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Publishers’ Note to First Edition. 

This book is a &at attempt at bringing together a collection of Socialist Songs 

with music for the use of American Socialists. This will explain many of the most 

serious defects that will doubtless appear in it, and it will also explain the fact that 

we have had to borrow more than half our songs from our English comrades. The 

words and music of numbers 3, 4, 6, 8, 9, 12, 14, 18, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 25 and 26, 

and the words of 15, 16 and 17 are taken from the admirable book entitled “Chant.9 

of Labor,” compiled by Edward Carpenter and published by Swan, Sonnenschein 

& Co., of London. The remainder are drawn from various souroes, only a few befug 

original. We American Socialists are only beginning to sing. 

It is the hope of the publishers to enlarge and improve this book at some futmr 

time, and suggestions from comrades using it will be welcome. 

Note to Second Edition. 

The cordial reception of the first edition of the book and ita sale within a ~~err 

from publication show that we made no mistake in believing that such a book ~89 

required by the S&r&t movement of the United States. In the present edition, 

seven new songs with music have been added, without increasing the retail price. , 

Of -these songs, numbers 30, 31 and 35 are from “Chants of Labor,” 33 and 36 are 

original. and 32 and 34 are adaptations of English words to familiar tunes. In the 

case of number 32 an apology is due the author for the addition of four decidedly 

inferior lines at the end of his last stanza. This was made necessary by the fact that 

his poem consisted of an odd number of four-line stanzas. Besidse, some audiences 

need to have the point of the joke explained to them. 

The first edition of this book was criticised in some quarters as being rather too 

heavy and sober, and an effort has been made to remedy &his defect by the addition 

of a few lighter songs. The compiler has tried, however, to exclude trashy music 

and songs without literary merit,--his own excepted. It is of course a well known 

fact that no one can be an impartial judge of the meriti of his own VWSSS. 
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, Socialist 

No. 1. 

Songs With Music. 

Out of the Dark. 

1. out of CllC dark UN circliuy sphere Is round-ing on _ wurd 
2. And Hbpe.tbat ligbb bcr fade&s tires. .4nd Faith.tbat shines. a 

so the light ; we \ 1)” uot Yet tbo full day 
be&n - ly will, And I;bve. that tour - age re - in 

here, riut we do see the pal - itig nigbt; 
&rcs,- These atars bave been a - bovr uo rtill. 

2 0 eentineeb! wboee tread we Beard, 

Tbmugb long bobrs when we could not na. 
Pause sow; uxcLange with clraer the ward.& 
The uncbmging watchwont, Liberty’ 

4 Look baokwavd. bow much has been w&l 
Look round. hew much is yet to winI 
The watuh~ of the night are done; 
The watdws of the day begiia. 

6 0 Thou. wboae mighty patience bolda 
The night a& day alike in view, 
Thy will our dearest bope enfolds: 
0 keep us a&adfast. patient, true1 



The International Party. 
French! Words by EUGENE POTTIER. Translated by CHARLES H KERR 

2. .We want no condescending sav-iors. ‘PO rule us from a judgmcut hall. 

For justice thunders con dem-na tion. 
W6’ wnrkers ask not for their fa - vors; Let us con -suit for all. 

No more tra di-tiou’s clririos shall bind us, A-rise, ye slaves! no more in th&! 
To make the thief disgorge his boory,To free the spir- it from its cell. 

II 
- 

The earth shall rise on new foundations, We hare been aaogilt,we shall be ail 
We must ourselves decide our du - ty, WC must decide anti do it well. 

REFRAIN. 

lut - te ji - na 



The International Party. Concluded. 

- 
The 111 . ter - na-t,ional Par - ty Shall be the 1111 - man race. 

L’in - ter - nn - tie - na - le Se - ra te genre hu - main! 

con - flict. Let ea,.h staud in his place, 
c”eOt h lut - te $ - na - le, Growpans-nous el de - main, 

The in - ter - na - tional Par - ty‘ Shall be the hu - man race. 
L’in - tcr - na - tio - no - Ie Se - ra le genre 1~ - main! 

3 
, The law oppresses us and tricks us. 

Taxation drains the victim’s blood; 
The rich are free from obligations. 

The laws the poor delude. 
Too long we’ve languished in subjection, 

Equalily has other laws: 
“No rights.“saysshe,“withouttheirdstks. 

No claims on equals without cause.” 

4 
Behold tiem seated in their glory, 

The kings of mine and rail and soil! 
What have you read in all their story, 

But how they plundered toil? 

Fruits of the people’s work are burled 
In the strongcoffers of a few: 

In voting for their restitution 
The men will only ask their due. 

5 
Toilers from shops and fields united. 

The party we of all who work; 
The earth belongs to us. the people, 

No room here for the shirk. 
How many on our flesh ha’ve fattened I 

But if the noisome birds of prey 
Shall vanish from the sky some morning, 

The blessed sunlight still will stay. 
. 

d 



The Hope of the Ages. 

Words by E. NESBIT. -. AIR-R&. White and Blue 

1. If  you dam up the riv - cr of Pro - gress- At your 
the face of the fort - es That 

$!!&+~=jY?qqr$*~~~, f {. ;- &i&J 
per - il and cost let it G 

-i 
That riv - er must sea-wards des- 

strengthed the flood they op - pose I For the hard - er op - pres - sion the 

pite you- ‘Twill break down your dkms and be free! 
fierc - er The cur - rent will be when it flows. We shall 

li- 
- E!!***~ ---- - -. 

heed not the pit - i - fui barriers That you in its way have down- 
win, and the ty-rant’s bat - tai -ions Will be scattered like ch& in the 

cast; For pour ef -f6rts but add to the tir-rent, Whose 
fight. From which the true sol - diers of free-dom Shall 

7 



The Hope of the Ages. ConcLudd. 

Bood must o’er-whelm you at 1 last! For our ban-ner is r&d and un -’ 
gath-er new tour- age and might! For our. ?I&-ner is rais’d and tin- 

At your head our ‘de - fi - ante is hurled: Our 

I cry is the cry of th& A-gea- Our hope is the hope of the World! 

3 Whether leading the van of the lighters 
In the bitterest stress of the strife, 

Or patiently bearing the burden. 
Of changelessly common~place life, 

One hope we have.ever before us, 
oneaimto8tt8inandfulfiZ 

One watchword we cherish to mark us 
;One kindred and brotherhood, stfl\l 

For our banner is qised, &c, 
1 

4 Wlntmatteriff&ilureonfaike 
Orowd oh&y upon ua and press? 

When s hundred have bravely been heaten. 
~hundredami5rstwinasuccessl 

our watchword is “Freedom”: new sok 
Piock eachday where her Hag is unfurled, 

*iwy’le thecry of the Agy, 
&?P hepe is the liope of the World! 

For our banner is raised, &. 



No. 4. Hark! the Battle-Cry is Ringing! 

words by H. 8. SALT. 

HArkI the bit - t1e - cry is ‘dug -ing! Hope with - in our 
Tbo’ we wield nor spear avr sa - bre, We kh.he stur- dy 

bo - soms spring-&g. Bids us j&r - ney 
sons of La - hour, Help - ing ev - ‘ry 

for - ward, sing - ing- 
man his neigh - hour, 

h 1 h. I P, I 
$-?I’“,‘1 

. - d-t i Y 1; 
1 8 \ - 1. I . *:-.I- Y... I . . i A . _-. -.. ,- z -..- : . , -. . . s.. . I 

I 
Death to ty - rants’ might! 

Shrink not from the fight! See our homes be - fore US’ 

Wives and babes im - plore us; 

--#++-Y 
1. 

I , Y 

So Arm we stand in 

heart and hand, And swell the daunt - less cho - rus: 

#P---y 
I 



Hark! the Battld-Cry is Riiiging. Concluded. 

Men of La&our, youug or hoa- ry, Would ie win a name in sto -iy? 

I Strike for home, for life, for glo - ry! Jus-tice, Freedom, Right! 

2 Long in wrath and desperation, Tyrant hearts, take warning! 
Long in hunger, shame privation, Nobler days are dawning; 
Have we borne the degradation Heroic deeds, sublimer creeds, 

Of the rich man’s spite: Shall herald Freedom’s morning! 
Now, disdaining useless sorrow, CEO. Men of Labour, young or hoary, 
Hope from brighter thoughts we’ll borrow; Would ye win a name in story? 
Often shines the fairest morrow Strike for home, for life, for glory!- 

After stormiest night. God shall help the Right! 

No. 5. Life of Ages. 
&iAfUEL JOHNSON. TUNE--“Noyee”, 1704. 

poured, LOW of God, un - spent 
rsCe That un-etlnt-ed tide 

creed, Puls-ing in the he - 

Holy book and pilgrlm track, 
Hurling floods of tyrant wrong 

From the tired limits ba&,- 

iAwe of a& unspent al&free. 
Fi?w stIi1 in t+e Prophet’s word 

And the People’s liberty. 



No. 6. Come, Comrades, Co-me! 

. t/ 
II- 

+-&--J-*-~-~~-*-‘ 
herrlth oP all who work -ers 4 

be, 111 C” ‘ry land. on ev ‘t-y sea. And 
people arm’d in bram and halrd. To claim then rights 111 ev ‘ry land. And 

Down. down, down, down, Down a - mong the dead men let him he 

3 There’s liquor left; come, let’s be kind, 5 The Day? Ah, friends late grows the night; 
And drink the rich a. better mind- Drink to the glimmering spark of light. 
That when we knock upon the door. The herald of the joy to be. 
They may be off and say no more The battleatorch of thee and me! 

And he that will, &c And he that will. &c. 

4 Now, comrades, let the glass blush red : 6 Take yet another cup in hand, 
Drink we the unforgotten dead And drink in hope our little band,: 
That did their deeds and went away. Drink strife in hope while lasteth breath., 
Before the bright sun brought, the day Bnd brotherhood in life and death; 

And he that will. &c And he that will, 19s~ 



No. 7. Your Work; my Work. 
Words by C! H. K. Music by ROSE ALICE CLEVELANL. 

fu - ture in store fo1 the toil - era 
2. There shall be nei - tiler has - ters nor id - ICI-S 

Who are do - ing the work of- the world, For the flag of the , In the state we are striv -ing to build, But,, we all shall have 
For ‘tis corn - ing when all of the poor Shall‘ yote aud shall 

I/ 

new rev - 0 - lu - tion We have raised and have glad - ly unfurled. 
be filled. 

t 
work that is pleas-ure, And with glad - ness each day will 
strug - gle 3 to - geth - er, Till they make their de- liv - er - ante sure. 

CHOIXJS. 
I 

‘1&2.Your work,my work, All of us working to bring tile day When the wage 
3. Your work, my work,Work for us all to a-rouse the poor, Till they stand 

slaves shall be free men, And the child -ren shall joy - ful -.ly play. 
forth in their own strength To make their de -1iv - ! er - ante sure. 



No. 8. The March of the Workers. 

this the. sound and rumour? What is this that all mc’n hear. 
go they, and whencec0me they? What are these of whom ye tell? 

i 

II Like the tiiuds in hoi-low val Ieys when the storm is draw ing near, 
I,o what coun-try are they dwelling ‘twixt the gates of heav’o and hell? 

Like the 
Are they 

- 
roll - ing on of 0 - cean in the 

mine or thine for mon - eyl will they 

II 

e ven tide of fear? ‘Tis the pen pie ma&h-ing on. 

setve a nias ter well? Sti1.l the rumour’$ march-ing on. t 



The March of the Workers. Concluded. 

Hark the roll-ing of the thunder! Lo the sun! and lo there - un - der 

Riseth wrath and hope and wonder, And the hosts come marching on. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

2 Forth they come from grief and torment; on they wend toward health and mirth; 
.411 the wide world is their dwelling. every corucr of the eurth : 
1311~ them. sell them for thy scrvicc! Try the bargain what ‘tis worth, 

For the days arc marching on. 
These ar,e they who build thy houses. weave thy raiment. win thy wheat, 
Smooth the rugged. till the barren. turn the bitter into sweet, 
All for thee this day-aud ever. What reward for them is meet? 

Till the host comes marching on. 

CHORUS. Hark the rolliug of the thunder! 
Lo the sun ! and lo there-under 
Risrth wrath and hope and wonder, 
And the host comes marcIting on. 

3 Many a hundred years passed river have thry labourcll tlcaf and blind; 
Never tidings reached thrir sorrow, never hope their toil might find. 
Now at last they’ve heard and hear it, and the cry comes down the wind, 

And their feet are marching on. 
0 ye rich men hear and tremble! for with words chr sound is rife. 
+‘Once for you and death we laboured , changed henceforward is the strife. 
We are men, and we shall battle for the world of men and life; 

And our host is marching on ” CHO 

4 “Is it war, thm? Will ye perish as the dry wood i:l the fire? 
Is it peace? Then be ye of us, let your hope be our tlrsire 
Come and live! for life awaketh, and the world shall ncvcr tire: 

And hope is marching on.” 
‘bon we march tllen. we the workers, and..tlie rumour that yc hear 
Is the blended sound of battle and deliv’r.mce drawing ncx; 
For the hope of every creature is the banner thal wc bear. 

And the world is marching on " CHO, 



All for the Cause. 
WILLIAM MORRIS. ENQLISH AIR. 

a word, a wortl in seas on, for tbc day is 
the gruvc whcrc ty rants thrust them. lies their la bour 

draw - ing nigh, When the Cause shall WI\ up - on us. 
and their pain, nu1 un - dy - ing from their sor - row, 

I I 

some to live and sdme to die ! tie that dies shall 
spring eth up the hope a gain. Mourn not.. there - fore, 

not die lone - ly, many ah one Il;ltll gone be - fore, 
nor la ment it, that the world ant _ lives their life: 

- , 4. 4 4 i -6 i 3. 4 
He that lives shall bear no bu< - den heav-icr than tt1e 

Voice and wis don1 yet they give .liS. mak-ing strong OUI 



All for the Cause. Concluded. 

-es- 
they bore. Noth - ing, an cient is their sto ‘Y. 

hands for strife. Some had name and fame and hon or, 

e’cn yes - ter - day they bled, Young-est they of 
learned they were and wise and strong; Some were nat’ne - less, 

earth’s be - lov cd. last of all tllc :a1 iant dead 
poor, un - Irt tered. weak in all but grief and wrong 

fi2gFy~~+1’ 

3 

--.-r=j==~S:,-;---;~, 

I 

3 Named aud nameless all live in us: one aud all they lcad us yet, 
Every pain to count for nothing, cvcry sorrow to forget. 
Hearken how they cry, ‘.O h;~ppy, happy yc that ye were born 
“In the sad slow night.‘s dcprtin,q. in the risin: of the morn. 
“Fair the crown the Cause Itath for you, well to die or well to live 
“Through tllr battle, through the tangle, pcacc to gain or pcacc to give.” 

4 Ah. it may by! Oft mcseemeth, in the days that yet. shall bo, 
Whrn 11” slam of gold abitkth ‘twist the breadth of sea to sea. 
Of!, whc-n mean and maids arc merry. crc the sunlight lraves the earth. 
;\nd tllcy bless the day beloved all too short for all their mirth. 
Some SIKIII pause a\vhilc aud pmdcr on the bitter days of oltl. 
Err t11~ toil and strife of battle ovcrthrcw the curse of goid 

.> Tlleu ‘twil t lips of loved and lover solemn thoughts- of us shall rise; 
\Vc who oucc were fools rind drcamcrs, thrn shall IIC the. brave and wise. 
There amidst the world urw-huildrd shall our carthly deeds al&k. 
I’hou$ our names 1~ all forgoltc~n. and the tulc of how we died.- 

‘. Lii’c or death thvu. who ~1~~11 heed it, what WC gain OT wlrat WC’ lost’! 
Fair Hits lift amid the stru,, wcrle, and the Cause fnr eech sh;tll (.IIWSC 



No. 10. The Marseillaise. 
ROWGET DE L~~LB 

Hark. hark 1 what myrMs MI yStl 
2 With Itrx u The vile. in 80. tiurc daapt1t3 
3 Oh Lib-x Ly c,to man rc sign thee c)ncc hav mg Mt thy guo’ruti~ 

rise Your chll dren H IVCS and grand sires hoa ry BC hold their 
dare Their rhlrst for gold and pow r un bout~cl cd To mctc and 

Lears and hear their cries. Behold their tc 
4 -- i jr 

___.- -~ ~~~ ~~ ears and hear their%ies Shall Ka‘efui 
vmrl the lipht, and ali. To mete and vend the light and air T.ikc beasts of 

whips thy no ble spir it tame? Too long the 

ty.rants nus chief b&ding. With hircliug h;sts. a ruf . /iao 
“‘;I 

band. Af- 
bur-rlcu would they loAd us. Like-gods would bid their slaves H dore I But 

world lras wept be wail-ing. That falsehood’s dagger ty rants wield I But 
h 

freedom is our sword ctnd shield. 



, The Marseiltaise. C’onclwfed. 

Ii March on all hearts re.soK*ed On vie to ry or death 

No. 11. Prayer-ariswer. 
MRS. E. D CWNEY Am- Mwningtm. 

I. At first I prayed for Light; CoGId I but see the way, 
2. And next I prayed t’or Strength: That I might tread the road 
3. And then I asked for Faith. Could I but trust my God 

How glad-ly, swift - ly wauld I walk To ev - er last * Ing day’ 
With flrin, un-falt-‘ring feet, abd win The heav’n’s se . rene a bode 

I’d live en -fold - ed in His peace, The’ foes were all a broad 

4 But now I pray for Love 
Deep love to God and man 

A living love that will not fail 
However dark his plan. 

5 And Light and Strength and F’aitb 
Are opening everywhere! 

God only waited for me till 
I prayed the larger’ prayer. 



No. EL Workers of England. 
Words by J. CON~~~LL. AIR-L.&bzclero. 

1. W;lrk -ers if Eng-lhnd, wily cr&ch ye Irite &a - vens? Mhy 
‘2. Your bralus are as keen as the brains of your mas - ters, In 
x. l%o in your might, brothers. bear it no long - er. As- 

clutch an in - suit aKd V&L? Why s&d to 
swIftnessand strength ye sur - pass them by far. Ye’ve brave hearts to 

sem-ble in mass- es throughout the whole land: Show these in - 

teach yon to at dis - as-ters, Ye vast - Iy out ntlm-ber your 
ca - pa-bles who are the strong-er, When work - ers and i - dlers con - 

t%uldle a;d c&t? Think on the wrongs ye bear, Think on the raqs ye wear. 
tJ’-rx1lf.s in wnr. Why then like cow - ards stand UP - ina not bram c~;~ b;;d, 

flollt-ed shell stalltl. Thro c:as.tle, Court. and Hall. 0 - ver their a * , 

Ii Th111k on Ihe in -sult,s en-dur’d from your 1:irt.h: i’oil-ina in snow and rain, 
* Thankful like dogs when they throw you a bculr? What right have they to take 

011wnrds wr’ll press like the waves of rhr sea. Claiming the wealth we’ve made, 
I I 



Workers of England. Concluded. 

II Bear-iug up heaps of grain. All for the ty-rants who grind you to earth. 
Things that ye toil to make? Know ye not, comrades, that all is your own? 

End ing the spoilers’ trade: La-bour shall tri-umph and .Eng-land be free. 

Hymn of the Toilers. 
Rosu ALICE CLEVELAND. Am- Am&ccc. 

I. 0 11:~ - tion, strong and great, For thine own hon - or’s sake 
2. Out from the depths of crime, We’ve t.ried in vain to climb 
3. But now, 0 na - tion strong, To thee must truth be - long, 

Hear thou our call; We are thy chil - dren too, From year to 
Where noth - ing led; When life and jus - tice, asktbd. Still fur - ther 
Crown thou the right; We are thy chil,- dreu stilli Work -jug with 

I 

” I I u I 
year we grew, Si - lent and pa- tient tbro’ Dark-ness and toil. 

down were cast, Even sobs were hush’d at last, And hope seem’d dead. 
might and will, Ne’er rest - ing till we fill 

mk 
Tfl with lfght. 



No. 14. True Freedom. 
Words by J. R. LOWELL. AIR- war &n&r of hide, “Norma.‘. 

1. Men whose boast it is that ye Come of fa - thers brave and free, 
2. Is true freedom but to break Fet - tcrs for our owd dear sake, 
3. They are slaves who fear to speak For the fall - en and the weak; 

II I f  there breathe on earth a slave, Are ye tru - ly free add brave? 
And with leath- em hearts for- get, That we owe man - kind a debt? 
They are slaves who will not choose Hat - red, scoff - ing, and‘ a - buse, 

If  ye do not feel the chain, When it works a broth-er’s pain, 
Nol true free-dom is _,, to share All the. chains our brotb.ers wear, 
Ra - ther than in si - lence shrink From the “trutb they needs must think ; 

II 
Are ye not base slaves in - deed Naves un - wor -thy bo be freed? 
And with heart and hand to be Earn - est to make 0th - era free! 

They are slaves who dare not be In the right with two v  or three! 



l 

No. 15. What Ho! My Lads. 
’ %VordsbyJ. L. JOYNES. Am--Add Lang &w. 

1. Wiat ho! my lads, the time is ripe, A - way with fool -ish fear! 
2. Nor slaves hor kings in all our ranks Shall ev - er - more bc found; 
3. In our Be-pub-Kc all shall share The right to work and play; 
4. When Hun -$er holds a harm-less rod, And all lands laugh for glee, 

The slave may dread his master’s stripe, We’ll have no ty-rants here! 
Else - where the knaves may play their pranks But this is ho ly grountl- 
The right to scoff at cark - ing care. And drive despair a - way- 
And none need feur a mas-ter’s nod, And all arc real-13 frce- 

We’ll have no tyrants hrrcs. nly boys. Nor lords to rule the roast: Their 
But this is holy grountl.my fric*ntls. \Vherc Frcscdom’s cause is won. Whcrr 

Drive pov- er - ty a - way, my m;ltCs. With struggle, strain and strife : W11:tt 
When all indeed arc free. my hearts. And our great Cause is wou, Oh. 

threats are nought but emp - ty noise, And nought but breath their boast 
kings and priests shall make a mends For all the wrong they’ve done. 

use are Par. lia - ments and States With . nut a happy life? 
then, when Pov - er - ty dc pa&, Will all our work bc done. 



No. 16. Onward, Brothers. 

Words 1)~ HAVELOCK ELLIS. AIK-Cree~vti. 

- II 
1. On - ward. brothers. niirrc:h still on-w.wl. Siclc ‘by side and h:u111 ill him81 ; 

2. Old - cn sag - es saw it dim - ly, .\nd their joy to m3~1uc~ns\~ro~~pl,L: 

3. Still brave deeds and kind are neetl.ed. No - ble tho’tsnnll f~cl ing fair; 

we are bound for man’s true king-dom, WC arc an iu -creils ill.< band. 
Liv . in@; meu have gazed up - od it, Standing on the hills of thought. 
Xe too must be strong and suf - fer. Tc t.oo have to do aud dare. 

I 1 Tho’ the way seems of-ten doubtful, Hard the toil which we en dure, 
AII the past has done and suf-fered, All the dar - inp and the strife. 
Onward, brothers, march still on-ward, lMarch still on - ward Iritnd in hand ; 

The’ at times our tour -age fait - er, Yet the promised lahd is sure. 
All hae hclpcd to mould the fu-ture, Make man master of tris life. 

Till ye see at last Ned’s kingdom, Till ye reach the Promis’d Land. 



No Master. 

Arr. from Ln~mro SPOHR. (Iw-1859.) 

II 1. Baitb man to man, We’ve heard and known That we no mss - ter need 

R And we, shall we too crouch andquail, Ashamed, a - fraid of strife; 

3. It grows, it grows: are we the same Thr fee - ble bid. the few? 

V I I 
To live up- on this earth, our own, In Pair and man - ly deed; 

And, lest our lives un - tim - ly ’ fail, .Em-brace the death in life? 

Or what are these with eyes a-flame, And hand3 to deal and do? 

The grief of slaves long passed a - way For us bath for&d the chain, 

Nay, cry a - loud and have uo fear; We few a - gainst the world; 

This is the host that bears the word, No mas - ter. High or Low. 

Till now each work-er’s pa - tient day Builds up the House of Paiu. 

A-wake, a-rim, thehope wb bear A - gainst the curse Id burl’d 

A light-uing tlome, a shear - ing rword, A storm to o - ver- flow. I 



No. 18. The Vgice of Toil. 

i hard men saying, l&ve hope and praying,. Ail days shall be as 

II all have been; To - day’ and to-morrow bring fear and sorrow, The 
name- less dead ; Turn then from ly - ing to us slow dying In 

dreams of mirth, While we the liv-ing our lives ara giving To 

between. When earth was younger. ‘midst 

toil and hunger In hope we strove, and our hands wera strong : Then 
i - ron master, The thing we made, for - ev - er drives, Bids 

earth grows 011 -er! The Cause spreads o - ver land and sea; Now 
r?r 



The Voice of Toil. Concluded. 

great men led us, with words they fed us. And bade us right the carthly wrong. 
usgrind treasure and fashion pleasure For 0th - er hopes and oth-er lives. 
the world shakcth and fear a.wak-eth, And joy at last for thee aotl mc. 

No. 19. The Jubilee of Labor. 

HERRERT N. CAWPN. .AIR~“,W~T~~~R~ thrsugh cfwrgia. ” 

1 Raise your voices, comrades, in a loud and hearty song, 
Music is the ebemy of tyranny and w&g 
Mel&y will help us to be resolute and strong, 

As we are marching to freedom. 

CHORUS. 

Hurrah, hurrah, we’ll bring the Jubilee, 
Hurrah, hurrah, the workers shall be free ; 
So we’ll sing in chorus from the center to the sea. 

As we are marching to freedom. 

2 When Labor is united we shall conquer every foe 
Right and might are on our side to bring usurpers low, 
God is with the workingman, as every one shall know, 

As we are marchiug to freedom. 

CHO. Hurrah, hurrah, etc, 

8 We mean to fight for justice and for equity again, 
Long the now Grand Army has been gathering its men. 
Many friends will help us on with ballot, voice and pen. 

As we are marching to freedom. 

Crio. H.urrah, hurrah, et?: 



No. 20. Toilers, Arise! 
Words and Music by E. CAL~PENT~SR. (Slightly altered.) 

o ver, Faiut in the east he 
3. By ~~mryo~rtg chiltlreu~s ryes so red with weeping By their white faxes 

hold the dawn a\. pear; Out of your e - vi1 dream of ‘toil and sorrow; 
aged with want and fear. r the dark tit ies where your babesare creeping, 

A. rise, 0 toil ers. for the day is here: From your fields nild hills, 
Nak -ed of joy and all that makes life dear; From each wretch-ed slum 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
Hark ! the an swer swells, A - rise. 0 toil. em., for the day ls here! 

Let the loud. cry come; A - rise, 0 toil -em., for the day is here! 

J 
3 Owr your face a web of lies is woven, 4Forth.thcn.yc~ hct’t~s. patriotsand lovers! 

Laws that ars falsehoods pin you to the Comrades of danger. poverty and scorn! 
ground, Mighty in faith of Freedom your great 

Labour is mocked, its just reward isstolen. Mother! 
On its bent back sits Idlenessencrowncd. Giants tefreslt~ in Joy’s new-&j& morn 

How long while you sleep. Come and swell the song, 
Your harvest shall it reap? Siient now so loug : 

Arise, 0 toilers. for the day is here! Labor is risen !-WLI t.he day is here, 



No. 21. Men of the People. 
HERBERT BURROWS. JOSEPH SCHEU. 

1. Nen of the pt’o - pie! 

‘. 
3. Too Ioug from fat - t’ry. 

you who say That I;rccdom is you1 
mill and field, Has coine the pa- tknb 

&They claim as theirs your ver - y  lives, Yourdaughkrsaro t.la*ly 

cyy ; ‘Tis 
-r, Your rul - cr.9 lon,q have 

srJcwt; III 
time! tlr;lt they should see you wkld 
rites itntl skirv-iirz 

A force ‘gaiust which tIltBy 
~‘0 vour wives. While vou are fot - tcr1.d 

II held the swav! ‘Tis time their held the sway! ‘Tis time their pow’r you swept a - w;ry ; For 
have have DO shield: Tour words will ncv - er 

by their gyves. And still by their gyves. And still the lord - ly the lord - ly 
make them yield, Their 
hish - op s!lrives Theso 

II Free . cl~~rn then u . nite. For &o - dam then u - nltc. 
- jus - tice is a lie, Their 

f2v - ‘rites of a court, These 1:: : ,gs ; B” ,dl;;,. 

4 But toil no more for them, the earth 5 Arouse yourselves and your manhood 
Was never meant for drones; Shall cause all men to sing 

The seltish pride which springs from birth, A song at once b>th glad and good, 
Give way it must to honest worth: That uuiversai brotherhood. 
Let them not make your life a dearth. \Yhich never yet WIS understood 

Nor crush you to the stones. By despot, priest or king. 



b. 22. March, March, Comrades All. 
T. MAGUIRE. ENGLISH AIR. 

-On- ward ev - er bold - ly ; 
2. Sweet days, hap - PY days, To the men of La - bour; 
3. Strong, strong, ev - er on, .Strong in our hope in . cress . ing; 

Heed &t the faintling’s fall, Nor eyes that on ye look cold .ly. 
Fair ,ways, bon - ebt ways, ‘Tween one-self. and neighbor: 
Day - dawn gleams up - on, The cause of our strife un - ceasing. 

Onwar;. imiles or frbwns despite; Dead is the sky hangs o’er ye; 
These for all men yet shall be. Ere old earth grows cool - er, 

val . iaut thrnng 0 . ver t.he world of na . tions. 

Spite of Par - lia- ment say we, Spite of rogue or rul - er. 
%Ve shall~triumph o’er wealth and wrong,Raqks and creeds and sta . tions. 

11 March, march, comrades all, On - ward ev - er bold - Iv: 



Ma-rch, March, Comrades All. Concluded. 

ppgi$zp~~L ~jiJgEg+*~] . 
Heed n’ot t,he faintling’s fall, Nor eyes that on ye look cold iy. 

Day-dawn. 
J. BERACJUTK. 

II 1. Ye are wea- rv. 0 mv brotbers. And mv eves zrow dim with tears. 
II % Thro’ the dark&&, O-m? brothers; Ye ha;e t&l’d”in henv - i ness ; 

F& your bur _ dens wax mbre heav-y With the hesv . y  . hand .‘ed years: 
Stint. ing nei - ther soul nnrf bod - y, Striv. iog for - ward still to press: 

II Hearken ! Hearken! 0 my broth-&s. Now a sweet new day ap.pears. 
Hearken ! HearkenA 0 my broth-ers. Swift the daylight comes to bless! 

h 

‘3 Young men ‘reft of love, my brothers, 
Maiden’s beauty worn away, 

Old men sad and sore <vit.h labour, 
Children with no time to play; 

Hearken! Hearken! 0 my brothers, 
What the grand new time will say I 

4 Equal rights it gives, my brqthers, 
To the eagle and the dove : 

Right to air and light and knowledge, 
Right to rise your toil above; 

Hearken ! Hearken! 0 my brothers, 
I For this new great Right is Love! 

5 Fight; yet pity. 0 my brothers, 
Save the darkened soul that prays; 

Ye were night-bound, graon not hardened, 
Strength is merciful always; 

Hearken! Hearken ! 0 my brothers, 
Nor grow mad in coming days! 

. 
6 Soon the trumpet, 0 my brothers, : 

Will arouse ye for the fight, 
And the day must dawn in darkness. 

That shall end in perfect light; 
Hearken ! Hearken ! 0 my brothers, 

Wrong must ever herald right.! 



flo. 24. The Day of the LorgjkARD cARPENTER 
CHARLES KINGSLEY. 

While the Lord of all ages is 

truth ; 
here? 

heaps of gold; All 
0 come ! for the earth is grown coward and old : Come 

True hearts will leap up at the trumpet of God, And 

drkam-ers toss and sigh; The ni ht is dark-est be - fore the morn; 
down. and re-new us her youth. I#* - IS dom, self-sacrifice, daring and love: 
those who can suffer can dare, Each old age of gold was an iron age too, 

When the ’ * ’ - est, the child 
Haste to the \rtn - tit - tl% 

is born, Aud the 

And the meekest of saints may find stern work to do, 
btoop from above, T,” :kz 



Php. 
JOHN GLMSE. 

A Harvest Hymn. 
AIR- WC7 p$uegen und wi+ atrmm 

1.’ Th&?s light up - 0; ti& corn -field, And &?I - I& g&s t&e g&o, The 
The lords have MW the viu - tage, The bank - ers claim the corn, The 

A - rise, 0 downcast toll.- er! With sic - kle in thy hand, Two 

II 

sum-mer now is 0: ver And h&e.+ comes amain: The year iscrown’d with 
prod-uce of the farm - er By craft and guile is torn. From both hiruseX and 
har-vests lie this morn-iur The lenrth of this good laud. The one is now be - 

I I I I 

fi?lO - ry. The vales with corn are glad, Bit th! reap er’s vo&e St - dt, 
house- hold. To spend in court and hail: On min-ions and their mas-ters Wko 
fore thee With plen ty for thy need; Let the i- diers reap the wbklwiitd Of 

Ii farm-e& heart is sad. Cheer up, desqnul-ent wo&enH whencornlgd wine a - 
crowd to hunt and ball. 

II boun’d, For those who sow 8ad our &Ids &II jhy.... be found. 



No. 26. The Fatherhood of God. 
JOEN Joma 

1. Now.” sound ye forth with trumpet tone, Let all the na - tions fear, 
2. Up -. on the suu - ny mountain brow, A - mong the bus - y  throng, 

Sneak to the world the thrill- ing words That ty - rants quail to hear; 
Pro -claim the day for which our hearts Have yray’d and wait4 long; 

And write them bold on Freedom’s flag, And wave it in o the van. 
The grand-est words that men.hnve heard, Since e’er the world be - gan. 

God. And the broth-er-hood of man, 
Are the Fa - ther-hood of God. And the broth-kr-hood of man, 

u ‘Tis the Fa - ther-hood ol Cod And the broth -er- hood of man. 
Are the Fi- the1 hood of Gad And the broth -er- hood of man. 



The Fatherhood of God. Concluded. 

3 4 

Too long the night of ignorance Oh, ye who trample on the hearts 
Has brooded o’er the mind; And chain the minds of men; 

Too long the-love of wealth and power, The sword is shivered in your grasp, 
And not the love of kind: Broke by the mighty pen, 

Now let the blessed truth be flashed And right shall yet prevail, in spite 
To earth’s remotest span, Of king or priestly ban, 

Of the Fatherhood of Cod, By the Fatherhood of Cod, 
And the brotherhood of man. And the brotherhood of Man. 

22. Marching Song. 

Am-Tromp, Tromp, Tmp, the Boye are MM. 

1 In our poverty and toil 
Looking out upon the world, 

We can see the gathering armies of the Cause; 
And we feel ourselves a part 
Of the new resistless power, 

That shall sweep away oppression and its laws. 

Tramp, tramp, tramp, you hear us marching, 
Millions now are on the way, 

And our army ne’er shall pause 
Till the right to live is ours, 

- And the sun has risen on a fairer day. 

2 In the shops and in the slums, 
Working, suffering day by day, 

We are making wealth for millionaires to bold; 
But with joy we pledge our faith 
To the cause of all who toil, 

Till the better social order shall unfold. 
CJIO. Tramp, tramp, tramp, etc. 

3 In the days that are to be 
When the Cause we love has won, 

We shall labor for ourselves and for our OWZ!; 

Each for all and all for each, 
And through many joyful years 

,We shall pluck the fruit that comrades brave hswa m 

CEO. Tramp, tramp, tramp, etc. 



No. 28. Rallyin$ Song. 

<JAMES tJ. hfOKTON, ,JK. 

1 Come, brothers, raise a hearty song, 
To cheer us on our way; 

The fetters old of hate and wrong 

We cast aside to-day. 

Ama-Puld Lang Bm. 

CHOIWS. 

In bands of Brotherhood we stand, 

Determined to be free; 
That love and justice hand in hand 

May bring true liberty. 

2 To all the sons of men we call, 
Of every tribe and name; 

The cause of each is that of all, 

The hope of each the same. 

CHO. In bands of Brotherhood, etc. 

3 We need not ask another sphere, 

In realms beyond the sky; 
The reign of love is even here, 

Behold the dawn is nigh! 

Cao. In bands of Brotherhood, etc. 

No. 29. The Ninety and Nine. 

ROSE ELIZABETH SMITH. Am-In Y4oapd a~* 

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

!l’hat one may revel in luxury, 
And be lapped in the silken fold! 

And ninety and nine in their hovels bare 

And one in a palace of riches rare. 

2 From the sweat of their brow the desert bboar 
And the forest before them falls; 

Their labor has builded humble homes, 

And cities with lofty halls, 
And the one owns cities and housea and landq 

And the ninety and nine have empty handa. 

3 But the night so dreary and dark and 10~ 
At last shall the morning bring; 

And over the land the victors’ song 

Of the ninety and nine shall ring, 

&nd echo afar, from zone to zone, 
%joice! for Labor shall have its ow?#’ 



No. 30. The Laborer’s Battle Hymn. 
J. L. JOYNES. Am- Walch on tAe Rhine. 

_ 
1 There s&ad8 a wll from l&d to land7Ye poor,give one au-0th - er hand! 
2. We wish for free-dom,pcace,our right,That no one slave in .othcr’s might, 
8. You bring to o - ther goods and gold,Yct naught forself can ev.- er hold, 
4. Then up, then up, tour . ag-eous band,The storm breaks loose upon the land, 

T&n bid a hiilt to ty - ran - ny, Ant1 from your slavish yoke hrcak fke! 
That all mankind to work bc bountl,Tlrat bread for each be somewhere found. 
Mnn scorning laughs you in the face. And fear-eth not the judgement place. 

A shout from thousand throats ascends And with the voice of na . ture blends. 

CHORUS. 

. -w The bat - tie -cry low 



‘No. 31. Onward, Friends of Freedom. 
JOFiN &&38E. Am--Onward, Clmistian Soldiers. 

II 

v Loud thra’ ev - ‘ry c!ime. March ye ‘gaiost the ty rants, 
gc’;:;; - el. Tame 

- pen Pine me 
are and still. Come like the Wal p ky - ries, 

want and pain: Grieve we now no long - er 

Heed less of the steel, Be a band of broth _ ers. Speed the cnmmon 
IJeautcous in yolllr might, Sing ye son .s of val - or, Nerve us for ti~c 

At an 4th -er’s good, Let us P al be broth -ers. Let us all have 
e 4 -’ 9 < J~,-p-~~ p 

I I .r ‘a ,-x - i ‘I I I--E?= 
I I , 1, I ,-I,.- 7 P - 

I I 1 I 

Weal! On-ward. friends I )f free . - dam, On-ward for the strife, 
fight! On-ward, frieudsof free _- dom, On-ward for the strifr, 
food! On-ward, friends of free - dom, On-ward for the strife. 



No. 32. The Smith and the King. 
EDWARD CARPENTER. (SZi@y altered.) 

I. A Smith up -09 a slim-mer’sday, Did call up - On 
!2. Dear me! I 11 call my Cllau - ccl - lor, He un - der-stands such things; 
3. The 6rst Lord came,and by his look You might have guessed he&l shirk ; 

The King exclai!n’d,“Thc Queen’saway, Can I do au - y  - thiug?” 
Yaurchrims I c;ln - n*>t cau - ccl, or Deem them tit themes Blr kings ” 
Said IJC. “Tour Ma-jes - 1)’ s mis-took. This is the Chief Clerk’s work.” 

r  -  

1’1 pray you orn,” the Smith replictl; ‘*i want a bit of bread ” 
“Sir Ghan -ccl - Ior, why,herc’s a wretch Starving, like rats or mice!” 
The Chief Clerk said the ease was bad. But quite be -yood his power, 

“Whyl”criud the King. The fel-low sighed :“I’m hun - gry. sire,” he said. 
The Chan-ccl - Ior ru - plied, “1’11 fetch The First Lord in a trite.” 
See - ing is was the Stew -ard .hsd TJle’keys of cake and flour. 

4 5 

The Steward sobbed, *‘The keys I’ve lost. “ThanksI” said the Smith; “0 fools and 
Alas! but io a span Go rot upon the shelf I [vile. 

I’ll call the Smith. Why, Holy Ghost I The next lime I am starving, I’ll 
Here is the very man.” Take ‘care to help myself.” 

“Hurrah ! hurrah I” they loudly cried, And we shall do that very thing 
“How cleverly we’ve done it1 The next alectiou day: 

“We’ve solved this qaestion deep sod wi&, We’ll vote to own the wealth we m%k%, 
5 Well nigh ere we’d begun it.” And drive the dronsa away 



livetl a race of war - rior kings who were vcr - y fur frotn 810W; They 

Q 
man who went a . gaioot them found that he felt ex - ed - iug ql!eer 

Oh, the war-rior kings Were pat,!0 the field and ia the 8t& Aad the 



* The Long-Haired* Kings. Conclude& 

2. But the 1-t of the warrior kings had to die, 
And his son came in to rule, 

Aud he didn’t do a thing but to comb his long hair 
And act like a blooming fool. 

And his son’s son’s sons kept on that way, 
And they didn’t know enough to rob, 

Till-the rest of the warriors got tired of them 
And turned them out of the job. 

For the people can bc stilled 
While their dinner pails are filled. 
But at last comes a day 
When they look the other wny 
And their loyalty isqhilled. 

i. John D. Rockefeller is a smarter man 
Than the warrior kings of old- 

He takes. no chances on the tield of battle, 
But he rules the land with goltl. 

He owns all the oil and the steel nlre,ady 
And a great university, too, 

And all. the little robbers are a-shaking in their shop 
To think what next he’ll do. 

And the small exploiter’s dumb 
Under Rockefeller’s thumb, 
But the soCi;Jists smiie 
.In their sleevesall the while, 
For they know what’s next to come. 

& The time is coming, and it’s not far off, 
When the people who do the work 

Will run this nation to suit themselves 
And not for the people who shirk. 

The machinery then will belong to ah. . 
And the land and the railroads. too. 

..4nd the labor of the people will be for themselves 
:\nd not for the profit of a few. 

Do you want to see thnt day? 
Here’s the very quickest way 
Gast a Socialist vote 
And take off your cant 
And get mto the tight to stay 



h&Y. 34. Wbeo the Revolution Comes. 

1 Cwwe ev, ‘ry IWU eest lad aud lass! Too long we’ve beeu kept uu-der BJ 
2 Tlw knave al10 lives in i - die - ness By plun-der ing his neighbor, Shall 
8. Th:~t nbb hers’ paction styled the Law To fright-en hon.est folks, sirs, We’ll 

rust - y  chah~s of fnlud aud fear, We’ll snap th&n all a sun - der! 
lkurn to use the pick aud spade, And live by hoo-est la boor! 
set a - blaze and fum - i - gate The coun- try with the smoke, sirs. 

Wiicn the rev - - III - tion comw.The So - cial Rev 0 . iu - tion-It’s 

I I  

r  

corn - Log fast-our 4urn. at iastl The ’ So - cial Kev - o - lu d tiou ! 

4 
The landlord aud the capitalist.- 

I f  you shnuid wish .t.o see ‘em 
You’ll have to take a holiday 

And search in the museum! 
When tie revolution comes. 
Tile Social Revolutioo- 
It’s comiug fast--our tqrn, at last! 

The Social Revolution ! 

Then let us hail the comiug day! 
The glorious hope before us! 

Aud with brave deeds anticipate 
The gcod time of our chorus! 

When the revolution comes! 
Tire Sociai Revolution ! 

Then &ret! cheers give, of “Loug, long iive 
Thr Social Revolution I 



No. 35. 
T. MAGJIIREL 

Hey for the Day! 
&-n-l+wch Cuwdian. 

II 1. Dark - est is night, We do not fear; Dawmiug is near- 
2. Ours is the day- We shall pave on, Fear - ful of none 

soon we slt:tll we 
Who’d fain ace us frc.ll. 

Morp-ing all bright Burst in - to sight: 
Lest the world stray, Lead we the way 

II 

u 4: r 1. 1 7 72. F 2 f 
There, shall be light Where gloom used tv be. Then hey for the da;* I \\‘Iwu 
?+o heedom for nye And Free-dom for all. 

+vcr the tand ‘I oe cause 8 commend Sing hey for the dawn of day I 



lb. 36. Breaking Chains. 

II 3. We, the worlters, shall nc 
II 

1. Lie, the work-ws ‘Of the world, Now. are throwing off our chains. See our 

I,an-uer red nn-fnrled0 - ver seaa and 1 - vor plnills,From the ci - ties of the 
dwellem of the slum. NOW oppressed by pain and fear; For 

gl‘asp t.he pow’rs of St;rt.t*:hke ~11 
at last they hear the 

a-WA.-lanclle we’ll :novr,T~II the walls of pride alld 

Rhine.From the hoar-y hills of Rome,Front the Bel-gian shop and nlllie Words 
call Of the cam-rades on the way, And, like men; no more in thrall Thev 

greed Have heen leveled to the ground,Aud the laborer’s stead-fast deed ‘Shail 

of ctieer‘a!~d Creetinp come. \Ve,the workers of the world.Now are throwinp offour 
will help to hriug tlW day When the worker8 trf the workl Shall have t,)lrowll tlfp every 

with peace and joy be crownrd.F’or the workersof the world Will ltave cast aside tlleir 

chain. And their flag shall float un-Curled 0 - vcr 
chains, And their flap will float 

ev - ‘rv height and plait,. 
un-furl4 0 - ver earth’s re - mot - est plains. 



No. 37. _ The Red Flag. 
Arr. bv FRANK FINSTERBACH. 

1. The people’s flag is deep-est red, It shrouded oft our martyred dead; 

2. Look round! The Frenchman loves its blase; The sturdy German chants its praise; 

3. It well re- calls the triumphs past; It gives the hope of peace at last; 
. 4. With heads un -covered swear we all To bear it on- ward till we fall; 

And ere their limbs grew stiff and cold, Their heart’s blood dyed its ev - ‘ry fold. 
In Mos-cow vaults its hymns are sung; Chi - ca - go swells its surg-ing throng. 
The ban - ner bright, the sym -bol plain Of human right, of hu - man gain. 

Come dungeon dark or gal- lows grim, This song shall be our part- ing hymn. 

Then raise the scar - let standard high! With -in its shade we’ll live and die. 

Tho’ cowards flinch and trai - tors sneer, We’ll keep the red flag fly - ing here 
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