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WHAT THE WORKERS SAY OF 

SONGS OF SOCIALISM 
“Comrade Moyer is the Socialist Missing Link.‘S. Smith. 
“The greatest thing that has happened-to the Socialist Party.“- 

Nina E. Woods. 
“It is bound to be a success as a popular work.“--Gaylord Wilshire. 
“I am sure they will have a stirring and needed effect on the Socialist 

movement.“-&oroe D. Herron. 
“Quite a contrast to the other reform literature and poetry I get more 

or less of. A Capital idea to use the old familiar tunes.“-X. 0. Nelson. 
“We need the stirring and inspiring influence of music in the propa- 

ganda of Socialism and your efforts in this direction are most com- 
mendabie.“-Ezlgene V. Webs. 

“I am fully persuaded that ‘Songs of Socialism’ will play no mean 
part in awakening and stirring to action the sons and daughters of toil, 
for the emancipatron of mankind.“-]. &iahlolz Barnes. 

“You have produced just what the Socialists have been waiting for- 
a pieading for our cause in worthy words of song-without bitterness, 
without hate, only sweetness and hope. Wit, good sense, and inspiration 
to all who sing them are the marked features of these popular Socialist 
Songs.“-4Valter Thomas Mills, Artfhor of The Struggle for Existence. 

“Songs of Socialism” is by all odds the best thing that has yet 
appeared in the form of Socialist songs. It is a happy blending of senti- 
ment adapted to the practical, heaven-on-earth idea that is the result of 
modern thinking and scientnic investigation.-Chicago Socialisi. 

.“I- congratulate you on your new ‘Songs of Socialism.’ The collec- 
tion is the most inspiring and satisfying of any f  have vet seen. * * * 
I feel you have made any other issue of minor colle&ions of Socialist 
songs unnecessary because you have so well pre-empted this field, and even 
overlapped into the realm of the greater Psalmody to come. Again I con- 
gratulate yen.” -Rev. George E. Littlefield, Editor of “Flashlights,” 

“The book (Songs of Socialism) of 128 pages * * * is full from 
cover to cover of inspirational songs, old and new, just such as are needed 
to enliven Socialist meetings and Socialist homes. There are solos, duets, 
quartets and rousing choruses all set to music-enough of them with 
familiar tunes to provide for general use in meetings and enough with 
original music to interest musicians. Get a copy. You will like it.“-- 
Appeal to Reason. 

“Here at last is a real Socialist Song Book that will give satisfaction 
and inspiration to Socialists and locals. Moyer has done the work of 
composing and compilation so well, that there is no reason now why Amer- 
ican Socialism should not be carried forward with the inspiration of 
psalmody as it has been sung along by our European comrades, especially 
in Germany. Send for a copy and encIose 25~ to pay for it. It’s a lot 
of joy for a quarter of a dollar.“--Tile Christian Socialist. 

“Having heard Comrade Moyer sing most of his Socialist Songs, I 
am confident they will go like wildfire. Music often touches the emotions 
and leads to con&tionwhen reason fails. I am delighted with the great 
variety of these songs, their true Socialist sentiment, and enthusiastic spirit. 
Every Socialist should secure a copy of ‘Songs of Socialism’ for his own 
family and one for his neighbor and let our homes and the hearts of the 
children be filled with the upiifting spirit and power of Socialist truth, 
the love of justice, and equal opportunities for all.“-Dr. J. M. Peebles. 
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Arise! Brave Woman! 
(Tune. “Battle Hymn of the Republic,” No. 74.) 

1 Arise! Arise! Brave Woman! There is work for you to do; 
Show the world that love is wisdom and Love’s promises are true; . 
Break the bonds that hold you captive for the world has need of you 

And we’ll go marching on. 

CHORUS. 

Glory, Glory, Hallelujah! Glory, Glory, Hallelujah! 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah! As we go marching on. 

2 Do you need a sound to rouse you? Hear the little children cry; 
Do you need a sight to stir you? See the old who hopeless die. 
Shall they call to you in mislxy while you stand heedless by? 

No, we’ll go marching on. 

3 Man too long has fought unaided with the evil of the world; 
But together we shall conquer, all our strength against it hurled: 
And united march to victory, our banners bright unfurled, 

As we go marching on. 

4 We will give the world fair daughters and those daughters shall be free; 
They shall stand beside their brothers on the ground of Liberty, 
And the cause of right shall prosper on the land and on the sea 

As we go marching on. 

5 Then Arise! Arise! Brave woman! There is work for you to do; 
Show the world that love is wisdom and Love’s promises are true; 
Break the bonds that hold you captive for the world has need of you 

And we’ll go marching on. 
Nannie Parker. 

Democracy! 
(Tune, “America,” No. 1.) 

1 All hail Democracy! 
Soonmay thy noontide free 

Flood home and mart, 
To blast our lust and greed, 
To bless each righteous deed, 
To kindle with good speed 

The people’s heart. 

3 All hail Democracy! 
The rule of equity, 

God’s final peace; 
Where each for all shall pian, 
And,all for every man 
Shall do what Christians can, 

That wrong may cease. 

2 Thy light of life shall glow, 
God’s challenge to bestow,- 

The Father’s gift; 
Till men as brothers fair, 
In union everywhere, 
Shall labor and shall share, 

In love and thrift. 

4 Thy might is right supreme; 
Thy fast-fulhlling dream 

Is Brotherhood; 
‘Tis justice holds thy scale, 
While fraud and faction fail, 
Tii nothing shall prevail 

But God and good. 
Rev. Arthur Bardwdl Pattea. 



1 My Country. 

SONGS OF SOCIALISM. 

HARVEY P. MOYER. 
h New National Hymn. 

America. 

1. My corm - try, thou shalt be Sweet land of lib - er - ty 
2. Then pov - er - ty shall cease, Wealth, corn - forts, joys in - crease 

3. Great God, we cry to thee,- Love, wis - dom, lib - er - ty, 

When jus - tice reigns; When dark - ness turns to light, When wrongs are 
On ev - ‘ry hand; None shall know want or care, Earth’s boun - ties 
To us be given; Help us to see the right, Thy chil- dren 

I 

changed to right, When truth as - serts her might And breaks our chains. 
all shall share, Re - joie - ing ev - ‘ry - where, Oh, bless - ed land! 
all u - nite, Lead in vie - to -rious fight, Till earth be heaven. 



The Nation’s Call. 
HARVEY P. MOYER. Die Wacht am lthine. 

1. A - loud resounds the Nation’s call To freedom, wealth, and cheer for all; 
2. Ten hundred thousand no-ble brave Have joined the force our land to save, 
3. With earth and Heav’n’s strong love of right, With all their hosts of pow’r and might, 
4. As long as freedom’s blood still glows, As long as voice and vote strike blows, 
5. The hosts increase, our hearts beat high, Inspired through love’s prophetic eye, 

Let “Home and Right” our watchword be; Who’ll stand for love and lib-er - ty? 
Op - pressed and tried, in - ured by toil, They’ll wipe wrong’s stains from holy soil. 
We’ll firm pro - tect our noble charge, Till love’s great truths all hearts enlarge. 
As men and broth-ers we will stand, Drive ev - ‘ry foe from free-dam’s land. 
With “All for each and each for all,” We’ll an - swer free-dam’s ho - ly call. 

REFRAIN. 

Dear Fa - ther-land,may Pease be thine, Dear Fath - er-land,may peace be thine; 

II May justice reign supreme and righteousness, Freedom,prosgerity all people bless. 



If All Were Brothers True. 
HARVEY P. MOYEK. Auld Lang Sync. 

1. Should earth be full of want and woe, And fear all men pur - sue, 
2. Should man in sor-did sel - fish-ness Cause grief the whole world through, 
3. Should brothers starve, and sis - ters fall, E’en help - less suf - fer. too, 

4. Should man for-get his broth - er’s weal, And “soul’s de-strnc-tion” brew, 
5. Should na-tions slay their no - ble sons, In blood - y wars im - hrne, 
6. Then do to oth-ers as you would That they should do to you, 

When each might share earth’s hap - pi - ness, If all were broth-e?s true? 
When all might prosperous part-ners be, If all were broth-ers true? 
When there’s enough for each and all, If all were broth-ers true? 

When health and love, true cheer, we’d give, If all were broth-ers true? 

When all might help-fnl corn - rades be, If all were broth-ers trne? 

Fill zll the world with hap - pi - ness, Make all men broth-ers true. 

CHORUS. 

If all were brothers true, my lads, If all were brothers true, 
Last cllorus. 

Let’s all be brothers true, my lads, Let’s all be brothers true, 

II Then each would share earth’s hap - pi-ness, If all were brothers true. 

Fill all the world with hap - pi-ness, Let’s all be brothers true. 

i A’ 



The Marxian Call. 
Workers of the world. unite. you hare nothing to lose but your chains; you 

have a world to gain.-Xar.r. 

Words aud Music by Harrey P. Rlouer. 

1. Why sleeiest thou? bright dawns the glo-rious morn-ing! The bat y tling 
2. Must chil-dren’s tears, for food and rest ap - peal-ing, Must suf - f’rino 
3. How canst thou sleep, when ‘round the world are fall - ing Thy corn-radec 
4. A - wake, a - wake! and break thy chains,my broth- er! Let all that’s 

hosts long wait thee on the field: Awake! the world of la - bor’s joining, 
wives and broth-ers plead in vain? Shall wrong pre-vail, its blight re - veal ing 
true thro’ tyrants’ greedy sway? Thy brothers’ blood is loud - ly call-ing, 
dear and ho - ly speed thee on: We’ll save our-selves and save each 0th - er, 

Naught can withstand, the foe must yield; ‘; A-wake. the world of la - bor’s 
Hearts chilled and dulled thro’ sel - fish gain! Shall wrong pre - vail, its blight re- 
The pow’r is thine, the call o - bey; Thy hrothers’ blood is loud - ly 
Earth’s par - a - dise shall soon be won; We’ll save our-selves and save each 

CHORUS. - 

joining, A a&Id we’ll gain, full justice wield. 
- w 

veal-ing The strong a-sle-p! the conscience slain! 0, lab’rers, ‘wake! and break your 
call-ing, Awake! and act, be men, to-day! 
0th - er,Love’s kingdom come,Love’s will be done! 

Copyright, 1905, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



The Marxian Call. 

your brothers’ woes To du- 1) call; 0, haste the glorious Socialist reign! 

5 Inspiration.* 
By HAIZVRY P. biOYER. 

Air.-Hiawatha,-Key of C. 

. 

1. We’re the happy Socialist band, firm we stand, true and grand, 
Naught can change us from our purpose bold, 
Though the unjust rage and tyrants rich and cruel may threat and foam; 

\Ve are singing all the day, all the way, light and gay, 
Truth and right our faith and joy uphold, 
We will work till each, e’en least, shall have his own; 

The wide world is all our field, all must yield, for we wield 
AlI the power of love and truth divine, 
Brotherhood will win all hearts aud we’ll triumph in its name; 

All the world for all shall be, all be free, all agree 
Glad prosperity to each assign,- 
Hear, then, our song we sing with hearts aflame! 

Chorus 
We are the happy Socialist Party true, , 

The world we’ll bring to you, 
All right and prosperous too; 

Our songs of joy for all wo sing all day, 
Come, help, we’ll make this sad world bright and gay. 

2. All the world we’ll fill with cheer, not a tear, not a fear, 
Naught to worry happy life away, 
None to weary tramp and none be anxious for the morrow’s care; 

All will have enough to eat, good and sweet, what a treat! 
And the very best for all to wear, 
For His blessings rich, God’s gifts to all, we’ll share: 

So the world will all be bright, full of light, day and night, 
Every hour be golden summer time, 
Chilling blasts of poverty’s sorrows changed to gladsome delight; 

Every heart be full of song, happy song, all day long, 
Every thought and deed to good inoline,- 
Heed, then, our call to life and joy so bright.-Chorus. 

* See Publishers’ Note!, 



Freedom’s New Rally.* 
HARVEY P. MOYER. Male Quartet. Am. THORO Hn~ars. 

1. We will ral - ly ‘round the flag, bo;s, w&l ral - ly once a-gain, ’ 
2. But our bat- tie will be peaceful, boys, no more we’ll kill and maim, ’ 
3. No more we’ll starve and die, boys, in pris - ons dark and lone, 
4. We will vote us e - qua1 partners in this rich ter- res-trial ball, 
5. We will see that all get jus-tice, star - ving rich or la - zy shirk,? 

Shout-ing the bat- tie cry of free - dom; 
Shouting the bat - tle 

to- the rug-ged hills of Maine, Shout-ing the bit-tie cry of free - dom. 
and “we’ll get there just the same,” Shouting the bat - tle cry of free - dom. 
boys, and soon pos-sess our own, 
for 

Shout-ing the bat- tle cry of free - dom. 

if 
Be made this world for all, Shout-ing the bat- tle cry of free - dom. 
he’ll do his share of work. Shout-incr the bat - tle crv of free - dom. 

h I 
hu; - rah, boys, hur-rai! Down with the 

* Dedicated to the G. A. R , and all who are now willlnu to battle for the right.-H. p. 111. 
t “He that vi11 not work, neither shall he eat.“-PauI. 



Freedom’s New Rally; 

ral- ly once a -gain, Shout - ing the hat - tle cry of free- dom. 

6 As partners, each will have a job, good pay and plenty rest, 
Shouting the battle cry of freedom; 

Happy home for wife and children, best incentive for our best, 
Shouting the battle cry of freedom. 

7 There’ll be no weary tramp for work, no strikes for better pay, 
Shouting the battle cry of freedom; 

No wives distressed, no children starved, no worrying life away, 
Shouting the battle cry of freedom. 

8 See, the Socialist hosts are gathering, boys, are gathering million strong, 
Shouting the battle cry of freedom; 

If you’ll join this freedom’s holy war, the fight will not be long, 
Shouting the battle cry of freedom. 

7 Arouse and Unite. 
Air-Brave Battery Boys. Key of Ab, 

1. We see all around us, by day and by night, 
A class long in darkness, but groping for light; 
Its members exploited, deceived by a wage, 

11: And cast off as worthless, when guilty of age; :i 
Though struggling for ages, still forced to obey, 
Still held in derision, wage servants are they; 
Proud masters deceive them, rob them and spoil, 

R:hnd blind superstition binds them to toil.: 11 

2 The long night is passing, the clouds disappear, 
The masters are fearful that daylight is near, 
And banded together, they tremble to see 

11: A union of workmen who long to be free>:11 
Go ye and assist them, go, comfort and cheer, 
Go, bid them have courage, nor falter nor fear, 
Go, tell them when striking, to carefully seek 

11: Where workmen are strongest, where masters are weak.:! 

3 Arouse, every toiler, arouse and unite, 
Come, strike all together, where law gives us might; 
Our numbers bear witness what ballots may do, 

1: For lo, we are many, our masters are few; :(I 
Then look for the daybreak, soon light will break in, 
Then glorious sunlight, our day will begin, 
Then greed and oppression will be overthrown, 

11: Then labor victorious, come unto its own.:ll 
J. E. Ha& 



8 In the Happy Socialist Days. 
Words and Music by HARVEY P. MOYRR. 

I 1. In the hap - py 
2. In the hap - py Socialist days, We will meudour wasteful ways, . No 
3. In the hap - py Socialist days, We will end ourstu-pid ways, . No 
4. In the hap - py Socialist days, We will change our shameful ways . No 

poor merchants juggling,No small farmers struggling, No work misdirect-e&No 
ab - surd ap-plauding Of schemers’ de - fraud-ing, No false ad - ver-tis-ing, No 
conscienceless “winning,” None driven to sin-mug, No need-y neg-lect-ed, No 

will - ing hands slighted; In the hap-py Socialist 
good things neglected; In the hap-py Socialist days, 

ing ad - vis-ing; In the hap-py Socialist days, 
We will mend our wasteful 
We will end our stu - pid 

ways, Strife and straggle a - bat - ing, All 20 - oi - er - at - ing, g the 
ways, All business n - nit - ed, Corn - pet-ing wrongs righted, In the 
ways, No i - die. no shirk-ers, All part-ners, co-workers, In the 
ways, Thrive the san - est and sur - est, The no - blest and pur- est, In the 

I 
Copyright, 1905, b; Harvey P. Moyer. 
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In the Happy Socialist Days. 
CHORUS. 

- 

hap - py Socialist days. In the sweet Socialist days, The hap-py Socialist 

days, No want and no wor - ry, No strife and no flor- ry, xl1 work-ers and 

-- 
- 

- 
wealth-y, Ail hap-py and healthy; In the sweet Socialist days, The hap-py 

i~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

-- 
- 

Socialist days, Our troubles all end-ed, Life’s highest joys blended, In the 

CODA. (after last Chorus.) Ad lib. with expressk% 

happy Socialist days. In the sweet Socialist days, Ev’ry heart be filled with praise. 



9 Have You Heard About Milwaukee? 
FL P. M. HARVEY P. MOYER. 

I 1. Have you heard a-bout Mil-wau-kee, Wondrous tit - y  of the West? 
2. Have you heard a-bout Mil-wau-kee, Berke - ley, Vie-tor, and the rest? 
3. Would you pros-per like Mil-wau-kee, Toil - ers, chiklren, aged, and all? 

her sons have done their best! 
- fng in their tit -y’s best; 
our wrongs, lift poverty’s pall? 

I Have you heard how U-nion La - bor Joined the Socialist Par-ty grand? 
How they end star-va - tion wa - ges, Short - en hours, and pen-sions give; 
Rouse ye then and spread this message, Each for all and all for each; 

Now all sons of toil are wak-ing, Put - ting on new life and sand! 
Mak - ing life worth while to live! 
That its bless-ings all may reach! 



Have YOU Heard About Milwaukee? 

10 How We Took Milwaukee, 
G. VAIL WILLIAMS. R. w. WOOBY. 

I 1. ‘Twas not by storlp of shot and shell, And murd’rous weapons forged in Hell, 
2. ‘Twas not the pow’r a* gold-en store, Wrung by the rob-bers from the poor, 
3. ‘Twas not for emp - ty m-ed of fame, Nor glo - ry of a tyrant’s name, 
4. We yet shall win the world, for-sooth! With lance of Right, and sword of Truth, 

I ‘T$as not with fren-zied bat - tle yell, Our corn-rades took Mil- wau-kee. 
That won their bat - ties oft be - fore, Won THAT day at Mil- wau-kee. 
Our knights, that day,to - geth-er came, And laid siege to MF-wau-ka% 
As, when our cause was m its youth, We first won at Ml-wau-ke& 

The ty - rant from his thron 



,/ 

Victory In Our Day. 
- (A Socialist Marching Song.) 

Words and Music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

1. We’re march&g on to vie - to-ry, we march, we march a - long, There’s 
2. Let 0th - ers wait for hap - pi-ness, ten thou-sand years or more, Or 
3. Come, broth-ers, heed your du - ty’s c$, for loved and home and right, Why 

II - naught that can de-feat our pow’r of bal-lot, cheqand song; Ouyhearts are fill’d with 
be con-tent for their rewards un - on the oth- er shore: Let fainter hearts nive 
auf-fer wrongs and pov-er- ty,with wealth and joy in sight? Why strife and strikasiith 

h ’ p. + r - q ,-Iiy 1 b;‘. p 
------e i 

glad - ness, now, we lead the glo - rious way, We’ve fozd the right, we’re 
up their wealth, the Cap’t’lists’ purse to fill, We want our own, and 

the earth with 

in the fight, and in Too long WR groped in dark-ness 
want it soon, and have it, too, we will. We love our wives and chil - dren. 
all its worth is ours and ours to stay. 

The while our “friends,” the Cap-i-t’lists,have 
Why shouldwe rob and starve our own,to en- 
When, if we’d join our voting pow?, full 



Victory In Our Day. 
 ̂ tit. e 

gath-ered in our gain; But now our eyes are o- pened wide,we see the 
rich the wealthy drone? So all our pow’re and wealth we’ll spend to haste the 
vie - t’ry soon we’d gain; Then cease your fruitless ef -forts now and try the 

bet - ter way, We’re in the right, we’ll win the fight, and win i’t in our day! 
bet - ter way, We’re in the right, we’ll win the fight, and win it in our day! 
Socialist way, Come,join the right, we’ll win the fight, and win it in our day! 

CHORUfl. Unison. 

On, on to vie - to-ry, we march, we march a- long, ‘On, on to 

vie - to - ry, with ial-lot, cdeer, and song; On, on to vi0 - to-ry, we 

II lead the glorious way, We’re in t&e right, we’ll win the fight, and win it in onr day. 



The Torch of Liberty. 
JOHN SPAmo. 

And its meaning un - der-stand. Labor’s hosts have 
Freedom’s name er as you go. Work-ers of the 

Raise 
Raise 

f- 
the torch, up 
the torch of 

- lift 
Lib . 

z%FF$ 
7 

it high, And 
a er - ty, Bear 

--I 
3 
with 

it 

I I L’i 
lay - al hearts and brave, 
on - ward thro’ the gloom 

Shout the rev - o - lu - tion’s cry To each mas - ter, to each slave: 
Of the Night of Tyr - an - ny, Shout a - loud the ty-rant’s doom. 

i’. 



. 

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

Free-dom comes,and Slav - er - y Ban - ished from the earth shall be! 
On - ward1 till the world shall be’ From the yoke of bond - age free! 

well, fare-well, my 
well, fare-well, my 

par- ty old. Fare-well, fare-well, my par - ty old. 

well, fare-well, my 
par - ty bold, Fare-well, fare-well, my par - ty bold, 

well, fare-well, my 
par - ty cold, Fare-well, fare-well, my par - ty cold. 
par - ty old, Fare-well, fare-we!& my par - ty old.+ 



Universal Good. 
Not toofast. Words and ,Music by HARVEY I’. MOYER. 

1. In the hap - py Socia!ist days we’ll all be broth - ers, 
2. In the hap - py Socialist days we’ll ah *be neigh - bors, 
3. In the hap - py Socialist days we’ll all be corn - rades, 

Hap - py broth-ers, all shall feel each’brother’s care ; Ev - ‘ry sor - row, 
Hap - py neighbors, all shall feel each neighbor’s need; End - ed wars, their 
Hap - py comrades, joined to gain for all earth’s best; Not a want nor 

P 
ev - ‘ry troub - le shared by 0th - ers, Not a bur - den save that 
murd’rous guns and blood - y sa - bers, Self - ish wrongs give place to 
care but that shall lift all UD-wards. Bring to each and all earth’s 

u 
all shall help to bear. Tru - cst broth -ers, none will in - jure one the 
help and no - ble deed. Earth’s rich boun - ties all disposed for all earth’s 

wealth, its joys and rest: Joys of end - ed corn - pe -2. - tion’s woes and 
. -1- 

0th - er, 
chil-dren, 
sor - rows, 

~~~& 

-- - 

None 
From 
Joys 
9-0 

per - mit the least in - jus - tice a - riy - where, 
the fer - tile West-ern plains to old Ja - pan, 
of hap - py, no - ble, prosp’rous Br.othg - gd, - 

3, 
Copyright, 1906, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



Universal Good. 

Not a bur - dened fa - ther, moth-g, sis - ter, broth-er, All life’s 

blessings, joys, and comforts each shall share. 
neighbors, hap - py Brother - hood of Man. 
life corn- plete, of U - ni - ver - sal Good. 

Yes, all hap-py, prosp’rous 

broth-ers we will be, All from want and cruel in- 
we will be, 

c&y-J-J. A -: -7-77 a-1 

II 

I - rI Ir M 
jus - tice we will free, To 

we vi11 free 
all earth’s re-mot-e& bounds, Pole to 

> ’ 

II pole, and sea to sea, All a hap-py, prosp’rous Brotkhood we’ll be. 



15 The Ninety and Nine. 
JOHN S. NORRIS. 

1. There are nine - ty and nine that 
2. From the sweat of their brow the 
3. But the night SO dreary and 

work and die In 
des - ert blooms And the 

dark and long At 

want and hun - ger and cold, 
forest he- fore them falls; 
la& shall the morn - ing bring; 

That one may rev - el in 
Their la - bor has build - ed 
And o - ver the land the 

lux - u - ry, And be lapped in the silk - ‘en fold! And 
hum - ble homes, And tit - ies with lof - ty halls, And the 
vie - tar’s song Of the nine- ty and nine shall ring, And 

nine - ty and nine in their hov - els bare And one in a pal-ace of 

0Ile owns cities and houses and lands,And the nine - ty and nine have 

ech - o a - far, from zone to zone, “Re - joice! for la - hor shall 

Music Co$rigbt, lfxl5, by John S. Norris. Used by permission. 



The Ninety and Nine. 

rich - es rare, And one in a pal-ace of rich - 
emp ty hands, And the nine - ty and nine have emp - 
have its own”, “Re - joice! for la-bor shall have 

es rare. 
ty hands. 

16 The Socialist Smile. 
By HARVEY P. MOYER. 

Air-Stay in Your Own Back Yard.-Key E&. 

1 Building all the palaces, yet living mean and low, 
Johnny Lab’rer’s quite a generous man; 

Making all the shoes and clothes, yet barefoot, ragged go, 
Johnny’s sure a generous, easy man; 

Digging all the gold and coal, yet poor and freezing too, 
Raising all the food, but hungry still, 

For it’s work, work, work, to support the wealthy shirk, 
Giving up his own, his master’s purse to fill. 

CEORUS. 
So, Johnny, just follow your own good sense, 

Don’t mind what the capit’lists say; 
What show d’you suppose, they’re agoing to give 

To a poor lab’ring man to-day? 
So stand by your own class-conscious kind 

And vote for yourself awhile; 
If you‘ll ever get wealth and your own just rights, 

You mu&( v$ri$!$r )a Socialist smile. 

2 Promises from Democrats who need the votes, you know, 
To get the o5ces and share the spoils; 

Promises from ‘Publicans who always promise so, 
But snare you into trusts’ and poverty’s coils; 

Promises from capit’lists who simply want your cash, 
Whose millions are hut stealings from your own;* 

It’s just work, work, work, to support the wealthy shirk, 
Many robbed, to keep the few on Luxury’5 throne.-CHORUS. 

3 But politicians tremble, seeing labor growing wise, 
“Promise gags” may no more fool their “drone;” 

Cap’t’lists shudder, too, since labor sees through Socialist eyes 
How easy all mankind may share their own; 

Since all the world was made for all that all might happy be, 
Why he chumps and give our own away? 

So we’ll vote for all to work, none to rob us, none to shirk, 
Equal partners, all be prosperous, free, and gay.-CHORUS. 

+ “The rich are robbers.. .Better all things in common.“-St Chrysostom. 
“Opulence is always the product of theft, committed, if not by the actual possessor, 

by his ancestors”.-St. Jerome. 
“In strict justice everything should belong to all. Iniquity alone has created &ate 

4 
roperty. “--St. Clement. (Quoted from Spragne’s Socialism from Genesis to Heve atlon.) P 
heseare all good Church Fathers whose orthodoxy will not be questioned by either 

Catholic or Protestant divines.-H. P. iU. 



Socialism Will Win. 
Joyfully. Words and Music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

1. Let all hearts rejoice and sing! So - cial - km will win! Let the ech - oes 
2. Let the wea - ry all re-joice, So - cial-km will win! Need - y join in 
3. Come, ye good of ev - ‘ry name, Help the Socialists win! Spread the truth with 

loud - ly ring, So - cial- ism will win! Sing the news the world a-round, 
cheer-ful voice, So - cial- ism will win! Sing re - lief for all op - prest, 
loud acclaim. Eeln the Socia!ists win! Haste the end of sin and crime, 

Let all earth with joy re-sound, Ev - ‘ry heart with rapt-ure bound, For 
Hope and cheer for all dis-trest, Corn -fort, joy, and peace and rest, For 
Haste the reign of love snb-lime, Haste the Gold-en Age of time, For 

P P 

*Brother-hood wii win! Sing! oh, sing! Sing of corn-fort and cheer for all, 

I f P e -pr3:T 
-d -d-3* 

’ * a 

i’ 

, Want and woe be- 

* May substitute “Socialism.” r 
Copyright, 1906, by EarvkY P. Moyer. 



Socialism Will Win. 

yond re - call, Sing glad ti - dings, sing1 Joy - ful ech - oes ring! 

18 
H. P. M. 

Love. 
HARVEY P. MOYER. 

1. When love shall reign su-preme, And quick-en ev - ‘ry heart, And jus - tice 
2. Our years shall be re - plete WiOh rest and peace di - vine, Dark sor-rows 
3. Love shall its work ful -fill, And ev - ‘ry heart in - spire, In ev - ‘ry 

all shall free, Bid - ding all wrongs de- part; Then all shall broth - ers he, 
fade a - way, Truth’s rays for - ev - er shine; Then joy shall fill each heart, 
land and home, Fill all with ho - Iy fire; Till earth shall heav-en be, 

And lightened all our ways, All life be pure and sweet, In the Socialist days. 
All earth re-sound with praise,Then life shall be corn-plete, In the Socialist daps. 
And righteous all our ways, Our life be all di - vine, In the Socialist days. 

Copyright, ig06, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



Worry. 
Words and Music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

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

1. 'Tis wor - ry from dawn un-til twi - light, ‘Tis wor-ry from night un - til 

2. ‘Tis wor-ry for work to keep liv - ing, ‘Tis wor-ry lest jobs may be 
3. Why life :I o$ wor-ries and sor-rows, The poor and the rich in dis- 

el 
dawn, ‘Tis wor - ry all o - ver life’s path-way, Till 

lost, ‘Tis wor - ry that life’s ev - ‘ry 
may? Why 

” 

death, from the day we were born; ‘Tis wor - ry, not la - bor, that’s 

won at such ter - ri - ble cost; ‘Tis wor - ry o’er troub-les in 
night may be turned in - to Let’s use but the wis-dom of 

.4nd blighting the bod - y and soul; 
bus - iness. ‘Tis wor - rv o’er loss-es and gains, 

‘Tis wor - ry o’er 
The young and the 

con-stant stmg-gle De-tains us from life’s des-tined goal. 
sick and the a - ged Have but wor-ries and troub-les and pains. 

II wealth for all peo - pie, All wor - ry and sor - row be gone. 

44 hr . -d&-3*- &x--A- 

,t. 1905. by Harvey P. Moyer. 

*For male quartet let 12% b&s take altb part. 



Worry. 

II Oh. ‘tis (war-rv and flur - rv and hur- rv and scur - rv From 

I ’ ‘Las~T&om”b’ 
1 plait-ing, ex-tort - ing, de - fraud-ing: ma-raud - iig, A 

, wor - ry nor flur - ry nor hur - ry norscur - ry From 
m me - ful and help-ful. all truth-ful and healthful, All 

dawn un - til long af - ter night; Hearts breaking, backs ach-ing, souls 
con-science-less, mer - ci - less fight; (Omit. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
dawn un - til long af - ter qight; Hearts bless-ed, backs rest-ed, souls 
g-roeww-Fi in wealth and in bght; (Omit....................................... 

quak-ing, faith shak-ing, A sor - ry and mis - ‘ra - ble plight; Ex- 
young-er, faith strong-er, All hap - py, in cob-stant de - light; All 

II -1-2. For “business is business,” fie love, truth, and good-ness, A sad and most 
3. Such business is pleasure, a joy and a treasure, A grandand most 

pit - ia - ble sight, 
beau-ti - ful sight, 

A sad and most pit - ia - ble sight. 
A grand and most beau-ti - ful sight. 



Security. 
Words and music by BARVRY P. MOYER. 

are closed 
%2i? - ing win 

and our small wa - ges end, 
- ter blastsblow from the west, 

2. 
i 

When the banks go down and all our man-ey’s gone, 
When we wea - ry tramp in search of wealth a - gain, 

gj$L I : iJL Irl cl - 
When the rent 

Jc7tFqy@qq 
is due and all our sav - ings , 

And our cheer - less homes give nei-ther warmth nor rest, 
When the busi - ness fails and all our wealth has flown, 
Join the mill - ions down, our hope and tour - age slain, 
And the deep - ‘ning shad - ows warn of end - ing day, 
And the dear ones, left to stran-gers, we be - moan, 

; j J&=gyJ.ji@q 
-d-,5 

When the hun - gry eyes, and gar-merits worn and rent, 
When our loved ones plead. in vain, for what is best, 

II When our pros - pects, plans; and hopes seem turned to stone, 
When our plans for loved on&good prove all in vain, 
When the eyes grow dim,onrstrength falls in de - cay, 
When, at last, to fate 

Tell of podr - ty’s sad and cru - el fate; 
And our nar - row love is changed to hate; 
And we weep with loved who ‘round us stand: 

Copyright, 1906, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



Security. 

Then we’ll wish for Broth - er-hood’s rich state. 
Then we’ll pray forBroth - er-hood’s sure state. 
Then we’ll wish for Broth - er-hood’s strong hand. 

. . CHORCS. Aced. 

II In the hap - py Socialist days there’ll be no trou - bled hearts, 

Wealth and hap -py homes for all will end cruel pov’r- ty’s smarts., 

Blest se - cur - i - ty for aye will change all doubt-ful ways, 

Corn-fort,peace,and love will cheer & in the Sbcialist days. 



r21 . 
T 

Fraternity, Equality, Liberty. 
Words and Music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

II 
1. Do, there, hey, there, So - cial- ists all All the slaves of all the 
2. Ho, there, hey, there, So - cial- ists all are we! Day and night we’re in the 
3. Ho, there, hey, there, So - cial- ists all are we! Help us sing and all we’ll 

knaves the wide world o’er we’ll free; On - ward, for-ward, soon we all &all see 
fieht. that all mav nroso’rous be: Join our force. and soon we all shall see 

b. S.-O; - w;rd. soon we all shall ace 

Fra - ter - ni - ty, e-qua1 - i - ty, true lib - er - ty! Down with ty - iante, 
Fra - ter - ni - ty. e-qua1 - i - ty, tme lib - er - ty! Down with hun - ger, 
Fra - ter - pi- ty, e - qua1 - i - ty, true lib - er - ty! Down a+ sor - row, 

true lib - er - ty! 

II 
where-so - e-‘er they be, Grafters, robbers, high or low degree; Down oppression. 
wan&dread pover - ty, Rags, distress,and suff’ring sad to see; Down all slums and 

sin, and mis - er - y., Up with joy, love, truth,moral - i - ty; Down with self-ish- 

II 
II 

wrong, iy-pi0 - h - sy, 
“homea”nn-fit to be. 

Up with jus - tice, right,and lib - er - ty. Then 
Up world-corn-fort, real pros-per - i - ty! Then 

IWSS. its bale-h1 glee, UP with Broth-er - hood, its blessings free! Then 



22 Forward. the Life Brigade! 
A Contrast and an Invitation. 

Male Quartet. .Clelody in 2nd Tenor. Words-and Music by Harvey P. Moser. 

Death tb the left, death to the rightnight and day, Blighting life’s frnitful years! 
Deaf to all cries, justice despise,wrongmust stay, Else how (O,mnit . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . > 
Conscience toflight,Coth out of sight,the few mustthrive,Tho’ they the millions “do!” 
Hell to the left, hell to the right,dead oralive! Manhood (Omit........ . . . . . . . . . 1 
Life to the left, life to the right,wrong must flee,Lovepoints thebetter way! 
Beav’o to the left,heav’n to theright,we’ll a - gree,Earth’s treas- (Omit......._... I 

remain a - bove? 
and love lost soon! 
ures all shall share! 

I- I I I+, P P I-f- 

II 

q~~~~~+~~k+~~~y? ~ , p--I+pL-+“-L-L-- - 
Earth yields abundant bread; Comfort and cheerrichest blessingsnow and here To all 
When all the world we own? Come,use your pow’r,cease excuse this very hour, (Omit.) 

Copyright, 1905, by Harvey P 



23 The Lazy Shirk. 
Solo and Male Quartet. Words and Music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

a rock-y fel-low worth his mill - ions, He was nev - er known to 
2. There was a preacher preaching to his mill - ions, He was not so ver - J 
3. A worn out lab’ring man who missed his mill-ions, He had nev - er had a 
4. There was a lit -tie lawyer watching mill - ions, Far too bus - J do - ing 
5. The farm-er who de-serves to have his mill - ions, Working day and night with 

v hurt him-self with work, ’ For be on - ly worked the peo-pie, Built a 
in - ti - mate with work, He would save the suf - fring million, Weeping 
moment’s time to shirk He would like to change his station(s),Bet - ter 
crook-ed work to shirk, For he worked the leg- is - la-ture, Push-ing 
lit - tie time to shirk, 

I 
c Seems to rath-er SERVE the million, Slav-ing 

- col - lege and a stee - pie, Be would help us, but he feared theG - ZY 
wives and starving chil - dren, If it were not for this aw - ful, la - zy 
clothes and bet-ter ra - tions, But he don’t know who would do the dirt - y 
schemes of es - ‘ry na - ture, And he won- dered who would do the dirt - y 
self and wife and chil - dren, Than to make his rob - bing shirk- ers go to 

shirk, And dirty work. 
shirk,The shirk won’t work. Oh, the shirk, shirk, shirk! And the dirt - y, dirt - y 
work! Oh, dear, oh, dear. 
work! Ho, ho, ho, ho. Oh, the la - zy, la - zyshirk, And the nas-ty, dirt - y 
work! We’ll make them work. 

Music theme taken from “Guess I’ll Hare to Telegraph My Baby,” by permission of 
Geo. L. Spaulding, owner of the copyright. 

Copyright, 1905, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



The Lazy Shirk. 

6 Of course, you know that all of us want millions, 
Which we all may jointly have with little work, 

For we’ll stop the wholesale stealing, 
And, with right and wealth appeahng, 

Not a man will choose starvation as a shirk! 
No grub, no shirk. 

Sixth Chorus. 
Oh, the shirk, shirk, shirk! 
And the dirty, dirty work! 
How’11 you stir the lazy shirk? 
Who will do the dirty work? 

First, we’ll save the suffering million, 
Weeping wives and starving children, 
Then, we’ll put the dirty work upon the shirk. 

We’ll work the shirk. 
. Spoken. 

First speaker-We’ll make him work, the shirk! 
Second speaker-He’ll have to do the dirty work. 
Third speaker-He’ll have to work or starve. 
Fourth speaker-Now, just what WILL we do with the dirty work? First we’ll 

ALL share the necessary dirty work, and then by invention we’ll soon do away’ with 
m?st thg dirty work 

Final Chorus. 
Oh, the shirk, shirk, shirk! 
And the dirty, dirty work? 
How’11 you stir the lazy shirk? 
Who will do the dirty work? 

First, we’ll save the suffering million, 
Weeping wives and st.arving children, 
Then, we’ll do away with all the dirty work! 

And lazy &irk. Oh, joy! 



Strike at the Ballot. 
H. P. Bl. Fhavm P. MOYIm. 

Come,brothers all,cease your fruitless figbt,A strike at the ballot is the sur-est 
A strike at the ballot is the strongest 
A strike at the ballot is the eas-iest 
A strike at the ballot is tbe quickest 

Come brothers,end all your caresand fears,A strike at the ballot is the no-blest 
3* ( Vote in the Broth - er - hood of Man, A strike at the ballot is the on - Ig 

way; For force and strife but increase ourplight, Hunger and rags are very poor 
way; lhen re win By our votes that ve - ry hour, (Omit.) 
way; Why suf-fer, starve! and bleed and pray, 
way; But five year‘s So-clal-ist vote will note 

Pov - er-ty’s curse increased each 
(Omit.) 

way; Each brother’s woes will increase our tears, Scrrows,wrongs, star-va - tion 
way; Why era-ven slaves, nor hope nor plan, (Omit.) 

pay (veTmy aoor vay); We’ll gain our own,win free-dam’s day (win freedom’s ,a+v). 
day (darker each d,,);Earth’s wealth possessed by all for aye (ail rich for aye). 

pay crer - y bad pay); When all life’s best may be our pay cversy best pay). 

f.%ORUS. 

Copyright, 19%. by Hazvey P. Moyer. 



Strike at the Ballot. 

peacefnl,conquering ba;t$ Let us wealth,home,and hap-py freedom’s land! 

Home, Sweet Hn-0 
&a& Stanza by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

IaVIa*CI. 

JOEN HOWARD PAYNE. 

I! 1. ‘Mid pleas-ures and pal - a - ces though we may roam, Be it ev - er so 
2. An ex - ile from home,splendor daz - zles in vain; Oh, give me my 
3. But sweet - est the home in the days of true love, Wheubeace,joy,aid 

hum - ble,there’s no place like home;8 charm from the skies seems to hallow us 
- Ig thatch’d cottage a-gain;The birds sing-ing gai - ly that came at my 

corn - fort life’s sor-rows re-move;No more poverty’s sadness,nonelonger need 

call, Give me them andthat peace of mind,dear-er than all. Home,home, 
roam, Each life filled with cheer in our own hap-py home. Home,home, 



26 The Marseillaise. 

1. Ye sons of toil, a- wake to glo - ry! Hark, hark!what my-riads bid you 
2. With lux - u - ry and pridesur - round-ed, The vile, in - sa - tiate des - pots 
3. Oh, Lib - er- ty! can man re - sign thee, Once hav-ing felt thy gen-‘row 

rise! Your chil-dren, wives, and grandsires hoar- y: Behold their tears and 
dare, Their thirst for gold and pow’r un - bound-ed, To mete and vend the 

hear their cries, Be-h 
light and air, Tomete and vend the light and air. Like beastsof 

ty - rants mis - chief breeding, With hire-ling hosts, a rut - fian band, Af- 
bur - den would they load us, Like gods would bid their slaves a - dore; But 
world has wept, be - wail - ing That falsehood’s dag - ger ty - rants wield; But 

fright and des - o - late the land, While peace and lib - er - ty 
man is man and who is more? Then shall they long-er lash and goad US? 

free - dom is our sword and shield, And all their arts are un - a-vail-ing; 



The Marseillaise. 
CEORUS. 

OLD CEO.-To arms, to arms, ye braves! The aven@g sword unsheath! March on, 

march on, all hearts re-solved, We’ll gain the vie - to - ry. 
march on, all hearts re-solved, On vie - to -ry or death! 

These Things Shall Be! 

1. These things shall be! a lof-tier race Than e’er the world bath known shall rise 
2. They shall be gen-tle, brave andstrong, To spill no drop of blood, but dare 
3. Na - tion with na-tion, land with land, TJn-arm’d shall live as comrades free; 
4. New arts shall bloom of lof-tier mould And mightier mu-sic thrill the skies, 
5. These things--they are no dreams-shall be For happier men when we are gone; 

With flow’r of free - dom in their souls, And light of sci - ence in their eyes. 
AU that may plant man’slordship firm, On earth, and fire and sea and air. 
In ev - ‘ry heart and brain shall throb The pulse of one fra - ter - ni - ty. 
And ev - ‘ry life shall be a song, When all the earth is par-a - dise. 

. I Those gold-en days for them shall dawn, Transcending ought we gaze up - on. 



28 The Hope of the Ages. 
..E. NPXSIIIT. Red, White, and Blue. 

1. If you dam up the riv - er of Prog-ress- At your per - ii and 
2. we laugh in the face of the for - ces That strength-en the 
3. Whether lead - ing the van of the fight -ers In the bit - ter - est 
4. What mat - ter if fail-ure on fail - ure Crowd close - ly up- 

cost let it be?- That riv - er must seaward de-spite you- ‘Twill 
flood they op - pose; For the hard-er op-pres-sion the fiercer The 
stress of the strife, Or pa-tient-ly bear-ing the burden Of 

..on us and press? When a hundred have bravely been beaten, The 

break down your dams and be frTe! 
cur - rent will be when it flows; We shall win, and the ty - rant’s bat- 
change-less - ly corn-mon-place life, One hope we have ev - er be- 
hun - dred and first wins success! Our watchword is “Freedom;” new 

bar-r&s 
tal - ions 

That you in its way have downcast; 
Will be scattered like chaff in the fight, 

For your 
From 

oh - tain and ful fill, _. _ _ -, _.._ -.- __ 
,, sol - diers Flock each day where her flag is u 

One 

ef-forts but az to the torrent, Whose floe; must o’erwhelm you at last! 
which the true soldiers of freedom which the true soldiers of freedom Shall gath - er new tour-age and might! Shall gath - er new tour-age and might! 
watchword we cherish to mark us watchword we cherish to mark us One One kin - dred and broth-er-hood still. kin - dred and broth-er-hood still. 

FINE. 

Our hope is the hope of the world! 

cry is the cry of the 2 -sea, Our hope is the hope of the world! l 



The Hope of the Ages: 

{ 
For our ban - ner is rais’d and nn - furled; 
At your bead our de - fi - ante is hurled; 1 

Our 

29 Lonesome. 
HARVEY P. MOYER. Robin Adair. 

1. What’s this cold world to me? No joys of home; What’s this cruel life to be? 
2. Why life so dark and drear? Crushed young and old; Why hearts e’er filled with fear? 
3. What’s all this noise a- bout, Fill - ing the air? What means this joy-ful shout, 
4. Oh, let all peo-pie wake, Cease wrong’s sad sway; Vie - to - rious ac-tion take, 

Hope al- most gone; Oft have I longed to wed, Love’s cheer in 
Homes bleak and cold; Why chil-dren starved, un- clad? Why lov - ing 
From ev - ‘ry -where? ‘Tis but the Socialist cry, Ech - o - ing 
Haste the glad day, When each may live life’s best, With cheer - ful 

lone-some’s stead, Had pov-er-ty’s curse not shed Dark-ness a - lone. 

Pa - rents sad? Why strife and strug - gle mad? Sufferings nn - told. 
thro’ the sky, We1 - corn - ing vie - t’ry nigh, End- ing cruel care. 
homes all blest, Corn -fort and peace and rest, Share all for aye. 



Some Funny Things.* 
Yankee Doodle.--MoRRIs 

1. { E$re was a man in our town Who tho’t it would be fun - ny 
made the SII - ly peo - ple think, By spe - cial dis - pen - sa - tion, 

2 There was a man in New York town, A ver - y rock - y - fel -low, 
seized the oil, he seized the mines, The railroads, hanks, the na - tion; 

3 There. was a dorn - i - nie in town,.Who stood for corn-no - ti - tion; 
could not see all men a - gree, And love rule all the peo - pie, 

Tl car-ner all the peo-pie’s earth And thus g$ all their mon - ey; l 
The Lord had giv’n con - trol to him, Of all His rich cre - a- tion ) 
Who tho’t it wise to cinch the wealth,Let 0th - ers beg and bel-low; 
He got thestocksand div - i-dends, The peo - ple got star - va- tion. 1 
Tho’greed and strife, and sin and vice, Lead sure - ly to per - di - tion. 
No “king-dom come”, no “will be done”, But thro’ his nar- row stee - pie. > 

But the peo-ple seized their earth, They cared not for his man - ey, 

But the peo-pie claimed their own, And checked his source of mon - ey,- 
But the peo - pie loved the right More than they loved his mon - ey, 

I They told the shirk IO go to work, Which wasn’t quite so fun-ny. 
He missed the flow of div - i-dends, Which wasn’t near so fun-ny. 

I Each lived for all as broth-ers should, And thus made all feel fun - ny. 



Some Funny Things. 
4 Reformer Jones of Reform Town 6 A little merchant man sat down 

Thinks it is mighty funny, To figure out how funny 
That all the neoule all the earth It was with all his sweat and stew 

Should own, and wipe out money. The “big guns” got his money. 
With Prohibition, Single Tax, He saw this life was naught but strife, 

Reforms of every notion, A-robbing each his brothers, 
He’d plaster, but stay on our backs, And while he mulcted them all he dared, 

So wealth controlled promotion. Above were bigger mulcters. 
But the people see the truth, 

The danger in our money; 
Said he, “There’s just one thing to do, 

To live and save some money, 
No profits, rents, nor dividends To join the People’s Trust or ‘Bust’, 

Is justice, howe’er funny. Which would not be so funny”. 

5 There was a lnb’rer in our land 7 The Democrat-Republicans 
Who certainly was funny, Thought it was awful funny, 

He thought it right to do the work, To fool the people all the time 
While others took the money; And corner all their money. 

Thro’ days and years he toil’d and groaned, They joggled tariff high and low, 
Built up the wealthy nations,- The patriot’s claim they hailed, sir, 

While parasites enjoyed his wealth, They thought poor men too dull to ken 
He starved on scanty rations. Aught but “ ‘fool’ dinner pail”, sir. 

But Socialism ope’d his eyes, 
He saw who got his money, 

But politicians’ tricks can give 

Then voted straight,enjoyed the earth, 
But strikes and poverty’s pall, sir; 

The Socialist party all must join 
A partner, rich,-‘twas funny. For wealth and fun for all, sir. 

31 Farmer Jones’ Celebration. 
By HARVEY P. MOYER. 

Air-A Hot Time in the Old Town to-night. Key of G. 
1 Let’s be joyful now, Miranda dear, the Socialists have won, 

We will all go down to town and help to celebrate the fun, 
For our debt% and griefs and wants and woes are now forever done, 
Our old days we’ll end in rest and peace, life’s dreams in fact begun; 
Dump your old clothes and shoes into the mire, 
Throw the old mortgage notes with joy into the fire, 
The jubilee has come, the people’s long desire, 
There’ll be a good time in the old town tonight. Miranda- 

CHORUS. 
Pack your grip, we’ll all go down to town, 
To celebrate the greatest victory ever won, 

l 

For want and grief will now give place to wealth and fun, 
There’ll be a good time in the whole world tonight. 

2 Our happy president has just proclaimed the joyful day, 
When in name of all the people, for the people he’ll take sway 
Of the bounteous wealth, the people’s own, that all may truly say, 
Every life is filled with joy and cheer, sad poverty’s gone to stay; 
For Uncle Sam our leader true will be, 
Consolidate all trust,s in the people’s trust, you see; 
With all the people organized, we’ll all agree, 
As equal partners, make the whole world all right. Miranda- CHORUS. 

3 Of our generous wealth we’ll freely take enough to eat and wear, 
All the people’s earth as free as all the people’s light and air; 
Our Father’s blessings rich and full His children all shall share, 
All a prosperous happy family, the world so bright and fair. 
To the faint and halt we’ll, now give needed rest, 
For wives and widows sad, we’ll change their life distrest, 
And just rewards to each will bring out all our best; 
We’ll bring all good times, make this dark world all light. Miranda- CHORU& 



32 The Laborer’s Lament. 
Words and >lrtsic by HARVEY I’. MOYER. 

1. 
-I 

‘Twas Mark who said, “There’s plen - ty bread, Two jobs for ev - ‘ry man,” 
His word we took; re-forms forsook, “Stood pat” with-out a sob, 

2 
1 

The Bour - bons old grew “wise” and bold, Howled loud for small re - forms, 
’ With them, at last, our lot we cast And made the we1 - kin roar, 

The “Pro - bibs” thought, ‘twere easy wrought, Just save 
‘3.{B t 

the liq - uor bill; 

’ 
u vain their boast, with - out their host They reck-oned, and, too late, 

14. 

Norcour - age lax, the Sin - gle Tax, With bold - ness pure and bland, 
But where’s the gain for La - bar’s pain Since WE all tax -stand? 

All we’re to do is stay “true blue” And vote Re - pub - li - can; 
Just to be “sold” for now be - hold, Two men for ev - ‘ry job! 
Thought pub-Kc light; and sim - ‘lar mites Would calm the grow - ingstorms; 
But just to find we’restill be-hind, As poor as e’er be -fore! ) 
For all this waste would sure - ly haste Good times, our pock - ets fill; 
More men rs-leased, with jobs decreased, Proved worse, a sad - der fate. I 
Pro-posed to cure all troub - les sure By on - ly tax - ing land! 
And wh;re’s tbe “cure,” when noth-ing’s sure, Nor wage, nor job!, nor land? . 

vot - ed that tick-et * 
h tick - et, 

I’m sor- ry I voted that way, 
No nev - er will 

I’m wx- 
I I prom - 

I’m sor-ry. 
Ill nev-er 
v. I~lll 
ise, I II 

c 
$:1[-1-- g-0 

* Last chorus. I’m sorry I voted the old ticketsetc. 
Copyright, 1906, by Harvey P. Moyer, 



5 “Tom” Populist has quite a grist, 
While “neither hot nor cold,” 

To try to “bust” the mighty trust 
With feather weapons bold. 

But why destroy a source of joy 
And comfort all may share; 

When all may own, by vote alone, 
Ail trusts and end all care? 

33 
Rev.W.D. WATTLES. 

6 A Socialist wise ope’d wide mine eyes 
To the quick and only way; 

Prosperity from poverty, 
The journey’s but a day:(Election day.) 

For, if all the earth with all its worth 
All men together worked, 

Then all would share her bounteous care, 
All rich save those who shirked. 

On Sand. 
RUSSELL H. WATTLES. 

I. ) There’s an en - gine on the railroad With a 
I But the wheels are slip-ping, slip-ping, And the 

heav- y train to pull, 
train is at a stand, 

GF a 
mer-chant on the corner And he 

would join the work-ing peo-pie And for 
sees the corn - ing crash, 
So-cial - ism stand, 

S f There’s a preach-er in the pul-pit And he knows what’s in the air, 
. 1 But the bread and but - ter ques-tion Puts the gos - pel at a stand, 

D. C.-For the So - cial -is : tic en-gine Will get start- ed, UC -&r-stand, 

There’s a hot fire in the fire box And the wa - ter gauge is full; 
For the track is smooth and i - cy, And they (Omit.) . . . . . . . . 
Knows the sys - tern is all rot- ten, Go - ing to e - ter -nal smash; 
Vote for truth and right and jus- tice, But he (Omit.) . . . . . . . . 1 
He would like to blaze and thun-der At the sys- tern if he dare; { 
And the Church’s wheek are slipping, ‘Cause the (Omit.) . . . . . . . . \ 

When all you Chris&m peo-pie Get to 
. 

(Omit.) . . . .y. . . 

II 
. , 

don’t put on the sand. 
hasn’t got the sand. Ding dong! ding dong! I need sand and so do you, 
preacher’s got no sand. 

work and put on s&d. 
4 There’s a labor union yonder 5 

Traveling in the same old rut, 
When they ask for better wages 

Always get their wages cut. 
But they vote the boss’s ticket 

And they follow his command; 
They would like to throw him over, 

But they haven’t got the sand.-Cho. 

There’s a very smart reformer, 
And he thinks he knows it all, 

But he’s standing hack awaiting 
Just to see the system fall! 

When you bid him come out boldly, 
He’ll refuse to lend a hand,- 

He’s a dead one in the movement, 
‘Cause he hasn’t got the sand.-Cho. 



Our Happy Home. 

HARVEY P. MOYER. 

Solo and Male Quartet. 
When Johnny Comes Marching Home, 

1. John Smith did not need So - cial-ism, Oh, no, (oh, no,) No, no, (no, no,) 
2. Young Sully did not want So - cial-ism, Oh, no, (oh, no,) No, no, (no, no,) 

3. A man - u - fact’rer re - viled our cause, Oh, oh, (oh, oh,) Oh, oh, (oh, oh,) 
4. A farmer was feeling quite easy, you know,So, so, (so, so,) So, so, (so, so,) 

A prosperous merchant,“aa all might be,” So, so, (so, so,) So, so, (so, so.) 
He could corner our cotton and easy win millions, So, so, (so, so,) So, so, (so, so,) 

No “slavery” for him, no “freedom’s loss,” No, no, (no, no,) No, no, (no; no,) 
No Socialism needed to reap and sow, Oh, no, (oh, no,) Oh, no, (oh, no,) 

But a corn - p’ny built near him a great big store, 
But the 0th - er big rob - bers got Sul - ly’s good cash 
But fif - ty more “free - men” told the same good tale, 

But the storms and the floods came rush - ing, one day, 

And mer - chant Smith is in 

And Sul - ly went down with a 
Mauu - fat - tured his “cinch,” now his 
Swept the far- mer’s fine home and his 

busi - ness no more, 
ter - ri - ble crash, 
fat - tory’s “for sale,” 
for - tune a - way, 



Our Happy Home. 

And Smith must vote for So - cial-ism, To get back his hap - py home! 
And SUE -1y must vote for So - cial-ism, To save him his hap - py home! 
And he must vote for So - cial-ism, To get him a hap - py home! 
And he must vote for So - cial-ism, To find him a hap - py home! 

5 The Union man felt very gay, 
Oh oh, Oh oh, 

An expensive strike had increased his pay * 
so so, so so; 

But the mine shut downand his wages stopped, 
The landlord told him to get, and he hopped, 

And he must vote for Socialism 
To get him a happy home! 

6 The Republicans ask us to vote again, 
Ha ha, Ha ha, 

But they promise the same old gags in vain, 
Ha ha, Ha ha, 

Their prosperity’s all for the capitalist clan, 
Wit,h poverty’s share for the laboring man, 

So we’ll all vote for Socialism 
And get us a happy home! 

7 The Democrats’ game is very wise, 
Ha ha, Ha ha, 

They’ve plenty of sand fcr the laborer’s eyes, 
Ela ha, Ha ha, 

As reform is in order,we’ll reform to the letter, 
If a little is good, the whole is much better, 

So we’ll all vote for Socialism 
And be sure of our happy homes! 

8 The Prohibitionist’s aim’s all right, 
That’s so, That’s so, 

To make men sober and true and bright, 
That’s so. That’s so; 

‘We will help him later to win his fight,, 
For, with profit removed,we can easy do right 

But now we must vote for Socialism 
To get us a happy home! 

l 6 per cent. (Spoken.) 

3 The Single Taxer’s a funny man, 
That’s so, That’s so, 

He’s fifty years behind the van, 
That’s so, That’s so, 

Be would tax one robber in his “single” plan 
Leaving all other robbers rob as much as they can, 

So we’ll all vote for Socialism 
To save us our happy homes! 

10 Too long have widows and orphans wept, 
That’s so, That’s so. 

E’hey’ve suffered and toiled while others slept, 
That’s so, That’s so, 

For the good they’ve done and they yet may do, 
l!hey should share God’s blessingqtheir natural due, 

So we’ll all vote for Socialism 
And give them all happy homes! 

11 ‘Tis time for labor to get a rest, 
That’s so, That’s so, 

Their wives and children to share the best, 
That’s so, That’s so, 

The man who makes all the wealth for all 
Is a fool to live in a dingy stall, 

So we’ll all vote for Socialism 
And get u3 a happy home! 

12 Our Father above made enough for all, 
That’s true, That’s true, 

The few share too much, the many too small, 
Too true, Too true, 

We’ve been chumps too long to starve and work, 
So parasites, rich and poor, might shirk, 

So we’ll all vote for Socialism 
And all have our happy homes! 



The Darkies’ Kingdom. 

HARVEY P.MOYER. 

Male Quartet. 
Babylon is Fallen.-Arr. by THORO HARRIS. 

1. Don’t you see de black clouds Ris - in’ o - ber yon - der, Whar de Ma&s 
2. When de war was o - ber, And we got our “freedom,” Dark-ies all was 
3. North and south we wandered, Homeless and dis-tour-aged, Plead-in’ for an 
4. Some would solb de problem, Wip - in’ out de dark- ies, Send-in’ us to 
5. But our day is dawn-in’ For de Socialist Par - ty’s Gwine to get for 
6. All de dark-ies’ troub-les Den will sure be o - ber. Black nor white be 

ole plan-ta- tion am; Neb - ber you be frightened, Dem is on - ly dark - ies, 
feel - in’ mighty grand! But dar soon was troub-le, We was still de sar -vants, 
e - qual chance in life; But de same sad sto - ry Ev - er met de dark- ies, 
Af - ric’s deserts drear; ‘Stho’ we was not hu - man, Did not lub our coun - try, 
black and white our own; Den in sun - ny Dix - ie, A state for all de dark - ies, 
sarvants a - ny more; All will be de Mas-sas, All will lib in clo - ber, 

CHORUS. 

Come to jine and vote for Un - cle Sam. 
‘Cause de white folks still possessed de land. 
Men - ial work, starva - tion, ra - cial strife. 
Wives, and lit - tle pick - a - nin - nies dear. 
Un - cle Sam will gib to us a - lone. 

Look out dar now, we’s a- 

Peace and rest and joy 

gwine to vote, Look out dar, don’t you under-stand? Social-is-m’s 

Oh, don’t you know dat ’ 



The Darkies’ Kingdom. r 

i/ I corn-ing, So - cial - ism’s corn ing, We’s gwine to oc-cu - py ole Dix - ie land 

36 Come Along a Moses. 
EAKVEY P. MOYSIZ. GoDown Moses.-Slave Hymn. 

I. When Is - rael was in E-gypt’s IHnd, Let my peo -pie go! dp 
2. 0, come along a Moses, again we’re lost, Let my peo - pie go! Part 
3. When re’re all joined at the vot- ing stand, Let my peo - pie go! We’re 
4. Should the Capit’lisfs hinder our getting across, Let my peo - pie go! They’d 

1 5. 0, take those scales from off your eyes, Let my peo -pie go! vote 

pressed so hard they could not stand, peo- pie go! Came 
our dark sea and bring us across, Let my peo- ple go! Come along 8 
sure to win, we’re the big- gest band, Let my peo - pie go! Come along a 
better look out, Old Pharaoh was lost, Let my peo - pie go! Come along a 
straight for earth’s glad par- a - dise, Let my peo - pie go! Come along a 

1. Moses, ‘Way down in Egypt’s land, Told old Pharaoh, Let my peo-pie go! 
2-5. Moses, Come, save our troubled land, Tell the old Capit’lists,Let my pea-pie go! 



Run for Your Life. 
HARVEYP.MOYER. DIxIA. Arr.by THORO HARRIS. 

v ‘* { Rkre they legis - late 
way d:wn>outh near the fields of cot-ton, There’s a very fine city, 

- way our na- tion,Our rail - roads. lands, 
2 ( Oh, way downEast whera the wheels are humming. The 

’ 1 There the few live high, get the wealth and rations, The 
parasites thrive 
many must beg 1 

So the whole wide world is 
3’ { In th 

filled with sor-row, In - jus - tice reigns, 
e army of ballots, if we take our sta-tion, In five years time 

but, it’s ;lor-: ver - y rot -ten, Run a - way, run a-way,’ - run a- 
our cre - a - tion, Run a --way, run a-way, run a- 
and the poor turned bumming, Run a - way, run a- way, run a- 
or en - joy star - va-tion, Run a - way, run a-way, run a- 
we must fight, so, to - morrow, Run a - way, run a-way, run a- 

w;y and save you; life. TL robbers sure will get you, run a - way, run a- 

ll 3d v. wai and get y&r gun. 
way and join the fun. 

The robbers, oh, we’ll get them, come a-way, come a- 

II c- - ome a - way, come a - way, and vote to save the Na-tion, save the Na-tion. 



An Easy Pair. 
Rev. W. D. WATTLES. An Encore. RUSSELL 8. WATTLES. 

” 1. My mas- sa had a work-ing-man, He al - so had a mule; TO 
2. In rough or storm-y weath - er That mule would pull a cart; He’d 
3. That man would dig and bus- tle, And work un - til he died; To 
4. I think that both that man and mule Had might-y lit - tie sense; And 

D. C.-Yo, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Yo, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Yo, 

Save my life I couldn’t tell Which was the big- gest fool; He 
hump him-self and hus - tle, Till it near - ly broke his heart; And 
see how much he could pro-duce, It was his joy and pride: The 
I be - lieve to go to school They’d bet - ter both commence: And 

ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Yo, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Yo, 

l J 
fed the man on liv - er, He fed the mule on hay, He 
in the chil - ly sta - bie, He’d stand and chew his hay; The 
boss would take the prod-uct, I’m most a-shamed to tell, And 
some day when they find out They both are in one boat, Per- 

ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Yo, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Ya 

Laughing Chorur D. C. 

cussed the man and kicked the mule, And worked them ev-‘ry day. 
boss would say “Pros- per - i - ty,” And how that mule would bray. 
when he’d say “Pros -per - i - ty,” Oh, how that man would yell! 
haps the mule will learn to kick, The man will learn to vote. 

ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Yo. ha, ha, ha, ha, hal 



39 The Patch MI the Workingman’s Pant& 

1. There’s ma - ny a patch in this wide world of ours, You can fi% tgm %er- 
2. It be -gins on the front when he’s working each day, And the cloth rath- er 
3. And at last the time comes when they cannot be fixed, And the wife shakes her 
4. There’s a sadder time still. when he los- es his iob. And the mill is shut 

&O.-Oh, the patch on the workingman’s pa& Ln his pants, The 
$0, (rhen there’ll be ne’er a patch on the workingman’s pants, Not a 

patch on the 
patch on the 

ev - er you look; There are patches of on-ions, p/o - tatoes, and b%s, And 
threadbare has grown; So his wife puts a patch on beneath the worn spot, So 

head in de - spair; Then brave-ly goes at it to mend them a- gain, There’s no 
down for re-pairs; And the patch is transferred to a dif-fer-ent place, On the 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ l 

___- 

workingman’s pants; The dude so de-rides it, the poor fellow hides it, The 
workingman’spants; No dude to de-ride it, no war-ry to hide it,Not a 

ev’ry-thing else that you cook. The&e &e cu-cum-ber patches and patches of 
neatly, ‘twould hardly be known. But the cloth wears a-way from the patch day by 

man-ey to get a new pair; For the children need clothes and they all must have 
part which his i - dle-ness wears. And which-ev- er way the_poor fel-low may 

patch on the iorkingman’s pants. 
patch on the workingman’spants. 

/ dirt, !&id ’ ma - ny more iatch-es, per - chance, But the patch that I 
j day, And in size there’s a stead-y ad - Vance; Oh, it grows day by 

shoes, And the rent must be paid in ad - Vance, So a still larg- er 
turn, His troub - le is seen at a glance ; Face which way he. 



The Patch on, the Workingman’s Pants. 
D. C. for Chmus. 

I 
sing is a dif - fer - ent thing,-‘Tis the patch on the work-ing-man’s pants. 
day in a sor- row- ful way,-Does the patch on the work-ing-man’s pants. 
piece must go in at the knees,-To the patch on the work-ing-maa’s pants. 
maF, then, his woe he’ll dis-play,-There’s a patch on both sides of his p*. 

,~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
I 0 

- 

5 There’s a good time to come, when the poor man, whose work 
Fills the world with its treasure and pelf, 

No longer shall shrink in his patch seedy-clothes, 
But shall have what he makes for himself. 

Let us preach the great doctrine of brotherly love, 
And demand for each poor man a chance; 

Then their banner &furled shall cever the world, 
As the patch does the workingman’s pants. Last Chorus. 

Up a Tree. 
By HARVEY P. MOYER. 

. Air-Up in a Cocoanut Tree.-Key of G. 

1 A capit’list king in a palace so grand, 
Grew sadder day by day, 

He longed for more gold to cinch his hold 
With the lords where he held grand sway; 

So he spied a little laboring man, 
Who made his home in an eight by ten, 

And that same night, with selfish delight, 
He sang with all his might: 

CHORUS. 

“Though I am king of the capitalist gang. 
I’m lonely, (so lonely,) 

My innocent laboring man I love you only 
(yes, only;) (yes, only;) 

Though you might be happy, rich. and free Though you might be happy, rich. and free 
I want you to go on working for me, I want you to go on working for me, 
And if you make me a billionaire, And if you make me a billionaire, 
I might give back-a very small share. I might give back-a very small share. 

2 Now this laboring man was a foolish old 
chap, 

Well versed in Union lore; 
He thoueht he could hold. bv a strike SO bold. 

This master of earth’s’rich store; . 
But the capitalist man get busy soon,. 

Whisked the laborer off to the desert dnne,t 
And, in a gay and tender way, 

To the other slaves did say.-Chorus. 

3 So this wiser man, torn from home and loved, 
Sat down to think awhile; 

Whose earth is this? and who this king? 
And whence all his golden pile? 

What fools, producers in poverty, 
Few rich, when all men might prosperous be, 

For, a Socialist vote, as all may note, 
Soon the People’s Trust would float! * 

*Spoken.-So he came to himself, and determined to assert his just rights as 
equal partner in the earth and its fullness by peacefully voting for universal pros- 
perity through the Socialist Party, and thus he gladly joined in this happy Socialist 
refrain,- 

(Chorus for last stanza). 
“Though you are king of the capitalist gang, and ‘lonely,’ (‘so lonely,‘) 

We doubt your love for the laboring man so ‘only,’ (too ‘only:) 
We’d rather be happy, rich, and free, 
Than poor, making millions more for thee, 
So, when we all make as much as we care, 
We’ll give you-your equal share.” 

# 
This deportation occurred not in benighted Russia, but in enlightened America, In 

the ree state of Colorado, in the civilized year of our Lord, 1904.-H. P. M. 



Bring Back MY Money. 
HARVEY P. MOYER. MY Bonnie is Over the Ocean. 

1. The Cap - i-t’lists o - ver the o - cean, The Cap - i-t’lists this side the 
2. The So - cial-ists o - ver the 0 - cean, The So - cial-ists this side the 
3. Last night as I lay on my pil- low, Last night as I lay on my 
4. Voteright, my friends, o-ver the o - cean, Vote right, my friends, this side the 

sea, 

sea, 
bed, 
sea, 

The Cap - i-t’lists in ev - ‘ry na-tion 
The So - cial-ists in ev - ‘ry na- tion 

Bright vis - ions of plen - ty en-wrapt me, 
Vote corn-fort and wealth to all peo - pie, 

Are tak-ing my 
Will bring hack my 

I dreamed that the 
So vote back my 

CEORLIS. 

mon - ey from me. 
mon-ey to me. Bring back, 
Capit’lists were dead. Last Chorus. 

mon- ey to me. Vote back, 
- 

c e c tp’ $3 9’ ye’ 

bring back, bring hack my mon-ey to 

vote back, vote back my mon-ey to 

/ me, to me, Bring hack, bring hack, Oh! bring back my mon-ey to me. 
Vote back, vote back, Oh! vote back my mon-ey to me. 



Toilers, Arise. 
Words and Music by E. CARPENTER. (Ah.) 

1. Toil-em, a - rise! the long, long night is o - ver, Faint in the east be- 
2. By your young children’s eyes so red with weeping, By their white fa - ces 
3. 0 - veryourface a web of lies is wov-en, Laws that are false-hoods 

1 4. Forth, then, ye he - roes, pa - tri - ots and lov - em! Corn-radee of dan - ger, 

hold the dawn a;-pear; Out of your e - vi1 dream of toil and sor- row; 
aged with want and fear, By the dark tit - ies where your babes are creeping, 
pin you to the ground, La - bor is mock’d, its just re-ward is sto -len, 
pov - er - ty, and scorn! Might - y  in faith of Freedom, your great Mother! 

A - rise, 0 toil - en, for the day is here; From your fields and hills, 
Na - ked of joy and all that makes life dear; From each wretched slum 
On its bent back sits I - die-ness encrown’d. How long while yousleep,Your 
Gi - ants re-freshed in Joy’s new ris - ing morn, Come and swell the song, 

Hark1 the an - swer swells. A - rise, 0 toil - em, for the day is here! 
Let the loud cry come; A - rise, 0 toil - em, for the day is here! 
har - vest shall it reap? A - rise, 0 toil - ew, for the day is here! 
Si - lent now so long: La - bor is ris - en!-and the day is here! 



43 My Papa Is a Socialist.* 
Solo, or unison children’s chorus. Wordsand musicby I$ARVEY I?. MOYLB. 

I. . h, n1 I\ n I 
l la .1 

1. My pa -pa is a So-cial-ist, my mamma, too, and I, And ifyou’llwait a 
2. You see this earth is long and wide, good things above, below,And there are lots of 

min-nte now, I’ll tell the rka - son why; I’m sure that when you understand, you 
people, too, who want to make things go; Be-sides, we’re all just quite a-like, need 

cer-tain - ly will see, You’d bet-ter all bo So-cial-ists, and vote with pa and me. 
food and clothes and rest,And if wo all were Socialists,2 all wouldshag earth’s best. 

But now John D. owns all the oil, most banks, and railroads, too, 
And then a few own all the land, so what can poor folks do 
But tramp and starve and beg for jobs, and work and work and work? 
And all the wealth we make, but scraps, we give the wealthy shirk, 

Now isn’t every papa, most, the very biggest goose, 
To give away most all he makes to men who don’t produce? 
So that a few rich families may all be living fine, 
While all we weary working folks must suffer, want, and pine. 

And then they do such foolish things, I often wonder why 
They “strike” and lose their jobs, and let us freeze and starve and OQV 
When, if all joined the Socialists, in four years more or five 
We’d all be wealthy partners in the world’s great working hive. 

For, if they’d stop to think, they’d see how easy ‘twas to make, 
Together, all we’d want to have, and what we’d make, we’d take; 
So that the children all alike, our papas, mammas, too, 
Would all enjoy earth’s happiness, as Socialists want all to. 

‘7 So papa is a Socialist, mamma, we chi!dren, too; 
We want to make all children rich and happy, too, don’t you? 
Good food and homes, nice shoes and clothes, we children want, don’t you? 
So all of us are Socialists; please, won’t you be one too? 

* Dedicated to m own and to all the other little Socialist bo 
that they will make his song ring around the world and thus f. 

s 
rl 

and girls. in the hope 
elp hasten the gooddam 

of Socialism when all the little children shall be “rich and happy too.” H. P. M. 

Copyright, I@, by Harvev P. Moyer. 



The Flower Girl. 
HARVEY F. MOPER Massa’s in the Cold Ground.-FOSTER. 

II 1. Oh, my life is sad &d drear-y Wandering all dray long, None to 
2. Once our home was bright and happy, All were light and gay, But for 
3. Pa - pa said our heavenly Fa-ther Gives e - nough for all, That when 

comfort, none fo cheer me, In the rushin;, heart-less thiong; Lit - tle brother’s 
work our pa-pa wandered, Wept and wandered day by day; Sad, distressed, all 

hungry, waiting, 
hope de-part-ed, Grief in drink he drowned,Now our happy days are end - ed, 

II wea-rv wait-ine. Cai-t such love be found, 
. 

Hz t4_” cries of heluless children. 
. 

Pa - pa’s in th% cold, cold gkound. 
Pa - pa’s in the cold, cold ground. Won’t you buy my flowers, Best that can be 
Pa - na’s in the cold, cold g.rourld. 

found? Mamma’s waiting, sick <nd weeping, Pa-pa’s in thrcold, cold ground. 



Our Boys and Girk* 
HARVRY P. ktOyRR. Marching through Georgia.-Arr. by THORO HARRIS. 

1%’ 1. We’re the jol - ly Socialist boys, as 
2. We’re the jol - ly Socialist girls, as 

happy as we can be, 
full of life and glee, We 

1 
3. We’ll res-cue ev’ry boy and girl from out the dead - ly mines, We’ll 
4. We’ll furnish ev’ry child a home, so hap - py,light, and free, Good 

I 5. Our lit- tle piokaninnies then will have 

we’ve a hap- py task to’ do, to set the peo-pie free: We will not rest till 
are our brothers’ help-ers in the fight to make men free; We will not rest till 
snatch them from greed’s awful hand in factories’ dread confines,The poor, the sick, the 
clothes to wear, good food to eat end all their mis - er - y. 

/ long - 
No begging, starving, 

er suffring taunts and jeers he-cause of nature’s shine, In htp-py,huKe, *I 

I- e< - ‘ry boy from mountain to the sea Shall Socialism. 
ev - ‘ry girl from mountain to 

be hap-py in 
the sea Shall be hap - py in Socialism. 

faint, the halt, from competition’s lines, All we’ll make hap - py thro’ Socialism. 
freezing child in vice or ignorance be, All will be hap - py in Socialism. 
theirs alone, way down in Dixie’s clime? Won’t they be hap - py in Socialism! 

D. S.- ill ihe peo- ple see Free-dom for-ev - er thro’ k’oeiak~. 
CHORUS. 

truth will make us free! We’ll work and talk, we’ll sing and pray till 

* To be sung by 4 boys and 4 girls. boys singing 1st stanza and chorus. Giris enter, sins- 
ing 2nd stanza, all singing chorus. Remaining stanzas sung together, marching while sing- 
incp the chorus. Have appropriate uniforms, paper&bor caps, red sashes, and plenty flags. 



Our Boys and Girls. 
6 There’ll be no wicked tempters then to lead us into sin 

Through liquor or tobacco,-anyway to get the “tin;” 
With every help we’ll then surround our boys and girls to win 

Health, strength, and happiness in Socialism. CHORUS. 

7 Our mothers won’t take washing then to keep the wolf away, 
(There’ll be no wolf), and they’ll have time to help the children play, 

To guide them in their plans and work that they may grow each day 
Pure, true, and beautiful in Socialism. CHORUS. 

8 We’il give our fathers time to rest, less work and better pay, 
There’ll be no burdened families then, sad poverty gone to stay; 

Oh, won’t we have a jolly time! when dawns that glorious day, 
We’ll all be happy in Socialism. CHORUS. - 

The Mother’s Plea. 
HARVEY P. WOYRR. The Last Kose of Summer.-Arr. by H. P. M. 

1. Do you love us, Pa - pa Dar-ling, Would you see your dear ones blest, 
2. Days of dark-ness, sad and drear - y, Filled our lives with want and fear; 

See the smiles of cheer and corn-fort, Feel the joys of peace and rest, 
Nights of sor - row long and wea - ry Aged our hearts and quenched our cheer; 
Ea - ger souls in rapt-ure cher -ish All the no - blest, pur-est, best; 

See dread poverty’s stings re-moved, 
All our hopes for joy - ous giv - ing. All our plans for children’s good, 

Would you fill each heart with gladness? Join in 
We may re - al - ise, no, nev - er, Till the Socialist Broth-er - hood. 

Socialist Broth-er - hood. 



Song of The New Rebellion. 
words by Rose PASTOR STOKES. Music by HARVEY P. D!OTER. 

1. We sing the songs oi Truth and Love, That all the warld may hear them, 
2. A - gainst us Ty-rants wield their pow? And hope their night to length-en; 
3. For Truth is Truth and Man is Man, And both the day are win-ning; 
4. We beat the path and sing the sovg That lifts the world to gl? - ry,- 

We sing the songs o? Truth and Love, That men may cease to fear them. 
But Dawn will break with-in an hour!-Our pur - pos - es but strengthen! 
Hate’s reign may lin - ger yet a span, But Love’a leign is be - gin - ningl 
sing 1OVf of right, sing hate of wrong, Sing loud the new world-sto - ry. 

When sound the calls of Love and Truth ‘Twere era-ven not to heed them! 
Our pris - on door-way is a gate Thro’ which the New Day en-ters;- 
Then shall we fear the Ty-rant’s might Or heed the fool his scorn-ing? 
Our all, to free-dom’s cause we give,- We men who free-dom cher-ish; 

Come, fol- low, age! Come,fol-low, youth!Come,beat a path for Free-dom! 
Each Ty - ran - ny but serves to make New reb- els of dis - sent - ers. 
The fool’s and Ty-rant’s is the night; To man be-longs the morn-ing! 
Our life we give that right may live, Our life that wrong may per - ishl 



Onward, Faithful Comrades. 
HARVEY P. MOPER. Onward, Christian Soldiers. 

2. Mighty hosts are corn - ing, Vie-fry’s flag un - furled, Brothers true u- 
3. Sel-fish-ness must per - ish, Wrong will strive in vain, For love’s pow? and 
4. Forward, then, all peo - ple, Join our earnest throng, Blend with ours your 

fore us Breaks in glo-rious day; Ignorance dark is fad - ing, ‘Scoffers 
nit - ing, Conquerors of the wor!d; Un-just claims de - ny - ing, Mammon’a 
king - dom Ev - er more shall reign; Brotherhood our watchword, Naught can 
voic - es, /- h In triumph-ant song; Fol- low thus our Lead-er, Truth all 

to pray,’ Truth and right di - rect the fight and Lead the bet - ter way. 
pow’r must fall, Truth and jus-tice wrong de - fy - ing, Comfort, joy for all. 
stay its pow+, All for each and each for all will Blessings all o’er-show?. 
hearts en-shrine, Fill the earth with love and mirth, all Hearts with joy di - vine. 

On-ward, faith-f”] 



\ 

No Master. 
HABVMY P. MOYnI. 

1. Saith man to man, we’ve heard and known That we no mas-ter need 
2. And we, shall we, too, crouch and quail,A-shamed, a-fraid of &r&e; 
3. It grows and grows, are we the same, The fee - ble band, the few? 

I To live up - on this earth, our own, In fair and man - ly deed. 
And, lest our lives un - time - ly fail, Em-brace the Death in Life? 
Or what are these wfth eyes a-flame, And hands to deal and do? 

The grief of slaves long passed a-way For us hath forged the chain; 
Nay, cry a-loud, and have no fear, We few a-gainst the world; 
This is the host that bears the word, “No Mas - ter high or low” 

I d ** 

Till now each work-er’s pa - tient day Builds up the House of Pain. 
A-wake, a -rise1 the hope we bear A - gainst the curse is hurled. 
A light - ning flame, a shear - ing sword, A storm to o - ver-throw. 

Copyright, 19C8, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



. 

H. P.M. HARVEY P. Monm. 

1. Just a few more sor - rows, Just a few more tears, Few more 
2. Just a few more tri - als, Few more hearts in twain, Few more 
3. Just a lit - tle hun - ger, Pov - er - ty, and pain, Wrongs and 

sad to - mor - rows, Few more hit - ter years; For the day is 
shat- tered i - dols, Few more hopes in vain; For hard bear@ are 
woes some Ion - ger, Plans and pros-pects slain; For the sleep - er 

dawn- ing, Lo, the Sun of Good Fills all earth with peace and 
melt - ing, Strong grows Broth-er - hood; Kin -dred needs will lead the 
wak - eth, Sees the glo - rious light; Broth-ers joined shall save the 

love, All hearts with Bmth -er - hood, Lov - ing Broth - er - hood. 
worldThro’ love to kin - dred good, U - ni - ver - sal good. 
worldThro’ jus - tice, truth, and right, Ev - er - last - ing right. 

- 

Coyyrigbt, 1906, by Harvey 4. Moyer 



Hard Times. 
Laststanzaby HARVEY F.MOYER, STEPHENC.FOSTER 

1. Let us pause in life’s pleasures and count its ma - ny tears While we 
2. While we seek mirth and beauty and mu - sic light and gay There are 
3. There’s a pale droop-ing maid-en who toils her life a - way, With a 
4. ‘Tis a sigh that is waft-ed 
5. Then let’s tell to the sigh-ing, 

a - cross the troub-led wave, ‘Tis a 
the So-cialist’s sweet re-lease, Let the 

all sap sor-row with the poor: There’s a song that will lin-ger for- 
frail forms fainting at the door; Tho’ their voic - es are si-lent, their 
worn heart whose better days are o’er; Tho’ her voice would be ‘tm 
wail that is heard up-on the shore; ‘Tis 

mer-ry, 

good news ring from shore to shore; 
a dirge that is murmured a 

Bringing rest to the weary, from 

~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
. 

ev - er in our ears; Oh! Hard Times, come again no more. 
pleading looks will say: Oh! Hard Times,come again no more. 

‘Tis the song, the 

sigh-ing all the day: Oh! Hard Times, come again no more. 
round the lowly grave: Oh! Hard Timeqcome again DO more. (Last Chorus ) 

wrong and strife surcease, Ending Hard Times thence forevermore. Then this song we’ll 

wea-ry; Hard Times,Hard Tjmes, gone to come 
-8- -8-J- -e- -8- -8. .*- .*. - t no more; Far too 

h 

door. Oh !  Hard Times.come aeain no more. 
HardTimes. oone fyorevermore. 



52 Brotherhood. 
Wds by EDWIN PA~KEAM. Music by HARVEY P. MOYBEL 

1. The crest and crown&g of all good, Life’s s”- nal star is Broth-er-hood; 
2. Come, clear the way,then clear the way:Blmd creeds and kings have had their day. 

it will bring a - gain to Earth Her long-lost PO - e - sy and mirth; 
Break the dead branch-es from the path: Our hope is in the #af - ter-math- 

Will send new light on ev - ‘ry face, A king-ly pow’r up - on the 
Our hope is in he - ro - ic men, Star - led to build the world a- 

men are slaves, And trav - el 

down-ward’ to the dust of graves. 
(Omit.) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brother-hood-make way for Man. 

/ 



Hell’s Bargains. 
Words and ‘Music by HAXVET P. MOYER. 

1. Gold, gold, gold, How he smiles as it rings on the bar; 
2. Gold, gold, gold, And the scar - let one sings in her glee, 
3. Gold, gold, gob And the cap - i- t’list jio - gles his “tin”,- 
4. Gold, gold, gold, Shall its d2.d - ly reign:? - er be o’er? 

It brings corn-fort and cheer for the rum-sel-lefs home, No want shall their 
For sat - ins and sup - pers and pleasures and sin In a - bundahce with 
It buys hous-es and lands for his chil-dren and theirs, Let 0th - ers use 
Must in - jus-tice, op - pression, star - va - tion, and crime, Turn heav - en to 

pleas-ores e’er mar. What mat-ters that 0th - ers must starve, That mothers must 
gold she may see; What mat-ters that daughters, once loved, Their virtue and 

“shrewdness” and win; What mat-ters that wa- ges are low; That la - bor must 
hell ev - er -more? No, let us u -nite in true love, The truth of God’s 

weep as they tell Of the sons and the daughters aad fa-thers who fall, 
sotils had to sell, Ru-ined morals and health, blighted homes and lost wealth, 
starve or must sell Their serv - ice at pric - es de - grad-ing their loved, 
king-dom let’s tell, Bring hap-piness, peace, wealth, and comfort to all, 

Copy&ht,mO5, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



Hell’s Bargains. 
m lst, 2d, and 3d stanza. 

For prof-it in his bargain with hell! 
For prof-it in her bargain with hell! 
For prof-it in his bargain with hell! 

No prof-its, no bargains with hell! 

Love’s Victory. 
By HARVEY P. MOYER. 

Air-After the Ball is Over. Key El. 

1 Tenderly sighing, weeping alone, 
Daily denying comforts due her own, 

Heart filled with sorrows, toil night and day, 
Weary tomorrows sadden life’s way; 

Ceaseless, depressing, worry and strife, 
Yet but possessing burdens in life, 

Widowed, deserted, no ray of light, 
Save, love-converted, all will do right. 

CHORUS 

After the battle’s over, 
After the victory’s won, 

Struggling and strife forgotten, 
Blended all hearts in one; 

Sorrow and sighing ended, 
Happiness evermore, 

Hearts all loving and tender, 
After the war. 

2 Faint, sad-eyed children, hearts sick and sore, 
Starved, toiling millions, weary evermore, 

No gladsome sunshine, no cheerful play, 
Life’s happy childhood one long dark day; * 

Souls dulled and maddening through grief and pain, 
Years drear and saddening for others’ gain, 

Night but revealing one hopeful ray, 
Love’s power appealing must end the fray.-Chorua, 

3 Crushed, toiling masses, robbed of life and home, 
Wealth-making classes giving up their own, 

Loved wives and children comforts denied, 
Whence idle shirkers luxuries supplied; 

But day is dawning, light rushing in, 
Brotherhood’s coming, love’s power must win; 

Jeaceful,the conquest, victory sure, 
Life’s best and noblest all shall secure.-Chorus 

*“Our exau.inations show that there are thousands of childlen in the state who 
Itnow no chanur frtm the workshop to bed and from bed to the workshop.“-iYqort oft& 
hkw .krscfJ FUClUnJ i nupcctm. 



The Grand Consummation. 
Solo, con expreesione. Words and Music by JOHN S. NOBRIB. 

1. Oh! how sad are our present con-di- tions, Cre - a - tivrof crime and of strife, 

Ii 
L/ 

When rhe zrong of the weak take advantage, De-mand-ing their mon-ey and life. 
So the toilers grow faint and discouraged, And pleasure is ban-ished by paid; 
And es-tab-lished for-ev - er the na - tion In conditions which- all will ap-prove? 

For a chance to live workers are beg-ging,Oft re-ceiv-ing a pit-tance fzr pay 
Now since Heaven has kindly pro-vid - ed An a-bundance for all here below,’ 
Then forsake the old der-e-lict parties, Cast your ballots for freedom and right, 

CHORUS. 

Op - pos-ing with truth ev-‘ry wrong, 

Copyright, 19o5, by John 5. Norris. 
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The Grand Consummation. 

We’ll work till the right is tri- urn-phant joy ills all hearts with song. 

56 Home. 
I I 

HABVEY P. MOYER. My Ain Countrie.-Scotch Air. 

for the fond ca-reas-es of the dear ones far” a-way; 
heart is filled with longing for the t 
end with joy at last, love’s great 

joys of home a-gain: 
now’r must win its own. 

the sad - ness of 
we ne’er may meet 

2. Oh, the homes of want and worry, mothers sad and weary worn, 
‘Anxious for their suffering lored ones, crushed and lost through pcverty’a scorn, 
Oh, the pangs of cruel injustice, blighting faith and purpose rare; 
Drowning hopes in grief and tears, sinking souls in deep despair: 
Oh, the nights grow long with weeping, weary waiting better-days. 
Oh, the hearts grow faint with longing, promised joys bring but de.ays; 
But the night shall turn to morning, grief and sadness flee away, 
Love shall conquer all at last, bring to all life’s perfect day. 

3. Ah, the joys of homes defended by love’s power and tender care, 
Jastice, cheer, and life abounding, peace and plenty everywhere; 
Every soul with joy enchanted, every heart with music filled, 
Every life with love enraptured, strife and hate forever stilled: 
All the earth be filled with flowers, every heart be filled with praise, 
Heaven’s blessings all delighting, glorious nights and golden days; _ 
For, ae noble, loving brothers, hearts inspired with duty’s best, 

. PI1 shall share earth’s joys at last, heavenly homes and heavenly rest. 
Mcsia usr’d I)v perm{c;sion of the Biglow & Main C+owners of the Copy&&t 
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Hark! the Battle-Cry. 
Words by H. SALT. Am--March of the Pen of Hulech. 

1, { ;ark! the’pat-tie-cry is ring-ing! Hope with-in our bo-soms springing, 
o’ we wield nor spear nor sa - bre, We, the stur - dy sons of La - bor, 

2. { go;;, in, ;yth-.and des-per - a - tion, Long in .hun-ger, shame,pri-va-tion, 
IS am mg use - less sor-row, Hope from brighter tho’ts we’ll bor-row; 

Bids us jburney forward,singiig-Death to tyrants’might! \ 
Help-ing ev’ry man his neighbor,Shrinknot from the fight, 1 See our homes be- 
Have we borne the de,g-ra - d8-tion Of the rich man’s spite: 1 
Oft- en shines the fanxst mor-row Aft-er stormiest night. ] Ty-rant hearts,take 

II il fore us! Wives and babes imploreus; So Crm we s&d in heart and hgnd,&d 
warn-ing! Nobler davs are dawning: He - ro - ic deeds.sublimer creedsShall 

li swell the daunt-less cho-rus: Men of Laboqyoungor hoary,Wouldye win a 
her - ald Free-dom’s morning! Me! of Labor,young or hoary, Would ye win a 

name in sto ri? Strike for dome,for life,for gloiy! Jus-tice,Freedom,Rightl 
name in sto-ry? Strike for home,for life,for glory! God shall help theRight! 



58 Singing To-night. .s 
HARVEY P. MOYRK. liittrrdce.-Arr. by THORO HARRIS. 

2. We sing of the Broth-er - hood of Man, Of friendship, truth, and love, 
~ Q.“Man’s in - ha-man - i - ty to man” Shall cease the wide world o’er, 

4. Then all the world for all shall be, And each its wealth en - joy, 
i 5. Come, brothers, feel each broth-er’s care, Class love all class strife cease, 

Of peace on earth, good will to men, The glad and glorious day. 
God’s king-dom come, His will be done On earth as ‘tis a - bove. 
And all shall lov - ing broth - ers be, In peace for - ev - er - more. 
No want, no care, no poverty’s woe, Life’s joys shall e’er an - noy. 
Vote in the world-wide fam - i - ly, Vote u - ni - ver - sal peace; 

Ma-ny are the souls seeking for the light, To bring the promised peace; 

Repeat pp. 

( Sing- ing to-night, 
7 Bring-ing the light, 



Our Comrades’ Call.* 
Words and Music by BARVSY P. MOYER. 

II 1. Wake, broth-ers, wake, 0 hear your comrades’call, Wake from your 
2. Wake, broth-ers, wake, And heed the warn&g sign, Wrong’s might - y 
3. Wake, broth-em, wake, And vie - t’ry soon is ours, Lo, o’er the 

slum - ber and sup-pliance of years! Cloth’d with pow’r and arm’d with right, 
pow’r joined in bat - tie ar-ray; 0 - ver land and 0 - ver sea, 
world Broth-er - hood grows strong; Jus - tice, truth, and right for all 

Why suf - fring, wrongs, and tears? Lo, from their chains your 
Grows stern op - pres-sion’s sway; Shall toil - ers yield for 
Shall win all men ere long; Vanquished in - jus - tice, 

broth -era cry, “Must we for truth and jus - tice die?” 
aye their own, Must wives and chil - dren ev - er moan, 
wrong, and crime, Reign corn-fort, joy, and peace sub - lime, 

*Dedicated to our martyr Comrades,Moyer.Heywood, and Pettibone, and commended 
t0 all who would aid in their rescue and in the establishment of universal justlee and 
true liberty.-H. P. M. 

Copyright 1906, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



Our Comrades’ Call. 

Can men sleep while plot - ting knaves Steal life and lib - er - ty? 
Wrong’d an’s suffring plead in vain, And none their w:ongs a - tone? 
All the world for all man- kind, The Gold - en Age of Time! 

I 
ife+egfTe: i -gigsi 

broth - ers’wrongs, their wants -and; woes A - rouse from sleep of 

years! Rise in your pow’r of right and num-bers, too, And 
sleep of years! 

II peace - ful vote World-Broth - er - hood, Win wealth and free-dom true! 



Life Bountiful and Beautiful. 
Words and blnsic ~~.HARTEY P. MOYER. 

1. The birds sing-ing free in the heav-ens, Which sow not nor gath-er in 
2. As free as the air and the sun -shine, As free as the dew and the 
3. His children, let’s all share God’s bless-ings,Nor thwart His most bounti-ful 

barns. Yet dai - ly are fed from God’s bounties, His care e’er dis-pels all a- 
rain,Earth’s treasures for all God has giv - en, Nor preference can one justly 
care; Let none suf-fer anx-ious to - mor-rows With plen-ty for all and to 

lanns; The lil - ies, nor toil - ing nor spin - ning, Yet grand-er were 
claim: Worth more are His chil - dren than wild - birds, Than flow-em and 
spare: Let’sseek&& His beau - ti - ful king-dom, The reign of love, 

none-e’er ar - 
. rayed; So the gems and ’ the flow’rs in their beau - ty 

gems,aU His own,- Yea, all of God’s bounties and beau-ties 
jus - tice and right,- All good things to all shall be add - ed. 

Copyright, 1905, by Harvey P. Moyer. 

Behold the birds of the heaven. that they SOW not, neither do they reap, nor gather into barns; yet 
your heavenly Father feed&b them; and BE you not worth more than they? Consider the lilies of the 
field, bow they grow: they toil not, neither do they spin: yet I say unto you. tbst even Solomon fa aff 
his glory was not arrayed like one of these. 
eat. or what ye shall put on]: 

Therefore, be not anxious for the morrow [what ye shall 
But seek ye first the kingdom 3f God and His righteousness, and all 

these things [food and raiment] shall be added unto you.-Jesus. Yatt. 6: 24-34. 



tife Bountiful and Beautiful. 
CEORUS. 

Were planned for man’s pleasure a - lone. As free as the birds of the 
The whole world all glo-rious and bright. 

h h h 

Ii” he\v - ens, As pure as the hl - iea so gay, As the bean-ty of 

gems and of flow - ers, Shallour lives be for all and for 

61 Assurance.* 
Words and Music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

” 

1. If  a bod - y  saw a bod - y  Turn the world ‘a - wry, 
2. I f  a bod - y  found a bod - y  Robbed and left to die, 
3. I f  a bod bod - 
4. I f  some bod --i,‘, hsgd ai bod - 

y  Poor and knew not why, 

If  some- bod - y  stopped that bod - J, Neid we waste a sigh? 

i: 
a bod - y  saved that bod - y, Would he ques - tion why? 

we made him rich and hap - py, Should some-bod - y  cry? 

*May be sung to “Coming ‘fhrough the Rye.” 



62 We’re Going to Win! 
BABvm P. alOWB. @farsland, My Maryland, Am.) 

I 1. The Socialist hosts are gath’ring fast,We’re going to win,we’re going to win1 
2. Greed’s cru-elsway stirs ev-‘ry land,We’re going to w&we’re going to win! 
3. Life’s destined heights we dare attain,We’re going to win,we’re going to win! 

I A11 lands re-sound our bu-gie blast, We’re going to v&we’re going to win! 
Toil’sdeep’ningwoe speeds helping hand,We’re going to win,we’re going to win! 
We’ve naught tolose,a world we’ll gain,We’re going to win,we’re going to win! 

I From shore to shore,from pole to pole,From rapturous heart,from saddened souf, 
Our children’s wronged and stunted life, 
0 

Es-ploit-ed broth-er, burdened wife, 
vision clear! 0 glorious dream! With justice throned,and love supreme! 

I The gladsome strains triumphant roll,-We’re going to wiqwe’re going to wfnf 
Spur heart and brain to glorious strife,-We’re going to winwe’re going to win! 
A11 earth with peace and joy shall teem,-We’re going to win,we’re going to winf 



63 The Red Flag.* 
(Tune, “My Mar&ml,” No. 62.) 

I The people’s flag is deepest red; 
It sheltered oft our martyred dead, 
And ere their limbs grew stiff and cold 
Their hearts’ blood dyed its every fold. 

CHORUS. Then raise the scarlet standard high; 
Within its shade we’ll live and die. 
The’ cowards flinch and traitors sneer, 
We’ll keep the red flag flying here. 

2 Look round, ;he Frenchman loves its blase; 
The sturdy German chants its praise; 
In Moscow’s vaults its hymns are sung; 
Chicago swells the surging throng. 

3 It waved above our infant might, 
When all ahead seemed dark as night; 
It witnessed many a deed and vow: 
We must not change its color now. 

4 It well recalls the triumphs past, 
It gives the hope of peace at last- 
The banner bright, the symbol plain 
Of human right and human gain. 

5 It suits today the weak and base, 
Whose minds are fixed on pelf and place, 
To cringe before the rich man’s frown 
And haul the sacred emblem down. 

6 With heads uncovered swear we all, 
To bear it onward till we fall; 
Come dungeon dark, or gallows grim, 
This song shall be our parting hymn. 

*Tb English National Socialist song. 

64 Ode to the Red Flag. 
To the Red Flag, the symbol of International Brotherhood. 

(Air, America, No. 1.) 

1 We fling thee to the breeze, 2 You teach no creed nor clan, 
O’er land and o’er the seas, But brotherhood of man 

Red Flag unfurled! And power of right! 
Beneath thy folds so brave, Beneath thy folds of red- 
No man shall he a slave- Is heard no martial tread- 
In Freedom proudly wave No worker’s blood is shed 

O’er all the world! By tyrant’s might. 

3 O! workingmen, unite 
Beneath your banner bright: 

Lose ev’ry chain! 
O! Red Flag, ride the wind . 
In brotherhood to bind- 
Proclaim to all mankind 

The world we’ll gain. 
Mary F. Yenflf. 



65 The Day of the Lord is at Hand. 
CHARLES 6lNGSLEY. sit. 

Baritone or Alto Solo. 
HARVEY P. MO[OYLR. 

I 

1. The Day of the Lord is at hand, at hand! I”; storms roll 
2. Gath - er you, gath-er you, an-gels of God,- Freedom and 
3. Gath-er you, gath-er you, hounds of hell- Fam - ine and 
4. Who’d sit down and sigh for a lost age of gold,While the Lord of all 

the SK The na-tions sleep starving on heaps of gold; All 
Mer-cy and Truth! Oh, come! for the earth is grown cow-ard and old! Come 
Plague and War; I - die-ness, Big - ot - ry, Cant, and Mis-rule, 

I a - ges is here? True hearts willleap up at the trump-et of God, And 

/ dream - ers toss and sigh; The night is dark-est be- 
down and re - new us her youth. Wisdom, Self - s&c _ ri - fice, 
Gatb-er, and fall in the snare! Hire - ling, Mam-mon-ife. 
those who can suf - fer can dare. Each old age of gold was an 

iore the dawn, In the trav-ail of souls is Free - dom born. 
Dar-ing, and Love, Haste to the bat - tie-field,stoop from a-bove, 
Big - ot, and Knave, Crawl to the bat - tie-field,sneak to your grave, 
i - ron age, too, And the meek-eat of saints may find stern work to do, 

-1 h 1 n I h I-W 



Words and Music by HAXVEY P. MOYER. 

2. Work for the day is dawn- ing, Lay - ing op- pres - sion low, 
3. Work for the day is dawn -ing, Bring - ing the “King-dom come,” 

Love’s light and pow? a - bound - ing Bii~ beav-en’s per - feet day; 
End - ing its crime and sor - row, dls - ease, and woe; 
Fill - ing the earth with glad - ness, Blenh -ing all hearts in one; 

Fill ev - ‘ry heart with mu - sic, Light ev - ‘ry dark - ened way; 
End dread corn - pe - ti - tion, End - ing its strife and war, 
All hap - py broth-er work - ers, Wor - ry and want no more, 

Nork for the day is dawn-ing, Haste Love’s reign for aye. 
Work for the day is dawn - ing, Haste Love’s peace - ful hour. 
Work for the day is E - den’s heay’n re-store. 

Copyright, 1905, by Harvey P. Vo:w 



67 Brotherhood-Love. 

1. Broth - er-hoodlove di-v??e, 
2. Thy goodness all shall see, 

Brother - hood Love; 

3. Pros - per - i- ty for all, 
Free-dom, e - qua1 - i - ty, Broth-er - hood Love; 
Thro’ thy just du - ty’s call, Broth-er- hood2.e; 

i%eav’n’s blessings in thine hand, 
Op - pression’s end at last! 

Truth, mkr - cy, jus, tice grand, Naught can thy 
None suf-f’ring win - try blast, Sad - ness and 

Pleasures with - out al - lay, 

4 Righteousness all imbue, 
Noble all lives and true. 

pow’r with-stand,Broth-er - hood Love. 
aor - row past, Broth-er- hood Love. 
heart withzy, Broth-er - hood Love. 

--- 

Brotherhood Love; 
No poverty nor fear, 
No wrong and not a tear, 
Heaven beginning here, 

Brotherhood Love. 

Life’s Uncertainties- 

1. Why life’s un - certain-ties, No comforts sure, strife, care,dis-ease; 
2. Should life be full of fear. Of want and woe. of sorrows drear. 
3. Le! us with purpose true; Our plans unite with all in view, 

When blessings grand at our ocmmand, We all might free-ly share, 
All life se-cure, joys, comforts sure, No morrow’s anx- ious thought; 



Life’s Uncertainties. 

If Brotherhood our lives imbued And justice held zrn - mand? 
If truth and love our hearts would maze, .4!l feel a broth- er’s care? 

69 Freedom Day. 
Old Welsh Ah. 

Of that glo - rious free-dom day, 

Wh& f;om earth’s re-mot-est bor - ders Tyr - an - ny has passed a - way. 
Then will all man-kind be brothers, Heav’n will then have come to earth. 
All man - kind a band of brothers, Friends, the name that all will have. 
Will from shame and hate and mur-der Bring to all a sweet re - lease. 

I 

REFRAIN. 

Like a might-y riv-er, 



70 Brotherhood. 
HARVEY P. MOYER. 

. Silortm 

I 1. How sweet the day of Broth -er - hood, The day of all the best, 
2. When love all hearts with rap - ture fills, And drives all hate a - way, 
3. Then wrong stall end and sor - row cease, And sigh - ing be no more, 
4. Let truth and love all hearts u - nite,Earth’s blessings none de - nied, 

When each shall share earth’s hap-pi-ness, Its comforts, joys, its rest. 
When each for all and all for each Makes lifeone bliss - ful day. 
God’s chil-dren all in per - feet peace, True broth-ers ev - er - more. 

A fore-taste true of Heaven a - hove, God’s pur-pose sat - is - fied. 

71 Love’s Vision. 
EARVXY P.MOPER. Varina. 

On love’s corn-mand-ing hei$ts I stand And with pro-phet - io eye, 
I view the gloaies our land Beneath love’s standard high; 1 

Then fields will laugh with golden grain, All need-ed wants sup-plied. \ 
No lus-cious fruits sun-kissed in vain, No hunger e’er de - nied; [ 

3* { Wh 
When shall this hap - py land be ours, Its pleasures all en - joy 

en s a we change our burdened hours For wealth and life and joy? h 11 4 

Ii When all shall join 
Our 

in broth-er-hood Earth’s wealth and joys to gain, 
Fath-er’s in-crease ne’er shall fail, Earth’s full-ness rich and rare, 

When each shall bear love’s du - ty call And feel his pow’r and rights, 



Love’s Vision. 

That corn-forts rich and pleas-ures true Man - kind may all ob - thin. 
His chil- dren a11 in un - ion dwell, His bless-ings a11 shall share. 

Welcome! Welcome! 
(From the German.) 



Never Want Again.” 
HARVEY P. tv0YF.R. Old English Hymn.-Arr. by H. P. M. 

1. Come, all u - nite in truth and love, Haste \he mil- len-nial r:ign, 
2. Ye business men with care weighed down, Thro’ corn - pe - ti-tion’s strain, 
t peme, la-b’rers! wea-ry of your life Of 

colored friends, who north nor south Your 
strife and toil and pain; 

5: Come, Christians. heed your Master’s will. The 
rights nor jus. tice gain; 
Gold - en Rule maintain: 

When all God’s blessings each shall share, And hev - er want a - gain. 
Come, join the Peo-pie’s Trust and live, And nev - er want a - gain. 
vote in the Broth-er - hood of Man, And nev - er 
Come, work for free- dom, real and true, And 

want a - gain. 
nev - er 

Help bring His prom - ised King-dom 
want a - gain. 

in, So none shall want a - gain. 

CHORUS. 1st Voice. 
h, I 1 

Ii 
l 1” h h ml I 

I 
I T  

l A I# 
. . 

I 
d- I 

I 
a -gain? No, nev - er want a - gain; 

2nd Voice. 

nev - er, nev-er want a -gain. 

* For Male Quartet let first Tenor take Alto an octave h<ghei, 
with hummlne accompaniment. 

s&in% first part as Solo 



74 Battle Hymn of the Republic. 
JULIA WARD HOWE. 
Last stanza by Mrs. HARVEY P. MOYER. 

Old Campmeeting Air. 

1. Mine eyes have seen the glo - ry of the corn - ing of the Lord; 
2. He has sound-ed forth the trum-pet that shall nev - er call re-treat; 
3. In the beau - ty of the Ii1 - ies, Christ was horn a-cross the sea, 
4. Then, my soul, gird on the ar - mor of a mas - tar Christian true, 

He is trampling out the vint-age where the grapes of wrath are stored 
He is sift - ing ont the hearts of men be - fore His judg-ment seat; 
With a nlo - rv in his bo - som that trans - fig - ures you and me; 
Die to shelf - iih - ness, in - @k- tice, rise to di - ty, love a - new; 

+-* -,-. 

He has loosed the fate - ful light - ning of His ter - ri - ble swift sword, 
Oh, be swift, my soul. to an - swer Him! be ju - bi-lant, my feet! 
As He died to make men ho - ly, let us die to make men free, 

Thus will wrongs of suf-fering mill-ions rouse all hearts to dare and do; 
I\ k- 

1 Ii His truth is marching on. 
- I 

Our God is marching on. Glo - ry! glo-ry! Hal - le - In - jah! Glo-ry! glo- ry! 
While God is ‘marching on. 
The truth is marching on. 

Hal - le - lu - jah! Glo - ry !  glo - ry : Hal-le - lu-jah! The truth is marching on. 



When the Kingdom Comes. 
Words and Music by JOHN S. No~ars. 

: II crowd us in -to wrong, Life will o - ver-flow with song,When the Kingdom comes. 

shine withundimmed ray, GIo - ri-ons will be the day, When the Kingdom comes. 

Draw - ing near-e’r is the Kingdom. Clad in beauty it will soon appear; -- 

See the fore- gkaams of its mat&less glory! Ik ui raise its standard here. 
Ska the fore&ems of it4 match - less dorv! 

C~&lgb~ 19e5. by John 9. Norris. Used by per. 



76 Love’s Paradise. 
HARVEY P. MOYER. Juanita. 

1. Love’s tasks grow dearer, Dear-er far than self-ish joys, Lift-ing life’s bur-dens, 
2. Love’s joys grow sweeter, Pur - est joys of earthly bliss, All lov-ing shar-ers 
3. Je - sus our Sav-ior, Ho - ly one of Gal - i-lee, Of life the giv-er, 

Cheering beart and voice: Bringing joy and comfort, Binding stronger friendship’s ties, 
In earth’s hap _ pi- ness; All op-pres-sion end-ed, All its sor-rows, broken tiss, 
Life and love so free;Naught cansave the nations But thy lov-ing, brother ties, 

REFRAIN. 

Mak-ing all men broth-ers, Earth’s glad par-a - dise. Dear-er, yes, dear-er, 
Weeping turn’d to laughter, Long-sought par-a - dise. Dear-er, yes, dear-er, 
End war’s des-o - la - tions,Bring love’s par-a - dise. Dear-er, yes, dear-er, 

I Grow love’s ten-der, helpful ties, Near-er, yes, near-er, Draws our par - a-dies 
Grow love’ssweetest,joyfnl ties, Near-er, yes, nearer, Draws our par - a-dise. 
Grow thy tender, lov-ing ties, Nearer, yes, near-er, Draws our par - a-dise. 



Heaven’s Gateway. 
Solo. Moderato. Words and MUSIC by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

1. She stood with-out the door, While the storm was ra- &g wK In 
I 3. Lord, must it ev - er he 

I-- 

lov - ing arms she clasped Her cold and starv - ing child; In 
prived, a sin - gle son1 Must suf - fer. sin, or die? Fa- 

vain from dawn to dark 
ther, thy peo - pie wake, 

Her bread to earn she plead; With- 
To the love to all, they owe, Till 

--- 
in was *joy and life, With-out, the cold, the dead; With- 

wrong and want shall cease, And Heav’n shall reign be - low; Till 

in was joy and life, 
wrong and want shall cease, 

With - out, the cold, the dead. 
t Omit) 

Copyright, 19lX, by Harvey P. I+Ioyer. 



Heaven’s Gateway.* 

And Heav’n shall reign be - low. 2. “Fa - ther, for-give,” she cried, 

peo-ple’s wrongs on earth; Re - ceive my wea - ry soul “- And 

sank in snow-y death. Ag-grieved, His auf - f’ring poor Shared 

naught cf earth’s rich store, The Heav’n-ly Fa - ther heard, And 

o-pened wide Heav’n’s door. 

* This pathetic story of a dbal ieath, mother and child, through s&vatloxi and 
freezing, OD the very threshold of plenty and pleasure, is based on an actual OCCur- 
renCe in the streets of New York City in the bitter winter of 1903-4. 



78 Awake! 0 Church of God! 
With vigor. Words andMusic by JOHN S. NORRIS. 

1. Awake! awake! 0 church of dod! AnVdgird thee for tre fray; The battle fight, the 
2. All other wrongs are streams whiektlow From this de-stroc-tire whole, which throws its blight o’er 
3. Awake! awake! 0 church of God! And hearken to his call; Ne’er cease thy task till 

The great Commander theeshall 1ead’Gainst 
ev - ‘ry life And taints and blasts the soul. Too long thine eyes have blinded been By 

this great, cruel foe; Make haste andgird tbine armor on, And forth to conquest go. 

CHORUS. 

March on, nor fal-ter in the fight! The vict’ry thine shall be! 
Much on, ser fal - tar in the glorious fight, The rio - t’ry thin&yes, surely thin8 shall be! 

With con-fi-dence proclaim the right: The truth shall make meu free. 
With con - 6 - dents pro - claim, proclaim the right, 

Copyright. 1905, by Johns.>orris. Used by permission. ’ 



March to the Morning. 
Words and Music by Bh. ORMISTON CEANT. 

I. Tbehosts of dark-hess gath-er To drive us back to night; But all un- 
2. The land be-hind is cov-ered With bod-ies of the dead; The young,the 
3. Our fa-thers’ God is with us, Let not our love wax cold; His glo - ry 

,v 

II 

.seen the hosts of God Are with us in the fig’ht. O! Brothers, do not 
beau-ti - ful, the brave Down-trampled, vanquished. O! ye who stand e- 
flames up-on the dark For us, as them of old. It shone up-on our 

I/ 
fal - &,&arch on,and have no fear; O! lift your eyes to yon-der skies, 
rect today In freedom strong and faith,Strike now the blow,against the foe, 
mothers’ tears,It lit our fathers’ way, Now for-ward press to righteousness, 

The Morning Land is near. 
To end this reign of death. Oh,march,march to the Morn-ing,The Morn-ing 
From Darkness,in-to Day. 



The Master’s Call. 
ALTO or BASS SOLO. Words and Music by IIARVRY P. MOYER. 

I Love the Son hath giv’n, 
j Bounteous stores He’s giv’n; 

Save, as broth-ers, all help 0th - ers, Earth like 
Lack we but Love’s Brother-hood, To changeearth’s 
Rest and love like that 

Heed the Master’s call! In 
be cru-ci - fied, To ail His blessings giv’n, His 

Copyright. 1936, by Harvey P. .Moyer. 



The Master’s Call. 

Ii ’ On earth as ‘tis in Heav’n, Let His kingdom come, Let His will be done. 

Legato. Words and Music by Harvey P. Moyer. 

II 1. On that long ex-pect - ed morn, To a world be-night, for-lore, 
2. Childhood pure and sweet He knew, Youth’s rich prom - ise blessed He, too, 
3. This be - lat - ed Christ-mas morn, World with strife and sor - row torn, 

Let the Christ a- new be sons of God: 

Vain did self - ish pow’rs as-sail, Naught could Hate and Death prevail, 
Taught how sin and wrong to quell, Want and fear andgloom dis - pel, Taught a11 

Then all war and woeshall cease, Wrong’d and troubled find re - lease, All in 

watch’d the Ho - ly GrailOf Love and Broth-er - hood, 

I 
e - vi1 to re - pel Thro’ Love and Broth er - hood, Chris - tian Brother - hood. 
corn-fort, joy, and peace, In Love and Broth-er - hood, Lov - ing Brother-hood. 

Copyright. DOG, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



Young Men, Awake!* 
Solo and Male Quartet Chorus. 

Words aod Vusic by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

1. Young men, a-wake! the King of Glo - ry Calls a - leud for love-horn men 
2. Or has in vain our E!d- er Broth-er Left His bless - ed home a - bove 
3. And shall we dai - ly pray His king-dom Come on earth, His will be done, 
4. Ye no - ble sons,who seek God’s pleasure,Help bring His promised Kingdom here; 

To teach us all to serve each 0th - er, Rise thro’ sac - ri - fi - cial love, 
And yet with - hold a broth - er’s por - tion, Spoil and wound each help-less one, 
Let all His chil-dren, with-out measure, Share his blessings, comforts, cheer; 

I- 
I 

To tell a - new His love - fi!led sto - ry, Bring His promised Kingdom in. 
To teach us all to serve each 0th - er, Rise thro sac - ri - fi - cial love? 
And yet with-hold a broth-er’s por - tion, Spoil and wound each helpless one? 
Let all His chil- dren. with-out meas-ure, Share His blessings, comforts, oheer. 

CHORUS. Melody in 2d Tenor. 

11 Young men, a-wake! the King of Glo-ry Calls to du - ty in His name; 

II Tell a - new the love-filled sto - ry, HasteHis u - ni - ver - sal reign. 

*Dedicated to the Y. W. C. A. young men.-H. P. M. 
Copyright, 19C6, by Harvey P. Moyer. 



Confidence. 
May be sung as Baritone Solo in Ah. 

HARVEY P. MOYER. Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep. 

1. Tho’ toss’d by trouble dark and deep, I lay me down in peace to sleep, 

2. Tho’ sor-rows sad op-press my soul, Earth’s want and woe swift o’er me roll; 

For well I know a-bove the wave The God of love has pow’r to’ save: 
And life seems dark,its shadows deep, Be-hind the clouds the stars ne’er sleep: 

I know that men will heed the call To jus-tice, freedom, cheer for all; 
I know that wrong and grief must cease, The Sun of Right-eous-ness speaks peace, 

And calm and peaceful is my sleep, Love, truth di-vine their vig - il keep, 

And calm and peace-ful is my sleep, Love, truth divine their vig - il keep. 



Love’s Transformation.* 
Soprano and Tenor Duet with Chorus, or Duet throughout. 

Words and Music by EARVEY P. MOYER. 

1. There’s a love all supreme,strong and tender, Which the Fa-ther di-vine from a- 

bove Sent for all that thro’ its trans-for-ma- tion, All might dwell in His 
free, ‘Twas a life full of love spent for oth-ers, God’s ex-am - pie for 
down. 2With His will done on earth as in heav-en. The mil-len-nium our 

king-dom of love; If this love filled our hearts to o’er-flow-ing, Conq’ring 
you and for me; If our life were this life lived sin-cere - ly, Ev - ‘ry 
la - hor will crown; But this work needs our con-stant en-deav-or, Blot-ting 

work-ers for God we would be, Not a child of our Father’s would suffer 
wrong we’d oppose ev - er-more, Till the king-dom of heav’n be es-tab-lished, 

Copyright, 1905, by Harvey P. Moyer. 
*Dedicated to the members of all Toone People’s Christian societies, who desire to 

help Lnswer their daily prayer, “Thy kiugdom come, thy will be done on earth as io 
heaven.” 

1 Rev. 11:15; z Rev. 21: l,Z; 3 Malachi 3:lO. 



Love’s Transformation. 

For the want of His ho&-ties so free. - 
And the weak wronged and tempted no more. Let oar love be the love 
All man-kind shall en-joy ev - er ,- more. 

85 Lab&; 
HENRY VAN DYKE. J. B. DYKES. 

- ‘ry deed of love and mer - cy 
Raise the stone and thoushalt find me; Cleave the wood and I am there. 



Heaven. * 
Words and music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

1. We oft - en hear of a heav’n-ly home, Of a country far a - way, 
2. There is no want in that heav’nly land, No sor - row, strife, nor care, 
3. Theremansions grand are free for all, The streets are paved pure gold, 
4. There all live pure in broth - er-hood, Our Fa-ther’s chil-dren true, 
5. Oh, why not have God’s will be done, On earth as ‘tis in heav’n, 

Where all is joy and peace and love, And ev - er glo - rious day. 
For all en - joy God’s bless-ings rich, His bounties free - ly share. 
Of all its glo - ries, hap - pi-ness, Not half has e’er been told. 
No wrong nor sin to mar life’s best, True love all hearts im - bue. 
His prom-ised king --do2 come right now, Its blessings here be giv’t? 

CHORUS. 

-, - 
We oft - en sing of that heav’nly land, That ooun-try far 

‘Last Chorus. 
a - way, 

I Why on - ly sing of that heav’nly land, That country far a - way? 

Eut why not have heav’n here and now, And live in it ev - ‘ry day? 
Oh, let us have heav’n here and now, Snd live in it ev - ‘ry day. 

~-~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
+ce 

Copyright. 1!)05, by Harvey P. Moyer. 
*Suggested by 3. M. Whitson’s poem, “A Beautiful Land.” 



Our Battle Song. 
March movement. 

Quartet and Chorus. 
Words and Music by JOHN 8. NORBII. 

1. O:r might-y host is marching on, The world for all. we claim; ‘l&s is our 
2. Our glorious host is fighting now, With pow? divine e’er giv’n; For truth and 

fast; “With chari- ty for all”, We’ll help the 

great Cre-a-tar’s will,We’ll triumph in his name. Strong in the conaciousues~ of 
right, with radiance bright, E’er rule in earth and headn. ‘Tis love unites our roy-al 

right, Wit{ motives pure and high, As sons of light,,with armor bright, We’llconquer 
ranks,And thrusts a-side all fear; The foe will yield on ev-‘ry field, The vic-to- 
flag, Our in - sti-tutioua grand; May righteousness the nations bless, Heav’n guard our 

CEORUEL 

tho’ we die.. 
ry is near. As soldiers for tbs right, we’re marching onward, Against ill- 
elorious land. 



The Vision of Faith. 
Words and Yusio by E. F. STAN~N. 

I 

1. By faith I see the ear - ly dawn Of free-dam’s glo- rious reign, 
2. And la - bor, now by men despised And shunned as some vile thing, 
3. Then worn - an shall her heights attain, Man’s “helpmeet” true in - deed. 

-, 

The flag of truth o’er earth shall wave, And free the world from pain; 
Will then be du - ly crowned by all 
And from her cru - el 

As earth’s most no - ble king; 
serv - i - tude She’ll be for - ev - er frees 

The par - a-sites, who naught produce, Who 
I’I’ 

And la-b’rers, who for 0th - 
live by rob - bing men, 

era toil Aad bow to them the while, 
Class ha - tred, mal-ice, strife shall cease, The wea - ry find re - pose; 

-1 

Will bow be -fore the la-b’rer’s God, Con - fess thkir ev - ‘ry sin. 
Will stand e - rect, de-•and their own, And 
The earth shall ring with me1 - o - dy, And 

dai - ly sing and smile, 
blos-som ‘as the rose. 

The wi *- ly statesmen, who, for gold, Be - tray their sa - cred tmst, 
Then help - less chil- dren, now compelledTo toil for dai - ly bread, 

Copy@it, l-SOS. b?H.arpcr P. Moyer. 



The Vision of Faith. 

Will cease their base, un - right-eous way, Prove no - ble, true and just; 
Will all be ed - u - cat - ed well, Well housed, and clothed, and fed; 
And men will have full con - fi-dence In her nn - bi - ased word; 

.?I 

The gambling thieves, the worth-less rakes, Who pi1 - fer hon - est toil, 
The mil-lions, who are driv - en now, By pov - er - ty, to roam, 
Then wrong shall cease, and right pre - vail, All joy - fnl, pros-p’rzs be, 

Will then no long- er wreck our homes, ior vir - tnons lives de - spoil. 
Will find a safe a - bid - ing-place, Their own dear “Home, Sweet Home.” 
For righteousness shall fill the earth, As the wa - ters fill the sea. 

REFRAIN. 

God speed the bright a!d glo - rious dsy, When love shall rule the world, 

And when the flag of truth and peace Shall be for ail nn - furled. 
A 



89 The Children’s Cry. 
km %x.Q. Andante. Words and Mosio W HARVEY P. ?dOYER. 

Lo, the lit - tle chil-dren cry for bread,Shall we give them a atone? 

Lo, the lit - tle chil - dren cry for bread,Shall we give them a stone? 

Shall we fill their lives w&h heav-i-ness,Blight their young and tender 

Turn their sun-shine in - to darkest night,Change their joys to bit-ter tears? 

BASS SOLO. Not loo Ad. 

Is not the earth with boon-ties GUed, E-nongh for each and all? 
#- -+ ~ 
v  III 

II I’ I 
; 

Copyright, 1907. by Harvey P. Moyer, 



The Children’s Cry. 

And shall we see the need-y robbed, Nir heed their plaintive call? 

Must hope be quenched and faith be lost, Sweet love be ved to hate? 

II Must life be robbed of wealth and joy,Earth’s children’s rich es - tate? 
h 

Hear ye tlie child-ren’s cry, Help ere they fall and die, Help ere they 

thISON.-*k?t time ranoe, 2nd time tenors. 

II ( Where is the love that fIlled the hearts of y&e? fallanddie! lWe are the men who hear the children’s cry, 

*Majr be sling as chorus, 



The Children’s Cry. 

Love that could die for 
We are the men who 

eed glad freedom’s call, With bonds of 
ev - ‘ry land and 

love we’re joined’gainstpov’rty’e 

clime, 
fq 

Love moved by chil -dren’s s,Love stirred b 
Heed we the suf -ferers’pleAPledged we 

sor - row’s $$ 
a f  slaves to free1 

tit. ad lib. 

Love to thwart all self - ish schemes and seek the chil - dren’s 
F’irm we stand and pe,ace - ful flght till all shirre wealth and 



‘The Children’s Cry, 

joy! Swift comes the Ju - bi - lee! The peo - ple shall be free! For 

love doth stir all hearts to heed the children’s cry! Come, come a-way! And 

join the Socialist band, For right and jus-tice stand, Bring in the reign of 

11 [Broth-er-hood,Earth’s glad Ju-bi.- lee, Fill ev’ry life with wealth and cheer,Earth’s 

glad Ju - bi -lee! Hail! Hail1 the Ju - bl - lee! The peo-ple shall be free! 



Comrades, Awake! 
Words and Music by John 

A - wake, 
The day ie dawn&g bright, A- 

a - wake, 

wake, a - rise, And gird you for the fiiht! Your foes shall 
A-wake. a - rise. Your foes 

FINE. 

all. . - 
, 

in ter - rorfrom you flee, For right shall gain 
shall all 

the vie - to - ry. 

Faith - ful corn - 
Faith-ful comrades, 

,-t,_. 

be not faint heart-ed, 

. . . 

Ii L L !a 

‘r-t k ; 

Al m hII 

See the val-iant Cloth’d with truth 



Comrades, Awake! 

BASS SOLO. 

Glo - ry shall crown the right, Er - ror ahall fall; JIM - tice, the 

8 
-!- 

A- ri r -I 
v II 

I , I I’ I I 1 

wide world o’er, Shall reign o’er all; Naught can our pow’r with-stand, 

All wrong must cease; 

II’ Gird on your ar -mar, Oh, sons of might, Cease not to bat-tie, 

11 BY day or night; so. ” by our bal - lots, Fall-ing like the 



Comrades. Awake! 

91 The Beautiful Dawn. 
hiarch Moventenl. Words and Music by JOBN S. IComrs. 

1. There’s a light th 

land and tie sea; And the mil - lions who suf - fer in 
face to the foe; Nev - er doubt - ing, nor flinch - ing, nor 
jos - tice and love; And, al - though on the earth it is 

II bond - age, Are de - ter -mined at last to 
fear 

be free. This great 
- ing, Let us fight 'gainst in - just - ice and woe. Wield-ing 

build - ed, ‘Tis a part of the king - dom a - bove. With its 

- 
&th, 

my that long has been sleep - ing, Is pre- par - ing it- 
all tbat's wrong we shall van - quish, Shame-ful greed and op- 

corn - ing willcome rest and glad - ness, The en-throne-ment of 



The Beautiful Dawn. 

self for the fray, With G - sur - ante that, aid - ed of Heav - en, 
press _ ion and strife; Then, in love, we shall live here as corn - rades, 

all that is right, Peace and plen - ty shall be each one’s por - tion, 

Fight-ing on it will soon gain th’ day. With as - sur - ante that 
A most bless - ed and glo - ri - ous life. Then, in love, we shall 
And with joy we shall walk in the light. Peace and plen - ty shall 

I, 
aid - ed of Heav - en, Fight-iog on ’ it will soon gin the day. 
live here as corn - rades, A most bless - ed and glo - ri - oos life. 
be each one’s por - tion, And with joy we shall walk in the light. 

I  s 

I  

0 the igh; . . has been dark and dreary,\How we’ve’io&d for the homing 



A White Ribboner’s Pledge.* 
Ladies’ Quartet. 

“For God and Home and Native Land.“-W. C. T. U. Motto. 

2. Why mothers weeping ‘lone For son or daughter gone?. In bloody field his 
3. Come,sisters, weiihedwith care, Who world-wide 8OROW8 share, There’s joy in sight,there’s 

purpose rare Suppressed by carking care? Why want and strife pre - vail? Why 
life to yield, In shame her death concealed; Why children’s stpnted growth? Why 

- life and light. In Brother-hood’s treat might; Let’s heed the Socialist call. Give 

doubts and fears as’- sail? When generous earth with peace and mirth In 
vice and filth and sloth? Why life dis-trest, when joy and rest Would 
life, our strength, our all, Earth’s hap - pi - ness all peo - ple bless, Re- 

II ̂ warm all hearts congealed? For homes of joy and love, For earth like heav’n a- 
deemed in glad de - light. 

worrv nor strife. For each our best to 

* Dedicated to the noble worker; of the great W. C. T. U: Army.-H. P. M. t 
Copyriaht. 1906. by Harvev P. Mover. 



A White Ribboner’s Pledge. 

live; To mend life’s broken hearts, Build up life’s no - blest parts. 
best to live: 

For the purest and best, for comfort and rest For all, our lives we’ll give. 

Why Frances E. rillard Was a Socialist. 
The following from the lips of Frances E. Willard, the most honored and 

beloved temperance and prohibition leader America ever knew, is a part of the 
thrilling address she delivered at the National Convention of the W. C. T. U. 
of 1897, which was the last before her death: \ 

“Look about you; the products of labor are on every hand; you could not 
maintain for a moment a well ordered life without them; every object in your 
room has in it for discerning eyes,the mark of ingenious tools and the pressure 
of labor’s hand. But is it not the cruelest injustice for the wealthy, whose 
lives are surrounded and embellished by labor’s work, to have a superabun- 
dance of the money which represents the aggregate of labor in any country, 
while the laborer himself is kept so steadily at work, that he has no time to 
acquire the education and refinements of life, that would make him and his 
family agreable companions to the rich and cultured? The reason why I am 
a Socialist comes in just here. 

*‘I would take, not by force, but by the slow process of lawful acquisition 
through better legislation as the outcome of a wiser ballot in the hands of men 
and women, the entire plant that we call civilization, all that has been achieved 
on this continent in the 400 years since Columbus wended his way hither, and 
make it the common property of all the people, requiring all to work enough 
with their hands to give them the finest physical development but not to be-. 
come burdensome in any case, and permitting all to shaie alike the advan- 
tages of education and refinement. Z believe this to be perfectly practicable, 
indeed, that any other method is simply a relic of barbarism. 

“I believe that competition is doomed. The trusts, whose single object is 
to abolish competition, have proved that we are better without than with it, 
and the moment corporations control the supply of any product they combine‘ 
What the Socialists desire is that the corporation-of humanity should control 
all production. Beloved comrades, this is the frictionless way; it is the higher 
way; it eliminates the motivesfor a selfish life; it enacts into our every-day 
living the ethics of Christ’s gospel. Nothing else will do it; nothing else can 
bring the glad day of universal brotherhood. ” 

“Oh, that Z were young again, and it should &e:my. life! It is God’s 
way out of the wilderness and into the promised land: It is the very marrow 
of Christ’sgospel. It is Christianity applied.“-,Zke Ckristian Socialist. 



93 The Great Awakening. 
A Socialist Easter Anthem. 

. Words and Music by HARVRY P. MOYEP. 

f  Up from the tomb of their aor-row and gloom,Shall the peo - ple a - rise; 

11 Up from the tomb of their sor - row andgloom,Shall the peo - pfe a - rise; 

11 Out from the darkness of pov’rty andcrime, Out from the fet - tere of 

wrong tainted clime; 

II peo - ple a-rise. The beau - ti -:ful lil - ie(thky grow, ice-ly grow, The 

CopyrIght, 1907, by Harvey P. Moyer. 
. 



The Great Awakening& 

health-la-den breez-es they blow, free-ly blow, The birds in glad free-dom they 

II sing sweetly sing, All earth in its ful - ness doth ring, glad-ly ring. 

TENOR SOLO, 1st time; Quartet in repeat. 
h 

l~~~~!:-T=r-~s1;~~~-~~~~ 

e, v f Ir 

Yet man in grief and sor-row doth dwell, Robbed of His birth-right of 

wealth and joy,, Wronged, op-pressed, de - spoiled, for - lorn, 

Bit - ter tears for earth’s glad de-light; The earth’s glad de-light. 

I . 



The Great Awakening. 
UNIEON. f and Deliberate. ‘D 

I But truth fails not for - ev - er; The pow? of light, l&e, jus-tice, 

right Shall burst the tomb. They shall a - rise, They shall a - rise, 

I 

They shall a - rise! 
{ 

Up from the tpmb of their sor - row and gloom, 
Up to the bght from the dark-ness of rnght, 

With mighty pow’r shall the peo - ple a-rise; Shall all the pea-pie a- 

The peo - ple shall a - rise, The peo - ple shall a - rise. 

. . 



Our Father in Heaven. 
HARVEY P. .VOYEK. Forsaken, Forsaken, froru I~~SCEAT. 

1. Our Fa- ther in beav - en, 
2. Of Thy bounties a - bun -dant, 
3. Lead not in temp - ta - tion, 

We 
May we dai - ly be fed, None thro’ 
De - liv - er from sin, ‘W 

world’s great Cre - a - tor, Re - deem - er the same; Thy will guide and 

se1 - fish ad - van - tage De -prived of their bread; Our debts to onr 

love, truth, and mer - cy Make all pure with - in; In Thy broth - er - hood 

lead us Thro’ path-ways of love, Till earth be Thy king - dom Like 

broth-ers, Un - paid, oh, for - give, Thy good-ness in - spire us Our 

king-dom, Our lives all di - vine, The pow’r and the glo - ry For- 

Heav - en a - bove, Till earth be Thy king-dom Like Heav - en a - bove. 
no - blest to live, Thy good - ness in - spire us, Our no - blest to live. 

ev - er be Thine, The pow’r and the glo - ry For - ev - er be Thine. 



The Kingdom.* 
The Socialism of the Bible in Song. 

Words selected by HARVEY P. MOYEK. 
_ Solo- Alto. 

Music by HARVEY P. MOYER. 

Who-so hath this world’s goods,and,seeing his brother have need&eels his heart a- 

II gain& him, how dwell-eth the love of God in him; How hwelleth the 

~~~~~-~~~~~ 
t -a t  l 

.  + -4 

love of God in him, For if 
1 John 3:17. 

a man say, I love God, and hat - eth his 
1 John 4:u): 2:4. 

II brother, he is a Ii - ar, he is a Ii - ar, and the trcth is not in him, the 

*See note at end. 

t 

. .T  
May be sung as Baritone Solo throughout, using upper notes,& as a Tenor Solo in 

keyo QorD. 
Copyright, 1905, by Harvey P. Moyer. (1) 



The Kingdom. 

love- their brothers. And let not our love be mere words, nor end in talk; 
1 John 3: 18. 

let it be real and true; let it be real and true, But be-bold a-mong my 

pso - pie are found wick-ed men, They lay wait, they set a trap, they catch men, 

II Their bous- es are full of de-ceit. Therefore,therefore, ther&fnre they are become 

II great and waxen riib. They have bialed the hurt of my peo-ple slightly, slightly, 
Jer. 6:14. 



The Kingdom 

n 3 
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hypocrites, full of ex - tor-tion, and of ex - cess, ye de - vour wid - ows’ 

hOUS-es, make a prey of the fa- tiler-less, 
Isa. 10:2. 

crush my peo-ple,grind the faces of the 
Isa. 3:14, 15. 

poor; Ye have eaten up their vineyards, filled your own houses with the spoil of the 

Unison. 

poor by fraud-n-lent-ly 
James 54. 



The Kingdom. 

lay-ing field un - to field. binding on men’ 

Duet. 

II borne, but they themselves will not move them with one of their fingers. Therefore 

3. Solo. Baritone. 

II therefore, therefore, they are become great and waxen rich. Oh, ye ge;z;-ai,o;of 
. . . 

vi-pers, ye serpents, ye that ~$1 yg good, andgood evil; ye,y;krIof unrighteous de- 
. . . . . . 

II trees, ye writers of perverseness, ye tak - ers of bribes, ye for-getters of the 
I Sam 8: 3; 12: 3. Matt. 25: 35. 36. 



The Kingdom. 

hungry, the thirsty, the strangers, naked, sick, and in pris-oa; 
hlatt. 25: 42, 43. 

ye mak-ers 

of long pray’rs for a pretence, ye tith - ers of mint and cummin, 
Matt. 23: 14. 23, 24, 33. , 

straining out 

II 
. 

gnats and swallowing cam-els, o - mit-ting the weightier matters of the law- 

justice, mer-cy, and good faith, o-mit-ting jus-tice, mer-cy, and good faith. * 

How can ye es - cape the damnation oi hell! For it is a fearful thing to 
Heb. lo: 31. 

*The Revised Version and Twentieth Cenltury New Testament have been used 
where more exact or more modern translations were given.-H. P. M. 

(5) 



The Kingdom. 

fall in -to the hands of the liv-ing God. Then why are ie si-lent, my people, And 
Jer. 8: 4, 14. 22. 

why cast down, and why cast down? For the Lord shall no 

he have set jus-tice arth. For there cometh the pgEiyd2Pay of Jn-bi-lee, 
: . 

the times of res - to - ra-tion ings, which the Lord our God hath spoken 

. . I h h h 

II bv the mouth of all his ho - ly prophets since the world be-gan. And the in - i - qui - ty 



The Kingdom. 

II u - 
of that land I will re - move in one dAy.* 

Zechariah 3: 9, lo; Rev. 18: 8. IO. 17. 
For the earth is the Lord&and the 

Psalm 24:l. 

fulness thereof, which He bath givqwhich He hath given tl the children of men. 

II full of thy rich-es, thine the cattle on a thousand hills; In wis-dom thou llast 

II made them all, &!!wing our deed of all these things. And the meek shall in - her- it it; 
Ps. lo4:24. Matt. 6~32. M&1.5:5. 

*From the many definite statements In Rev. 18. such as “No man buyeth their merchan- 
dise an8 more” tv. 11). it is ouite clear that “Rabvlon.” whose “.Tudemnnt’l lnwrthmm 
shall come in *‘one day,“--“one hour.” (v. IO) refers to our selfish. &just. and wicked 
competitive business system, the “day” and “hour” being the day and hour of the final 
triumph of theSocialist Party in full olitical 
and involuntary poverty must cease rom tha P f 

ower. official and legislative; for injustice 
very hour.-2,s it is a demonstrable fact 

that every uublio officer. local. state. and national. may be charmed. and everv leeislatlve 
body may be controlled within five years after the majority of the people-so will and 
unitedly vote, it is readily seen how easily, quicklv, and peaceably Socialism, God’s 
kinadorn, may be inaueurated, provided all the good. humane, aud honorable people will 
do their duty and work and vote for Socialism. The suffering. sin, and sorrow In the 
unnecessary time wasted beyond these five ears, is the penalty we must pay for 
our un]ustiEable ignorance, unreasonable preju me. and criminal conservatism.-H.P.M. If 

(7) 



The Kingdom. 

no re - siect-e; of persons. Then shall the earth yield her increase; seed-time and 
Psalm 67:6. cell. 8:22. 

Slow and expreative. 

harvest shall not cease, and God, even our own God, ehrll bless us. Then there shall 
Psalm 61~6. Isa. 65: 17-19. 

be no more tears,nor sorrows, nor sigh&g, nor an - y more poor or need-y a- 
Rev. 21: 4. Deut. 15:4. 

mong you. They shall not build and another inhabit, they shall not plant and another 

eat,nor shall they labor in vai for trouble;For the Lord shall greatly 



The Kingdom. 

bless thee in the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee for an inheritance to possess it. 
Dent. 1% 4. 

CJiORU.3. 

II 
” 

world has become the 
Rev. 11: 15. 

kingdom of our Lord and of his Christ, and h: shall 

reign for-ev-er and ev-er. Th 

*That rule is the correct biblical interpretation of the word “judge” in this passage 
1s proven by its common use in the Old Testament, especially in the book of JudRes 
(“and he JUDGED Israel twenty years”), as well as from the additional explanatory 
ohrase. “and GOVBPN the nations on earth.” in the corresnondine uassa@e. Psalm ~7.4 
&mpha&zed by the similar statement in Psalm 82: 8. It is duite evih’ent;tiieEefore-thaE 
this wonderful and beautiful passage refers not to a judmnent “day” of short duration 
but to a long period of time, a reign of justice and righteousness,-being a distinct 
prophecy of “the times of restoration of all things” (Acts 3: 21), pure Socialism. the 
very Kingdom of God on earth, the great theme of Jesus from His very first teachlrg 
(Matt. 4: 17) to HIS last (Matt. 24:14). to be “dally” Drayed for (Matt. 6: g-131. and the 
final consutimation of Eiis work (It&. 11: 15; 21:iSj. - ’ --” I-- ---- 

(9) 



The Kingdom. 
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for they shall sit ev-‘ry man under his vine and under his fig tree; and none shall 
Micah. 4: 4. 

II 
I 

make them a-fraid: for the monthof the Lord of Eosts hath spok-en it. 

7. Solo-Baritone. Strong. 
n I 

( 
I I. 

A I 
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And what doth the Lord 

Solo-Tenor. 

and to walk humbly with thy God? Nor let. any-one lead you astray: those who 
1 John 3: 7. 

do what is right are righteous, righteous as Christ is, righteous as Cdrist is. 



The Kingdom. 

And in ev’ry nation he that rev’rences God, and worketh righteousness, is accepted 
Acts. IO: 35. 

with Him. For in-as-much as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, 

ye have done it unto me. 
But love, brother love, ful-ly sat-is-fies the (Omit 

Horn. 13: 8. IO. 

8. CRORLC3. 

- _. !  . I -?-L-L-u !  9 .* 

11 Th en e b d- o ers of tde word and not hear-ers on-Iv. and not hear-ers on - Iv. 
James 1: 22. - ’ 

CJ 

deceiving your own selves. 



The Kintidom.* 

yo~!~ Then seek ye first his kingdom and his righteonsness;and all theea things shall beaddad 
Matt. 6: 33. 

Solo-Baritone. 

ither poverty nor riobeqfeed ma with the bread of my portion 
Prov. 30: 8. 9. 



The Kingdom. 

11 habitants of the world sball~arinhteonsness.A~d with rihhteousness Deace. a(lietniss 

blessings, Spiritual and temporal. Jesus taught the reality of heaven, and the cer- 
tainty and blessedness of its rewards. but heaven occupied little space in his teachings. 
They dealt chiefly with this world and with life here in this world. He evidently be- 
lieved that the best way to fit men for heaven was to bring heaven down to earth and 
to get men acclimated to it right hefij The common conception of religion which 
fiXcS a$utiOn On heaven as the great desideratum, which makes this life simply a 
proba@n, and the ‘salvation of the soul’ its great business, is entirely foreign to the 
teaclung of Jesus. And the mlsconaeption is due to having forgotten or misconceived 
the kingdom of God,-to having lost sight of the fact that the great burden of Christ’s 
~~.=C;;F5”~,“,“,.~;~‘,“3t”AL WORLD. _ “a -Dr. Joshiah yroog, The Next Great Awakening, 

(13! 



96 Socialist Marching Song. 
JOHN SPABQO. HABVEY P.Yox'na. 

gleam&g redMarch,bravelg on,withbannersgleamig red.gee, the foe weakens! 
bro - ken be! Thepromiae tme,our chains shall broken be.Sound loud the an-them! 
fills the sky! The day is herelIt glory fills the sky. La - bor is wak-ing 

The he-roes caU to cheer you in the fight. In their dank hovels, 

gains,The nations rise at last to break their chains1 
dead Join in the triumph of 
t be, Un - til the last slave of 



Ii 

- 1. He - roes of right! No - ble peo-pie, Land immortal brave!To-day once more 
2. From slavery’sdepthsDying comrades call through flaming fIre,-Unite to-day! 
3. He - roes of peace!!Burdened soulso’er life’s appalling woe! The New Day dawns! 

I . 

-j,;z*r 

l :J-1 j ‘I 

I  i 

Raise the ban- ner of Lib - er - ty! Press the fight and you shall see’ 
Speed the doom of oppression’s sway!Widowed wives and orphaned children plead! 
All the world sings of Brother-hood; Lo, the Star of Justice leads us on! 

II The death of wrong and tyr - an - ‘ny, And Free-dom shall break forth, 
The world-wide millions wronged and robbed Of corn-fort,poace,and joy, 
Ted million comrades plead your help To bring true Lib - or - ty,- 

I:- Like a ra-diant light from a - bove, Like a ra-diant light from a - bove. 
Bid us save in glad Broth-er-hood, Bid us save in glad Broth-or-hood! 
All the world one glad Broth-er-hood, All the world one glad Broth-or-hood1 

U - nito, men1 U - nite, men1 For in un - ion is strengthandpow’r, U- 

nite, men1 U - nite, men! Joinfor Lib-or- tyl U - nite, men, n-nitel 



Encouragement and Suggestion 
“Every Socialist who knows how to sing will be interested in this 

book.“-Upton Sinclair. 
“The song writer has a great influence on the world, and I hope your 

excellent songs may help humanity to a higher standard.“-Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox. 

“Your ‘Songs of Socialism’ are the real thing, and are bound to be 
of great help to the Cause. It is the one thing that the movement, espe- 
cially in America, has lacked-songs. And now we’ve got them.“- 
J,wk London. 

“A real, hearty, and artistic collection. Yo.u have done a work wait- 
ing to be done, and I have no doubt it is the beginning of the music and 
poetry of Socialism in America,-;-You have put the real soul of music 
in these pages. I congratulate you on the splendid work done-, especially 
in ‘The Kingdom’ which is superb. You may be the Charles Wesley of 
the great Socialist Fellowship movement if you will.“--Rev. Lucien 
1’. Rule. 

“I rejoice in your book of Songs-the words and music round out our 
effort to reach and stir the masses. I am greatly encouraged; one thing 
after another that we have lacked is being supplied. With the growth of 
love among the comrades, we shall be fulIy equipped; and that you have 
placed Drummond’s ‘Love is the greatest thing in the world’ as a motto 
for ‘Songs of Socialism’ gives me the keenest pleasure. That you have 
written both words and music under this noblest of inspirations, I am 
convinced; they must work powerfully for good. You are doubly en- 
dowed in being able to write both music and poetry; and that you have 
consecrated these gifts to the service of our great Cause is occasion for 
congratulation.“-Edwin A. Brenholz. 

“I hear very favorable comments upon ‘Songs of Socialism’ by 
teachers of our Children’s Socialist Clubs who say that these songs are 
peculiarly well adapted to their work in the entertainments given tinder 
the direction of the Women’s Socialist Union.“-J. B. Roe, Ne3. 

“I think ‘Songs of Socialism’ is a grand addition to our propaganda 
literature if properly used. I hope and expect they will have a wide 
circulation. It fills a long felt want.“-T. 3. Coonrod, Idaho. 

“I like your song book very much and will try to get it introduced 
in the locals of Oklahoma and Indian Territory.“-J. E. Snyder. 

“‘Songs of Socialism’ contains many excellent songs. It will be of 
great service in Socialist meetings.“- Gh.arles H. Kerr, Pub. Irrt. Socialist 
Review. 

R 

“Just the thing the’ Socialist Comrades have needed for some time. 
They will be a great help to the cause. The verse is excellent, music, 
too.“-- Warren Mass. Herald. 

“I have used ‘Songs of Socialism’ in a series of 2.5 Socialist meetings 
and find it very effective. I consider ‘The Marxian Call’ and ‘Love’s 
Paradise’ among the best of the new songs, beautiful and inspiring. The 
many old tunes to the new Socialist words make the book available for 
instant use. Among the new songs for the revised edition. ‘Victory in 
Our Day’ is a sure winner, stirring, hopeful, melodious. The book is 
well worth the price-“-Edward Ellis Cow, Editor the Christian Socialist. 

“Socialism is fast coming to a point in its development where it must 
sing its message, hopes, and aspirations as well as deliver it in logical 
economic works, essays, and forensic orations. A wise statesman once 
said, let me write a nation’s songs and I care not who makes its laws. Our 
singing Socialists should at once become the owner of a copy of ‘Songs 
of Socialism,’ by all odds the best thing that has yet appeared in the 
form of Socialist songs.“--Tlte Chicago Socialist. 



Come, ye good of every name, 

Help the Socialists win! 

Spread the truth with loud acclaim, 
Help the Socialists win! 

Haste the end of sin and crime, 
Haste the reign of love sublime, 

Haste the Golden Age of time, 

For Brotherhood will win! 

(See Song No. 17) 


