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AIN'T GONNA LET NOBODY TURN ME 
ROUND 
A freedom song, a civil rights hymn and 
anthem sung by participants in the 
American civil rights movement of the 50s 
and 60s. This song is based on an African 
American spiritual "Don't Let Nobody Turn 
Me Round" 
 
Ain't gonna let nobody, turn me round  
Turn me round, turn me round  
Ain't gonna let nobody, turn me round  
I’m gonna keep on a-walking,  
keep on a-talking  
Walking down that freedom line.  
 (or Marching up to freedom land.) 
 
Substitute “nobody” with: 
no jail house 
no racism 
no policeman 
no president 
no misogyny 
no politician 
no hatred 
no riot gear 
no bigot 
etc. 
 
EYES ON THE PRIZE, HOLD ON 
"Keep Your Eyes on the Prize" is a folk song 
that became influential during the American 

civil rights movement of the 1950s and 1960s. 
It is based on the traditional song, "Gospel 
Plow," also known as "Hold On," "Keep Your 
Hand on the Plow," and various 
permutations thereof. 
 
CHORUS:  
Hold on, hold on... 
Keep your eyes on the prize 
Hold on, hold on. 
 
 
Paul and Silas bound in jail,  
Had no money for to go their bail;  
Keep your eyes on the prize,  
Hold on, hold on. 
 
CHORUS:  
 
Paul and Silas began to shout,  
Jail doors opened and they walked out.  
Keep your eyes on the prize,  
hold on, hold on. 
 
CHORUS 
 
The only thing that we did wrong,  
Was let injustice stay too long.  
Keep your eyes on the prize,  
hold on, hold on. 
 
CHORUS 
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Work all day and work all night,  
Trying to gain our civil rights.  
Keep your eyes on the prize, hold on, hold 
on. 
 
CHORUS 
The only thing that we did right,  
Was the day we started to fight 
Keep your eyes on the prize,  
hold on, hold on. 
 
CHORUS 
 
The only chain that a person can stand,  
Is the chain of a hand in hand.  
Keep your eyes on the prize,  
hold on, hold on. 
 
CHORUS 
 
Got my hand on the Freedom plow,  
Ain't got long on my journey now.  
Keep your eyes on the prize,  
hold on, hold on. 
 
CHORUS 
 
JOE HILL 
Joe Hill was an IWW labor organizer, 
songwriter and cartoonist who was 
murdered in 1915. This song was written in 
1936 by Earl Robinson who adapted the 
poem “I Dreamed I saw Joe Hill Last Night” 
by Alfed Hayes.  
 

I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last night 
Alive as you or me 
Says I, But Joe, you're ten years dead 
I never died, says he 
I never died, says he 
 
In Salt Lake City, Joe, says I 
Him standing by my bed 
They framed you on a murder charge 
Says Joe, But I ain't dead 
Says Joe, But I ain't dead 
 
The copper bosses killed you, Joe 
They shot you, Joe, says I 
Takes more than guns to kill a man 
Says Joe, I didn't die 
Says Joe, I didn't die 
 
And standing there as big as life 
And smiling with his eyes 
Joe says, What they can never kill 
Went on to organize 
Went on to organize 
 
Joe Hill ain't dead, he says to me 
Joe Hill ain't never died 
Where working men are out on strike 
Joe Hill is at their side 
Joe Hill is at their side 
 
From San Diego up to Maine 
In every mine and mill 
Where workers strike and organize 
It’s there you'll find Joe Hill 
It’s there you'll find Joe Hill 
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I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last night 
Alive as you or me 
Says I, But Joe, you're ten years dead 
I never died, says he 
I never died, says he 
 
KEEP YOUR LAMPS TRIMMED ‘N 
BURNIN 
"Keep Your Lamp(s) Trimmed and Burning" 
is a traditional gospel blues song. It alludes to 
the Parable of the Wise and Foolish Virgins, 
found in the Gospel of Matthew at 25:1-13, 
and also to a verse in the Gospel of Luke, at 
12:35. 
 
The song has been attributed to Blind Willie 
Johnson, who recorded it in 1928; to 
Mississippi Fred McDowell, who recorded it 
in 1959; and to Reverend Gary Davis, who 
recorded it sometime before 1961. The song 
has been included in several hymnals. 
 
There are many versions of this song. I 
learned and adapted this version of it from 
hearing Round Mountain perform it. 
 
’Oh, keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
Keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
Keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
See what the Lord has done 
 
Oh, keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
Keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
Keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
See what the Lord has done 
 

Don't get worried 
Don't worry now 
Don't get worried 
See what the Lord has done 
 
Oh, keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
Keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
Keep your lamps trimmed 'n burnin'  
//See what the Lord has done// 
 
 
 
MASTERS OF WAR 
By Bob Dylan, 1963, anti-war anthem 
 
Come you masters of war 
You that build the big guns 
You that build the death planes 
You that build all the bombs 
You that hide behind walls 
You that hide behind desks 
I just want you to know 
I can see through your masks. 
 
You that never done nothin' 
But build to destroy 
You play with my world 
Like it's your little toy 
You put a gun in my hand 
And you hide from my eyes 
And you turn and run farther 
When the fast bullets fly. 
 
Like Judas of old 
You lie and deceive 
A world war can be won 
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You want me to believe 
But I see through your eyes 
And I see through your brain 
Like I see through the water 
That runs down my drain. 
 
You fasten all the triggers 
For the others to fire 
Then you set back and watch 
When the death count gets higher 
You hide in your mansion' 
As young people's blood 
Flows out of their bodies 
And is buried in the mud. 
 
You've thrown the worst fear 
That can ever be hurled 
Fear to bring children 
Into the world 
For threatening my baby 
Unborn and unnamed 
You ain't worth the blood 
That runs in your veins. 
 
How much do I know 
To talk out of turn 
You might say that I'm young 
You might say I'm unlearned 
But there's one thing I know 
Though I'm younger than you 
Even Jesus would never 
Forgive what you do. 
 
Let me ask you one question 
Is your money that good 
Will it buy you forgiveness 

Do you think that it could 
I think you will find 
When your death takes its toll 
All the money you made 
Will never buy back your soul. 
 
And I hope that you die 
And your death'll come soon 
I will follow your casket 
In the pale afternoon 
And I'll watch while you're lowered 
Down to your deathbed 
And I'll stand o'er your grave 
'Til I'm sure that you're dead. 
 
REVOLUTION (Nina Simone Version) 
Revolution" is a 1969 song by American jazz 
musician Nina Simone and Weldon Irvine. 
The song was released the year after the 
Beatles' "Revolution", and is seen by some as 
a variation of that song. 
 
Hey we’re in the middle of a revolution 
Because I see the face of things to come  
 
Oh your constitution 
Well, my friends, it’s gonna have to bend  
I'm here to tell you about destruction 
Of all the evil that will have to end. 
 
It’s gonna be alright 
Everything’s gonna be alright 
It’s gonna be alright 
 
Well some folks are gonna get the notion 
I know they'll say I'm preachin’ hate 
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Hey but if I have to swim the ocean  
Well I will, just to communicate 
It’s not as simple as talkin jive 
The daily struggle just to stay alive 
 
It’s gonna be alright 
Everything’s gonna be alright 
It’s gonna be alright 
 
I’m talkin’ about a revolution  
Because I’m talkin’ about a change  
It’s more than just evolution 
Well you know, 
we all got to clean our brains 
The only way that we can stand in fact 
Is when they get their foot off our back 
 
It’s gonna be alright 
Everything’s gonna be alright 
It’s gonna be alright 
 
[Call and response:] 
What to do 
I’m tellin’ you 
Soon you’ll know 
It will be through 
1-2-3 
What do you see? 
4-5-6 
I’ve got my fix 
Do your thing 
Whatever you can 
When you must 
Do take a stand 
 

It’s gonna be alright 
Everything’s gonna be alright 
It’s gonna be alright 
 
SOLIDARITY FOREVER 
"Solidarity Forever", written by Ralph 
Chaplin in 1915, is perhaps the most famous 
union anthem.[citation needed] It is sung to 
the tune of "John Brown's Body" and "The 
Battle Hymn of the Republic". Although it 
was written as a song for the Industrial 
Workers of the World (IWW), other union 
movements, such as the AFL-CIO, have 
adopted the song as their own. The song has 
been performed and adapted by many 
people over the years. 
 
When the union’s inspiration through the 
workers blood shall run  
There can be no power greater anywhere 
beneath the sun  
Yet what force on Earth is weaker than the 
feeble force of one but  
The union makes us strong 
 
Chorus: 
Solidarity Forever  
Solidarity Forever  
Solidarity Forever  
For the union makes us strong 
 
Is there aught we hold in common with the 
greedy parasite  
Who would lash us into serfdom and would 
crush us with his might  
Is there anything left to us but to organize 
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and fight? For…  
The union makes us strong 
 
(Chorus) 
 
It is we who plowed the prairies, build the 
cities where they trade  
Dug the mines and build the workshops, 
endless miles of RR laid  
Now we stand outcast and starving ‘mid the 
wonders we have made but  
The union makes us strong 
 
(Chorus) 
 
They have taken untold millions that they 
never toiled to earn  
But without our brain and muscle not a 
single wheel can turn  
We can break their haughty power, gain 
our freedom when we learn that  
The union makes us strong 
 
(Chorus) 
 
In our hands is placed a power greater than 
their hoarded gold  
Greater than the might of armies magnified 
a thousand-fold  
We can bring to birth a new world from the 
ashes of the old for  
But the union makes us strong 
 
(Chorus) 
 
[[[Since the 1970s women have added verses 

to "Solidarity Forever" to reflect their 
concerns as union members. One popular set 
of stanzas is as follows (the second of which 
appeared in the 36th edition of the Little Red 
Songbook, published in 1995 by the IWW 
Hungarian Literature Fund):]]] 
 
We're the women of the union and we sure 
know how to fight 
We'll fight for women's issues and we'll fight 
for women's rights 
A woman's work is never done from 
morning until night 
Women make the union strong! 
 
(Chorus) 
 
It is we who wash dishes, scrub the floors 
and clean the dirt, 
Feed the kids and send them off to school - 
and then we go to work, 
Where we work for half men's wages for a 
boss who likes to flirt. 
But the union makes us strong! 
 
(Chorus) 
 
A variation from Canada goes as follows: 
 
We’re the women of the union in the 
forefront of the fight 
We fight for women’s issues, we fight for 
women’s rights 
We’re prepared to fight for freedom, we’re 
prepared to stand our ground 
Women make the union strong 
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(Chorus) 
 
Through our sisters and our brothers, we can 
make our union strong 
For respect and equal value we have done 
without too long 
We no longer have to tolerate injustices and 
wrongs 
For the union makes us strong 
 
(Chorus) 
 
When racism in all of us is finally out and 
gone 
Then the union movement will be twice as 
powerful and strong 
for equality for everyone will move the 
cause along 
for the union makes us strong 
 
(Chorus) 
 
[[[The centennial edition of the Little Red 
Songbook includes these two new verses 
credited to Steve Suffet:]]] 
 
They say our day is over; they say our time 
is through 
They say you need no union if your collar 
isn't blue 
Well that is just another lie the boss is telling 
you 
For the Union makes us strong! 
 
(Chorus) 

 
They divide us by our color; they divide us 
by our tongue 
They divide us men and women; they 
divide us old and young 
But they'll tremble at our voices, when they 
hear these verses sung 
For the Union makes us strong! 
 
(Chorus) 
 
THIS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE 
"This Little Light of Mine" is a gospel song 
written for children in the 1920s by Harry 
Dixon Loes. It was later adapted by Zilphia 
Horton, amongst many other activists, in 
connection with the civil rights movement. 
Although the words of the song have a 
Biblical theme, it is unclear as to which 
specific Bible verse it is based upon. Today, 
many versions of the song are available. 
 
This little light of mine,  
I'm gonna let it shine, 
This little light of mine,  
I'm gonna let it shine.  
This little light of mine,  
I'm gonna let it shine.  
Let it shine, Let it shine,  
Let it shine. 
All over (New York, Miss., etc.)  
I'm gonna let it shine… 
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THE PREACHER AND THE SLAVE 
"The Preacher and the Slave" is a song 
written by Joe Hill in 1911. It was written as a 
parody of the hymn "In the Sweet 
By-and-By". The IWW concentrated much 
of its labor trying to organize migrant 
workers in lumber and construction camps. 
When the workers returned to the cities, the 
Wobblies faced the Salvation Army (which 
they satirized as the "Starvation Army"). 
 
Several songs were written parodying the 
Salvation Army's hymns, "The Preacher and 
the Slave" being the most successful. In this 
song, Joe Hill coined the phrase "pie in the 
sky." The song is often referred to as "Pie in 
the Sky", or as "Long Haired Preachers" 
(which was its original title). It was first 
published in the 4th edition of the Little Red 
Songbook in 1911. 
 
Long-haired preachers come out every night 
Try to tell you what's wrong and what's 
right 
But when asked how 'bout something to eat 
They will answer with voices so sweet 
 
Chorus 
 
You will eat, bye and bye 
In that glorious land above the sky 
Work and Pray, live on hay 
You'll get pie in the sky when you die 
 
And the starvation army they play 
And they sing and they clap and they pray 

Till they get all your coin on the drum 
Then they tell you when you are on the 
bum 
 
Chorus 
 
 Holy Rollers and Jumpers come out  
 And they holler, they jump and they shout  
 Give your money to Jesus, they say  
 He will cure all diseases today 
 
Chorus 
 
If you fight hard for children and wife 
Try to get something good in this life 
You're a sinner and bad man, they tell 
When you die you will sure go to hell 
 
Chorus 
 
Workingmen of all countries unite 
Side by side we for freedom will fight 
When the world and its wealth we have 
gained 
To the grafters we'll sing this refrain 
 
Last Chorus 
 
You will eat, bye and bye 
When you've learned how to cook and to 
fry 
Chop some wood, 'twill do you good 
And you'll eat in the sweet bye and bye 
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