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The money kings in Cuba blew up the gunboat Maine,

But Block got awful angry and blamed it all on Spain.

He went right in the battle and there he lost his leg,

And now he's peddling shoestrings and is walking on a peg.

He shouts, "Remember Maine,

Hurrah! To hell with Spain!"


Poor Block he died one evening, I'm very glad to state,

He climbed the golden ladder up to the pearly gate.

He said, "Oh, Mr. Peter, one word I'd like to tell,

I'd like to meet the Astorbilts and John D. Rockefell."

Old Pete said, "Is that so?

You'll meet them down below."













STAND UP! YE WORKERS.

By Ethel Comer.

(Air: "Stand Up For Jesus.")








Stand up! Stand up! Ye workers;
Stand up in all your might.

Unite beneath our banner,
For Liberty and right.

From victory unto victory
This army sure will go,

To win the world for labor
And vanquish every foe.


Stand up! Stand up! Ye workers;
Stand up in every land.

Unite, and fight for freedom,
In ONE BIG UNION grand.

Put on the workers' armor,
Which is the card of Red,

Then all the greedy tyrants
Will have to earn their bread.


Arouse! Arouse! Ye toilers,
The strife will not be long.

This day the noise of battle,
The next the victor's song.

All ye that slave for wages,
Stand up and break your chain:

Unite in ONE BIG UNION—
You've got a world to gain.
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