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Join in the fight—the Final Battle.
Welcome the fray with ringing cheers.

These are the times all freemen dreamed of—
Fought to attain a thousand years.


Be ye prepared; be not unworthy,—
Greater the task when triumph nears.

Master the earth, O Men of Labor,—
Long have ye learned—a thousand years.


Over the hills the sun is rising.
Out of the gloom the light appears.

See! at your feet the world is waiting,—
Bought with your blood a thousand years.













DUMP THE BOSSES OFF YOUR BACK.

By John Brill.

(Tune: "Take it to the Lord in Prayer.")








Are you poor, forlorn and hungry?
Are there lots of things you lack?

Is your life made up of misery?
Then dump the bosses off your back.

Are your clothes all patched and tattered?
Are you living in a shack?

Would you have your troubles scattered?
Then dump the bosses off your back.


Are you almost split asunder?
Loaded like a long-eared jack?

Boob—why don't you buck like thunder?
And dump the bosses off your back.

All the agonies you suffer,
You can end with one good whack—

Stiffen up, you orn'ry duffer—
And dump the bosses off your back.
















The I. W. W. hits the boss in the latitude of his hip where he carries his greenware.
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