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. FOREWORD

; d edition of Rebel Songs the best known
lt song books—the executive of the Aus-

participated in making the first edition a

_ﬁamty that the first edition of Rebel
1 way to build and strengthen ASL.F.

addition the ideas embodied in the
t a far wider circle than would have

on is today extending to new groups
the Technical Colleges and Teachers’
f the Federation song book should:
- membership around the objectives
mdent ‘gnﬁdltions. national treedom,

on tu]ﬂis the hopes of all those who
uccess of the first edition and that

something of the tradition of the

. nt is absorbed. If this is the effect,
hieved its purpnse

the dedlcaﬁon' Noel Ebbels was an
sLF. and Presldent ‘at the time ot his

ord m the Austrahan student move-

i e st‘udent movement the name of Noel
he highest esteem by students of all opinions

ROGER COATES,
National Secretary AS.L.F.







THE INTERNATIONAL UNION

OF STUDENTS

ind to every nation,

mrades our student song flies—

a new world conflagration
in and the peaceful, blue skies,

tg"wlll prevail o’er wrong!

r knowledge untiring
ort and courage this needs!
e to Peace is aspiring,
ppiness leads.

the battles that made us

and to union gave birth.
hardest and greatest-
r the peace of the earth,

LA MARSEILLATSE
Words and Music: Reuget de I'Isle.

V. Muradeli,



| T

DEMOCRATIC YOUTH
gt A. Novikov,
n unites us

ye the lands of our birth,
and smite us,
to the earth.
ntry and ]cn“
h youth's inspiration—
ks are singing

hip to 5; &e world.

werywhere the youth is singing freedom’s song, freedom’s

s freedom’s song.

ce to show the world that we are strong, we are strong,

- we are strong.

are the youth, and the world acclaims our song of truth.
where the youth is singing freedom’s song, freedom’s

v % freedom’s song.

remember the battle,
id the heroes who fell on the field.
sred blood running crimson
jur invincible friendship has sealed.
~ All who cherish the vision
‘Make the final decision,
Struggle for justice, peace and goodwill
For peoples throughout the world.

X

nnly our young voices

the vow to be true to our cause.
are proud of our choices,

are serving humanity's laws.

1 the forces of evil

d the world to upheaval—

n with g;:iir Eﬂng-!

useless ngi-

for a happy world.

- MERRY YOUTH SONG

rise with the lilt of our singing,
who hear it are cheered on their way,
field and village our voices go ringing,
towns they are singing it today.
& us to build and to play our part,

eer our advance like a friend,
: ith us in the vanguard,

‘ h in the end,

8, Tulikov.

punds savage,
ant our wili!

Degeyter,

.

rise! e
the old conditions
0 the prize.

ternational working class movem
/ ent, and the
e the October Revolution until (940,
wi _&Js.cggg_qﬂgﬁn.‘m executive member of
L nf;au.nn&l. and a Communard. Ile wrote
ter the fall of the Paris Commune.

D




m fgn: dr' Der Tannenbaum,

is m red;
martyred de dead.
: stiff and cold,
"its every fold.

searlet standard high!
m we'll live or die!
o and traitors sneer,

flinch
‘red flag flying here.

our infant might

head seemed dark as night;
“_ any a deed and vow, ¥
change its colour now.

‘the triumphs past,

e of peace at last;
the symbol plain,
! ﬁgat and human gain.

ummed swear we all

t onward till we fall;

dark or gallows grim,

ihau ke our parting hymn.

‘at the time of the great British Dockers' strike of 1889,
workers contributed £30, 000 to the strike fund.) Connell

*’“’ the song to be sung to a version of the lively air, The White
he remembered from his childhood.

b CHEE LAI
words: T'ien Han.
English: Liu Liang Mo,

e, you who refuse to be bond slaves!
stand up and fight for
true democracy!
) our world is facing
chains of the tyrants, .
wm wm‘ks for freadom now is erying,

Nieh Erh.

le fnllwin the Japanese invasion o
E fam

Army and the Chl|n-“
m,hem uf the People's Republic

"nm FOR EVER
~ Air: John Brown's Body.

gutver greater anywhere beneath the sun,
earth is weaker than the feeble strength of

_ ."us strong.

fm- ever!

“hold ;mmmen with the greedy parasite
into ;{eﬂdom and would crush us with his

s ut to orgamse and fight 7

us strong.

by idle drones is ours and ours alon
e;
undations buxlt it skyward stone by

but to masﬁer and to own,

ogmr greater than their hoarded gold,

= 01 armies, magnified a. thousandfold:
the Ig;vgworld from the ashes of the old,

mornin WOrk-beIIs bl Bill Casey.

ks of overtime,
ly wars we fight,
P&rasite .+ . Aw Hell!




Mice,

alf tead,
- mggl.:;;: if you're dead

D. M. Jacobs,

Folk song.




our commandier,
'“u’i the ship's crew,

d class passengers,
' ,mmlﬂm ts goes through.

d we cares about,

s of & mrﬂa-dove'

i h;
; “&% Polly love,
¢ m T'd die. ~
Dookies and Duchesses,
m what I've to say:

m. INTO ?ARLIAMENT
Air: Yankee Doodle

_ﬂm friends of mine,
a motion,

W, satire on self-seeking politicians, written by

nion League, Melbourne”—that is, Bill Casey,
Queensland branch of the Australian Seamen's
eved world popularity.

BALLAD OF 1891
el 1 D. M. Jacobs.

ers’ union
sters still;
tﬁmp-we give them
ho will!




dge good morning, and told him to beware,

ver rob a hearty chap that acted on the square;
b & mother of her only son and joy,

turn outlaw like the wild colonial boy,

‘was riding the mountain side along,

the little birds, their pleasant laughing song,

‘%;oopera rode along, Kelly, Davis and Fitzroy,
k

Charters .
fill of speeches, they would capture him, the wild colonial

&

Jack Doolan, you see there's three to one,
, Jack Doolan, you daring highwayman!
tol from his belt and shook the little toy:
ut not surrender, said the wild colonial boy.

b Trooper Kelly and brought him to the ground,

from Davis received a mortal wound. 1
through the jaw he lay, still firing at Fitzroy, :
he way they captured him, the wild colonial boy.

WORKING CLASS YOUTH ‘
 class youth, we bear high with pride,

of blue.

s fought for Freedom’s cause,
vill be true.

thousand won't forget
%m. they gaol a man for striking
5 It's a rich man’s country yet. e marching the highway of progress,
. ermin and;
F with us the ;avho‘le world o'er,

THE WILD COLONIAL BOY h of every land.

1d colonial boy, Jack Doolan was his name,
“p:;rabm honest paren’t’s he was born in Castlemaine.
g was his father's only hope, his mother's only joy,
And dearly did his parents love the wild colonial boy.

a life free from want and strife

ixg the stars of the Southern Cross
y will be.

A song of the Eureka Youth League,

- MORNING COMES EARLY
0T - Czech folk song,

 Come, all my hearties, we'll roam the mountains high,

Together we will plunder, together we will die.

We'll wander over valleys and gallop over plains, % : ;
i ins. ly and br

For we scorn to live in slavery, bound down with iron chains ‘ m 'yI sgim ki 'zghgtmn:lth dew,

comrades, up then my comrades,

ling the morn so blue,

rades, up then my comrades,

2 the morn so blue.

T 80 long in bed?
W to show your head,
singing, up then with singing,
W the sun comes red,
ging, up then with singing,
‘the sun comes red,

19

He was scarcely sixteen years of age when he left his father's
- home,

And throu 'gh Australia’s sunny clime a bushranger did roam
robbed those wealthy squatters, their stock he did destroy,
nd a terror to Australia was the wild colonial boy.

this daring youth commenced his wild career, ;
a heart that knew no danger, no foeman did he fea!-joe
Stuck up the Beechworth mail coach, and robbed Judg

d and gave up his gold to the wild colonial boy-



M ON THE WALLABY

- D. M. Jacobs, Folk song.

It by the morning light,
sed shine,

y shearers

2 Condamine,

BAT wilBQ|

you,
a.ub'urn fringe

r, too.

nt your tally, love,
ou shine,

r greasy molesking
the Condamine.

ve given orders, love,
do so;

stitution

‘mine,

constant tigering

‘of the Condamine,

t Willie,

home with me,
selection

wife T'll be:

k the corn, love,
meals so fine

the girls of our village
the stars up above; (
Marx and your Lenin i
springtime for love.
f you ,ll@*-:-y
SMSPLRY) N ’
_ ‘an eye-full to see.
i 7 m‘ !

on the track;

ye kiss, love,
I'll incline,

‘e the last of the jumbucks

the Condamine.

@ Condamine was a great favourite in the bush, in
bouts, sung back and forwards between a man and
g line of British folk songs where a girl begs to
to sea or to the wars.

21
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Folk song
from Roto
had all cut out,
spot cheque between us
at Lazy Harry's
"'

Oh, we chucked our bloomin' swags off
And we walked into the bar,

And we called for rum and raspberry

~ And a shillin' each cigar;

~ But the girl who served the poison,

he winked at Bill and T,

I've seen a lot of girls, mates,
And drunk a lot of beer,
And I've met with some of both, mates,
It left me hty queer.
sideways,

T A 7 ——

TH OF NED KELLY
/ Folk hir,
the rich men in country and in town,
the troopers until they ran him down:
he had fooled them for he was hard to find,
p Glenrowan with the troopers close behind,

, Ned Kelly, the head zarucker calls,

ve your shelter, or we'll shoot it full of holes.

Says Kelly, that's not the speech to use:
your order, I'll die the way I choose.

Ned Kelly, you done a lawless thing;
fought the squatters, Ned Kelly, you must

ob, says Kelly, are all condemned to die,
hang the squatters; they've stolen more than T

g out, Ned Kelly, you done the government

) the coaches that bring the gold along,

, 8ays Kelly, who lets the rich go free,

rich man's government will never govern me,
, Ned Kelly, your tongue is slick, I own:

en to help me and you are all alone.

roof above him, they fired the walls about,

in armour Ned Kelly stumbled out,

Ins were empty, he took them by surprise,
ron breastplate and armour on his thighs;

1§ were empty, he made them turn and flee,

behind him, and shot him in the knee,

k Ned Kelly and hanged him in the gaol,
single-handed although in iron mail;
e-handed can hope to break the bars,

@ Ned Kelly who'll hoist the flag of stars,

IVERSITY COUNCIL SONG
Alr: Admiral's song from H.M.S. Pinafore,

money up to its ears,

nd it all in a thousand years,

N gtacks and stacks

Ce my income tax.

with a hand so free,

me on the Council of the Varsity. i

clean and neat,

ing in Collins Street.

meat and wool,

tell a sheep from anyone's bull,
terest is plain to see,

' on the Council of the Varsity. :|

23




rewarded me,
uncil of the Varsity. :|

1 meetings when I'm there
el me in an invalid chair.

a g, so it's rather a bore,

the same way as the -Chancellor
already ninety-three,

put me on the Council of the Varsity. :|

Folk air.

it Natasha drives the tractor,
ima runs the cream extractor,
‘we work we all can sing our songs.
that Jews cannot be farmers?
m ! would so harm us,

ndship and labour,
g will ever endure.
! on will live through the ages,
a people, their fortress secure.

crimson flag inspire,

y for all men to see,

rk and stormy our great Lenin led us,
le bright sun of freedom above.
leader, with faith in the people,

d up the land that we love.

future, destroyed the invader,
Homeland the laurels of fame.
in the memory of nations,
will honour her name.

D. Shostakovitch,

' city is sleepless,
inder and beat,

‘wind, and relentless,

?huﬂ'lmg feet,

the wind, salute

a breath of the morning,
1 banners unfurled:

' elarion, comrade,

~dawn of the world,

ers of freedom,

burden we share,

ow and gladness,

and our care.

ng in triumph
of Youth




Rt I. Dunayevski,
g M_ e o
. man walks the earth so proud
s no_other land the wholo world ove
.» man walks the earth so proud an »
From oscow  furthest: border,
From o o mto ﬂgﬁm&rkand.
rywhe m:‘t;; - walks as master
unbounded fatherland.
o aw;ae life ooulrm tfreel;;io‘l;roadly,

olga's ample waters by
Yy g::: yvouth now every door is open,
~ Everywhere our old with honour go.

MOSCOW

. the dawn’s light faintly gleaming,
. ?tand the ancient Kremlin walls,
And the land no longer dreaming
Now awakes as morning calls.
Though the winds are coldly blowing,
Streets begin to hum with noise,

And the sun with splendour glowing
Greets the land with all its joys.

We'll shout aloud

proud, .
~ Our power is mvlheiblp!
on wwma e,
‘e’ll al !
Together for dear Moscow’s land.

Days are bright and growing longer,
While the ﬁe‘t& grow louder still.
‘Children’s voices ever stronger

Now are heard more loud and shrill.
May-time flowers spread their splendour
Over Moscow's ancient streets,

‘Men and women homage render,

Ev'ry one with joy repeats.

- When the day is slowly fading,
'wilight falls and brings release
the hardships of parading.

DPS OF FLORIAN GEYER

German folk song.

, clad in black are we,
i\

out tyranny,

spassed on their sail.

d is pride,
re is our guide.

| their arrows shoot,
e laid low.

'a peasant’s boot
foe.

ugh our cause is right,
on the fight,

Cerman peasant revolts of the thirteenth ce

tury.
b and Eve span / Who was then the genﬂemun?'u i‘:‘y‘
the English peasants who followed John Ball in revolt.
JERUSALEM |
H. Parry.

2t In ancient time

d’s mountains green ?
Lamb of God

asant pastures seen?
tenance divine

our clouded hills ?

m builded here

satanic mills ?

of burning gold!
of degire!

O clouds unfold!
of fire!

. mental fight,
Sleep in my hand,
rusalem

nd pleasant land.

a7



" FIRE DOWN BELOW
| 'mudln with red and rosy cheeks,

uhl!imday School and sang the anthem

Folk song.

the cabin and in the galley, too,
1 ﬁ-:y hmt;oulol!:’!sle and it's cold on the crew;
‘" '&m below!

': parson s , so scraggy and so thin, : ?
e said; “I..::l: ;ezf’;;{l people, if you lead a life of sin . . .

took his text fr hi and pulled a weary face,
‘took mlym;ewa aﬂ.l:ln:s:ﬁ:éa:.way, tllnjat’s how I fell from grace,

THE VICAR OF BRAY

In good King Charles's goldén days,
%&m loyalty no harm meant;
furious high-church man was I,
50 I gained preferment.

ach my flock I never missed,

teach my d d
. mhmod -@!mt?:: dare resist,

Lord's anointed.

t whatsoever King ¢
ill be the Vicar of Bray, Sir.
al James possessed the crown,
Px;n:glﬁ came in fashion,

& Declaration;

sh of Rome I found would fit,
| my mst}::gjgn,
- the Bsm:iutipn. ’

came our Queen,
nd'’s glory,
g8 was seen,

’
§ts base,
ration;
Church in danger was,
tion.

dding-time came o'er,
looked big, Sir,

ged once more,

‘Whig, Sir,

t I procured,

's defender; "

i _English satire, described by Frederick Engels
song which has preserved ils popula

ought so highly of the song that he translat
s published in the Sozialdemokrat in 1867

LILLIBURLERO

ost hear de decree?

lew deputie,

(it is de Talhote:
glishmen’s troate.

- English do praat,
‘and Creish knows what.
1e from de Pope,

a and dem in a rope,
‘made a lord

coming abroad.

29



o p

France en a sware,
%ﬂ have ?onrngt heir.

why does he stay behind ?
m :r; soul 'tis a Protestant wind.

Tyconnel is now come ashore,
1 :: :a.ll have commissions galore,

m- not go to de mass,
4 Mh&dt:tmwgln. andg look like an ass.

icks all go down, ;
p grwdl?ﬁ'; ?ﬁﬁegﬁmf Pa.tEick de nation’s our own.

‘Dare Id prophecy found in a bog 3
ma:ﬁ“s'haa.lnl ge rﬁlecll) by an ass and a dog".

rophecy is come to pass,
g: '%:Jwb::lti': pd:pt;log,y and James is the ass.

i lution of 1688, which was said to have

", 3 aondg loée:iheprEi:g:mgulRlz? ‘:.hlree kingdoms. It 116?87a p{rcl(l:.esne 1};

seu o-i‘;-ishe |ll:"%ninst the nemination by James II. in o enera
1

he Lieutenancy of Ireland. Talbot was
MEvat, ot 'l'yl'co_npel. b harsh treatment of Protestants,
i unpopular because of his previous hars
& L
& HARES ON THE MOUNTAINS

X English folk song.

If all these young men
%ere like ha{-:s on the mountains,

 If all these young men

Were like rushes a-growing,

/ all these pretty maidens
i get scythes, go a-mowing.

If all these young men
~ Were like ducks in the water,
‘Then all these pretty maidens
~ Would soon follow after.

& vdrops on corn,
he one night they are with you
the next night they're gone.

30

THE CUTTY WREN

"‘omg? said Milder to Malder,
you, said Festle to Fose.
g woods, said John the Red Nose,

there? said Milder to Malder.,
I' you, said Festle to Fose.
Cutty Wren, said John the Red Nose, |

shoot her? said Milder to Malder,
1l you, said Festle to Fose.
with arrows, sald John the Red Nose. o

. do, said Milder to Malder.
then? said Festle to Fose.
big cannons, said John the Red Nose, i

cook her? said Milder to Malder,
1l you, said Festle to Fose.
| with pans, said John the Red Nose. :|

do, said Milder to Malder,
then ? said Festle to Fose,
brass cauldrons, said John the Red Nose, .

the spare ribs? said Milder to Malder.
1 you, said Festle to Fose,
i all to the poor, said John the Red Nose. :|

Peasants' Revolt of 1381. Older in origin, it took a
diring the struggles of the fourteenth century. The
(traditionally in folk lore a tyrant, came to stand for
nial property, preparations for the seizure and distri-
the poor was a task undertaken necessarily in great
d writes: *‘Just as the common people were emerging
free men or wage labourers and beginning their long
dom, a typical style of folk song came to light, and
sist, with little alteration, right up to the time we
ICutty Wren itself survived in oral tradition in the
P Lo cur own day.

Folk song.

- HOLD THE FORT

l freedom’s cause
ces high;

s in union strong
LS

' We are coming,
ong !

hﬂttle ana.rd,

' see the union
t'lppearing;

31




tz the battle rages

fear.

whene'er it's needed.
cheer

i 6 ¥ workers® strike song, which b
A g merican picket-ince. i
ke American

1 W.W, press reported in 1916, concerning a free
in Everett, Washington, which was attacked by the
worker died, singing ‘Hold the Fort.'"

ident insplred these lines by Charles Ashleigh, an 1L.W.w.

Yet the mad chorus of that devil's host—
Yea, all the tumult of that butcher throng,
- ound of ts, booze and coward boast-—
no out-shreik one dying worker's song.

SIDE BY SIDE
stood a house upon a hill,
! 1
Huilaballoo belah belay! -
in this house eight men did dwell,
e

stood up and shook his fist, -
“T'll grow stronger than the rest.”

e first began to cheat and steal,
then set fire to their field.

turned their heels and let him be,
en he upped and murdered three.

ade no difference where he stood
t a footprint red with blood.
three and wanted more,

upon the other four.

‘murder foul he tried,

YE WINDS .

Folk song,

erdeck,

ut sights

1 up
ongside,

of the

of Anglo-American sailors’ songs
very

nd chorus reveal the song to be of
A*\".".h-ﬂ widely spread British folk song about
g man, who learns that, “If you will not
when you would.” Bishop Percy printed

33
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at night
ed the town oh.

 He ran till he came to a great big pen,
‘The ducks and the geese were kept therein;
A couple of you will grease my chin
leave this town oh,
town oh,
couple of you will grease my chin
Before I leave this town oh.

He grabbed the grey goose by the neck,
Threw a duck across his back;

He didn’t mind their quack, quack, quack,
Or the legs all dangling down oh,

Down oh, down oh,
He didn't mind their quack, guack, quack,
Or the legs all dangling down oh.

Then old Mother Flipper-Flopper jumped out of bed,
Out of the window she cocked her head,
Crying: John, John, the grey goose is gone,
And the fox is on the town oh,
The t,om& %, the town oh,
- Crying: John, John, the gr 00se i
And the fox i9 on the town ofr . Lo

- John he ran to the top of the hill
Blew his horn both loud and shrill:
w {Exygf aaid:&;d better flee with my kill,
3 ey'll soon be on my trail o '
Trail on, trail on, g o
z ~8aid: T'd better flee with my kill
% they,}l? soon be on my trail oh, 15

till he came to his cosy den
am._o the little ones, eight, ni'ne, ten;
i naﬁgg,ab:;it;; tgoﬂga.ck again,
. mustm sy Y fine town oh,
! addy, better go back again,
‘must be a mighty fine town oh.

Folk song,

fe without any strife
fork and knife.
jpper in their life
on the bones oh,

s oh,
supper in their life,
wed on the bones oh.

JAKMAKERS® UNION

i8 a right wink union,

de boss.

g and the company fakers

ers double cross.

ts and the Thomases

ikers fake promises,

imus, but they practice fascismus
us for the boss.

¥s of the great International Ladies’ Garment
S, against the chicanery and deceit of the union
of the union's members were foreign born, and
ith a heavy foreign accent. The present boss of
binsky, who is carrying on and extending the tradi-
the Hillquits and the Thomases.”

- HAMMER SONG
"':'_l"l.u_.sic by Lee Hays and Pete Seeger.

morning
the evening,

to sing




d States, be
tried and o

ont moy
hat Joe “had a k ¥
! in omklhack: H.l:nltk L

ul eI.\Vgu

pens of Montana and Arvizon, i
enworth, forming the sirye,

i of the old."™ d B et
1o sung across the world, an Byt
; Australian working class ﬂ““.fll”]‘u‘ll\ ik

0 go around
vhere,

. action

‘then and there
‘a-flying down the Golden Stair,

to hell a-flying

Devil said, “Oh fine?

busy shovelling sulphur,

1 get for scabbing on the S.P, line.”

"l-:illed you, Joe,
e, sald T,
guns to kill a man,”

Ia..n?t me.l’ .|

hs large as life,
,Ma eyes,

a,” he said to me,
er died.

" 'said he. )

n carrying next their hearts, in the pockets of their
tle bottles with some of Joe Hill's ashes in them

L4 37




will wear the ball and chain,
‘on tramping, that’s the best thing you can do.

walked up and down the street,
- fell from his feet,
ed a lady cooking stew;
do you do,
wood for you?"”
m made him feel so blue.
he read:

he d

me up to the judge’—
judge he said, “Oh fudge,
that have no money needn’t come around.”

did, pass away, :
'd go to Hea.vex; when he died;
ate,

KS OF MARBLE.
% Words and music:
| this country

]

n his home.

‘made of marble,
ry door,
stuffed with silver

‘you no more,”

made of marble,
ery door,

‘e stuffed with silver
sweated for.

miner
dust from his back,
children crying:
heat the shack.”

. made of marble,

1t every - door,

| are stuffed with silver
sweated for.,

others toiling

‘mighty land,

get together

make a stand.

)se banks of marble,

. =
e those vaults of silver
sweated for,

UNION TRAIN

, that I see yonder,
coming.,
, that I see yonder,
coming,

Meyer meore will wegs= "Moo



.'f

ﬁﬂﬂnl is his name;
m the bosses tried to frame.
%0 uﬂ the seas around,
m and came to 'Frisco town.
v a union, the bosses had their way:
in line, for a lousy dollar a day,
m, “Us workers gotta get wise,
d kids'll M‘u to death, if we don't get organiseq

: th
e e S A

to let them send Harry over the seas,
o Bridges and build the C.1O.
uilt a big bonfire by the Matson Line that night;
fink books in it, and then said, “"We're gonng
', )t to pay a livtn' wage, or we're gonna take a walk.”
3 &t:w% hosses, but the bosses wouldn't talk.
'y said, “mn's only one way left to get that contract
mm the waterfront, they drew their picket line.
y called it Bloody Thursday, that fifth day of July;
a hundred men were wounded—and two were left to dic.

: Mm seven years ago, and in the time since then
organised

ﬂmumds more, and made them union men.
ist try to bribe him,” the shipping bosses said,
' he won't mpc a bribe, we'll say that he's a Red.”

_ _a trial, to deport him over the seas,
] “He’s an honest man, I've got to set him

f. mothel' trial, to frame him if they can,
ridges stands every union man,

e lu.dl:: of the United States West Coast lonz
. most outstanding trade union leader of the
ia, he has suffered endless persecut
g business since the successful maritime
WU the best working conditions in
ges and his union have been courageou
tical issue. Bridges is now appealing

L elﬁ‘&‘w:uagnmnt imposed by the U.

n

TARRIER’S SONG

en o'clock
y tarriers a-working at the rock,
along and he says, Keep still,
y on the cast iron drill!

Folk song.

1ature blast went off,
- air went big Jim Gough.

ay came around

Gough was found;

'hat for? came this reply:

the time you were up in the sky.

e man down to the ground,
an old girl six feet round.
and she baked it well,

d as the hobs of hell.

. Irish workers. A tarrier was a man who worked
emoving the loosened rock. The song was very
| States in the eighties, among the lrish railway
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bR
- hell can I work
n there’s no work to do ?

why don’t you save

the T u earn?
if I didn’t eat

I'd have money to burn.

I went to a house

And I knocked on the door,
But the lady said, “Bum, Bum,
You've been here hefore.”

I went to a house,

And I asked for some bread,
But the lady said, “Bum, Bum,
The baker is dead. "

THE FOGGY, FOGGY DEW

When I was a bachelor I lived by myself,

I worked at the weaver’s trade;

‘The only, only thing I did that was wrong
Was to woo a fair young maid.

I wooed her in the winter time,

And in the summer, too;

And the only, only thing I did that was wrong
Was to keep her from the foggy, foggy dew.

One night she came to my bedside

&en I lay fast asleep;
: laid her head upon my bed
And then began to weep. - ;
e sighed, she cried, she damn near died,

e said, “What shall I do?”

S0 all night long I held her in my arms,
Just to keep her from the foggy, foggy dew.

%Gwl; am a bachelor, T live with my son,

We work at the weaver's trade;

&J d every time that I look into his eyes
ds me of that fair young maid,

: me of the winter time

summer, too;

keep her from the fogey, foggy dew.
ke ’ 42
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English Folk Song,

the many, many times that I held her in my arms,

“IT ON THE GROUND
raise in pay,

88 for it
e it to you,

flowers grow,

‘own the industries,
tears;
de a single dime

paganda,
Simonov,

Y pay us overtime
wch fun ?




dr m SACRAMENTO

Folk song,
-m the handspikes ring,
1 day.

, ho, for California oh!
of gold,

: told,
~ banks of the Sacramento.

e Horn in the month of snow,
: ﬁwre‘ no one knows.
'—" house Docks to Sydney Heads,
‘Was never more than seventy days.
¥ THE ERIE CANAL .
4 American folk song,
‘We were forty miles from Albany,

Forget it I never shall,
~ What a terrible storm we had that nighl;
Canal.

ca.ptam he came up on deck
his spy-glass in his hand,
2T Aid the fog it was so ’tarnal thick
t he eouidn’t spy the land.

 cook we had was a grand old girl,
wore a ragged dress;

hoisted her upon a pole

s ﬁ;:nl of distress.

‘1825, was one of the main keys tha

,5 nam deal with the smmnfn ;:
Wﬁd‘mt parcdies of the romantic 1o
ors,” as A’lun Lomax says.

FOI-H' thn\uunds canal boats m.m
on the erews' hands, 2

 NEGRO COMRADE

oh Negro comrade,

ht, oh struggling comrade
‘ht, oh hard pressed comrade,
we'll rebuild the world,

't you weep, don't you pra 4
oming that way; i
s press on to the fray;

te, we' 11 rebuild the world.

, and stand up straight now,
t, the dawn is late now,
It, we must not wait now
te, we'll rebuild the world.

THE UNION MAID

union maid, she never wags afraid,
nks and company finks

sheriffs who made the raid.

| hall when a meetin’ it was called
eglon boys came round

od her ground.

e me, I'm a-stickin’ to the union,

0 the union, I'm a-stickin’ to the union,
e me, I'm a-stickin’ to the unien,

0 the union till the day I die.

d was wise to the tricks of company spies,
be fooled by a company stool,

ganise the guys,

er way when she struck for better pay,
card to the National Guard,

what she'd say:

want to be free, just take a tip from me,
man who's a union man,

ladies’ auxiliary.

hard when you've got a union card,

n has a happy life

union wife.

¥, in 1940, Woody Guthrie and Pete Seeger were
eling. Some company thugs came in and stood at
abviously waiting far a signal to break it up. But

Woody figured that the reason was the meeting was a
' With young folks and old, and the women the}re ”: u
Pete founa this now- -famecus song stuck in his type-
s Song Book.
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NNY. I HARDLY KNEW YE

¥ Irish folk song

our eyes that looked so mild, =
eyes that looked so mild,

R

) are your eyes that looked so mild,
poor heart you first beguiled ?

e run from me and the child?
Rardly knew ye!
their guns and drums, and drums and guns,
y slew ly‘rel
darling dear, you look so queer,
T Inlnlli knew ye! ;

fere
:

Where are your legs with which you run,
- When first you went to carry a gun?
Indeed, your dancing days are done,
I'm happy for to see you home,
~All from the island of Sulloon,
So low in flesh, so high in bone.
But sad as it is to see you so,
And to think of you now as an object of woe,
Your Peggy'll still keep you on as her beau.

THE WEARING OF THE GREEN
- Oh, Paddy dear, and did you hear the news that’s going round?
The shamroch is by law forbid to grow on Irish ground;
‘Saint Patrick’s Day no more we'll keep, his colours can't be

For there’s a cruel law against the wearing of the green.
met with Napper Tandy, and he took me by the hand,

nd he said, “How's poor old Ireland, and how does she stand?”
She's the most distressful country that ever yet was seen;
i re men and women there for wearing of the

since the colour we must wear is England's cruel red,
Ireland’s sons will ne'er forget the blood that they have
.'. ¥

flou may take the shamrock from your hat, and cast it on thc

sod,
I 'take root and flourish there, tho' underfoot 'tis trod.
can stop the blades of grass from growing as they

Moa!our that I wear in my caubeen;
e God, T'll stick to wearing of the green:

" eolour should be torn from Ire

Yy land’'s hear
hame and sorrow, from the deay il

 old isle will

r of a country t_hat lies belond the sea,
poor stand equal in the light of frcerlom‘:ﬂ day.

. we leave you, driven b

Y the tyrant's hs b
-mother’s blessing fro yrant's hand

M a strange and distant

cross of England shall n

A ever more he se
lease God, we'll live and dj o

e still wearing of the

e Irish Rebellion of 1798, one of the incidents of
imposed by the British authorities on L;r; Ilrgdir:z:fa};
ging.reen on St. Patrick's Day., Napper Tandy was

THE FOGGY DEW

one Easter morn to a city fair rode T,
ned lines of marching men in their squadrons

n, no battle drum did sound its wild tattoo,

us Bell o'er the Liffey Swell rang out in the
igh o'er Dublin town they hung out their flag
r to die 'neath an Irish sky than be beaten by a
lains of loyal Meath brave men came hurrying

sons with their long range guns shot them
€ foggy dew.

‘bade our young men go, that small nations
' Braves are by Solvive's waves on the fringe
t North Sea. | i

by Connolly’s side or fought with Padraic

. would keep where those Feinians sleep 'neath
of the foggy dew. .

| I went again, but my heart with grief was
there with some gallant men I never would
my dreams I'll go and I'll watch and I'll pray

fled, O you rebel dead, when you fell in the
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an Irish soldier,
not me like a dog;
1 fought for Ireland’s freedom

that dark September fog,

5 around that little bak'ry

- Where we fought the Black and Tans.
Skoot me like an Irish soldier,

For I fought to free Ireland.

Just before he faced the hangman,

In lonely prison cell, ‘

British soldiers tortured Barry

Just because he would not tell

All the names of his companions

And other things they wished to know:

Turn informer and we’ll free you.
Proudly Barry answered, “No.”

the Irish R
I, 1920, he was the first Irish patriot to die on the scaffold sinc
ts joined the LR.A.

~ SONG OF PROCLAMATION

rom the heavenly mountain of
§ The. “m aheyjume Pack Du,

* %Memm anew

Mt& occasion of the proclamation

Y
K Folk air: Rolling home.

Kevin Hl;ry was an eighteen-year-old university student and member
. Republican Army who was tortured and executed by the
for his part in the Irish War of Independence. Hanged on Noven-

1803. On the day of his execution scores of his fel-

RLWINDS OF DANGER

ger are raging around ys
ces of Markness assail,
t see advancing before us
¥y that yet shall prevail,

ou workers, freedom awaits you

d on the land and the sea.

t for the cause of humanity,

u workers, and the world will be free.

ildren in hunger are calling,
ent to their sorrow and woe?
ght see our brothers are falling,
and conquer the foe,

rew of the tyrants of favour,

ust with the prince and the peer!

" chains, all you brave sons of labour,
nity, for vict'ry is near.

ecret the rulers are plotting,

ter to stave off their fall;

the people can thwart them,

r war designs and bring peace to all.

of the songs of the Polish workers during the revolu-

pt he Russian Empire in 1905, It became an extremely
lin the workers’ movements of other European countries.

' SARIE MARAIS,

Afrikaans folk song.

arais is so far from my heart

ging to see her again.

'a farm on the Moorie river's bank
on this campaign.

back to the old Transvaal.

re I long to be.

’mongst the mealies by the green thorny tree
fing for me.

Il ever see that green thorny tree

> she’s waiting for me.

‘the soldiers may get hold of me,
d send me away o'er the sea.
land to the Orange River sand,
n I would be free.

e was peace and I started for home,
msvaal T've always adored.

Marais will be waiting there for me,
will be my best reward.
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CHER

tice in famots _l.tﬁcoinahir'e_
master for more than seven year,
11! a8 you shall quickly ear,
hining night in the sea

" ot
1 my companions were setting four or five
g on 'em up again, we caught a hare alive.

delight . . .

on my shoulder and then we trudged home,
ook him to a neighbour's house and sold him for a crow,
sold him for a:rm. my boys, but I did not tell you where

ry gentleman that lives in Lincolnshire,
e wu:"‘rgypocmr that mt&:o sell a hare.
gamekeeper 1 not sell his deer,
'tis my delight . . .

THE FOUR INSURGENT GENERALS

: Folk air: Los cuatro muleros.
e four insurgent generals,
four insurgent generals,
fto:r insurgent generals,
y tried to betray us,
¥ ‘trl.ed to betray us,
, holy evening,
all will be hanging,

Mola, Varela and Queipo de Llanc.
four columns advancing on Madrid.
Lt “4iau,th¢jr agents among the Loyal-
rom a well known Andalusian folk

nﬂ‘“lh Folk Song,

ona n of the year,

‘z [ were setting of a sndre
the gamekeeper, for him we did not cqye

and fight, my boys, and jump out anywhere

a hare alive, my boys, and through the woods did steer,

THE RAT
Folk air: The Fox,

re lives a rat,
the biggest cat,
round and fat,
the rat is Franco,

h round and fat,
the rat is Franco.

rats in Germany

ny Italy,

pain to help maintain
name of Franco .

began to rave,

pain he could enslave,
gople they were hrave

he rat named Franco . . .

d died but didn't get rid
the dirty rat,
name of Franco . . .

has no end you see,
till Spain is free,

from the highest tree
the name of Franco,

the highest tree
the name of Franco.

THE THAELMANN COLUMN

ens spread their brilliant starlight
r trenches in the plain;

ance morning comes to greel us,
battle once again,

Paul Dessau.

- stand,
and winning for you,

ld a foot to Franco's fascists,

the bullets fall like sleet.

d those peerless man, our comrades,
here can be no retreat.

‘song of the German (“‘Thaelmann’) Battalion of the Inter-
de. Ernst Thaelmann, leader of the German Cammunist
illed by the Nazis in a concenltration camp towards the end
he Battalion took a heroic part in the saving of Madrid

st offensive of 1936.
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Rt toashitet aus dir Ferne,
‘es zu neuem Kampf hinaus.

]
und siegen fur dich,

- -mm werden wir nicht weichen,
ekt er auch die Kugeln hageldicht.
uns stehn Kameraden ohnegleichen,

- Und ein Ruckwarts gibt es fur uns nicht.

HANS BEIMLER

Madrid's outlying trenches, -
the hour of danger grim,

ith the International shock brigades,
, with hatred all ablaze,
Hans, the Commissar,

Hans, the Commissar.

spmgry
zig

¥
il

he fought for freedom
forced to leave his home.

S bullet s "s-0§ing
- From his fascist “Fatherland.”

he shot struck home, the aim was true,
e rifle - well made, too,
man ym. .

Folk air.

e T

HIMNO DE RIEGO

‘ fearless,
wincible,

masses,
§ of the workers
 of Spain,

ople
- must unite,
freedom
in the fight,

glory
have struggled,
rld remembers

yO ur victory,

of the people
n your life,
the midst of their heroie and
ers, the Spanish people adopted ‘a liberal constitution,
ies saddled them with a corrupt and wvicious reaction,
820, Rafael de Riego, commander of an Asturian
! At the head of 1,500 troops he marched
ia, proclaiming the constitution of 181z, e oy forced
0ops, but not befare revolt had spread to the North and
n forced to swear loyalty to the constitution, The
8 the anthem of the Spanish Republie,

bloody guerrilla war against

LE CHANT DES PARTISANS

le vol lourd des corbeaux sur la plaine ?
les eris sourds du pays qu'on enchaine ?
B, ouvriers et paysans, c'est l'alarme!

i connaitra le prix du sang et des larmes!
A Mine, descendez des collines, camarades.

lle les fusils, la mitraille, les grenades,

la. balle ou au couteau, tuez vite!

‘attention a ton fardeau, dynamite!

il brisons les barreaux des prisons pour nos freres.

trousses et la faim qui nous pousse la misere.
ou les gens au creux des lits font des reves:
U, nous on marche, nous lon tue, nous l'on
e qu'il veut, ce qu'il fait quand il passe.

S, un ami sort de l'omhbre, prend ta place,
noir sechera au grand soleil sur la route.



G el i

e, Veto avait promis

" LA CARMAGNOLE et le CA TRA

LA JEUNE GARDE
.

tout Paris. :| eune France,
son coup a mangue [ gars de 'avenir,
a nos canoniers. ’ ance, oui,
le son, vive le son! Cr'e ou mourir,
la Carmagnole,

Ah ca ira, ca ira, ca ira,
Les aristocrats a la lanterne!
- Oh ca ira, ca ira, ca ira,
Les aristocrats on les pendra.
|: Que faut-il au republicain?

Du feu pour travailler,

Du plomb pour se venger,
Et gu pain pour ses freres,
Vive le son . . .

Pendant la Commune
| Viv' la Commune de Paris
Ses mitrailleuses et ses fusils. :|
La Commune battue
Ne s’'avoue pas vaincue:
aura sa revanche
Vive le son . . .

Du fer, du plomb, aussi du pain. :

ez garde!

les bourgeois, leg gaves,
‘la jeun’ garde

pave.

" qui commence,

de tous les meurt de faim,
on qui s'avance,

llq.ontre les coquins,

renez garde!

ere,
Depuis la Commune ,
|: Que faut-il au plebeien? mm's les Revoltes,
B 5 Le boneur de tous et le sien. : ‘1Os peres

Prendre terre et machine,
¢ Desinfecter 1'usine

Et sauver l'ouvriere
" Vive le son . . .

1917,
~|s Viv' ]a commune de Russie
o Ses mitrailleuses et ses fusils, ]

- ont exploites.

Plus de famine:

il faut du pain.

renderons les usines,

i hommes et non des chiens.

i s'etre battue

La commune a vaincu, uple houge,

g & em sn revanche, MS sur les boul'vards!
Vive le son . . . A

Rouge

‘a is usually sung as a chorus to La Carmagnole. I
mﬂuh was brought back to France in 1793 by troops whe
ting outside the Piedmontese fort of Carmagnola.

us les richards . . .
enfants de Lenine
et le marteau

UIrons sur vos ruines
‘ordre nouveau!

55

was a French revolutionary song, adopted by the Jacobins as
: banned by the Directory in 1797.
mm nned by the Directory in

grown with each %reat event in French revolutionary




- SOLDIERS

-ﬂ -l':{ our spadeu

m the zmrds are pacing,
3 lla one can go through.
d mean a sure death facing,

htbed wire greet our view,

for us there is no complaining,
ter will in time be past;

day we shall cry rejoicing, i
Homeland dear, you're mine at last;

Then will the peat bog soldiers
MH Mﬂﬁgﬂl‘lpa‘les
&ohﬂ

Thh song fs believed to have originated and to have first been su
:ﬂ sung with such feeling by the prisoners that the Nazis Ffnall
barned :

mrmmr concentration camp in 1933. The song spread and

NS g,

INDEX TO FIRST LINES

de la Patrie .,

e feet in ancient time

2rs from your slumbers |,
D refuse to be hond slaves . .
big country |,

alla riscossa |, a

all kind friends of mine

ve
t T

nday morning

at seven o'clock .,
‘as the eye can wander ..
‘England tforever .. .
]_ ly mountain of Pack Du

Joe Hill last night
gomen oL Ly it
BBt vour trap. .. ..
1arles’s golden days

ying trenches 4 iy
there lives g rat .. it
ght faintly gleaming .. ..
ound this country B Fy

t promis .. i iy

Iy and bright with dew
oney up to its ears ..

5 543 80 far from my heart ..

Jjeune France .. b .
oing? said Milder to Malder ..
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aine

“a
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en one Easter morning to g city fair rode T ,
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- Joyous and-fearless

Oh, what is that, that I see yonder ..

One great ‘vision unites us o

Our spirits rise with the lilt of our slnging 3
‘Praise Boss when morning work-bells chime ..
Prices' rise il 51

Rejoice and be gay .. {42

Sing and heave, and heave and slng

Soviet. land, so dear to every toiler ..

Spaniens Himmel breitet seine Sterne .. :
Spanish heavens spread their brilliant starlight

The cloakmakers’ union is a right wink union

The four insurgent generals

The fox went out on a chilly night

The people’s flag is deepest red .. i e

The price of wool was falling .. g

The troops of Geyer, clad in black are we

‘The voice of the city is sleepless .. e s

The workers on the S.P. line

There once was a union maid, she never was at‘rald
There stood a house upon a hill .. i 74
There's a trade you all know well .. L 4k
They're leaving ship and station i o
They've advertised for watchmen T e
'Tis of a wild colonial boy, Jack Doolan was his name
To all the lands and to every nation S
United forever in friendship and labour ..

We are young and the girls of our village

We meet today in freedom’s cause i e

We were forty miles from Albany .
We're working class youth, we bear high with p:ide
When T was a bachelor I lived by myself

When I was bound apprentice in famous Lincolnshire

Whﬂn mﬂ:ﬁ union’s inspiration through the workers’ blODd

‘When you go trnm Bevastopol ey fir
M are your eyes that look so mild .. ; H
of danger are raging around us .. .

_ Oh, Paddy dear, and did you hear t.he news t.hat 5 goiug round
" Oh, we started down from Roto it ! i






