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=  CASEY JONES THE UNION SC/
o _ (By J. Hill.) o

. The Workers on the S.P. line to strike sent out a
But Casey Jones, the engineer, he wouldn’t strike at .
~ His boiler it was leaking, and its drivers on the bum,
And his engine and its bearings, they were all out of p

worker Wié-hiu;g. to become ie
‘Workers of the World, may proceed in the fol-

Chorus:

Casey Jones kept his junk pile running;
Casey Jones was working double time;

Casey Jones got a wooden medal, ;
For veing good snd faithiul on tite 5. P. Line,

[ you live in a locality where there is a union of your
or a mixed (recruiting) union already in existence,
 the seeretary of that local nnion. He will furnish
_ on application blank containing the Preamble to
1. W, W. Constitution and the two questions which each
idate must answer in the aflirmative. The questions are

o you agree. to abide hy the constitution and regulations
_organisation ?”’ & =z
il you diligently study its principles and make yourself
namted with its purposes?”’ ; ‘
the initiation fee is fixed by the Local Union, but cannot Casey Jones hit the river bottom : 22
a¢ Imore than 5/- in any instance, and is usually 2/- Casey Jones broke his blooming spine ; %
| " The monthly dues cannot excead 2/-, and &r: Casey Jones was an Angeleno,

ij. : I_Oﬁéls i 1] t0 9/ - He took a trip to heaven on the S.P. lin's., o

there is no Local Union of the I W, W. in ‘your a When Casey Jones got up to heaven, to the Pearly Gate,
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But Casey gaid: “‘Let me alone vouw’d better take a hike.”
Then some ane put @ hunch of railroad ties across the tragk
And Cawey hit the river with an awfal crack. A

o
]
"E

. - Jes

: ~ you may become a Member-at-Large by making e S lasey euy th lled the S. P
# plic _li'm to the G_er_leral Becretary, whose address s e S{;;}g’}ul”m Casey. Jotise; heteny e u th“a' il
ven be ow. . )Ec:u_ .'\:;_JI]_ be l-egmred to answer affirmatively - % “You're just the man,” said Peter; “‘our musicians |
ve.—el;wt_) questlons, and pay an initiation fes of 2/- i strike ; ' "

thly dues are 1/- for Members at Large. ';.,f.,_)’ou can get a job a-scabbing any time you like.” =

+ still, write tq the General Secretary for a Char- ‘asey Jones got a job in heaven;
‘\la].r_l Gat ;}ti_]es'& than ten signa- | Casey Jenes was doing mighty fine ;
de wage workers in any one industry ' Casey Jones went scabbing on the angels
'nion) or in several industries (for a Just like he did to workers on the 8. .
ed and send the charter ap- -
neral Secretary, with the
us and instructions will
ed to organize the local,

=

The angels got together, and they said it wasn't
For Casey Jones 10 go around a-scabhing everyw
The Angels’ Union IEN'O. 23 they sure wer

And they promptly fired Casey down th
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Casey Jones went to Hell a-flying.
“Casey Jones,”’ the Devil said, “‘Oh, fine;
“Casey Jones, get busy shovelling sulphur;

THE RED FLAC.
(By James Connell.)
The workers’ flag is deepest red,
1t shrouded oft, our martyred dead ;
. And ere their himbs grew stuft and cold
Their iite blood dyed 1ts every fold.

Chorus.
Then raise the scarlet standavd high
encath its folds, we’ll live and die,
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying heve.

TLook ’rouid he IFFrenchman loves iii blaze,
I'he sturdy German chants its praise;

in Moscow’s vaults, its hymns are sung,
Chicago swells its surging song.

it waved above our infant might
When all ahead seemed dark as night ;
It witnessed many a deed and vow,
We will not change its colour now.

& It suits to-dayv, the meck and base
Whose minds are fixed on pelf and place;
To eringe beneath the rich man’s frown,
And haul thit sacred émblem down.

With heads uncovered, swear we all,
To hear it onward till we fall; '
Come dungeons dark, or gallows grim,
This song shall be our parting hymn!

Every worker should have an ambition to live to he a
- healthy old man or woman and hear the whistle blow 1o
the hosses to go to work,

R B N g

That’s what you get for scabbing on the 8. I'. line.”

!5

THE MARSEILLAISE.

Ye sons of toil, awake to glory ! _
Hark, hark, what myriads bid you rise;

Your children, wives and
Behold their fears and h

grandsires hoary—
ear their cries!

Behold their tears and hear their cries!
Shall hateful tyrants mischief breeding,

With hireling hosts, a
Affright and desolate
While peace and liberty

ruffian band—
the land,
lie hleeding?

Chorus:
o arms! to arms! ye brave!l
Th’ avenging sword unsheathe!
Mrach on. mareh on, all hearts resolved

On Victory or Death.

With luxury and pride
The wvile, insatiable d
Their thirst for gold an

surrounded,
espots rare,
d power unbounded

To mete and vend the light and air,
To mete and vend the light and air,

1.ike heasts of burden,
Like gods would bid

would ihey load us,

their slaves adore,

But Man i Man, and who is more?

Then shall they longer

. Liberty! can man 1

Once having felt thy

lash and goad us?

esign thee®

generous flame,

(an dungeons’s bolts and bars confine thee?

Oh whips, thy noble
Oh whips, thy noble

spirit tame ?
spirit tame ?

Too long the world has wept hewailing,
That Falsehood’s dagger tyrants wield ;
But Freedom is our sword and shield ;
And all their arts are nunavailing!

#* *

* ¢

DON'T FORGET that onr fight s vour fight. Sa let’s

n;:,hl together,
Secure a hundle ovder of

“Direct Action’’ occasionally for

distribution, 9d. per doz. posted. =

s Pha Sk I
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THE INTERNATIONALE,

(By Blugene Pottier.)
(Translated by Charles H. Kerr,)
Arise, ve prisoners of starvation !
Avise, yve wretched of the earth,
ifor justice thunders condemnation,
A better world’s in hirth.
No more tradition’s chains shall bind us,
Arise, ye slaves; no move in thrall!
The earth shall rise on new foundations,
We have heen naught, we shall be all.

; Refrain :
"Tis the final conflict,
Let each stand in his place,
The Industrial Union
Shall be the human race.

We want no condescending saviours,
To rule us from a judgment hall;
We workers ask not for their favours;
Let us consult for all ;
To make the thiel disgorge his hooty
-~ To free the spirit from its cell,
- We must ourselves decide our duty,
- We must decide and do it well.

- The law oppresses us and tricks us,
~ Wage systems drain our hlood ;
The rich are free from obligations,
The laws the poor delude.
- long we’ve languished in subjection,
quality has other laws;
hts,”” says she, “without their duties,
ms on equals without cause.

m seated in their glory,

of mine and rail and soil!
u read in all their story,
plundered toil ?

orkers’ toil are buried

}“ % No room here for the shirk.

In working for their restituiion
The men will only ask their due.

Toilers from shops and fields united,
The union we of all who work; - g
The earth belongs to us, the workers,

' How many on our flesh have fattened!
But if the noisome birds of prey
Qhall vanigh from the sky some morning,

The hlessed sunlight still will stay .

WHERE THE FRASER RIVER FLOWS.

(Tune: “Where the River Shannon Flnws.’i) i B
Fellow workers pay atetntion to what "'m going to mention, -
TFor it is the fixed intention of the Workers of the World.
And 1 hope you'll all he ready, true-hearted, brave and
steady, : g
To gather ‘round our standard when the Red Flag s un
firled. G
: Chorus : e S5
. i . 3 v 5 - - War . knowa s
Where the Frager Rivel flows, each fellow w m}xel o
They have bullied and oppressed us, hut still our Union
grows. ;
And we’'re going to find a way,
better pay, hoys;
! And we've going to win the day,
g Fraser flows.

|
i
|
{
i
|

bovs, for shorter hours and

hoys; where the river

Tor these punny-sack contractors have all been tilclr'ty m:ters,
- And they’re not our benefactors, each fellow worker _lm 8.

So we've pot to stick together in fine or dirty weat
And we will show no white feather, where the Fras

flows.

Now the boss the law is stretching. huns and pimps
fetehing, : Sts Lt

~ And they are a fine collection, as Jesus nnly___}:m,
" But  why their mothers reared them. and

§% . - spared them, i Sk
Are questions we can’t answer, wﬁka the F_I‘“&j_' Ri




ip and down the street, -
es fell off his feet, .
he spied a lady cooking stew,
d, “How do you do, | BT
Wﬂﬂdf{)l you P12 i 3 . T
ld him made him feel so blue.
sign he read, S
so 1t said,
my chance, I’ll surely try.”’
the floor, et e

=

.

s

In despair, he went to hell
With the devil for to dwell, st ot
Kor the reason he’d no other place to go;
And he said, “I'm full of sin, : P
Su for Christ’s sake, let me in,” = o s
But the devil said, ““Oh, beat 1t, you're a "bo.”” & =

THE CHILD SLAVES.

o (Tune: ‘‘Annie Laurie.”) # i
2 (By Richard Brazier.) e . e
4 The masters’ children are bonny, in the sunshine lomg they

- piay. : : : e
3 The workers’ children are hungry for the light of day.
- No time for them to play, in the sunshine warm gay;
For the sake of Capitalist dollars, they must wear their live
AWAY. g

" Their little forms are stunted, thelr faces white and wan,
From working in the sweatshops, the slaves of eruel mas
. Unkempt, unfed and forlorn, crippled, maimed and to
“ For the sake of greedy Mammon, are these little chi

: born. 5,
They never hear the birds sing, or stroll through Mﬂﬁm
-If[‘h('a %‘lf’i;];rs that bloom in springtime, are by them

In tl?ipclllz;rk depths of the earth,-amid the roar of ¢

- mills, : oAt
These little slaves are working at a dreadful pace that

But the day is surely coming, when the workers

. And free the little children, and the yoke of slav
" In One Big Union grand, organized the wide
We will do away with slave and master, for
' * o

\,

e,

. %

“The poor——is any country his? W
ries and your industries—they are not
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“MIGHT IS RICHT.”

’ - (By Covington Hall.)

= {(Tune: “Auld Lang Syne.’’)
Might was Right when Christ 5 hange
Beside the Jordan’s foam; b
Might was Right when Gracchus bled
Upon t_he stones of Rome ; !
And Might was Right when Danton fell
‘“ ;}'i‘qn ?mi‘ﬂet nassed away— :

* 'Tis the logic of the Ancient Wor

And the Gospel of to-day.” =

Might was Right when Spartacus
Went down in seas of blood,
And when the Commune perished
1.‘11 Eh%IS.e}i—same crimson flood ;

nd Might was Right at Cripple Creek
‘}t,%'_amﬁa-,] Homestead—yea ! - i
% 'Tig the logic of the Ancient Wor

_ And the Gospel of to-day.” s

‘%{jght was Right when Parsons died
::'Wilen Iéﬁz_'rer followed him, :
When Shinn’s young life was beate
: .“‘-_?'Spoi_(ame’s dungeon grim ; s
: w‘x}d Might was Right when Pettibone
eV ?'Ir‘l't stagg'rving down death’s way- -
S X is the logic of the Ancient World
- Aund the Gospel of to-day.” :

"._'Might is Right when Mor i
A hell "ronnd e

o ight is Right when Kirhy starves
4 E::i Ignn]f off the earth ;

~ And Might was Right wh i )

: .-‘?'%fe th;eslrggmuser’s I?rei'l Deitz hecame
g gic of the Anci v
nd the Gospel of t-:)—clagrrl.(’n’(Elnt ot

is Right whert children di
thousa n‘lgs.fn- the fnilllsfen e

s

13
When jewelled hands reach down and take
fThe pold their blood distills ;
And Might is Right when maidens give
Their love-dreams up for pay
< Tis the logic of the Ancient World,
And the Gospel of to-day.”

slight was, it is, 1t e’er will be,

The One and Only Right;

And 50, O hosts of Toil, awaken!

0O workingmen, unite !

Unite! Unite! For Might is Right,
Mis Freedom’s only way—

¢ 'Tis the logic of the Ancient World,
And the Gospel of to-day.”

WORBKINGMEN, COME ORGANIZE,

(Tune: “Rings On Her Fingers.")
Workingmen, come organize ; unite to gain your rights;
Will vou always be a fool and let the shirkers rule?
The rich man he just «its around and does not do a thing.
Whiie vou work and work he just shirles and shirks,
And Iets vou slave and slave frem morn 1iil night.

Chorus :
He's got rings on his fingers, go00C clothes to wear,
Automobiles to ride n; he has no woes Or Cares; -
You have not a thing to lose but your chains, your chains.
So. workingmen, pet wise and organize ; umnite.

The industrial Workers are calling to help them win this
fight; ; :
So come now and join them ; come get right,
Workers of the world, unite ; you've got a wor
Will you still be a fool and always be a tool,
When all that you must do is organize ?
Chorus: -
Then you'll have rings on your fingers, good clothes to wear;
Palaces to live in; you’ll have no woes or care; : .
You hav not a thing to Jose but your chains, your chains.
Yo, workingmen, get wise and organize; unite.

get right.
1d to gain.




“The W emng of the Green Py
d land ef.fleedom where ng Mammon

upheldmg Pinker ‘lons are gathered froin the slime. :
b el Wls(,h ﬂamed m]unctmns that yeu must 1ot leave

‘a peaceable assemblage is declared to be a mob

songress passed a measure framed by some consumma
- ass,

: I of va siarvation, when a fellow looks for wmk:
ances arc a, cop will grab his collar with a jerk ;
n him in for vagrancy, he is hranded as a tram

i well-to-do will shout: “Tr serves him nght tha

t_the ruting class maintain the dignity of law,

_Wl 3
fmnﬂn stand the outrage without a heils sauce
_Vdubbmg men and women just for walki
S8
the u_, on weu were all bt anarchlst

promised work for all whn wouldn’t enlmf
day when the hungry horde amrounded c

dn t promise anything at all,
acting © ery queer to say the le
-"ld ther Bible and all abofzt

hall come to vass,
md women 3nat for wa.l»kmg"%

conrt “decides against us we are filled swith whoi%— .

“(Tune) “Loﬁe"l\ig.*g’lla.lﬁt:&
(By Walguist.)

{ wander up and down the street,

‘Il I have blisters on my feet.

wiy helly’s empty, I’ve no bed,

Ko place to vest my weary head.
‘I'here’s millions like me Wandernlg,
Who are deeply pondering, :
©Oh, what must we do to hveP
Shall the workers face starvation, mis’”
Ln 5 ]and so rich and fair?

5 ' ' O‘hnrus.
Unite, my Fellow Men, unite!
Take hack your freedom and your ngiﬁ;
You have nothing to lose now,
Workers of the World, unite.

Oh! workingmen, come organize,

Oh! when, oh! when will you get

Are you still olng to ba a fool,
-And let the rich man o’er you rule?
1t is time that you were waking,

See the dawn is breaking,

~ Come now, wake up from your dnsm

* All this wealth belongs to toilers,

And not to the spoilers,
‘Nagb slaves throw your eham:; a,waﬁr

ﬁhorua-
I,I nite, my Fellow man unite!
nd crush the greedy tyrant's
The earth belongs to Lab ¢
Workers of the orld ;

*




HE UNION,

e Have a Navy.””)
Richard Brazier,)

of toiling masses,

ur sons of toil;

to the working classes
our hearts hoil.

e the blows and lashes—

nt stand,

throughuut this splendid land,
ill make our stand.

Il we tower,

ret of our power?’

- Chorus :

the Industrial Union—
mturled.

Il our splendid micht
al Workers of the World.
mion, a fighting union,
know that, too.

n their place

ey have to face
skingmen that’s true.

2

istic rule ;

ng o thcsa men depraved,
ave ever been a tool.

is dawning—

nigh

the fight—

wﬂ;l die.

we tower ;

rs’ power.

* be empty when ten men can

red ?! 2

. We have seen a m]ghtv army dying, helpless, one hy em;,

WAGE WORKERS, COME JOIN THE |

(Tune: “Battle Hymn of the Republic.”’)

We have seen the reaver toiling in the heat of summer
We bLave seen his children needy when the harvesting was

done,
While their flag went marching on.

Chorus :
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 stmet—m
We have seen them in the midnight, where the Goths an
Vandals meet; ¥
We have shuddered in the darkness at the noises of their fe,et,
But their cause went marching on,

Gur slavers’ marts are empty, human flesh no more ig soiﬂ
Where the dealer’s fatal hammer wakes the clink of ieapmg
oold,
Jut the slavers of the present more relentless powers hﬂld
Though the world goes marchmg on.

But no longer shall the children bend above the Whmng

wheel, .
We still free the weary women from their bondnge under
steel ; :
In the mmes and in the forest worn and helpless man HI
feel !
That his cause is marching on.
F

Then lift yvour eves, ye toilers, in the deserb hot wl"“i

Catch th@ cool w inds from the mountains. Hark! i
voice is near; :

Soon we'll rest hesi de the fountain and tha dre;a@ﬁﬂnd

he  here

As we go marching on,




s o'er yon ;
r countless wrongs-—
fgr you.’’”

shadow !

threa;tene y_eiis

sting.
- of wind
Eurst,_mg

ink he'd liko
nﬂnger
ns STRIKI,

And all the whﬂe he spouts
He’s musing undeteeted,

Un what a lovely snap he'll hawe.
When ence he is e]ected :

OUT IN THE snsnn-al;mg;f_

st in the hread-line, the fool and the"kni.'vé :
ut in the hread-line ‘the sucker and slave,

_offee and dn cvhnuts now takes all our cash,
We're on the bum and we’re glad to get hash,

Chorus
Out in the bread-line, in rain or sunshm
We're up against it to- day, .
Out in the bread-l: ne, watchmg the mh-mgn
We're on the bum, boys, to~day -

The Ump]n\meut office now ships east and west,
Jobs are quite scarce— they are none of thg. bﬁt
G]nh 1t is mckv—a dlsgount we pay, :

Chorus:
We are,the big bums, the hoboes, a.nd *ya
0. we ook Tungiy, otir clothes are all Ivags,
While a fat grafter, sky-pilot or fake, :
Laughs at our trouble and gives us the sh&a.

Chorns :
0, ves, we're the suckers, there’s no d
We live like dogs, and the hoss he gets
God help his picture, when once we |
He'll' be the bum and we’il lm ﬂm Mm.

% " :
Everv sub. taken for “Direct A(-h:on” is
of the ruling class and hrmgs nearer ﬁ')@e‘
ing class shall come mto ;ts Wl

ONE BIG I"NION af

“":m aht’’
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"HOPE OF THE AGES.

Cheers for the Red, White and Blue.’")

- (By E. Nesbit.)

the river of progress—

eril and cost let it be;

er must seawards despite you—

break down your dams and be free ;

‘ot the pitiful barriers

vou in its way have downeast ;
efforts hut add to the torrent,

flood must overwhelm you at last.

s e EhnTss '

For our banner is rais’d and unfurled ;

At your head our defiance is hurled;
Our cry is the ery of the ages—

Our hope is the hope of the world.

‘e laugh in the face of the forces
~ That strengthen the flood they oppose ;
-- i’*br the harder oppression the fiercer

~ The current will be when it flows.
We shall win, and the tyrant’s battalions
Jill be scattered like chaff in the fight.
rom which the true Soldiers of TFreedom
“Shall gather new courage and might.

Whedher leading the van cf the fighters,
In bitterest stress of the strife;
Or patiently bearing the burden
Of changelessly commonplace life,
Cne hope we have ever betore us,
~ Qur aim to attain and fulfil,
One watchword we chetish to mark us,
- One kindred and hrotherhood still,
What matter if failure on failure
~ Crowd clogely upon us and press?
When a hundred have bravely been beaten
5 The hundred and first wins success.
tehword is “Freedom ;' new soldiers
Flock each day where her flag is unfurled,
r ery is the ery of the ages,
Our hope is the hope of the world. ;
Ry e TR

____...._—-f = il s _‘._g;_u
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WORKINGMEN, UNITEL

(Tune: “‘Red Wing.””)

(Composed by K. S. Nelson.)
Conditions they are bad, - Mo
And some of you are sad; Ss
You cannot see your enemy, Sl
The class that lives in luxury.
Yon workingmen are poor, -
Will be for evermore,—
,As long as you permit the few ol
To guide your destiny. i

j 3 2 Chorus:

s Shall we still he slaves and work for wages ?
It is outrageous—has heen for ages; | .. -
This earth hy right helongs to toilers,
And not to spoilers of Iiberty. :

&85

The master class is small,
But they have lots of “‘gall.”
When we unite to gain our right, e
If they resist we’ll use our might; o
There is no middle ground,

This ficht must he one round

To victory, for hiberty, :

Our class is marching on! -

Workingmen, unite!
- We must put up a fight,

: To make us free from slavery
And capitalistic tyraany ;

7 This fight is not in vain, .
We've got a world to gain. inp i
b Will you be a fool, a capitalist toel? == =
And serve your encimy ? A =
¥ 3 ==
| . . e = "
{ There is but one bargain that the I. W. W. will

the employing class—COMPLETE SURRENDER
CONTROI. OF INDUSTRY TO THE OF
WORKERS, . , A



me oub every night,
' wruug; and what’s rlght
,somethmg to eat

8

Chorus :

“bye and hye,

s land above the sky ;

ay, live on hay,

e in the sky when you die.

they play,
&iﬂd cl;gy and they pray
your coin on the drum,
;y_ou when le re on the bum:

" nd ]umpalgg came out,

oller, they jump, and they shout.
oney to Jesug,?’ they 54y,

all meases to-day

hing good in this life—
&nd a baﬂ man, they tell,

ﬂf aII countnes, unite,

we for freedom will ﬁght

orld and its wealth we have gained
we’li mng this refram

ey

They’re known thro ut the
They've seen the horrors of the bull-pen,
From Maine to the Rio Grande.
They’ve faced starvation, hunger, priv

Upon them the soldiers were hurled.
Their organisation is known to the na.tmn
As the Industrial Workers of the
Then hail to this fighting band!
Good Juck to their union grand.

Chorus: G
They’'re all fighting from the word go,
And to the master : :
They'll bring disaster.
And if you'll join them
They’ll let you know
Just the reason the hoss must go.

They’'ve faced the Pmkerton and Gat]mg gnna
in defence of their natural rights;
They proved themselves to be labor sons
In all of the workers’ fights;
They have been hounded by wqr gnbﬂunded 2
Of capitalists throughout the land,
But all are astounded, our foes are conf&ﬂm‘-’
¥For we still remain a union grand.
Then hail to this fighting hm&! o

Chorus: :
You live on coffee and on doughnuts;
The Boss lives on porterhouse steaf:
You work ten hours a day and live in
The Boss lives in the palace you r
You face starvation, hunger, ?rwatmn,,'
But the Boss is a.lwa.ys wel i
Though of low station you’ye built this
ﬁt it upon your T
Then when will you ever get
When will you open your eyes




what ? Joining it!
what ? Joining it!
ers’ choice, 3
ige,

your voice ;
‘make a noise, bhoys,

ing what? Joining it!
ining what? Joining it!

&

-ifado.
}i-i'_m by the throat,

: o
Will it grow? Well! Look a |
Brand new locals everywhere, °
Retter take a hunch, join the figh
Fight for Freedom and Right.

THE WHITE SLAVE.

(By & Hil)"
(Air: “Meet Me To-night in Dreamla

Ome little ‘girl, fairas g pearl, © e
Worked every day in a lanndry; '
411 that she made for food she paidy

G5 she slept on a park bench so soundly;
An old procuress spied her there, e
Ihe came and whispered in her ear:

Chorus :
¢'ome with me now, my girly,
Don’t sleep out in the cold;
vYour face and tresses gurly
Will bring you fame and gold, .
Automobiles to ride in, diamonds and silk to ¥
You'll he a star bright, down in the red light,
Youll make your fortune there. o

 Same little girl, no more a

Walks all alone ’long th river,

Five vears have flown, her health

She would look at the water and
Whene'er she'd stop to rest and sle
Qhe'd hear a voice call from the deep

Chorus :
Girls in this way, fall every day,
And have heen falling f
Who is to blame? Y

-Tt’s the boss that

A homeless girl can
'_I_f‘ompta’tions calling vy




Up and down the streats w
. sore, Cdy
“For a job, a job, a job mi
- The employment shark wi

“When you buy a job out

£ Oborus:
When you buy a joh out »
When you buy a joh out yon-der,
When you buy a job ent yon-d
When you buy a job out von-der in

Ty 4

# =hall we labor for thé»gr&-ffei"s_-,—r_.fré'm the .

B sun ? S R
&hall we all his graft and hard work meekly
When we've worked a week we owe the boss for
- we've done, . e T

: _ When the driver vells, “Roll out,. bo_v.s?_—’,"l_,_ai“ yOu

e “Sevond Chorus? . &

B ~ When the dri-ver yells, roll out boys,

- When the dri-ver yells, roll out boys,
When the dri-ver yells, roll out boys,

When the driver yells, roll out boys,

You've Geen ronned ny the emplovment sharks,
. you on the bum, 3
If you get the job you bought, the case is rare
Be a man and join the union, then the boss to
When the grafters have to travel. we’ll be -

Third Chorus:
When the graf-ters have to travel
When the graf-térs have to 9:?5‘6
When the graf-ters have to tras
When the graf-ters have to t

-:‘;E&aeatinn is amnﬂ:nﬁiw
DON'T FORGET that
ways go together.




0, why don’t you w

Like other men do?

How in hell can I work
When there’s no work to do?‘

- Chorus:
Hallelujah, I'm a humn,

Hallelujah, bum again, X

Halelujab, give us a handout--
To revive us again. 7%

Q, why don’t you save

All the money you earn?

it 1 did not eat

’d have money to hurn,
Chorus ;

U, 1 like my boss—

: He's a good friend of nmine ;

e : : That’s why T am sarving
os hgru v - : ; Out in the bread-line.
e 1 g - LhanS'

1 can’t buy a jab,
For I ain't got the dongh,
So T ride in a hox-car,
For I’'m a hobo.

Ghorua

SCISSORBILL."
e the King.’")

Whenever © oot

ANl the money I earn.
The hosé will be broke
And to work he must mma

DON'T FORGET the e
1 onlv he one un,wm ;




is gl'andl"a-rray
ng on their way ;

g limbs they pazed upon

he workers sang the seng;
g the workers sang the song:

all to that ruling band—

3, for we now rule this land.
aid, for you must earn your

STIFF.”

3

he buils the road,
le, he packs his load,
“hunger’s goad,
ks and walks
built the road.

For

‘Stand up! Stand up! Ye ‘workers

Stand up in all your might,
Unite beneath our banner,
Yor Liberty and Right.

From victory unto victoly
This army sure will go,
Ty win the world for labor
Aud yvanquish every foe.

Stand up! Stand up! Ye workers
Stand up in every land. o
Tnite, and fight for freedom,
1 ONIE BIG UNION grand.
ut on the workers’ armour,
- Which is the card of Red,
hen all the greedy ryrants
Wil have to earn their bread.

ronse! Arouse! Ye toilers,
The strife will not _be long.
is day the noise of hattle,
© The next the victor’s song .
All ve that slaye for wages, - .
Stand up and break your chain:
Tnite in ONE BIG UN%QH—-——
Youw've got a world to gain.
WE'RE READY.
Air 28
Conrage and honor to
Our hearts shall cheer
~Our hands shall help t
We're ready to fight,
Tov Gibewryas s
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