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With the exception of "“In the Journal" and "Thurston at Sea," which ap-
seared in the Tekamah Burtonian in 1896, and "A Democratic Wish," from the
greeley Citizen of the same year, these Farmers' Alliance songs, like those
in Pamphlet Eighteen, have teen gleaned from the files of the Farmers' Alli-
mce—the official organ of the Nebrasks Statc Allianccs

' The background of the third party movement, which began as the Farmers'
i1liance and later morged into the Populist Party, is treated in the intro-
lction to Pamphlet Eighteen. The present collection continues the recikal
the farmers' grievances against the railroads (signalized by Jay Gould,
hn Thurston, and liark Hanna) and the banking and political interests al-
jied with theme Through high freight and interest rates, coupled with ruin-
pusly low prlces for farm products, monopoly and specul&tlon wiere dispossess=
ng the farmer and arousing him to a reform campaign that produced a lively
ﬂody of verse and songs In this as in the previous collection parodies cf
p1d favorltes-"Brlng Back my Ponnie to Me," "0ld Dan Tucker," and "John
drown"—brought the songs closc to folk sourcese

\j The references, on pages &, 14, 26 and 27, to Rosey f the Bee, Little
Rosey, the Rescwater Beo and Rosewater, respectively, rcferito Edward Resc-
gter, who was editor of the Omaha Bee from 1871 to 1906,

CALL TO ARMS

Come join the Alliance, to battle we go;
Labor united will conquer the foe,

Def ending the rights and opposing the wrong
The Farmers' Alliance is marching along.

Chorus:

Marching along, we're marching along,

Labor united, be valiant and strong;

The people will triumph and right every wrong,
The Farmers' Alliance is marching along.

Come join our reform, and enter the field.

The numbers are ours, the power we wielda

Our armeor is bright and our weapons are strong,
The Farmers' Alliance is marching alongs



Come into our ranks, thu foe must be driven, - ] {188
Our motto: "To justice the world shall be given." W
Though foes moy surround us, we'll press through the throng,
The Farmers' Allience is marching along. :

Come fall into line, the foe we defy,
With truth for our weapcn we'll fight till we die,

We'll lift up our voices in cheers and in song,
The Farmers'! Alliance is marching alongs

JAY GOULD IS DEAD

By Dr. Addison E. Sheldon

(Jay Gould was hated by the farmers of Nebraska because of his com
ing interest in the Union Pacific, which gave him the power to dete
policies. He withdrew in 1883 after selling his U. P. stocks for a
profit. Gould died on December 2, 1892.)

Along the wires the message sred,
Across Nebraska's plains, the Kockies' slope
From Denver down to Guadalupe;
Amid the never ceasing din
0f clicking keys, the bulletin
Told its aquick tale and hurried on
From Fundy's bay to Oregon=-- -
"Jay Gould is deade"

"Jay Gould is dead--"
The weary operator raised his head
And whistled in a thoughtful way;
"Death gets us all at last--so good-bye Jay"
Drew a short sigh, but shed no tear,
And wondered if his pay would raise next year
And if the V. Us would ever rccognize
The talent of a man about his sizo--
Now that "Jay Gould is deads"

"Jay Gould is dead-="
On crowded change and bustling thoroughfare
Procleim the fate of wizard millionaire;
Bold speculation pauses while it bonds--
To question the effect on dividends,
And labor asks while bending on its spade,
"Howr many millions, Pat, that devil Jay has made?"
And guessing at the number shakes its head.
"It's just as well, perhaps, Jay Gould is dead."

"Jay Gould is dead-="
The farmer in his ficld
Reflects; while plowing on the coming yield,
And whether when the wheat's again in the shock



It must pay dividends on watcred stock,
Or he can pay his debts and get ahced=--
Since "0ld Jay Gould is deade"

"Jay Gould is dead--"
Shall no one drop a tear?
Go tell the railroad msn, the clear-eyed
Switchman et his post, the engineer-
Me P., Us Ps, Wabash or Sante Fe--
And listen while he wipes the-dust-away;

"Jay Gould is gone, is he?%a-well

There's better men, the Bible scys, in Hell."
The man of master mind
Rolled up his millions, but forgot mankind--
And mankind, struggling for its daily bread
Hears with no h-artachke that

"Jay Gould is deade"

THURSTON AT SEA

} (John Thurston was hated by the farmers of the State for his defense
* high freight rates for the railroadss He was gensrul solicitor for

e Union Pacific Railroad until 1895, when he was ¢li:cted to the United
dtatos Sennte on the Kepublican tickets)

Then said Mre Thurston
John Ms of Omaoha

I think I am the first one
To show wherein the law

i~

Mokes it o misdemeanor

Full of iniguity

To do a stroke or cast a vote
For anyone but Mc (Kinley),

For am I not the pilot

On the ship KRepublican

And am I not now standing
Where a pilot once did stand?

Once you had a pilot

'Twas Rosey of the Bee,

He could not box the compass
So he foundered in the sea.

While I walk this quarter deck,
I hope to make it clear

That I want to be the nominee
In the Nineteenth hundred years




For I am a thirsty Thurston,
I'm ¢ Thurston all the time;
I wish I'd "taken water"
Before I'd token Bryune

I could not sacrifice my kindred
That's what a Thurston said,

I would vote for shell a=bursting
On the side and over head.

Our gold standard is in danger

Out on this Silvery sea;

I'm afraoid we'll sight the phantom ship,
As 'fraid as I con bes

They s~y her build is clipper
And she's o clipper of a craft,
She's built of solid silver--
Solid silver 'fore and aft,

In the race we'll not be "in it,"
For she'll never reef a saillj

And she'll lag a league a minute,
In the teeth of any gale.

To sight her means disaster
To o man (afraid) of war,
Especially when her master
Is a bony orator.

SENATOR PADDOCK'S SENTIMENTS

(Tunc, the Year of Jubilo)

By Mrse. Jos Te Kellie

Oh, bonkers come cnd give me credit

For the good that I huve done;

Come railroads too and say how faithful
I my race have run. v
From early until late I've striven

To know end do your will;

Keep me then, with Holden handy

To do they bidding still.

Chorus

Six crops are gone, ha ha,
The mortgage stoys, ho ho,
Sign of railrocd prosperity
And the banker's jubilo.




I oppose 2ll plans to chcapen mongy,
And roise the price of wheat;

Our farmers should be glad to labor=--
John EBull cheap food should cot;

With higher prices for farm produce,
Fo mortgege would we sce;

And quickly there would come

A finish to all prosperityes

And so if we controlled the roilroads,
As other nations dos

And had them run to help the mony,

Not to enrich o few,

In =211 Nebraskn's golden borders

No mortgate would there be;

No more could vie 1lift up our voices
And shrick "prosperitye"

The hogs cre rooting in the parlor--

They mean the mortgage harm;

They own they'd like to drive this blessing
From every home and farm,

The cowhides wolked stright into congress,
No mortgrge friends are they;

But while you keep me in the senate,

The mortgage will surcly stoye

LAMENT OF THE G. 0. P.
(Tune: Vacant Cheir)

By lirse Jeo Te Kellie

Up in congress now fercover

Will be many = vacant chair-=-
Dorsey, Harlan, Connell never

Neveor more will you go therce

Your spotless records now wre hidden
Beneath your half developed wings,
From mortal eye forever hidden,

And broken all our party ringse

Chorus:

Up in congress now forever
YWill be many a vacant chair;
Dorsey, Harlan, Connell never
Never more will you be there.

True they tell us stolen boodle
Ever more will keep you well;




But the benk's end railroad's anguish
Is too ‘doep for words to tells

When you lotely ccme from congress ' o |
Confidence was in your eye; 0 :
You little thought it would bs trouble i
Hog's ond puuper's votes to buye

But the furmers know the money k.
So freely offered without fear
Was the very some old money L o
We stole on corn they raised last ycare e
Then the bankers scught to scare men
¥ho to them much money owed;

But they said that to the poor house
It was but a shorter ronds I

Then we paid some railroad judges
Five hundred dollars f'or a night 1
To tell, when not too boozy, to tho people E
Foul lies which were their souls' delighte i
Then we told our party papers |
That with these lies they must agree;
To lose their souls would not much matter A
If we could save the Ge Os Pe i

Still the peoplec would not heed us; i
They knew our object but too well; i
Replied: "If rascals still must serve us
Yet H.rlan, Dorsey, fare you wells" N
All the world now kmows the story,

How we suffered sad dofect;

By "paupers," hogs ond "rag-tag hay sceds
The bank's and railroad's pets were beote

A DEMOCRATIC WISH

(Jo Sterling Morton, who is mentioned in the eighth linc of the £
paragraph, was o bitter enemy of the Farmers' Alliance cnd Populist
as were Republicen Hoke Smith of Georgia, who was Secretary of the
from 1893 to 1896 and James Herron Bekels, & Democrat and gold standal
advocate, who wes Comptrollar of Currency from 1893 to 1897.) ”

The winter's come and times is hard,
The people all are fussin';

The pious folks have tuck to prair,
The other folks to cussin';

The government has 21l broke out
With Wall strect rash and freckles,

And 21l we get is gull and gadb
Fron lorton, Hoke and Eckels.

I wish the boss would help us out,
But what's the use of wichin'?




He!'s cut o pole and dug some bait,
And moseyed off a-fishin'e

The revenue is falling off,
Carlisle is owsker-speclys

And Spoin has Cuby by the neck
John Bull has Venezweelys;

The Rothschilds have our gold rescrve,
Republicans Kaintucky,

And if old Nick don't get us all
Wo'll be confounded lucky,

T wish his nibs would show us how
To get what wo're a wishin',
But what's the use of asking hin?

He's busy now o-fishin'e

I wish that Grover would ketch « shark,
And that the shark would bite him;

I wish he'd break his dimmyjohn,
Or-anything to spite hime

I wish he'd git intc a swemp
And fail to find a possocge

Until his grub was gone, ond he
Compelled to cot his messiges

T wish—but, law, what is the use
0f dimycrats a-wishin'?

The whole blamed party better go
And Toller Grover a=fishin'e

Stanza Throe, . refers to o speech made by Grover Cluve=
1885, in which he decclered himself nguinst the free coin-

IT IS TIME =
By Je {Le Edgerton

In this age, when gold is king
Sitting on o brazen throne;

Vhen it is the proper thing

* Rating men by what they own;

Vhen the brute is more and more,
And the spirit less and less;

When the world is lorded o'er
By corruptions and excess;

It is time that men of worth
Boldly step into the wvan,

With this mossage to tho Eorth,
Down: with Mormon, up with Mone




We have seen the idler feast,
While the toiler lacked for bread;
We have seen the king and priest
Fob the living and the dead;
We have seon the thief arrayed
In the purple robes of state,
Tthile the honest man was made
To beg succor at his gates
It has ever been the sone,
Since our human world began,
Let us stop the sickening gane,
Down with Mammon, up with Man.

Erth is far too wisc and old
For a lordling, or 2 slave;
For to hecd a ring of gold
On the forchead of o knaves;
Far too old for wer and hates;
01¢ enough fer brothurhood;
Yiise enough tc found a stute,
VWhere men seck cach other's gocde
Vie have followed self teo long;
Lot us try = better plen;
Keep the right, subdue the wrong,
Down with Mammon, up with Man.

Mony of the brightest, best

Of the earth, were counted poores
Some possessed "not wherc to rest,"

Other toil and hardship bores
Homer, at the dawn of Grecce,

Sung cnd begged from day to day;
Buddha, born with palaces,

Flung the baubles all awaye.
Viealth is by the devil prizcd,

God has cursed it with o ban.
Let us hear the pouper, Christ,

Down with Mammon, up with Mon,

Oh, my people, will you heed?
Be ro more like beasts of prey,
Turn fror selfishness and greed,
Let us find ¢ noblor ways.
From the worn out lies of old,
Let us make the whole world free,
Down with kings and priests und gold;
Up with God, Humanitye
e are tired of wrong and crime,
Let us erush them while we can,
Let us hail the better time,
Down with Marmmon, up with Mane




WHELNE WE CAPIURE OLD MONOPLY
By De Se Thom~s, North Platte, Nebrs

Throughout the land there is a cry=-

The folks all kmow the resson whye

King Monopoly; the two legged barrow,

Hos cuptured Uncle Sam to our sorrow.

He sees the Grand 0ld Farty is getting dosy,
So he goes and hires little koseys

And gives him twenty-five thousand a year

To advocate the sale of lager boers

The Democrat editors helpod him blow the bugle,
But little Rosey kept all the boodles

And Paddy Jim to election did go

With his poeclzets full of rotten cggs to throws
These hard times will soon be past

And better days will come at last,

For everybody thet you see

,Scy they cannot believe the Omaha Beee

The Indepondents are in the Field

ind gathering strength each day,

They will maké old Monopoly yield

For so the people soye

The farmers want gond times adgein,

To sedl thcir beef, and pork and grain;

And they do 21l agree

To capture old Monopolye

He thinks thot we arce very weak;

He will find hinmself mistaken;

With thunder tones so loud we spenk

and shout till he is shakeone

Cheer up, nmy lively lads; we will get him uaders
Vi¢ will capture him with all his wealth urd plunder,
0ld Monopoly is & villain and a cheot,

4 puuper moker and o dead beat.

Come farmers, mechanics, laborers, and all,
Help us roll the Indepcndent balle

Independent we shall be,

¥Wihen we catprue old Monopolye

Hurrahi Hurrah: Hurreh! we arc froe

When we capture old Monopolys

WE HOLD THE VINNING HAND \
Composed and sung by De Te Cline of
Blufr Center, hlliaﬁce No. 1633
We have sa2iled across the stormy sea,
¥e have hoard the billows roar,

The ship wes sinking under us
4nd we could not reach the shoros



We 21l began to shout and pray,

"o cannot reach The lande"

They sang, "Farewell, you sons of guns,
We hold the winning hande"

Chorus s

We hold the winning hand, boys,
The votes we can command,
With roilwnys and banks to starve you cranks,

wo held the wirking honds

Ve went to all the rallics 'roundy
Ve heard thern preach ond say

Vhat the Ge 0« Pe would do for us,

If we would only stay,

Ve heard them singing "Hold the fort,
And come end join our band,

For we belong to the money ring

And hold the wiunning hend."

Chorus: [Was omitted] ;

Ther the formers began to stir around,
To see what they sould doj

They formed themselves into a ring,

To co some voting too.

The Alliance came and spread like fira,
Through all of this great land;

Vie cast our votes election day,

And now we hold the winring hande

Chorus:

We hold the winning hand, boys,

The votes we con command,

Through storm and strife, and 21l through 1lifle,
We'll hold the winning hond.

McKinley pessed the tariff bill

Upon the farmers'! coats,

ind Dorsey wired the Quay

To save Nebraska votese

Quay claimed to this great fraud,

He surely would not stoop,

But we ctist our votes on election day,
And Dorsey's in the soupe

Chorus:

And Dorscy's in the soup, boys,

And there we'll leave hin stand;

Tie cest our votes to save our coats,
And we hold the winning hande




The election's o'wr, we won the day,
" Though fraud may get us down;

We'll contest the whole State through,

And bring our man arounde '

Welll make the hottest time for Ge Os Pu's
That ever struck this lond,

For we believe in equal rights,

And we hold the winning honde

Chorus
The Gs Os Pe's are in the soup, boys,
Their nane, 'tis surely pants;*

Vie did it with our littlc votes
And we hold the winning honde

THE NOBLE EIGHTEEN

Their valor and integrity are boundless as the sea;
* A Spartan band, they won the fight for "House Roll 33."

® There was Harris who so often brought Pope and North to griefs
There was Valley county's hero, Gray, from telent or melice froe;
i There was Dawson's dauntless Darner with a backbone like a trees

Therc was Dysurt always "Keeoping in the middle of the rond;"

) There was Campbell nlways sceking to remove the people's load

Of corporate extortion they have borne so. many years;

i There was Smikh who hoils from Buffalo, a stranger to all fearse

There wes Johnson and MeCarty who seldom spoke a word

§ Except at time of roll-call when they made their voices heard

dn o way that caused 2 sinking of corporution hearts;

d There were earnest quiet Suunders and Young who pleyed their parts,
lIn o way to make constituents shout praises loud and long;

i There was Mullen from the land of Holt who never voted wronge

there was intelope's brave Paclwood who never would "give ing"
§ There wos sturdy Dale from Harlan whose voice above the din

But there was ne'er a Taylor nor a Collins to be found

'Mongst the fourteen independents who so stoutly held their ground,
Though the corporation boodlers hunted high ond low, 'tis told,

I For one who'd swap his manhood for a paltry sum of golde

@his phrase means "They are done fore"

{here was Stewart with his wur-point, the tribe of Sioux's great chief;

11
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There were fourteen Independcnts who no compromise would brock,
Viho wrould fight out on that line if it all the summer tookes
There were fourteen Inceperderts who held the benner high,
And called alovd for justice till their voices reached the skye

But not 2lcne tho fourteen stood the people to defund,
Four cther truc and lionust men stood with them end to end.
Two kepublicans rememburad their party's old-time crocd,
They rermembered how in years gone by the negro slave wes freed.

Then to moke Nebrasko toilers from corporate bondage free
Brave Clorke and REverett voted for M"House Roll 33,"

and Hole ard Thompson, Democrats, true ts their party nane,
Stood by the great plain people a«nd voted for the stnee

The eighteen ncble scnators deserve the leve and praise

Of patriotic sons of toil through all the coming dayse
On Nebraska's "roll of honor" their names will be irscribed

As men who by the railroad power could net be cowed or bribeds
In every true and loyal haart their nomes will be ershrincd.

The mcmory of their work will rest in every noble mind.

A1l hoil the incorruptible, the true and brove eighteend
Their wvalor and integrity are boudless as the sec;
A Spartan band, they won the fight for "Eouse Roll 33."

WE WIANT NONE OF THEE
(Ture, "Bring Back My Bonnic to Me")
By Nellie Scunders

0ld Johnny Bull's over the ocean,
0ld Johnny Bull's over the sea;

He wants' to diectate to our people,
But Johnny we want none of thees

ih, theres stoy theres Lombard and
Well strect! We want none of thee.

Ah, theres stoy theres Johnny, stay
Over the scae

Our millionaires secem to be troubled,
They're opening their coffers, you sec;

And are loading Mark Honna with bocdle;
But the people are beund tc bo free.

4ih, therel stay thcrc:,protwction andl
Gold bu@s; we want nonc of theecs

4ih, theres stoy therel old goldbugss
From you we'll be freece
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McKinley lives over at Conton;

He's bocked up by the Iast, don't you sec
But the people will szy in November;

Oh, Eillee, we want none of theee

e

ih, thercs stay thercs MeKinley and
Chestnuts, from you we'll be free,

Ah, there! stay therel old golcbugs;
You can't "befuddle" mes

Qur hero, he comes from Nebroaska;
He's "the orotor boy of the Plotto,"
He's offering relief to the pocr man,
and I tell you we're voting for thot.

ah, therel stuy thcrcI_BrynL's the
Mon thot will moke silver free,

Ah, therc! stay there! We're bound
To c¢lect him, you sece.

IN THE JOUKNLL

(Written for the Burtoniun)

{ (& numbor of the Stute's daily newspapers, such as the Lincoln
gournnl, Omahc Bee, and the iorld-Herald, wore unsympathetic towerd the
fermers' Alliance movements The following is typical of the illiance
replies to their cttacks.)

There are men with similer ains,
In the Journal,

Who wvhen crossed will eall you nancs,
In the Jourzal,

There is 7711l O« Jones and Bix

“ho do all the little tricks

And ecall them politics
In the Journal.

But we know whot makes them shale,
In the Journal,
Like the jar of an earthquake
In the Jeurnal,
Yes, they are mighty 'fraid of hin, 4
That is "Billy and his chin"
For they know that he will win
In the Journal.

They made fun of Billy's mouth,
In the Jeurnsl,

¥hen he took it with him south,
In the Journal,

They ridiculed each speech
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And they called each one a screech,
But they were out of sight and reach
Of the Journal.

ve've read of Billy and his jaw,
In the Journal,

But they fear it as the thief fears the
In the Journal,

For they krow that with his might

He is on the side of the right

And it don't make things look bricht,
In the Journal.

Thoy have fought him now for years,
In the Journal,

And have wept bittur, bitter teurs,
In the Journal,

For he has never known defeat

4nd won =ach battle so complete

That he put them cll tc slecp,
In the Journal.

Now try and be o mon,
In the Journal,
Or as near one as you can,
In the Journal,
Drop ridieule and slurs
ind lies in chestnut burrs,
Do not ¢all opucnents curs,
In the Journale

You haven't cll ths wit,
In the Journal,
Therce is still a little bit,
Out ths Journul,
You call us 8ll great fools
But you camnot call us tools
Of the money power which rules
In the Journnle.

Iths only gold can glitter,
In the Journal.
411 else to them is bitter,
In the Journal,
Yes, the gold curse is their moster
4nd they use it as a plaster
4nd nothing can stick faster,
In the Journale

law,




This now please remember,
Mr. Journal,
Thot early in November,
Mrs Journal,
Things will take a new dircetion
Eight oftcr the election
You'll take silver by injection,
In the Journale

THE ROSEWATER Bk

Composed ond eung by John King of Rock Creck
precinct, Saunders County.

The Kosewater Boe is a dandy,

I can't help but watch as he flius,

He is steering right stroight for yocur brain, boye,
and his sting it is loaded with licse

He is ruled by politiczl shysters,

ind governed by combines you sec,

But while you read Burrow's papor

You'll never get stuny by the Beee

Trhis delicate Bee is a beruty,

The finest that cyes ever seeng

It hives with the Democrat party,
Intending to hatch a new queens

But new the ..lliance cores along boys,
snd as sure as corruption's nlive,

With a ticket that's called Independent,
we'll stir them all up in their hives

V'¢'1ll rap on their hive till they swarn, boys
lie'll stand by and bid them adieu,

To the bottomless pit of corruption

Fitted up to receivc such a crews

Goodbye to the Bee ond Rosewater,
World-Herald, the Jeurnal and Gere,

Get out of our sight to the Devil,

Don't come back for ton thcusand yesrs.

THE G. 0. P, LAMENT

(The Chadron Signnl)

(Dedicated to Bdward Rosewater)

Ho, Hastings and Humphrey and allen and Hill;
Come off from the roof and explain,
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Thet steal in the Pen and Asylum cozl bill

Are causing this terrible strain. y i1

There's Dorgan and Mosher ond Hubbard and Lauer
Like millstones tied onte our neck,

Viith the Devil and Roscwater raising o shower
4nd tho water runs high in the creek.

Ve're deep in the nire of the Capital Buank,
And the bridges are washed from the brink,
Peoplo's kun's to be crossed with the foe on our flank
Come off from our back or wo'll sink.

So slien ond Humphrey and Hastings ard Hill,
Resign end get out of the roine

Penitentinry cell and Asylun ccal bill
Explanntions can never explaine

MAN THE PUMPS
(Tune: Hold the Fort)
B‘.’y’ Mrse Jes Te Kellie

At the railroad's late convention
They observed ot last

The Ge Os Pe with spoils o'er laden
Now was sirkirg faste

Choruss

"Mon the pumps, our ship is sinking,"
Howe in terror cries;

Mie're exheusted, hends are blistered,"
Banker crew replicss

"Mihere are now our sturdy farmers
Tiith their horny hand™

"They are marching out of bonlages
Powrers in the Vane"

"Call therm back, we need their nuscle;"
"No, it is no use,

For they claim as their just right now,
411 thet they produces"

Then rust Banker hailroad Richaords
With his precious freight,
Burrels filled with three ten noney,

Buy for us the State.




Perjured Benton, traitor Dorsoy,
Will give thousands more;

Then will Howe ond Majors show them ¢
Yhere to reach the shores

We will paint the old planks over==
Toscwater shall tell

How improved we ares Vhile Holdrege
Grovel trains work wells

So the willful naughty Granger
Shall his folly rue-=

He shall pay bock all your money
Wwith big interest tooe

Yie must never lct the furmers
Gain & procedcent,

Or until they run the nation
They'll not be contonte

Punp; Oh do not mind the blisters
Keep stiff upper lip;

T'e can no more enslave lobor
If we lose tho shipe

Close beside that sinking vessel
Tiith its pirate crew,

Van Twyek and Powers, Kem, McKeighon,
Scil with vessels nowe

lian the pumps, but not much longer
Con your vessel float;

She can't stand tho storms of reuson
Nor the peoplc's votes

Truc she was 2 noble vessel
Once upon & time;

heilroads, Bunks and Shurks have sunk her
"Neawth the water lincs

Now she!'s rotten in ench tinber;
Like the "one hoss shay;"

On the Fourth of next November
She will pass awaye

QUEEN VICTORIA'S LACKEY
By Mrse Jeo Te Kellie
There is o man ot Buzzard's Bay
To whom the goldbugs daily pray

But whom the common pcople say
Is Gueen Victoria's lackcye

17



18
He says the dollar shall contain h
liore toil than e'er before; mere pain; e
It shell be harder to obtain, -
Scys Queen Victoria's lackeye

The dollar that our fathers knew
Wheg they the British power o'erthrew
Shall not be used by me' or you, A
Scys Queen Victoria's lackeye

OQur mines could chunge growth of the soil -
Yith those who in the workshop toil; B
But schemes of knglond it would foil, -
Soys Gueen Victoria's luclkoyes

S> we rust with bngland plead !
Te furnish thetexchango we need; '

That we may be her sluwves infeed,
Says Guecn Vietoria's lackeys {

Let Englond us more money loun i

and soon our land will be her own; ¥
She'll retp the fruit by Cleveland sown d
The &ueuvn of Ingland's lackey. Al

Since sin its work on carth begun
Each land has known o traiterous oncs "
But none sc vile bencath tha sun
ae Queen Victoria's lackeys _ i

Arisqe, like nen, and swear that you §
Wil oy el the €l de) Justlwlidne B
In money such as was lent you, |
Spite of the traitorous lackeyes

Pray for the tine that come it may
wnen truitors 21l have had their day, o
..rd buzzards wile ot Buazord's Bay
Foast on Victoric's laclkeye 4

THAT PROSPZEITY VaVE B
By Le Pe Cwrmins
(The "Mack"™ referred to in the fourth stanza is President M
Vie rise not to put the main question
Just how we should act and behave

¥ihen we're completely submerged by the waters
Of that prosperity waves




It was printed and spread o'er the country

Told the freeman the white and black slave
That McKinley's triumlant election

Tiould our courtry both honor and saves

So wide waes to be its diffusion

411 our shores with a blessing 'twould leave.
Now the peoople huve a right to demand it,

and this right they never will waives

Yes, and Mack, it is claimed, was elected
(fo be sure a plaguy closec shave)
Just the same we hoped (net uxpscted)
A ride on o newly unade wavoe

But the bonks it scems are still breaking,
ang depositers are all on the rave,
Tihile meny of the' "honest" bankers
Are secking the suicide's proves

And monegy is a mighty sight searcer,
"Indade sor we really belave"

.nd busingss throughout the whole ccuntry
Continues to totter and caves

Their "confidence" "barl" is all busted,
It's no longer convex and concave,

About all thot's now left of the humbug
Are the hoops, the bung and a stove.

Mark Hanno, like robber and pirate==
The heinous oldé villain and knove

He lied like the devil in Sheol,
McKinley to bolster and saves

From utter defeat and disastor,

He promised, he plead and he gove
Many millions of ill gotten money

To hire, corrupt and deprave

The voters, the rabble and suckcrs,
and whoever might happen to crave

A bowl or a spoenful of old party soup=-
--012 Honna's mere devilish than braves

So now the poor cdupes cre all looking
fis it were in the gloom of a cave
For a sign of expected salvatiszn, /
But they sce not o sign of the "waves"
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CALIPAIGN SONG
(Tunet 01d Dan Tucker)

Voters come and hear my ditty
Vhat was donc ot Kunsas Citys
David Ilill, the New York lion,’
Nominated Billy . Bryans

Chorus:

Get out of the way, you grard old party,
Get out of the way, you grand old party,
Get out of thu way, you grand old party
You're so old, you're getting warty.

For running mote there wos a pull

But 'twos no use, the woods were full.
ind then and there to still the roise
They gove the job to Illinoise

Still your boss is Mark i. Honner,

He looks just like & stockyards canner,

In the ring, our hats we're shying,
Vhoopl Harrchi for Billy Bryans

Keep the benners ever flying
Fellow elwcys Billy Bryan

Onwerd now and &ll keep steadye
'Cause we're after Mock and Teddye

A SONG OF THE TINMES
(Tunet John Brown)
By Mrs. Je T. Kellie

There's a deep and growing murmur
Geing up through all the land,
From millions who are suffering
Beneath oppression's hands

No charity, but justice

Do the working poor demend;

ind justice they will gain.

Chorus:

Rally, rally, 2ll ye voters,
Rally, rally, all ye voters,
Rally, rally, all ye voters,
Lnd vote for hone and righte
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There's an ammy at the eapitol,
A valiant band of peacey
And nony more are morching on
Its numbers to increase;
They voice the pecple's sentiment,
That cvil laws shall ceuse,
And equity shall reigne

They may sineer at General Coxey,
And moy call his plans unwise;
Moy style him ¢ fanotic;

And his followers despise;

Yct Coxpy's cause is rightcous
Aind sbove the wrong 'twill rise
The Lord hoth spoken it

Though prison walls may hold awhile,
The clhiampions of the posr,

The principles they advoente

¥ill only spread the more;

Aind soon the people will declare
That Shylock's reign is o'er

For light is sprecding faste

The hirelings of the plutocrats
VWhose legislative might,

viould rob the people of their homes,
Ind every free man's right,

ire doomed to see their sun go down,
In everlasting night;

For they'll be voted outs
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