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"Tls‘theqfinal conflict,

Let each stanrd in his place,'.
The International Party

Shall be: the human race.

Arise, ye pris'mers of starvation!
firise, ye wretched of the earth,

Fgr Justice thunders condetmation

A better world's in birth.

No more tradition's chain’shall bimd us
Arise ye slaves; No more. indgthralklt

The earthiskaill rise on newvidundetions,
We have been naught; 'we shall-be .all.

We want no condescending saviours,
Tg rule us from a Jjudgemewh-hall;. . .-
We workers ask not for their favours
Tet us consult foriall. -~

To make the thief disgorge his booty .

To free the spirit ifrom its cell,
Je must ourselves decide our duty,
We must déc¢ide and-do=itwell....
AT g ;
The law’oppredsésustanditricks us. -
Taxation drains the victim#s  blood;
e rich are free from obiigstions,
The laws the poor delude.

o long We've languithed 1h subJection,
qpal;ty has othei lews;
’Jo righss, " sdys she,
No claim on eqpa*s w;thout cause.

Behold them seated in their glory,

“he kings of miné and rail and soil!
what have you read.in all their story
Pt how they plundered toil?

Fruits of the pecple's toll 'are buried

Tn the strongicoffers of a few;

Tn voting for thelr restitution,

The men will only ask their due.

Toilers from shops add fields united,
The party we of all who work;
The earth belongs to us, the people, i
Yo room hEre for the shirk! ' - ]
How many én our flesh have fattened'*-
Tt ;f1thq noisome birds of prey

4 nall vanifh from the sky some morning,
ke blessed sunlight still will stay.

(3)
WHICH SIIE ARE YOU ON?T

Uh come all ye workers,
s(ood news to you I'kl tell . - . -
Of how the good old union
Fas come -in here to dwell.
CHOPUS: Which side are you on?
Which side are you on?
Which side are you on?
i Which side are you on?
My daddy was a miner,
Ard I'm-a miner's son,
And I11 stick with the union
73111 every battle's won.

{..)
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IJLwithoui: thelr dnties

CHORUS.

(2) ) - : L I 41 et
gbiidarify Forsver -
(One of the most popular of Wobbly songs,
wribten in 1015 hy IWW poet Ralph Chaplin)

When the' inion's inspiration throligh the

workeri blood shall run,

There can bé“ne- poWer greater anywhere
beneath the sun,

For what forde on'earth is weaker than
the feeble strength of one?

But the union makes us strong!

Solidarity forever,
Solidarity forever, | -

. Solidarity forever, & ~—
“For the union makes us strong

Tt is wé who plowed the prairies, built
the cities wheré they tirade,
Dug the mines and built the, workshops,
endless miles of rallrbad laid;
Now we’ stand outtast and starving, midst
' the wonders we haye made, ;
But the unioi mekes us strong!

They have taken untdld millions £
that “they never toiled to earn,
But without our brain and muscle not é
single wheel can turn,
We can break their haughty power, gain
our freedom when we learn :
That the union makes us strong!

In our hands is placed & power greater i
than their hoarded gold,

Greater than the might of atoms, magnified
a thousand fold,

We can bring to birth a new world from o
the ashes of the old,

For the union makes us' strong!

(Tune: "John Bfoﬁﬁfiﬁﬁiﬁpﬂ

(Written by Florence Reece, a participant in the struggle
to organize the wminérs in ‘Harlan County, Kentucky, ‘1931)

They say in Herlan County,

There are no neutrals théte;

You'll either be a union man

Or a thug for J.H. Blair.
Lt E ’ YR LT .

“Oh workers, can you stand'it? -

T Oh tell me how 'you can.
Will you be a lousy scab
Or will you be a man?

Don't- scab for the bosses,

“Pon't listen té tHeir lies. .
Us ‘poor folkd hdven't got a channel
Unless we organize.
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UNION MATID 2
(Written by H@odie Gut_ X To =i
]1!". “ 4 L5 .ﬂ . 3 s,y
There once was a uninn maid who never
was afraid, .1y~ mpak : i
Of goons and ginkayaqg‘qqmpany,finks
And the -depuby: sher viffs Lhat made the raid.
Shd went to the union hall, When a
: meeting dbiwas ; ca;gqg*
And when the: oompanyﬁhgysToamaJ;pynd,ﬁI
Shq alvays stood her. ground... . ..

Edlw

dd e

CHQBUS e

Oh, you can't scare me, Iim. stickin"
to the union, . :

I'm stickin to the. union, I'm :
stickin'- 4t the union, = ‘

Oh you can’t scare me I'm stickinz
“to the miQn, fuir

I'm stdckin' to therﬂplonJ till
the day I, diel-u_ ;

a3

S

s union maid was wise, . _
to the tricks,of the company spies,l ;
Shg couldit b fooled by company stools , .
She'd always organize the guys;
She'd always-get her way. . . .. .
Whgn she:struck for higher pay -
Shq'd show her eard to the company
guard o
Ang this is want ah@ d.say F 1:;
S0 women who want to be free
Jugt take a tip from me
Get; you a' job:that's .a upion . job
Ang fight like .hell for hib@rty %
Single life‘aéa't -harg. ; o
When you've got a uniqg card
Yoy might.:éven have anhappy ;1fe
As @ union man and wife o

BT,
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(Third verse by Hilda Thomas) e
(Mures: 'Bad Jingf f->L.
P PRV
(6)
THE PREACHER AND THE SIAVE
(by Joe Hill)

Lopg-haired preachers come out every night
to tell you what's wrong and what's
right,

Buy when asked about something to eat,

They will answer in volces so sweet:

CHDRUB: - You wiid ﬁa‘q»(,xau H’il;f eat)

'By and by (By and by

In that glorious land in the sky*’

~* " {Way up high) -

Work and pray, live.on hay,

You'll get ple-in the sky when
you die, . (That's a lie!)

And the Starvetion Army. they play, .

Ang they sing. and they shout and they pray,
Ti}l they get all your coin on the. drum;
Then they tell you when you're on the bum:

Holy rollers and jumpers come .oub

And they holler and jump and they shout,
Buf when edting 'time- comes round they say,
"Yfou will eat on.that glorious day."

(5)

JOE HILL

(Joe Hill was an IWW organizer and songwriter.
He was framed and executed on a murder charge
in Utah in 1915.
telegranm to BL
time mourning.

His last words were a
31T -Haywoom: “Don’t waste
rgagiﬁe.“)L‘ '

[ i = To b 0

T dresmed I saw Joe HilT last night

Alive as yop, and me.

Says I, "But J@ef you're teﬁ-yeafk d@ad,"
"I never died; s8ys” e . 5 .

"I never died, 7 %ya he.. _ Tfi s tde i

"In Salt ﬁakeL_JEE by’%od "~Bays ﬁ.
Him standi ‘by my bed, - : :
"They framed' yod on a murder charge."
Says Joe, "But I-ain't dead;"

Says Joe, "But I ain‘t dead."

“The copper’ bosses killed you, Joe,
“They shot you, Joe," says I.

"Takes more than guns to kill a man,"
Says Joe, "I didn't die." :

Says Joe, '”I didn‘t die.’

And standing there as big as life
and smiling with his eyes,

Joe says "What they forgot to kill
Went on to organizé. .

Went on to organize.

"Jok ' Hill afn't’ dead," he says to me,
"Jog. Hi11 ain't never died.

Wher: workingMen are out on strike
Joe H1ill Is at their-side.

Joe Hill is at their side.

"From. San Diego up to'Maine

In every ‘mine gnd mill,

Where workers strike and organize,
Says he, "Youll find Joe Hill."

Says he, "You'll find Joe Hill." -
T RRRRN
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If you fight hard for children and wife
Try to get something good. in this life,
You're dsinner and bad wman they tell
Whéﬁ 9¢u die you will go straight to hell

Workingmen of all countries unite,
Together we'll stand and we'll fight,-

RECEES 'ﬂWhan his.world, and. 1ts wealth we have

= galned,
To the grafters we'll sing this refrain
IAST CHORUS: You will eat (You will eat)

By and by (By and by)
. When you've learned how to
... cook and fo fry

Chop some wood,

Twill do you geood,

And you3;ll eat in the sweet

by and by.
(That's no’ iie )



4 (7)ot i B0 i o
MINER'S LIFE ‘.
(The phrase "Keep you.eye upon the scale”
pefers to the coal owners"pgactice ofr. |

ynderweighing the miners?" ¢oal cars .

hefore the unions got control of! weighing)

A miner's life, 1is like a:? sailor's 21
'Board a ship to cross ‘ghs" wave; oo
Ey'ry day his life's in danger,

Still he ventures,. being brave. £
Watch the rocks, they! ré‘falling dailyg &
Careless miners. always féii‘ (RN

Kgep your hand upon the dollar"":?
And your eye -upon. the scale. S

Union miners, stand together' E
Heed no operator s talel &+
'Keep your hands upon the’ dollar,

CHO:

And your eye qpon ‘the scale. A R

You'lve been docke¢ and docked my dee
You've been loading two for one,
What have you to show for working
Since this mining has begun”

Wornasout bootsg: and worn-out - miners,
Iy your. shanties sleep on rails,

Kgep your hand upon the ‘dollar, -

And Your eye upon the,9qq}e'

In conclusign, bear, .in mem 'ry,

Kgep the watchword in your ‘mind:

God provides for -ev'ry worker-
When in union they combine. = -
gand like men,mqn@ fight togethef;

Victory. forjyog;ll prevail :

Keep you hand upon the dollar,

And your -eye upon the scalel

__******
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‘THE_BANKS ARE MADE'OF MARBLE il

k.;_lu-.,.,..
--l--._.__-
Y LR

- The lady said- "Scramhbum, -you've ‘been -

-
=

8) e ;
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(This song was written in the 1 9e*s~4ap~_h_;2:&

-~ +a travellifig orgarfer; later a Wobblie,

L Harry McClintock., It Became particular_y”'r
: popular dubihg the 193018) - 5 R

'~ Oh why don't you: woﬂk, ike other men do?

How the hell can I work when there s no
work to do?" -

CHO: Hallelujah I'm a:bum, -,

Hallelujah, bum again!

Halielujah, -give us;s handout

to revive us again'

I went to a house: I knock@d on “the door;
LN

here before. il

I went to a house: Iasked for some bread

Oh I love ny boss, . he's a good friend of
mine;

That'd why I am out starving. on this
bread line.

" Oh, why don't you save all the money

I've travelled cross this country, . et

From shore to shining.shore;.
And it really made me wonder,
All the things Ive heard and saw.

CHO: And the banks are made of marble
With a guard at every door,
And the %aults are stuffed with silver
That the workers sweated for.

I saw the wesaly farmer, -

Plowing sod and loam; 2

Apd I heard the auction hammer, i
Ag it hammered down his hgme. =~ = %l
I saw the seaman stand;qgif i
Idly by the shore; S

And I heard the bosses..gaying,

Got no work for yow no more.

i .f. .

R 2 R

you efrn? -
If I didn't eat; I’d have money to burn.

*****t&

b WA SN
- ke - .
B Ly SXh ',l" r —

I saw the Weary‘miﬁer, ke iz
Scrubbing coal dust from his back‘?“‘”'
And T hestd his ehilﬂrenjﬂrxing e
Got no cogl to heat the shack._Jp”h'

~

I've seen ﬁy brothers wOrking JE ..? 1
Throughbut” this-mighty lend, .=
And I've prayed we'd getwtaegether
And together make a stand.

'-V.\

LAST CHO: Then we'd own those banks.of
Shr mar'ble. e
' 'With a guard at every door,
And we'd“share those- qgults of
silver " v e
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.- The lady came outy, said "The ‘bakéz, 1s aebd."

ISR
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HARD TRAVELING L\(by‘Woodie Guthrie) RICHARD NIXON TOLD THE NATION
(By Tom Paxton. \;vaﬂsﬁ T Ly

T been haxzn-some#har 5ifT:_:“n, I thought ;
* you kﬁmwed, T W & I gof'a letter from Tricky Dick, it said
I.$éenChavin sdtie hard traveiin ‘way* down .. this is your lu0ky;ga iy -
o ﬁggﬂgoad'“ o mo omgrpd oM ey . 145 time to put your Vhaki trousers Qn,
Hard travelin,: Ha?h g?mblin. LHEra drlnkin, . Though it may seem very ggeer we have po
hard ramblin,_@j"' e jobs to give you here, ST
I ‘been hm}m some hard travelm Lord Al 8o we are befiding you o Vietnam. '.'3""
I been doin some hard-rock minin I thought : CHORUS And Bichard Nixon told thﬁ nation,
you knowed.ﬂ S Have no fear of, escalation,
I been leanin ou a&- pressure drlll, Way down I am trying everyone~tQ plegsei
the road. '’ Though it isn't really Wari . = .
Hamer flyin air-hgag suckin, six feet of We're sending fifty thousand qpref
mud I sure been-muckin, :To help save Vietnam from Vietnamese.
I been havin sore hard travelin Lord. : ' W
s I jumped.off the old. troop ship, I sank in
I been workin;%hat Plttsburgh ste&l,_l mud up to my hlps e
thought you lmowed; : : I cursed until the captain called me down:
I been pourin that red-hot slag, vay, down - "Never mind how hard 1t's raining,
“the ‘road. think of all the ground we're gaining,:
T beenfﬁlastin"f’been ?irin I been duckin Just don't take one step Outside of tawn 1
red hot liron, .
I been ha¥ihi' somé ‘hard travélin Lord _ We buzz arcund in. helic0pters, like a,l
bunch of hig grasshoppers, v - 1&
I been layif’ i & har&“rockjall, I thought Searching for the Vietecong in wvain;-. «y «
you knowed; They left a note that they had gone, they '
I been layin out nlnety days, way, down had to get back to Sailgon, i
the ' road. "’ . . Their government positions to malntain,
Damned old Judge, he says. to me, "Ninety ' 1 a
. days Torivagraney'-- . Every night thﬁ local gentry3 sneak ou$
I been havin some hard travellin Lord. past the slegping seatry, .- -5
s They go out to . join the old VC;
I been hittin some hard harvestin, I In their nightly little dramas,
thought you knowed; They put on theilr black pyjamas, 2,
I been hittin some rough handlin, way donw Then come lobbing mortar shells at me.
the road. f e o ' .
Cut that wheat, stack that hay, try to So I sit in this rice paddy, wondering
make about a dollar a day, about big daddy,
I been havin some hard travellin Lord. Yet I know that Richard loves me so.
Yet how sadly I.remember, way back. yonder
I been hittinthat Lincoln Highway, I in November,
thought you knowed; _ _ When he said I'd never have to go.-
I been hittin that sixty-six, way down S '
the 'vHad. . RN

Heavy loa@ and a worried mind, lookin -
for a woman that's hard.to find~--
I been havin some hard travellin Lord.

o
(12) | et #y ne ; w
COLCURS b : '
Yellow 1s the colour of my true love's hair® * Mellow is the feeling that I get
In the morning when we rise ' When I see her, mmmmm &
In the morning whén we rise When I see her, mmm
That's the time . .. > & That's the time
That's the time .' That's the time
I love the best. S I love the best. ]|
Blue is the colour of the sky o Freedom is -4 word I rarely use
In the morning when we rise DEii saWithout thinking, wmmm
(continue as above) ’ Without thinking, wmmm
Of the times
Green 1s the colour of the sparkling cornm Of the times
In the morning when we rise When Fve been low

(continue as above)
FHHAHH KA
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THE TIMES THEY ARB A-CHANGIN'

gme gather round people wherever you roam,
And admit that the waters around you have
- grown,

And sccept it that soon you'll be drenched
to the bone,

If your time %o you is worth savin';

Then you;d better start swimmin' or you'll
sink like a stone:

For the times they are ac-changin?,

Come you writers and critics who prophesy
with your pens;

And keep your eyes wide the chance won't
come again;

And don't speak to soon, for the wheel's

- 8till in spin,

And there's no telling who that it's naming;

And the loser now will be later to win,

For the times they are a-changin.

Come you senators, congressmen, please heed
the call,

Don't stand in the doorway, don't block up
the hall,
For he who gets hurt will be he who has

. stalled:
The battle outside ragin';
Will socon shake your windows and rattle

* your walls, '
For the times they are a-changin'.

Come you mothers and fathers throughout
the land;

And don't eriticize what you don't
understand.

Your sons and your daughters are beyond
your command,

Your old roasd is rapidly agin’,

Please get out of the new one if you can't
lend your hand,

For the times they are a-changin'.

The line it is drawn, the curse 1t is
cast,

The slow one now will later be fast,

As the present now will later be past,

The order is raplidly fadin®,

And the first one now will later be
last,

For the times they are a-changin’.

LY

MICHAEL ROW THE BOAT ASHORE
Michael row the boat sshore

Hallelulia
Michael row the boat ashore
Hallelulia
Sister help to trim the sails
Hallelulia
Sister help to trim the sails
Hallelulia,
River Jordan is chilly & cold
Hallelulia =
Chills the body but not the soul,
Hallelulia.

River is deep and the river is wide
Hallelulia
Milk and honey on the other side,

Hallelulia.
 aaas e

They'veGone to pretty flowers

(1%)
WHEN I FIRST CAME TO THIS LAND

When I first came to this land ) REPEAT ~

I was not a wealthy man ) first 3

So I got myself a shack - ) 1lines egch
I did what I could } verse

And I called my shack )} changing
Break my back } underlined
0 the land was sweet and good g word as

I did what I could. shown below.
(Repeat first two lines as above)

So I got myself a horse

I did what I could

And'I called my horse

Lame of course

And "I called my-shack

Break - my back

0 the land was sweet and good

I did what I could.

And T called my cow
No milk now

And I called my pig
Not very big

And T called my duck
Out of luck

And I called my wife
Run for your life

And I called my son
My work's done.

AR

WHERE HAVE ALL-THE FLOWERS GCEE

Where have all the flowers gone
Long time passing i
Where have all the flowers gone
Long time ago.

Where bhave all the flowers gone
Picked by pretty girls every one
When will they ever learn
- When will they ever learn.

Where have all the young girls gone?

"\ ' Gone with young men every one.

Where have all the young men gone”
Gone for soldiers every one.

Where have all the soldiers gone?
Gone to graveyards every one.

Where have all the graveyards gone?

Every one.

Repgat verse l.
AN
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11 BLOWING _IN THE WIND

THIS IAND ™ ===

How many roads must a man walk down
Before ye'll call him a man

And how wmany seas must the white dove ail
Before she sleeps in the sand

And how many times must the cannonball £

CHORUS: This land is your land Before it's forever banned.
8 5
d
: This land is my lan CHORUS

F Vista to Vancouver
ro?gfgﬁg e e The answer my friend, is blowing

in the wind.
From the redwood forest to the gulf
streasn water The answer 1s blowing in the wind.

This land was made for you and me.

Ap I went walking that ribbon of highway
T saw above me that endless skyway
I saw below me that golden valley
This land was made for you and me,

How many years can a mountain exist
Before it's washed to the sea i
And' how many years must some people exist
before they're allowed to be free
And how many times can a man turn his
head
Pretending he just doesn't see

I roamed and rambled and I followed my footsteps
To the sparkling sand of her diamond desert

And all around me a voice was sounding

This land was made for you and ne.

CHORUS
The sun came shining and I was walking CHORUS  (repeat)
And the wheatfields waving and the dust
was rolling ;
As the fog was lifting a voice was
calling
This land was made for you and me.

How many times must a man look up

Before he can see the sky

And bow many tears must one man shed

Before he can hear pecple cry

And how many deaths does it take til . »-
knows

CHORUS JVIVIVIVIVIRI . That too many people have died.

CHORUS ({repeat)

(19)
THIS TRAIN

This train is bound for glory-~this train
This train is bound for glory--this train:
This train is bound for glory =~ 7
If you ride it you must te holy

This train is bound for glory this train

This traln don't pull no extras--this train
This trein don't pull no extra--this train
This train don't pull no extra )
Don't pull nothin but de Midnight special
This train don't pull no extrs--this train.

This train don't carry no gamblers-~this train
This train don't carry no gamblers--this train
This train don't carry no gamblers

No painted women, no midnight ramblers

This train don't carry no gamblers--this train

Repeat: This train is bound for glory e

SRERME
STRANGEST DREAM : 2
Last night I had the strangest dream,.I'd never dreamed before:
I dreamed that men had all agreed to put an end to war.
I dreamed I saw a mighty room, the room was full of men:
The paper they were signing said they'd never fight again.

And when that paper was all signed, and a million copies wade

They all joined hands and bowed their heeds, and grateful prayers were prayed.
And people In the streets below were dancinground and round.

And guns and swords and uniforms lay scattered on the ground.

IR



(21)
GOING TO-~STUDY WAS NO MORE

Go&n’ to lay down my sword and shield, down by the riverside, down by the
riverside, down by the riverside

I'm goin' to ‘lay down my sword and shield down by the riverside.

I'm gonna study war no more. =

CHQRUS (Bepeat last line six times.).

Goin' to put on my long white robe down by the riverside, down by the

riverside, down by the riverside,

Goin' {o put on my long white robe, down by the rlverside, and study war
" no more.

CHORUS

CGoin' to talk with the Prince of Peace ‘down by the riverside, down by the
riverside, down by the riverside,

Goin' to talk with the Prince of Peace down by the riverside, and study
war no more.

CHORUS

I'm gonna join hands arcund the world, down by the rlverside, down by the
riverside, down by the riverside,

I‘m gonna: join’ hands around the world, down by the riverside, and study
war no more. :

CHORUS

(22)

WHEN THE P.G. E. GOES THROUGH

Up in that far north country where the skies are always blue,
They're waitdiigfor that happy day when the P.G.E. goes through.
The sqnawflsh will be sguawking and the moose will start to moo,
The grizzly bears ‘will grizzle when the P.G.E. goes through,

CHORUS: Oh, Lord! I know my toil will end
When I hear that whistle coming round the bend.
They say that all the members of Urquhart's survey crew
Will be working on the extra gong when the P.G.E. goes through,
Bill Herlihy, he's got a galy, her name is Buckskin Sue,
They're going on the trapline when the P.G.E. goes through.

When running lines on snowshoes, the amow grew very deep,

014 Ab Richmm , he dug a hole, crawled in and went to sleep,
The snow blew in and covered him, but we know what to do.
We'll dig him out in springtime when the P.G.E. goes through..

The hornets build their little nests up in the spruce and pine,
They always sting the axemen who are cutting out the line.

So if the railrosd bends a bit like railroads shouldn't do,
Just blame it on the hornets when the P.G.E. goes trough.

FHFHHNIR

(23)
WA¥'UP ON THE MONASHEE RANGE
There's a strike a% Misty-Moo£ Lake, It's a long way off from the road,
And I'm set and ready to go - And the climb!s a hard one to make;
For there's ‘ground that a felldw can stake But my feet itch to pack a load
But it's covered at present.with snow .- On the trail to Misty Moon Lake.

Way up on the Monashee Range.

8o I'1l walt till the hills get green;
Then I'm off to hit the trall,

For I want to see what's to be seen
Whather we strike it rich or we fail,
Way up on the Monashee Range.



(2k)
THE OLD GO-HUNGRY HASH HOUSE
‘ they
The flapjacks were leather-
Thay'd stand up in any weather.

You could sew them on a soles for your shoes.

The syrup it was paint-
If you smelled it you would faint;

And the prunes wers dated ‘eighteen forty-nine.’

CHORUS: Then we open up the gates
0 we rush in on roller skates

(25)
TEAMING UP_THE CARIBOO ROAD

Here comes Henry Currie
He's always in a hurry
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.
He makes his horses go
Through the dust and through the snow.
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.
You should see him sprintin’
To the ball at Clinton
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.

In the o0ld go-hungry hash house where I board!

The sausages were sawdust-
It'd make you smile your broadest

To hear them claim that they were made of pork!

And we never got enough
Of that beef that was so tough

Yoy couldn't stick the gravy with a fork!

The biscuits, they were wooden-
And we had some cast-iron puddine

Yoy couldn't break the pie crust with a club.

0 if you weren't a lover
Of the landlady's daughter

You'd never get a decent plate of grub.

SERARRNR

(26)

YOUNG TET BROWN
“oung Ted Brown was a fine young wan,
At Westminster he staid-
Fe used to attend the The-a-tre,
And ran with the Fire Brigade.
Ted, he took the Cariloo fever-
Folks said he was a fool-
Lut he rolled up his blankets,
And started up the river,
hiding on his 0ld pack mule.

CEORUS: But he rolled up his blankets,
And started up the river,
Riding on his old pack mule.

siow, when he got up to the Mouth,
And saw the piles of gold

Staked on cards and won so free,
Likze ' 49 - days of old-

Ted staked and lost the usual way-
But, he took allthis quite cool,
And he rolled up his blankets,

And started on his way

Riding on his o0ld pack mule.

CHORUS (Repeat)

Next day he got to Williams Creek,
Tho' he never had a dime-

2uty he made a pile within a week,

And left in double-cuick times

Now you may see him at play any night
Yo enjoy himself is his rule;

idle wears boiled shirts, and I saw him yesterday,

A rilding on his o0ld pack mule.

CIORUS: He wears boiled shirts,
And I saw him yesterday,
A-riding on Hs old pack mule.
Rt

Chorus: When you hear that whip a-
poppin'
You know he's got a load.
When you hear that sweet sing-
ing
"Stand up rowdy on the Cariboo
Road."

Pete Egan as a rule

To his horses he is cruel-

Teaming up the Cariboo Road.

He beats them with a rail,

Puts fire in their tail-
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.

Ole Pete he looks so wicked

When you ask him for a ticket
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.

At the sight of half-a-dollar

He will grab you by the collar
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.

The driver's on the dekk

With a rag around his neck
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.

While the swamper in the stable

Makes sure ‘the teams are able
Teaming up the Cariboo Road.

"When the roads are in a mire

Then the freighters earn their hire
Teaming up the Caribooc Road.

But they can best the weather

When they &)1 pull together

Teaming up the Cariboo Road.
ISR

(2&7)
KLONDIKE!

0 come to the place where they struck it

Tich

Come where the treasure lies hid,
Where your hatful of mud is a five-pound

note

And a clod on your heel is a quid:

CHORUS: Kilondike! Klondike!

Label your luggage for Klondike!
0 there ain't no luck in the pown tc
There ain't no work down

Moodyville way
Pack up your traps and be off I say
Off andaway to the Klondike!

0O they scratches the earth and it tumbles

out

More than your hands can hold,
For the hills above the plains heneath
Are crackin' and bustin' with gold.
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(28)
: FAR FROM HOME
Wbere mighty waters foam and boil
And rushing torrents roar
In Fraser River's northern soil
Lies hid the golden ore.

CHORUS: Far from home, far from home,
On Fraser River's shore

We labour hard, soc dces our bard

To dig the golden ore.

Far from home we miners roam

We feel its joys no more

These we have sold for yellow gold
On Fraser River's shore.

In cabins rude our daily food

Is quickly counted o'ver

Peans, bread, salt meat is gll we eat
Apd the cold earth 1s our floor.

Lonely our lives, no mothers, wives
Or sister's love runs o'er

When home we come at set of sun

To greet us at the door.

At night we smoke, then crack a joke
Try cards 'til found a bore.

Our goodnights said we go to bed

To dream of home once more.

With luck at last our harships past
We head for home once more.

We'll greet the sight with wild delight

Of Californias’s shore.

Apd once on shore we never more
Will roam through all our lives
A home we'll find Jjust to our mind

Apnd call our sweethearts wives.
FHHNIH

(30)
THE PANKS OF THE SIMILKAMEEN

(29)
MPA_SONG

I'm just a nut in the M.P.A.

Silly all right and batty all day

The way things are going %711 stay +his way
Happy as a nut in the M.P.A.
CHORUS:

My head goes boing dinaling

Boing Dingaling, Boing dingaling deng

And its doing it now as I'm singing this song

I see my shrink three times a week

He sure must think I'm an awful freak
But he hasn't seen me at my peak

As an M.P.A. nut the rest of the week

This house we have isn't normal at all

We put the floor on the celling and thc
ceiling on the wall

The basement in the attic

And the attic 1inthe hall

So come for a visit come one come al’

IO

It was one Sunday wmorning I bid CGrand Forks adieu
To beat my way to Oroville, a place that one= T knew.
Oyer ties and railway crossings I beat my weary way
Until I met a maiden at the close of one hot day."

"Good eve, good eve, fair maiden!

My money does me no good:

If it hadn't been for the coyotss I'd a stayed out in the wood."

"You're welcome, welcome, stranger.

Although our home is plain,

We ne’er have turned a stranger out on the banks of the S 'milkameen.’
She took me to her mother's home: she treated me quite well.
Her hair in dark drown ringlets about her shoulders fell.
I tried to paint her beauty, but true, it was in wvain,
For perfect was the Oroville girl on the tanks of the S'milkameen.
I asked if she would marry me; she said it ne'er could be.

She said she had a lover and he lived in B.C.

She said she had a lover, and true she would remain
Until he came to claim her on the banks of the S'milkameen.
Adieu, adieu, fair maiden, I ne'er shall see you more,
Byt I'1l1l ne'er forget your kindness or the cottage by the shore.
So adieu, adieu, fair waiden, I'll drink to the flowing stream;
If11 drink the health of the Oroville girl on the banks of the S'milkameen.
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