARE NOW
AWAKING

By Richard Brazier

(Tune : "The Shade of the Old Apple Tree") e'
The \Vorkers of the Wor-ld are now a wak ing;

The earth is shakin' with their mighty tread,
The master class in grea t fea r now are quakin g,

The swor d of Damocles hangs o'er their head.
Th e .totlers in one union are uniting,

To over th row their cruel master's reign .
In one union now they all are fightin g,

Th e product of their labor to retain.

CH ORUS

It' s a union for t rue Liber ty.
It's a uni on for you and for me ;
It's the workers ' own cho ice,
It's for gir ls and for boys,
\Vho want freed om from wage slavery:
And we march with a Red Flag ahead ,
'Cause th e blood of a ll nations is red­
Come and join in" the fray.
Come and join us today.
We are fighting for Freed om and Bread.

The master class in fear have kept us shaking.
For lon g in bondage th ey held us fas t ;

But the fi ght the Industrial Workers a re now making
Will make our chains a reli c of the past.

Industrial unionism now is cal li ng,
The toilers of the world they hear its cr y,

In line with the Industrial Workers they are falling,
By their principles to stand or fall and dIe,

DON'T FORGET that eight hours a day would put
thousands to work.

====
Why does a short work day and a long pay always go

together ?
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PAINT 'ER RED

By.Ralph H. , ha pli n

(Tune : " March in g Through Georgia"),,'-_e with u s. you wo r k ingm en , and join the rebel ,band;
COme, you discon tented ones, and give a helping hand.
We march agains t the parasite to drive him from the land,
With ONE BIG INDUSTRI AL UNION ! .

CHO RUS

Hurrah! hurrah! we 're go ing to pain t 'e r _r ed !
Hurrah! hurrah! the wa y is clear a head- ,
We 're galutng shop democracy and liberty and bread
With ONE BIG INDUSTRIAL UN ION !

In factory and field and mine we gather in our might ,
we're on the job and know t he way to win the hardest

fight,
For the beacon that shall guide us a u t of darkness into

light,
Is ONE BIG INDUSTR IAL UNION!

Com e on, you fe llows, ge t In line ; we 'll fill the boss willi
fears;

Red 's the color oC our flag, it's s tained with blood and
tears-

We'll flout it in hi s ugly mug and r ing our loudest cheers
For ONE BIG I NDUSTRI AL UN ION !

" Slaves" they call us "work ing plu gs," In ferior by birth,
But when we hit their pocketbooks we'll spoil their smiles

. of m l r th-
We'll s to p tb eir dirty divid ends and. d rive them from the

earth
With ONE BIG INDUSTRIAL UNION!

We hate their rotten system more than any mortals do,
Our aim is not to patch it up. but butld it all anew,
And what we'll have for government, when finally we're

through, .
Is ONE BIG INDUSTRIAL UNION!
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GONE ARE THE DAYS

By R ichard Brazie r

( T un e : " Old B lack Joe")

GODe are the days, when the master class could sa y.
"We'U wo r k ) ' OU long hou rs for little pay ;
We'll work you a ll day and h alf the night as well."
But I hear the workers ' voices sayin g. " You will , like Hell."

CH ORUS

Per we're going, we're going to take an e ig h t hour day.
We surely will surp r ise the Boss some first of May.

N ow, w or k m en, i t's np t o yo u t o say
If you want a general eight hour day.
As soon as you are ready. we a re wi th you beart and hand.
All you h ave to do is to join our Union grand.

CHO R US

Now, workingme n. we are workin g far too long ;
That's wh y we 've got this vast unemploy ed thron g.
Give every worker a chance to work each day ;
Let's a n join together a n d to the Boss a ll say.

CH ORUS

SABOTAGE
Make it too expens ive for the boss to take the Itves and

liberty of t he wo r kers. Stop the en dless cou r t t r ials by
us ing the 'Wooden Shoe on the job. :

Secure a bundle order of Soli darity ea ch week for di s­
tribution, one an d one-half cents per copy .

"Wa r Is Hell." Let the capitalists go to war t o pro te ct
their own property.
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THE W ORKERS' BATTLE.CRY F OR FREEDOM

By Goo. G. Allen

. (Ai r : "Shouting the Battl e Cry of Freedom")

Y"t::' w e'H rally from the m in es, boys, a nd fields of wa ving
grain ,

To shout the ' Yorkers' ba t tl e cry for freedom.
And we'Il rally from the workshops wb ere millions have

been sla in,
To shout the w orkers' battle cry for fr eedom.

CHORUS

One Union for ever, Hurrah, boys, Hur rah !
Down with T rad ition ! Lees ra ise the Wood en Claw.
Then we' ll rally fr om th e sweat shops , from brush to Poor

Man's L ane.
To shou t the Workers' battle cry for freedom.

\Ve shall rally to th e ca ll, boys, on every sea and sho re.
To shout th e ' Yorkers' battle cry for freedom.

we shall s tand wi th folded arms and for Masters sla ve no
mo re,

And shout the worke rs' battle cr y for freedom.

CHORUS

when the world is standing s ti ll and the Master cr ies for
peace,

Le t 's shout the w orkers' battle cry for freedom.
When he dons the overalls t hen the working class will

cease '
To shout th e workers' battle cry for freedom.

SECOND CHORUS

One Un ion fo rever! Hurrah, boys, Hurrah!
Down with the Gunmen ! Le t's raise the Wood en Paw,
When we've gathered in the Camp, In the Jungle, on tbe

Train,
Let's shout th e w orker s' bat tle cry for freedom,
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CO ME JOIN T H E ONE BIG U NION, DO

( T llne : " M'y Hil la Hilla Love" j

By Richar d Brazier

Down in Lawrence, Massachu setts, where we held I
Wool en Trus t at bay

And won a shorte r day. and a bi:: in crease in pay ;
" There the workers showed the shirkers jus t what they

could do.
In Li ttle F alls, too, they wo n the day,

CHORUS

workers , oh workers, let 's show this gang of shirkers
.\Vhat we can do with One Union true.

For you OUT Union is fighting, fo r you your wrongs we're
rtghttng:

Come Join the One Big Un ion . do .

Down in Louisi ana, where the fighting lumberjacks do
d we ll ,

Thei r labor power sell , in Kirb y's peon hell :
where the masters met disas ter, when they met t hese

workingmen who knew
That One Bi g Union true. could win the- fray.

The women in the s weat shops, and the children working
In the mills ;

Th e stockyard's man who kills, the mi ner in the hills;
Must sti ck toge th er , in all weather; in One Big Union

they m us t figh t
Aga ins t the ma ster's mi ght, they must un tte.

DON'T FORGET that our figh t Is you r fight. So let's
fight together.

Organize yourself and fellow workers on the job ror '
high er wages, shorter hours and better conditions.

DON'T F ORGET that a sh or t work day, an d hlg pay,
always go together.
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WALKING ON THE GRASS

(Tune : "The Wearing of the Gr een")

III..hi s blessed lan d of freedom where Ki ng Mammon
• wears the crown,

There are many ways ill egal now to hold the people down.
when the dudes of state militia are slow to come to time,
The law upholding Pinkertons are gathered from the slime.
There are wise ly framed injunctions that you must not

lea ve you r job.
And a peaceable assemblage is declared to be a mob,
And Congress passed a measure framed by some consum-

matea~. •
So they a re clubbing men and women just for walking on

the grass.

In this year of slow starvation, when a fellow looks for
work,

'The chances a re a cop wi ll grab his collar with a jerk;
He wi ll run him in for vagrancy. he is brand ed as a tramp.
And all the well-to-do will shout : " It serves him ri ght, the

scamp ! "
So we let the ruling class maintain the di gn ity of la w,
When the court dec ides against us we are filled with whole­

some awe,
But we canno t stan d the outrage without a li ttle sauce
When they're clubbing men a nd women just for walking

on the gr ass.

T he papers said the union men were all bu t anarchist ,
So the job trust promised work for a ll who wou ldn't enlist:
But the next da y wh en the hungry horde surrounded city

hall ,
He hedged and said he didn't promise any thing at a ll.
So the powers that be a re acting very queer to say the

least-
T hey should go and read their Bible an d all about Bel­

shazzar's feast, .
And wh en mene tekel at length shall come to pass,
T hey'll stop clubbing men and women just for walkin g on

the grass.
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LIBERTY FOREVER

. (Ai r: "Anvil Chorus" )

w e brok e the yoke of a piti less class,
And we bu rs t all asunder ou r bonds and chains; •
OU T organiza ti on will win when it s t r i kes, -
And no more s hal l a k ing or a crown rematn-

United fast are we with bonds that na ugh t can sever;
Long; loud a nd clear and fa r our battl e cry rings eTer­

Li berty for a ye and aye!
Libe rty for ever!
Liber ty for ever!
Shall be our battle cry.

if Freedom's road seems rough a nd bard.
And stre wn with rocks and thorns,

Then put your wooden shoes on . pa rd ,
And you won 't hurl you r corns,

To or-gan ize a nd teach, no doubt,
Is very good-that's true.

But s t il l we can ' t succeed withou t
The Good Old Wooden Shoe.

J. H il l.

UNION SCABS

My dear brother, I a m sor ry to be under contract to
han g you, but 1 know it wi n please you to hear that the
scaffold is built by union ca r pen ter s, the rope bears the
label and here is my card.
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THE BONEHEAD WORKI NG MAN

Mr. Slave, Mr. Slave, listen to t he call,
Of the brave to tbe br ave; take tbe world for all.:\1' y ou need the light and might to free all homeless

working men .
Lv around, all around and see,
Hear the pound, hear the soun d of m achinery.
How the owners fool you, ho w they rule you .
Just hear the bosses blow.

CH ORUS
,

Hurry up ! Hurry up ! on rny n ew machine.
Man, you're slow, P()SS is losing money.
It di splaces seventy men. If you can n ot speed up

you 'r e fired then.
Go an d look , go and look for another m aster.
Good or bad, you sur e will make him wealth y.
It 's God darned h ard to wake you up.
YOU'RE A BOI"EHE AD WORKII"G MAN.

Mr . Slave, Mr. Slave, hear the union gran d .
It's a wave, it' s a wave rolling thr ough the land.
This the m asters fear we are here to free OUf class from

sla ve ry.
Get a book, ge t a bo ok, r ead the wor d of light,
Take a look, take a look, join t he band of might.
Come a nd be a wobbly. then you ' ll probably
xct let the bos ses cry :

CH ORU S

I. W. W. PENNANTS

Full size r ed fel t pennants with large I. ,\\T. Vl. label and
the wording, One Bi g Un ion. With the design and wording
In three colors this makes an attractive appearance fo r
demonstrations. and for decorating halls, etc. Price 25
cen ts each , postpaid.
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WHERE THE FRASER RIVER FLOWS

( Tune : . " wh ere the River Shannon F lows")

Fellow workers pay a ttention to what I' m going to IllA
ti on, •

For it is the fixed Inten tion of the Workers of the World.
And I hope you'll all he ready, t rue-hearted, hrave and

steady.
To gather 'r ound our standard when the Red F lag is UD­

fn r led.

CHORUS

\Vhere the Fraser r iver flows , each fellow worker knows,
They have bu llied a nd opp ressed us, but still ou r Union

grows.
An d we're going to find a way, boys, for shorter hours and

better pay. boys ; -
And we 'r e go ing to win the day. boys ; where the river

Fraser flows.

For these gunny-sack contractors ha ve all been d irty
actors,

And they're n ot our benefactors, each fellow worker k nows.
So we 've go t to stick together in fine or d irty weather,
An d we will show no wh ite fea ther , where t he Frase r

r iver flows.
•

Now the boss the la w is stre tching, bu lls and pimps he's
fetching,

An d they are a fine collection , as J esus only knows.
But why thei r mothers reared t hem, and why the devil

spared them,
Are questions we can't answer, where the F raser r iver

flows.

Why should any 'worker be withou t the necessities of
Ufe when ten men can produce enough for a hundred ?
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ONE BIG INDUSTRIAL UNION

By G. G. Allen

• ( Air : " Ma rch in g Through Georgia")

Dr ilig t he good old red book, boys. wc'll s ing another song.
S ing it to the wage slave who has not ye t joined the throng
Of the r evolution that will s weep the world along,
To One Big Industrial Un ion.

CHO RUS
.

Hooray ! Hoora y ! T he t ruth wil l make l'"OU tree.
Hooray! Hoor ay ! \Vh en wil l you wo rke r s see?
The on ly W 8)' you 'I l ga in your econom ic liberty.
Is One Big I ndust rial Union.

How th e .masters holler when they hear the d readfu l so un d
Of sabota ge and direct action spread the world around:
They's ge tting ready to va moose with ea rs close to the

gr oun d ,
F rom One Bi g Industrial Un ion.

1\ ow the harves t Str ing Trust t hey wou ld move to Ger­
many.

T he Silk Bosses of Paterson, they also want to flee
F rom st r ikes and labor t roubles, but they cannot ge t

away
From One Bi g Industr ial Union.

You migrator y workers of the common labor cla n,
We s ing to you to join and be a flghtlng Union Man ;
You must emanc ipa te yourself, you proleta rian,
Wit h One Big In dustrial Un ion .

CHORUS

Hooray ! Hooray! Let's se t the wage slave free .
Hooray! H ooray! With every victory
We'll hu m the workers' anthe m tlll you finall y must he
In One Big Industrial Un ion.
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NOVEMBER NINETEENTH

By John E. Nordquist

(Tune : " The Red Flag")

They've shot Joe Hill, his life has fled,
They've filled his manly heart with lead;
But his brave spir it hovers near
And bids each fellow worker cheer .

CHORUS
On high the blood red banners wa ve !
The flag for which his life he gave;
The master class sha ll rue the day
They took J oe Hillstrom's life away.

Now, fellow workers , shed no tear,
F or brave Joe Hill died without fear ;
H e told the bosses ' gun men, low :
" I 'm r eady ; fire! Let her go!"

No more Joe Hill sha ll pen the songs
That pi ctured all the workers' wrongs ;
His might y pen sha ll rust away,
But all his songs are here to s tay.

Now Salt Lake City's Mormon throngs
Must list to Joe Hill's r ebel songs;
While angry sabs sha ll prowl the night
To show the One Big Un ion 's might.

Ma rch on, march on, you mighty host,
And organize from coast to coast ;
And Joe Hill's spirit soon shall see
Triumphant Labor's vi ctory.

••

"Military preparedness" is a part of the "preparedness
of the capitalist class" for larger and more intensive ex­
ploitation of labor. One Big Un ion of the working class
will be sufficient " pr epa r edness" to enable the working
class to overcome their enemy-ON ANY FIELD.
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JOE HILL'S LAST WILL

(Written in h is cell, November 18, 1915, on t he eve of hll
execution)

, .
I

• 1\1y will is eas y to decide,
For there is nothing to divide.
My kin don't need to fuss a nd moan­
" Moss does not cl ing to a r ollin g st one."

My body ? Ah, If I could ch oose,
I would to ashes it reduce,
And let the merry breezes b low
My dust to where some flowers gr ow.

•

Perhaps some fading fl ower then
Would come to life an d bloom again.
This is my las t an d final wil l.
Good luck to all of you,

JOE HILL.

"I have lived like a n a r t is t; I sh a ll die lfke an a r tist."
- J oe Hill.

"Don't waste any time lilOurning-ORGANIZE!"-J oe
H Ill.

WORDS AXD MUS IC

IX

POPULAR SHEET FORM

OF

the foll owing son gs written by J oe H lIl:
"The R ebel Gi rl."
"Don't T ak e My Papa Away from Me."
"Workers of the Wo r-ld, Awaken ."

Single copies , 25c, 5 fo r $1.00, 60 for $Hl.OO.

I .W. W . Publishing Burea u.
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HOW TO JOIN THE I. W. W.

Any wage worker wi shing to become a m ember ot the
Industrial Wor kers of the World, may proceed in the fol­
lowing manner :

1. lf you live in a locali ty where t here is a union
your industry already in exisence, apply to the secretary
ot that union. He will furnish you with an applica­
tion blank conta in ing the Pream ble to the I. W. W. Con­
stitution and the t wo questions wh ich each candida te must
answer in the affirmative. The questions are as follows :

"Do you agree to abide by the constitu tion and regula­
tions of this organiza ti on?"

"Will you diligently s tudy its principles and make your­
self acquainted with its purposes?"

The initiation fee is fixed by the union, but cannot be
more than $5.00 in any instance, and is usually $2.00. The
monthly dues cann ot ex ceed $1 .00 and are in most unions
50 cents.

2. If there is no union of the I. W. W. in your vicinity,
you may become a Member of the General Recruiting Union
by making application to the General Secretary, whose
address is given below. You' will be required to answer
affirmatively the two above questions, and pay an initiation
fee of $2.00. The monthly dues are 50c for membership.

3. Better stiIl, write to the Gen eral Secretary for a
Char ter Application Blank. Get n o less than TWENTY
signatures thereon, of bona fide wage workers in anyone
industry and send the ch arter application with the names
to the General Sehetary, with t he $10.00 char ter fee. Sup­
plies, consti tutions and instructions will t hen be sent you,
and you can proceed to organize the union.

Join the I. W. W. Do it now!

The address of the General Secretary-Treasurer of the
I. W. W. is, Wm. D. Haywood, 1001 W. Madison Street,
Chicago, Ill.
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..kV/ORRIU~ PRAYER.

STICK 'EM UP!

STICKERETTES
1. W. W.

Silent Agitators
ON E BIG UNION P r opaganda with the hot-air taken out

and a KI CK added. Designed especially for use on the job
and on the r oad. Publicity agents that work everywhere
and all the time.

Just t he thing to wise up the slave, jolt the Scissor Blfl
and throw the fea r of t he O. B. U. in to the boss.

Eleven differen t designs printed in black and r ed.
Price. One envelope con taining 150 STICKE RETTE S 25c. or

one box of 10 envelopes ( 1,500 STICKERETTES) $1.50 Post-
paid. . .

1. W. W. PUBLISHING BUREAU
1001 W . Madison Street CHICAGO, ILL.
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Industrial Union
Literature

Too grea t a number of titles of
books, pamphlets, lea flet s, etc., 'are
now furnished by the Publishing
Bureau to allow their li sti ng here
in limited space. In nearly ever y
town there . a re either Lo ca l Or­
ganizations of the 1. ·W. W. or
Newsdealers who car r y a complete
stock of the li ter a ture on this sub­
ject.

An In troductory Package of lit­
er a t ure the regula r value of which
is $1.00 is offered to those wishin g
to make a preliminary st udy of
t his subject and th e I. W. W. at 75c
postpaid. The package conta ins
one each of eleven pamphlets and
also a copy of the Song Book.

A complete list and prices of
both the reading matter and other
specia l mediums of propaganda
such as I. W. '\T. Pennants, special
designs in Stickers, P ictures, Sheet
MUsic, Photographs and Post Cards
will be sen t free to any address on
receipt of request.

I. .W. W. Publishing Bureau
1001 W. M adison Street CHICAGO, ILL.
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THE I. W. W. PRE S

RABOCHAY
'"( \'~o.rk ~r )

R uss ia n . W"ek ly . 50 <. ~ nb ... .
y"a r. Bund le 'ates 1 c e n t per
copy oQt sid e Ch icago. Addren
11 4!i< S outh Oesplaln". St .•
C hicago', I II.

.-
", S OLJDARNOSC

.• . . ( ~olidarit ~· )
•

P o lish. S e mi. Mo n t h ly , $ 1.00
a )' e a r . ·' 1001 W . Madison St. ,
Chi~a90, ur;

E L RE BELDE
(Tt,,, l;cb"lj .

Span ish , SJ .Weekly, 5(lc ...
yea r; Sund le ra te 2 cents per
copy. Addreso a ll eommu ntca ­
t lons and r em ittan ce .. t o ,A d .
m in lstrato r, E I .R e b e lde , Bo )(
12'79, . Los A np e ' e s ; Calif.

. ,.
DARBI NI NKU BALSAS

(Til" \'" ic" 'of Th t' \\'"rk,,~s )
t. it;'u an ia n . Weekly , $h50

p-er y e a r . 8M H o lli ns St ., B a l.
tl mor e, Md .

INDUSTRIAL WORKE R
•

E "Ofis h . Week ly • . $ 1.00 per
y.ea.', B u "d'e ' r at e 2 ce n t a per
CO P)' . Addre... Box '1857, Seat.
t iL Wash.

A LUZ
( Llg h t ) .,

P o r-tu g pese . Sem i . Mont ....y.
Subscript lorl 50 ce nta a ye a r.

.A BERMUNKAS Bundles ' o f 50 at I cent p e l'
( T he W a g e W o r k er) I.} c opy . Allg ress 699 South F irat

" . .. ' . sr., New Bedford , Man.
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$j pe r yea... 4122 e uc k1ey Ave., ...
Ckvela nd, O. A LLARM

~. (Alar m )
•swe(JI" ~. /II o r,lNegi a n.Oan ls h .

$1 a yearJ 138O' Keston si., S t .
. P a u l, 'Min:;'.

INDUSTR IJALNI
. RAD NIK

(I ndu s t r ia l w orke r )
Sla vo n/an. Se m i . Month ly ,

$ j .50 JlU y e a r . 53C W . Fi r st
S t ., Duluth, Minn . -

IL P ROL ETAIH O
i T'he Proleta r ia t)

It a li a n . W e e kly. $ 1.00 p e r
y..ear _ Ge n. D e l." H anover Sta.,

~. 80:ston , M ass. .

SOLIDARI TY
. En g ' i" h . W ee k ly, $1.00 pe r

y e a r . P u b lished by the I. W .
W . P u b lish Ing Burea u , 1001
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THE I NDUSTRIAL AUSTRALIAN
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