
“When We Stand Together” 
Notes on the Songs 
 
Workers of The World, Awaken – Joe Hill (1915) 
 During his incarceration in Utah awaiting his execution, Joe 
Hill continued to write words to other tunes but also composed 
words and music to a few gems, and this is one of them. 
Borrowing on some themes from The Internationale, both in the 
melody and the lyric, the song is nonetheless distinctively Joe Hill 
and IWW and is a joy to sing. It was sung as part of the program at 
Joe’s funeral in Chicago in 1915, but even though it’s a major 
anthem, for some unknown reason, while the lyrics are often 
quoted, the song has been too seldom sung. Bucky Halker’s 
recording of the song with the St. Paul Swedish Men’s Chorus is a 
notable exception. While Joe’s parodies are famous and sung over 
and over, this, probably his greatest song, is not.  This song, along 
with his other prison compositions, demonstrate just how 
accomplished a musician Joe Hill actually was, not just a lyricist of 
parodies.  
 
words and music 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 
From your cradles to your graves? 
Is the height of your ambition 
To be good and willing slaves? 
 
  Arise, ye pris’ners of starvation! 
  Fight for your own emancipation! 
  Arise ye slaves of every nation 
  In One Union Grand! 
  Our little ones for bread are crying, 
  And millions are from hunger dying. 
  The end the means is justifying: 



  ‘Tis the final stand! 
 
If the workers take a notion, 
They can stop all speeding trains; 
Every ship upon the ocean, 
They can tie with mighty chains; 
Every wheel in the creation, 
Every mine and every mill, 
Fleets and armies of the nation 
Will at their command stand still. 
 
Join the union, fellow workers, 
Men and women, side by side; 
We will crush the greedy shirkers 
Like a sweeping, surging tide; 
For united, we are standing, 
But divided, we will fall; 
Let this 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! 
No one will for bread be crying: 
We’ll have freedom, love, and health 
When the grand Red Flag is flying 
In the Workers’ Commonwealth! 
 
It’s A Long Way Down To the Soup Line - Joe Hill (1915) 
 In San Francisco fellow worker Sam Murray wrote to Joe 
Hill in prison encouraging him to make new words for Jack Judge 
& Harry Williams’ 1914 hit song “It’s A Long Way to Tipperary”, 
which was one of the most popular songs in the entire English-
speaking world, originally recorded by tenor John McCormack. 
Joe, understandably, had not heard the song, but agreed to do it if 
his friend would just send him the music. The economic depression 
was felt hard in the cities, and San Francisco was no exception. Joe 
offers the solution to the problems afflicting the working class: 
organize! Joe’s parody was first published as a song sheet for the 



defense fund, and then in the 25th edition (1933) of the IWW’s 
Little Red Songbook. 
 
Words by Joe Hill 
Tune: “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary” 
  (Jack Judge & Harry Williams) (1912/1914)                           
 
Bill Brown was just a working man Iike others of his kind.  
He lost his job and tramped the streets when work was hard to find.  
The landlord put him on the stem, the bankers kept his dough,  
And Bill heard everybody sing, no matter where he’d go: 
 
 Chorus: 
  It’s a long way down to the soupline,  tt’s a long way to go. 
  It’s a long way down to the soupline and the soup is thin I know.  
 Good bye, good old pork chops, farewell, beefsteak rare 
 It’s a long way down to the soupline but my soup is there. 
 
So Bill and sixteen million men responded to the call  
To force the hours of labor down and thus make jobs for all.  
They picketed the industries and won the four-hour day  
And organized a General Strike so men don’t have to say: 
 
The workers own the factories now where jobs were once destroyed 
 By big machines that filled the world with hungry unemployed.  
They all own homes, they’re living well, they’re happy, free and strong,  
But millionaires wear overalls and sing this little song: 
 
Bread & Roses - James Oppenheim & Martha Coleman 
 James Oppenheim’s poem was first published in 1911, well 
before the Lawrence Strike. But before that, the concept phrase, 
“bread and roses” was coined by socialist, unionist and suffragist 
Rose Schneiderman in a speech in which she advocated for the 
right to vote and for every woman’s right to “life, and the sun and 
music and art.”  She said “What the woman who labors wants is 
the right to live, not simply exist… The worker must have bread, 
but she must have roses, too. Help, you women of privilege, give 



her the ballot to fight with." The phrase became forever associated 
with workers in the textile mills of Lawrence, Massachusetts who 
went out on strike in 1912, a strike led by IWW fellow workers, 
including Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, Bill Haywood, and Joseph Ettor. 
The successful strike became known as the “Bread and Roses 
Strike.” Although there is no photographic record, Upton Sinclair 
included Oppenheim’s poem in his 1915 anthology, The Cry for 
Justice: An Anthology of the Literature of Social Protest and made 
the reference that connected the two for all time, "In a parade of 
strikers of Lawrence, Massachusetts, some young girls carried a 
banner inscribed, 'We want Bread, and Roses too!'". The setting 
here is the original and the best-known melody until Mimi Farina 
composed another tune in 1974.  
	 	 	
Poem by James Oppenheim, 1911 
music by Martha Coleman 
 
As we come marching, marching, in the beauty of the day,                                                          
A million darkened kitchens, a thousand mill lofts gray, 
Are touched with all the radiance that a sudden sun discloses, 
For the people hear us singing, “Bread and roses! bread and 
 roses! 
 
As we come marching, marching, we battle too for men, 
For they are women's children, and we mother them again. 
Our lives shall not be sweated from birth until life closes; 
Hearts starve as well as bodies; give us bread, but give us roses. 
 
As we come marching, marching, unnumbered women dead 
Go crying through our singing their ancient call for bread. 
Small art and love and beauty their drudging spirits knew. 
Yes, it is bread we fight for, but we fight for roses too. 
 
As we come marching, marching, we bring the greater days, 
The rising of the women means the rising of the race. 



No more the drudge and idler, ten that toil where one reposes, 
But a sharing of life's glories: Bread and roses, bread and roses. 
 
The Rebel Girl – Joe Hill (1915) 
 This is another of the songs for which Joe Hill composed 
words and music in his prison cell. In more recent years it has been 
changed, adapted and updated by numerous artists. Hazel Dickens 
rewrote the lyrics, singing the song Bluegrass style, and her 
version is probably the most often sung. John McCutcheon used 
Dickens’ version of the words and wrote his own very 
contemporary melody.  Our version goes back to the original sheet 
music published by the union. We found it exciting to realize that 
Joe Hill wrote what is essentially a ragtime march, and as we 
looked over the original lyrics, we found them to be historically 
strong and not requiring an update. The music is typical of the 
popular music of the early twentieth century, the heyday of ragtime 
and Tin Pan Alley. The song was first published in the1916 edition  
of the IWW’s Little Red Songbook, the “Joe Hill Memorial 
Edition.”  
 There were notably two young women in the IWW movement 
at the time that fit the description of “the rebel girl,” and both 
carried on correspondence with Joe Hill while he was in prison. 
Young Katie Phar, known as the “IWW Songbird,” grew up in a 
Wobbly family in Spokane, Washington, and was just ten years of 
age at the time of Joe’s execution. The other woman was Elizabeth 
Gurley Flynn, who was ten years older than Katie Phar. 
 Elizabeth Gurley Flynn met Joe Hill only once, in May of 
1915. She was the first visitor he had after he was sentenced to 
death. The visit had been preceded by a nearly five-month-long 
exchange of correspondence. So Hill was very familiar with 
Flynn’s views on the union and the class war, and he had also 
heard about her skill and artistry as an orator and organizer, 
undoubtedly knowing of the prominent role she played in the 
Lawrence Strike three years earlier. The night of November 18, 
1915, his last telegram from prison was to her, and was a poignant 



acknowledgement that the entire time he was working on the song, 
he was thinking of her:  
“I have been saying Good Bye now so much now that it is 
becoming monotonous but I cannot help to send you a few more 
lines because you have been more to me than a Fellow Worker. 
You have been an inspiration and when I composed The Rebel Girl 
you was right there and helped me all the time. . . . With a warm 
handshake across the continent and a last fond Good-Bye to all I 
remain Yours as Ever. ––Joe Hill” 
 The next morning at sunrise, Joe Hill was taken to the place 
of execution. 
 
words and music by Joe Hill 
 
There 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-blooded queens and princesses, 
Who have charms made of diamonds and pearls; 
But the only and thoroughbred lady 
Is the Rebel Girl. 
 
 That’s the Rebel Girl, that’s the Rebel Girl! 
 To the working class she’s a precious pearl. 
 She brings courage, pride and joy 
 To the fighting Rebel Boy. 
 We’ve had girls before, but we need some more 
 In the Industrial Workers of the World. 
 For it’s great to fight for freedom 
 With the Rebel Girl. 
 
Yes, her hands may be hardened from labor, 
And her dress may not be very fine; 
But a heart in her bosom is beating 



That is true to her class and her kind. 
And the grafters in terror are trembling 
When her spite and defiance she’ll hurl; 
For the only and thoroughbred lady 
Is the Rebel Girl. 
 

 
Elizabeth Gurley Flynn 



 
Katie Phar 
 
Stung Right - Joe Hill  (1912)  
 
 First published in the March 1913 edition (fifth edition) of 
the IWW Little Red Songbook. 
    The IWW, while not pacifist in a strict sense, has always 
recognized that war and militarism are the bastard children of the 
class war, both enriching the already rich manufacturers, while 
depending upon the working class to do the fighting, bleeding and 



dying.  Joe’s parody of W.S. Weeden’s “Sunlight, Sunlight” makes 
this point with his characteristic humor, telling the story of an 
unwitting recruit into the U.S. Navy.  On a personal note, we 
learned the song because it was nearly the same story as that of our 
dear friend and the maker of our guitars, the late Larry Sifel. This 
one’s for you, Larry! 
 Just a couple of months before his execution in Utah, Joe 
wrote to his friend and fellow worker Sam Murray in San 
Francisco: 
"Well war certainly shows up the capitalist system in the right 
light. Millions of men are employed at making ships and others are 
hired to sink them. Scientific management, eh, wot?"  ––Joe Hill 
 
words by Joe Hill, melody by W.S. Weeden 
 
When I was hiking ’round the town to find a job one day, 
I saw a sign that a thousand men were wanted right away, 
To take a trip around the world in Uncle Sammy’s fleet, 
I signed my name a dozen times upon a great big sheet. 
 
 I was stung right, stung right, S-T-U-N-G, 
 Stung right, stung right, easy mark, that’s me 
 When my term is over, and 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 stand 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 shine the captain’s shoes. 
 
One day a dude in uniform to me commenced to shout, 
I simply plugged him in the jaw, and knocked him down and out; 
They slammed me right in irons then and said, “You are a case.” 
On bread and water then I lived for twenty-seven days. 
 



One day the captain said, “Today I’ll show you something nice, 
All hands line up, we’ll go ashore and have some exercise.” 
He made us run for seven miles as fast as we could run, 
And with a packing on our back that weighed a half a ton. 
 
Some time ago when Uncle Sam he had a war with Spain, 
And many of the boys in blue were in the battle slain, 
Not all were killed by bullets, though; no, not by any means, 
The biggest part that were killed by Armour’s Pork and Beans. 
 
Don’t Take My Papa Away From Me - Joe Hill (1915) 
 This is the third of Joe’s great compositions from prison, 
words and music. At the time of his writing, the U.S. had not yet 
entered the First World War, but Joe and Wobblies all across the 
United States were keenly aware that fellow workers from around 
the world, particularly in the UK, France and Australia, were 
already dying on the battlefields and in the trenches in Europe. 
There were many anti-war songs that arose out of that chapter in 
history. Joe tells the poignant story of an orphan of the conflict, 
again with a musical setting that is as sophisticated as it is typical 
of the music of the period.  This also happens to be the last song 
Joe Hill ever wrote. The night before he was executed he sent a 
telegram to Elizabeth Gurley Flynn: 
“COMPOSED NEW SONG LAST WEEK   WITH MUSIC DEDICATED 
TO THE DOVE OF PEACE   IT’S COMING   AND NOW GOODBYE 
GURLEY DEAR   I HAVE LIVED LIKE A REBEL AND SHALL DIE 
LIKE A REBEL     JOE HILL” 
 
words & music by Joe Hill  

A little girl with her father stayed                                                        
In an old cabin ‘cross the sea.                                                           
Her mother dear in the cold grave lay:                                                 
With her father, she’d always be.                                                            
But then one day, the Great War broke out,                                               



And the father was told to go.                                                                   
The little girl pleaded her father she needed;                                             
She begged, cried, and pleaded so. 

 “Don’t take my papa away from me;                                                 
 Don’t leave me here all alone.                                                              
 He has cared for me so tenderly                                                         
 Ever since mother has gone.                                                       
 Nobody ever like him can be;                                                             
 No one can so with me play.                                                                
 Don’t take my father 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 kiss her goodnight again                                                           
For he fell ‘mid the cannons’ roar.                                                             
A greater soldier was never born,                                                             
But his brave heart was pierced one day.                                                      
And as he was dying, he heard someone crying:                                                             
A girl’s voice  from far away:  

The Popular Wobbly – T-Bone Slim  (1920)                                                
 Shortly after the U.S. entered World War I, congress passed, 
and President Wilson signed into law the Espionage Act, and the 
next year amendments called the Sedition Act extended its reach 
and scope. Under these two enactments and by the direction of two 
attorneys general, Thomas Gregory and A. Mitchell Palmer, IWW 
offices and meeting halls across the country were raided.  From 
September 1917 until 1921, the IWW was subjected to violent 
harassment by the U.S. Department of Justice and the newly 
established Bureau of Investigation. On September 5, 1917, every 



IWW office in the country was raided by federal agents. In the raid 
of the national headquarters in Chicago agents made off with 
literally five tons of documents and material, which were later used 
in the prosecution of more than a hundred Wobblies who had been 
arrested.  Arrests and deportations of Wobblies as well as other 
leftist activists continued right through the rest of the war. This 
included the arrest and imprisonment of Eugene V. Debs, and the 
deportation of Emma Goldman.  The stories of attacks on the IWW 
are many, with many involving not just incarceration, but physical 
violence and murder.                                                                   
 T-Bone Slim (1880–1942) was a humorist, poet, songwriter, 
hobo, and IWW activist.  He was born Matti Valentinpoika Huhta 
to Finnish parents in Ashtabula, Ohio. During his life as a Fellow 
Worker, he contributed numerous poems, articles and songs to 
IWW publications. This comment on the legal persecution of the 
IWW is one of the best-known of his parodies, set to the 1917 hit 
song “They Go Wild, Simply Wild Over Me,” by Joseph 
McCarthy and Fred Fisher. 
 
words by T-Bone Slim, melody by McCarthy & Fisher 
 
I’m as mild-mannered as I can be 
And I’ve never done them harm that I can see 
Still on me they put a ban, and they throw me in the can 
They go wild, simply wild over me. 
 
They accuse me of rascality 
But I can’t see why they always pick on me 
I’m as gentle as a lamb, but they take me for a ram 
They go wild, simply wild over me. 
 
Oh, the bull he went wild over me 
And he held his gun where everyone could see 
He was breathin’ rather hard when he saw my union card 
He went wild, simply wild over me. 



 
Then the judge he went wild over me 
And I plainly saw we never could agree 
So I let the man obey what his conscience had to say 
He went wild, simply wild over me. 
 
Oh, the jailer he went wild over me 
And he locked me up and threw away the key 
It seems to be the rage so they keep me in a cage 
They go wild, simply wild over me. 
 
They go wild, simply wild over me. 
I’m referring to the bedbug and the flea 
They disturb my slumber deep and I murmur in my sleep 
They go wild, simply wild over me. 
  
Will the roses grow wild over me 
When I’m gone into the land that is to be? 
When my soul and body part, in the stillness of my heart 
Will the roses grow wild over me? 
 
Well then god, he went wild over me 
When I went before the throne on bended knee 
Did he hear my humble yell? No, he told me go to hell! 
He went wild, simply wild over me. 
He went wild, simply wild over me. 
 
 
Canton 1918 - Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino                             
 Eugene Victor Debs is one of the most fascinating men in 
American history. He was a co-founder of the IWW, and was 
present at the founding convention in Chicago in 1905. While he 
did not maintain his membership in the union, he remained 
supportive of the union and its founding principles throughout his 
life. During his imprisonment after the Pullman strike of 1894, 



Debs became a dedicated activist in the Socialist movement, and as 
years went on, he took a greater role of leadership in the party, 
frequently contributing editorials to the party’s journals, including 
Appeal to Reason. He was the party’s candidate for president of the 
United States four times before the speech depicted in this song 
took place. The “Canton Speech,” delivered on June 16, 1918, was 
the one that landed him in prison. In the audience of around 1,000 
Socialists having a picnic in Canton, Ohio’s Nimisilla Park, was a 
reporter for the Cleveland Plain Dealer by the name of Clyde 
Miller. Miller had been working closely with northeast Ohio 
federal prosecutor Edwin Wertz, gathering information on 
individuals who might be in violation of the Espionage Act. So, 
after hearing Debs’ speech in Canton, which was taken down by a 
stenographer in Gregg shorthand, Miller phoned Wertz and told 
him that Debs, just by what he said, was undoubtedly in violation 
of the law. Wertz obtained the warrant for Debs’ arrest. Debs was 
sentenced to 10 years in a federal penitentiary. While he was in 
prison, he ran for president a fifth time, this time gaining just short 
of one million votes. The war ended that November, 1918, but 
Debs still had to serve his time. After a very difficult incarceration 
that left an indelible mark on his physical health, his sentence was 
commuted to time served by the man he had run against in the 
presidential election campaign, Warren G. Harding, and he was 
released from prison on Christmas morning, 1921. All his life, 
Debs never stopped fighting for the workers and the working class. 
He hated when people said he had “risen” from the ranks of labor, 
for to him, he had not risen, but had always stayed with them, side 
by side, and shoulder to shoulder.                                                                                        
 Our song is in the voice of a young socialist worker hearing 
Debs speak in person for the first time, standing in that crowd in 
the park in Canton, Ohio, inspired to action and dreaming of a 
better world.  “The cross of stars is bending” is a reference to the 
constellation the southern cross, which appears to bend in the 
refractory effect of the earth’s atmosphere as it sets, heralding the 
new morning.  (Greg is proud to note that this notable episode in 



history took place in his hometown.) 

“Let the people take heart and hope everywhere, for the cross is bending, 
the midnight is passing, and joy cometh with the morning                       
     `  —Eugene Debs1918.” 

words and music by Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino 
 
Back in nineteen eighteen on a sunny day in June, 
A thousand of us gathered that hopeful afternoon  
In Nimisilla Park between the railroad and the creek 
To see Eugene Victor Debs, and to hear him speak. 
 He came down to Canton to talk and take a stand 
 For peace and justice for the working class throughout the land 
 Now forever I’ll remember, wherever I may roam, 
 The prescient words that Gene Debs spoke in my Ohio home. 
 
Debs had run for president; it was him I’d voted for 
Then I heard that he was comin’ here with a cry against the war 
When so many in our country were still itchin’ for that fight 
He was a solitary beacon in a stormy night  
 He’d come to see our comrades in the workhouse locked away  
 They would not feed the war machine, their consciences betray 
 From the junkers to the robber barons, money’s what it’s for 
 Poor workers were daily dyin’ in a rich man’s war 
 

He said, “There are better days ahead if to ourselves we’re true 
And we’ll all rise in common cause, rebuild this world anew 
If we just work together, stand for what is right 
Make this great cause triumphant, all the working class unite!” 

 
He stood there bone and sinew, with a fire in his eyes 
And a voice full of passion, from a heart so true and wise 
With courage unrelenting his words defied their power 
Even though no doubt he knew the danger of the hour 
 He said, “A thousand times I’d rather be a free soul in jail 
 Than a coward in the streets, a sycophant for sale.” 
 So I stood enthralled there that fateful summer day 



 That man changed my life with every word he had to say 
 
They hauled him off to jail, sedition, so they said 
A dangerous man like Debs just has to be stopped dead 
He said, “I ask no mercy, plead for no immunity 
For now I see the rising of those who would be free. 

I clearly see the struggle now between our human need 
 And the wicked powers of exploitation and of greed. 
 But the cross of stars is bending as we pass through the night 
 And the people waken joyful in the hope of morning light.”  
 
©2015 Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino 
 
Poor Old Dobbin - Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino 
 Labor activist, advocate and educator Joyce Kornbluh 
compiled a tremendous collection of IWW documents including 
articles, essays, poems, graphics, photographs and songs entitled 
Rebel Voices: An IWW Anthology, originally published in 1964 by 
PM Press. One of the many gems in the compendium is the story 
told in this song, a 1927 article entitled “The IWW on a Full-
Rigged Ship,” written by Fellow Worker Harry Clayton, who was 
a member of the ship’s crew.  The company that owned the Star of 
Russia obviously wanted to maximize their profit on the sale of the 
ship to a French company in New Caledonia in the South Pacific, 
so they had workers (many of whom were undoubtedly Wobblies) 
load her down with lumber from the forests of Washington to be 
sold along the way at a port of call in Samoa. It was there that the 
crew, who had delivered their demands to the captain, won their 
strike for fair treatment and uniform scale. In all the histories of the 
union, despite the Wobbly reputation as the singing union, and 
despite the huge genre of nautical song, there are very few 
references to singing among Wobblies in the maritime industries. 
This story just called out for a song, and one utilizing the 
concertina. 
	
words and music by Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino 



 
We’re thirty days out from the port of Tacoma 
For New Caledonia we’re bound 
On an old hulk square-rigger, the Star of Russia 
But she’ll ne’er again sail Puget sound 
 For she’s seen her day, now they’ve sold her away 
 Under sail it’s her last long trip 
 No longer at large, stripped down for a barge 
 Tomorrow she’ll be no tall ship 
 
 Chorus: 
 And it’s salt cod and poor old Dobbin 
 Who pulled that old “one-hoss shay” 
 Horse meat so tough it chews like leather 
 And ancient pork fat every day. 
 
Fellow workers back home loaded her down with lumber 
A million board feet, we were told 
Handsome profit for someone on Washington timber 
When it’s delivered and sold 
 But the dollars are few for us laboring crew 
 Hard life on these endless waves 
 Weak mind and strong back’s what they pay you for, Jack 
 To them we are nothing but slaves 
 
Our cook hasn’t bathed since the birth of the Savior 
So the galley gives off quite a stink 
With the smell of the horse meat, the pig fat and fish 
It’ll drive a poor sailor to drink 
 Hard work night and day, and a pittance for pay 
 And we’re livin’ like rats down below 
 So we all got wise, and we organized 
 Now we won’t be their slaves anymore 
 
 Chorus: 



 And it’s salt cod and poor old Dobbin 
 Who pulled that old “one-hoss shay” 
 Horse meat so tough it chews like leather 
 And ancient pork fat every day. 
 
We wrote our demands and took them to the skipper 
Fair treatment and uniform scale 
He called, “Cast off lines!” and with arms crossed we stood  
Sayin, “Agree, or the Russia won’t sail!” 
 So he had to choose, but how could we lose? 
 What else could he do but give in? 
 It paid to rebel, now they treat us quite well, 
 Each worker says, “I Will Win!” 
  
 Chorus: 
 No more salt cod and poor old Dobbin 
 Who pulled that old “one-hoss shay” 
 Horse meat so tough it chews like leather 
 And ancient pork fat every day. 
 
So the captain he called in the handsome young mess boy 
Askin’, “Are you a double-U, son? 
You’d best keep clear of those double-U’s young man, 
They make trouble for everyone.” 
 But the boy raised his head, to the skipper he said, 
 Standin’ so brave and tall, 
 “When all is done, an injury to one 
 Is an injury to us all!” 
 
 Chorus: 
 No more salt cod and poor old Dobbin 
 Who pulled that old “one-hoss shay” 
 Horse meat so tough it chews like leather 
 And ancient pork fat every day. 
 



 Last chorus: 
 Now we’re Wobblies and sea-farin’ rebels 
 For all each one of us stood 
 No longer their slaves when we stand together 
 Our union delivers the goods 
 One big union delivers the goods! 
 
©2016 words and music by Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino 
	
The Banks Are Made of Marble - Les Rice 
 A New York State apple farmer in the lower Hudson Valley, 
Les Rice was also a one-time president of the Ulster County NY 
Farmer’s Union. Being caught in the usual squeeze between the 
big companies that sold him his supplies and equipment and the 
big companies who set prices for his crop, he saw the issues first 
from that perspective, but then went on to make the connections to 
the struggles of all workers. First recorded by Pete Seeger, this 
song became very popular among union members around the 
country, and was printed in the IWW’s Little Red Songbook in the 
35th edition, 1984 
 
words and music by Les Rice 
Adapted by Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino 
 
I've traveled ‘round this country  
From shore to shining shore.  
It really made me wonder  
Why some are rich and others poor 
 
I saw the weary farmer,  
Plowing sod and loam;  
I heard the auction hammer  
A knocking down his home.   
 But the banks are made of marble,  



 With a guard at every door,  
 And the vaults are stuffed with silver,  
 That the farmer sweated for.   
 
I saw the seaman standing  
Idly by the shore.  
I heard the bosses saying,  
Got no work for you no more.   
 But the banks are made of marble,  
 With a guard at every door,  
 And the vaults are stuffed with silver,  
 That the seaman sweated for.   
 
I saw the weary miner,  
Scrubbing coal dust from his back,  
I heard his children cryin',  
Got no coal to heat the shack.   
 But the banks are made of marble,  
 With a guard at every door,  
 And the vaults are stuffed with silver,  
 That the miner sweated for.   
 
I've seen my people working  
Throughout this mighty land;  
I knew we'd get together,  
And together make a stand.   
 Then we'd own those banks of marble,  
 And we’d open every door;  
 And we'd share those vaults of silver,  
 That we all have sweated for.   
 



Which Side Are You On? - Florence Reece 
 This classic song of Labor was written during the “Harlan 
County War” in Kentucky in 1931. Sheriff J. H. Blair and his 
deputies, hired by the coal company, had illegally raided Sam and 
Florence Reece’s home looking for Sam, who was a union 
organizer.  But Sam had been warned in advance and was not 
there. After terrorizing Florence and their children, the men left. 
Florence told the story that she took down the calendar hanging on 
the wall and wrote the words on it, singing it to the tune of the 
well-known hymn, “Lay the Lily Low.” Published in 1967 by Oak 
Publications in Hard-Hitting Songs for Hard Hit People, compiled 
and edited by Alan Lomax & Pete Seeger, with notes by Woody 
Guthrie, the song has been performed and recorded many times 
over the years. It has also been adapted for other social struggles 
including by members of SNCC during the Civil Rights 
Movement.  Our version returns to the original words in the Oak 
printing. The song was published in the IWW’s Little Red 
Songbook 36th Edition in 1995. 
 
words and music by Florence Reece 
 
Come all of you good workers 
Good news to you I’ll tell, 
Of how the good ol’ union 
Has come in here to dwell. 
 
 Which side are you on? 
 Which side are you on? 
 
We’ve started our good battle, 
We know we’re sure to win, 
Because we’ve got the gun thugs 
A-lookin’ very thin. 
 
They say they have to guard us 



To educate their child; 
Their children lives in luxury, 
Our children’s almost wild. 
 
With pistols and with rifles 
They take away our bread, 
And if you miners hinted it, 
They’d beat you on the head 
 
If you go up to Harlan County 
There is no neutral there, 
You’ll either be a union man 
Or a thug for J.H. Blair. 
 
Oh workers, can you stand it? 
Oh tell me how you can. 
Will you be a gun thug, 
Or will you take a stand? 
 
My daddy was a miner. 
He is now in the air and sun. 
He’ll be with you fellow workers  
Until the battle’s won.  
 
  
Mill Was Made of Marble - Joe Glazer 
 We have been singing this song ever since first meeting Joe 
Glazer when we moved to Washington, DC in 1974.  We have 
often reflected on the irony portrayed in Joe’s utopian vision of the 
worker’s posthumous paradise. After all, wouldn’t the ideal 
paradise involve not working in a textile mill at all? But some 
people believe that our dreams are often our subconscious mind’s 
attempt to sort out the troubling reality of our daily lives, our 
waking hours. By that measure, one might easily see why a worker 



in such a dangerous and unhealthy place as a textile mill would 
dream a dream like this. 
 Joe Glazer, who sang for unions all across the country for 
more than fifty years, and was known far and wide as “Labor’s 
Troubadour” was also the first singer to record an entire album of 
IWW songs, many by Joe Hill, in 1954. He also recorded what is 
probably the first collection of just the songs of Joe Hill, both 
albums for Moses Asch and Folkways Records. He probably sang 
“Solidarity Forever” more than any single singer in history, and he 
knew its writer, Fellow Worker Ralph Chaplin, who can be heard 
speaking to an audience on Joe’s second collection of songs of the 
Wobblies.  

 
 On a personal note, Joe became like a second father to us 
when he took us under his wing and invited us to sing backup 
vocals on many of his records. He also issued our second LP 
Working My Life Away on his Collector Records label, and then, in 
a thematic departure, in 1990 released our collection of 
environmental songs, Living Planet, for the 20th anniversary of the 



first Earth Day. When We Stand Together is affectionately 
dedicated to him and his memory. 
 
words and music by Joe Glazer 
 
I dreamed that I had died 
And gone to my reward: 
A job in heaven’s textile plant 
On a golden boulevard. 
 
 Where the mill was made of marble; 
 The machines were made out of gold; 
 And nobody ever got tired; 
 And nobody ever grew old. 
 
The mill was built in a garden; 
No dust or lint could be found; 
And the air was so fresh and so fragrant 
With flowers and trees all around. 
 And the mill was made of marble… 
 
It was quiet and peaceful in heaven; 
There was no clatter or boom; 
You could hear the most beautiful music, 
As you worked at the spindle and loom. 
 
There was no unemployment in heaven; 
We worked steady all through the year; 
We always had food for the children; 
We never were haunted by fear. 
 
When I woke from this dream about heaven, 
I wondered if some day there’d be 
A mill like that one down below here on earth 
For workers like you and like me. 



 Where the mill was made of marble… 

 
 
 
Build High the Bridge - Ronnie Gilbert & Jeff Langley 
 Famed as a member of the Weavers in the nineteen fifties, 
Ronnie Gilbert continued singing long after the group broke up. 
She also co-wrote and performed a one-woman musical portrait of 
Mary Harris “Mother” Jones. This song is from that show, and is 
sung in the voice of Mother Jones. When we first heard it, we 
thought it was one of the greatest union songs we had ever heard. 



 Mother Jones is generally regarded as one of the greatest 
Labor organizers and activists in history, as well as a tireless 
advocate for the eradication and prohibition of child labor. She was 
a member of the Knights of Labor, a co-founder of the IWW, and 
while she supported and advocated union organizing in many 
industries, she devoted most of her life to the cause of fellow 
workers in the coal mines of America through the UMW. She was 
once called “the most dangerous woman in America” by a West 
Virginia district attorney. She died November  30, 1930 in Silver 
Spring, Maryland at the age of 93, although it was widely believed, 
erroneously, that she was several years older. 
	
lyrics by Ronnie Gilbert, music by Jeff Langley 
 
Do you wonder at the life that you are living? 
And do you ask, why must it be this way? 
Have you sat down with your neighbor who labors at your side 
And dared to speak of a new and brighter day? 
Are your children ignorant and hungry? 
And can you stand it?  Oh, tell me how you can 
How long will you wait to take what’s rightly yours 
To change your fate, every woman, every man? 
 
 Build high the bridge from span to span 
 Look up fellow workers, the moment’s now at hand 
 Join your comrades on the line and don’t let  them fall 
 For in Union there is hope for one and all 
 
Were you born a native to this country 
Or were you born somewhere in foreign parts? 
What happened to the promise that brought you cross the sea 
With the flame of freedom burning in your hearts? 
It was dignity and hope they said you’d find here 
If you would join in the building of the land 
But the barons of gold like the barons of old 



Keep you poor and chained like serfs at their command 
 
Whose strong hands dig the black gold from the mountain? 
Who tills the soil, runs the foundry and the mill? 
Don’t you know my friends you’ve just to stand your ground 
And fold your arms, and the whole wide world stands still 
 
 Build high the bridge from span to span 
 Look up fellow workers, the moment’s now at hand 
 Join your comrades on the line and don’t let  them fall 
 For in Union there’s a place for all 
 Yes in Union there is strength for all 
 Build a union with hope for one and all 
 
Borderlines - Valerie DePriest & Gayle Gingrich 
 We first heard this song in 1984 when we met sisters Valerie 
DePriest and Gayle Gingrich at a Peoples Music Network 
conference in Philadelphia. They sang it in a round robin on the 
topic of Labor. At the time big manufacturing corporations were 
busting unions by moving their factories to other countries where 
workers had not organized, thereby cutting wages and maximizing 
profits, at the same time pitting one country’s workforce against 
another’s. When we heard the song we told the sisters if there ever 
was a song that belonged in the Little Red Songbook it was 
“Borderlines.” Eleven years later the song was published in the 
1995 36th edition. 
 
words and music  by Valerie DePriest and Gayle Gingrich 
 
I’m hearing how business is tough in America 
And they say the union’s out of hand 
But I read in the news today about the latest threat to my pay 
And there's one thing I must understand 
For they're telling us that they cannot afford our wage 
As they turn their greedy eyes on distant shores 



 As patrols guard the borderlines 
 And I'm standing in a picket line 
 In Corporate boardroom plans are formed 
 To move my plant to Ecuador 
 Where for fifty cents a day 
 A worker slaves her life away 
 And then they tell me she's my enemy 
 
At first I did not have the time 
To trouble myself with the words 
And it all seemed so very far away 
But now I'm in a worried mood 
'Cause hands need work and kids need food 
And I just got laid off today 
And they're telling us that it is just good business 
As foreign sweat swells profit like disease 
 As patrols guard the borderlines 
 And I'm standing in an unemployment line 
 While in the Philippines  
 A mind grows numb from sewin' seams 
 In Guatemalan hills of cash 
 A coffee picker's skull is smashed 
 And then they tell me he's my enemy 
 
Now I am finally putting it all together 
Borderlines won't score my loyalty 
They don't care who is the drone 
Hands of yellow, black or brown 
Profit is their only deity 
As corporate hands of power reach around the world 
They'll strangle any weak neck they can find 
 From the diamond mines in Africa 
 To the fields of El Salvador 
 From the sweat shops down in Mexico 
 To Bangladesh where the women sew 



 Sweat is sweat and blood is blood 
 And one day soon the time must come 
 We'll stand and face our common enemy 
 
Something In The Rain - Tish Hinojosa 
 Tish Hinojosa’s stirring and touching song portrays, through 
one tight-knit family and in the voice of a young boy, the hardships 
and dangers faced by migrant farm laborers. While doing the labor 
that puts food on all our tables, these hard-working people and 
their families are exposed to the dangerous agricultural chemicals 
that are still used by the big, corporate food growers.   
 
words and music by Tish Hinojosa 
 
Mom and dad have worked the fields 
I don’t know how many years 
I’m just a boy but I know how 
And go to school when work is slow 
We have seen our country’s roads,  
Bakersfield to Illinois 
And when troubles come our way 
Oh yeah, I’ve seen my daddy pray 
 
There’s something wrong with little sister 
I hear her cryin’ by my side 
Mama’s shakin’ as she holds her 
We try to hold her through the night 
Mom says, “Close your eyes, mijito, 
Dream of someplace far from here 
Like the pictures in your school books. 
Someday you can take us there.” 
  
 There must be something in the rain 
 I’m not sure what that means 
 Abuelita talks of sins of man, 



 Of dust that’s in our hands 
 There must be something in the rain 
 Well, what else could cause this pain 
 Those airplanes cure the plants so things can grow 
 Oh no, there must be something in the rain. 
 
Little sister’s gone away 
Mama’s workin’ long again 
And me, I think I understand 
About our life, about our land 
Well, talkers talk and dreamers dream 
I will find a place between 
I’m afraid but I believe 
That we can change these hurting fields. 
 Because there’s something in the rain 
 But there’s more here in our hands 
 ‘Buelita’s right about the sins of man 
 Whose profits rape the land 
 And the rains are pouring down 
 From the growers to the town 
 And until we break the killing chains 
 There’s something in the rain. 
 
Vientos Del Pueblo - Victor Jara 
 
“Vientos del Pueblo” was recorded by Ron Freeland and is from 
Magpie’s CD Raise Your Voice. 
 
 The great Chilean singer-poet and political activist Victor 
Jara was murdered by Augusto Pinochet’s henchmen in September 
of 1973 after he was brutally tortured.  In the years leading up to 
the coup, as he became more politically active and supportive of 
progressive causes, particularly aligning himself with Salvador 
Allende, Victor’s national and international profile was elevated, 
making him the preeminent artist on the political left, but also 



making him one of the most important targets of those who seized 
power. All along he knew the killers were “knocking on his door,” 
and the words to this great anthem of the people are prescient and 
prophetic. Indeed, the poet still goes on singing with power greater 
than that of the oppressors. Victor Jara…presenté! 
 
words and music by Victor Jara 
 
De nuevo quieren manchar mi tierra con sangre obrera 
Los que hablan de libertad y tienen las manos negras 
Los que quieren dividir a la madre de sus hijos 
Y quieren reconstruir la cruz que arrastrara Cristo 
 Once more they want to stain my country with worker’s blood 
 those who talk of liberty and whose hands are blackened 
 those who wish to separate the mother from her sons 
 and want to reconstruct the cross which Christ bore 
 
Quieren ocultar la infamia que legaron desde siglos 
Pero el color de asesinos no borraran de su cara 
Ya fueron miles y miles los que entregaron su sangre 
Y en caudales generosos multiplicaron los panes 
 They want to hide the infamy, their legacy from the centuries 
 but the color of murderers cannot be wiped from their faces 
 Already thousands and thousands have sacrificed their blood 
 and its generous streams have multiplied the loaves 
 
Ahora quiero vivir junto a mi hijo y mi hermano 
La primavera que todos vamos construyendo a diario 
No me asusta la amenaza patrones de la miseria 
La estrella de la esperanza continuara siendo nuestra 
 Now I want to live beside my son and my brother 
 building the springtime on which we all work every day. 
 You can’t scare me with your threats you masters of misery 
 The star of hope continues to be ours 
 
Vientos del pueblo me llaman, vientos del pueblo me lleman 



Me esparacen el corazon y me avientan la garganta 
Asi cantara el poeta mientras el alma me suene 
Por los caminos del pueblo desde ahora y para siempre 
 Winds of the people speak to me; winds of the people carry me 
 they scatter my heart and blow through my throat 
 so the poet will go on singing as long as my soul has the power 
 down the roads of the people both now and forever. 
 
Links on the Chain - Phil Ochs 
 
 Working men and women in America certainly had no 
greater champion in song than the great Phil Ochs (1940-1976). 
Phil penned a 7-minute-long ballad telling the story of Joe Hill 
(albeit with some inaccuracies) using the same tune Woody 
Guthrie used for “Tom Joad.” He championed the plight of 
immigrant farmworkers in California in his song “Bracero” and he 
sang about fellow workers in various industries in his powerful 
anthem, “Hands.” But Phil was under no illusion regarding the 
inconsistencies and contradictions in the story of Labor, particular 
those concerning the times he lived in and the relationship between 
organized Labor and the Civil Rights movement. Where the IWW, 
from its inception, practiced non-discrimination both among 
workers and their leaders, the history of the AFL-CIO is more 
equivocal and shifting. In 1959 the only black member of the AFL-
CIO’s 27-member executive council was A. Phillip Randolph, 
organizer and leader of the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters. 
At that same time nationwide union membership was around 27% 
black. Randolph was harshly criticized by George Meany and 
censured by the executive council for his criticism of certain union 
leaders regarding their stand on Civil Rights. At the same time that 
the executive council did not formally endorse the 1963 March on 
Washington (organized by Randolph and others) it did lobby for 
the Civil Rights Act of 1964.  Joseph Rauh and Jack Conway of 
the UAW negotiated with attorney general Nicholas Katzenbach 
for the inclusion of the non-discrimination clause, Title VII.  So 



while individual unions and their rank and file, particularly in the 
southern states, maintained discriminatory practices through the 
1950s, in the 60s, they, like other groups in America, came around 
to support anti-discrimination legislation and action.  Phil goes on 
to criticize other aspects of the capitalist system detrimental to 
workers in general, namely automation and other forces fostering 
the economic climate that kills jobs. 
 
words and music by Phil Ochs  (with small changes by Magpie) 
 
Come you ranks of labor, come you union core, 
And see if you remember the struggles of before, 
When you were standing helpless on the outside of the door 
And you started building links on the chain. 
On the chain, you started building links on the chain. 
 
When the police on the horses were waitin' on demand, 
Ridin' through the strike with the pistols in their hands, 
Swingin' at the skulls of union workers where they stand, 
As you built one more link on the chain, on the chain, 
As you built one more link on the chain. 
 
Then the army of the fascists tried to put you on the run, 
But the army of the union, did what had to be done, 
Oh, the power of the factory was greater than the gun, 
As you built one more link on the chain, on the chain, 
As you built one more link on the chain. 
 
And then in 1954, decisions finally made, 
For civil rights the freedom fighters stood up unafraid 
But your union took no stand and your union was betrayed, 
As you lost yourself a link on the chain, on the chain, 
As you lost yourself a link on the chain. 
 
And then there came the boycotts and then the freedom rides, 



And forgetting what you stood for, you tried to block the tide, 
Oh, the automation bosses were laughin' on the side, 
As they watched you lose your link on the chain, on the chain, 
As they watched you lose your link on the chain. 
 
You know when they block your trucks now, by layin' on the road, 
All that they are doin' is all that you have showed, 
That you gotta strike, you gotta fight to get what you are owed, 
When you're building all your links on the chain, on the chain, 
When you're building all your links on the chain. 
 
And the man who tries to tell you that they'll take your job away, 
He's the same man who was scabbin' hard just the other day, 
And your union's not a union till he's moved out of the way, 
And he's chokin' on your links of the chain, of the chain, 
And he's chokin' on your links of the chain. 
 
For now the times are tellin' you the times are rollin' on, 
And you're fighting for the same thing, the jobs that will be gone, 
So it's only fair to ask you now, which side are you on? 
As you're buildin' all your links on the chain, on the chain, 
As you're buildin' all your links on the chain.  
 
Same Boat Now - Betsy Rose 
 
“Same Boat Now” was recorded by Chris Andersen at Nevessa 
Production in Saugerties, NY and features Gary Burke on 
percussion. It is from Magpie’s CD In This World. 
 
 Simply put the United States is a nation of immigrants and 
their descendants, built on theft of land, the genocide of the 
original native inhabitants, and chattel slavery. Certainly its history 
is complex, but these simple facts underline the rest.  In these times 
as in others, they are facts conveniently forgotten or dismissed by 
those who seek political advantage through their denial. Betsy 



Rose’s excellent chorus distills the essence of these aspects of our 
history, particularly in regards to women. In a few short verses, she 
also outlines beautifully the aspects of the capitalist system so 
destructive to working people, its deceptive allure, and the need for 
unified action to alleviate the resulting suffering. 
	
words and music by Betsy Rose 
 
Some of us came here for freedom from hunger and from hate 
Some us came here to make it rich and some of us came in chains 
We landed in your sweatshops and we died on your new frontier 
We pulled the cotton from the land that we watered with our tears 
 
 We may have come here on different ships,  
  but we’re in the same boat now 
 Hemos llegados en barcos  diferentes,  
  estamos en el mismo bote ahora 
 
Some grew rich by toil and trade, some grew rich by vice 
Some grew rich in power and all of us paid the price 
And in the name of progress how we ground each other down 
But no one is the winner when you’re building on bloody ground 
 
Women of all colors from every walk of life 
We bore the hidden burden as mothers, daughters, and wives 
Hired when we’re needed, sent home when the jobs run down 
But we’re not waiting on the shore, we’re turning the boat around 
 
We’re a people born of many shores, our journeys so entwined 
And we’ll be on a sinking ship if we leave anybody behind 
Don’t want to be no melting pot, we’re a rainbow family 
And it’s gonna take everything we’ve got to set each other free 
	
Paper Heart - Si Kahn & Charlotte Brody 
 



 Even though true, the story of Joe Hill’s judicial murder and 
that of his subsequent funeral are the stuff of legends.  
 The day before the execution Joe wrote to his friend and 
fellow worker, Big Bill Haywood: 
 
 November 18, 1915 
 W.D. Haywood 
 Chicago, Illinois 
 Goodbye Bill: I die like a true rebel.  
 Don’t waste any time mourning––organize!  
 It is a hundred miles from here to Wyoming. Could you arrange 
 to have my body hauled to the state line to be buried? I don’t want to 
 be found dead in Utah.  
 Joe Hill 
 
 Hill had his choice of methods of death and he chose the 
firing squad. The executioner pinned a paper target to his chest to 
designate the position of his heart and he was strapped to a chair in 
the courtyard of the prison. There were five marksmen, but only 
four were issued actual bullet cartridges. One was a blank. This 
ensured that any one of the men could plausibly question, even for 
himself, whether he had actually fired the killing shot. It is said 
that when the command was called out, “Ready, aim…” it was Joe 
who shouted out “Fire!” 
 His body was, indeed taken well out of Utah, but not buried 
just over the state line. He was taken to Chicago where an 
enormous crowd attended the funeral, tens of thousands of people, 
clogging the streets leading up to the West Side Auditorium. 



 

 
 



Joe’s body was cremated, the ashes were divided up and placed in 
600 envelopes. The envelopes were sent to IWW offices around 
the world and distributed among fellow workers with the following 
note attached: 

 
 
 In the words of the chorus Si and Charlotte’s stirring tribute 
alludes to another famous honoring song, probably the most 
famous of all, penned by Alfred Hayes and Earl Robinson in 1936. 
In “Joe Hill,” the chorus intones, “I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last 
night, alive as you and me…”   
 We never forget. 
 
words and music by Si Kahn and Charlotte Brody 
 
There's a long, long line of people 
Trying to keep from crying 
There's always someone dying 
But today's just not the same 
There's a man shot dead in Utah 
With a paper heart pinned on him 
Framed up without pardon 



I guess you know his name. 
 
 Well, you say you saw him out last night 
 But I hear him every day 
 In the voices of the people 
 In the songs they sing and play 
 They framed him up and they shot him down 
 This whole wide world's his burying ground 
 But the songs of the working people 
 Are his marking stone. 
 
If heaven is One Big Union 
I know that's where I'll find him 
Playing cards with Big Bill Haywood 
Telling jokes with Mother Jones 
Casey Jones and long-haired preachers 
Mr. Block and Scissor Bill 
"Sent to hell a-flying" 
By songs no one can kill.  

 
	


