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Is there ought we hold in common with the greedy parasiste
Who would lash us into serfdom and would crush us with

his might?
Is there anything left for us but to organize and fight?
For the Union makes us strong.

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 the new world from the ashes of the old
For the Union makes us strong.'. I

SOllDARIDAD PARA SIEMPRE

Cora: Sol idaridad pal siempre
Solidaridad pal siempre
Sol idaridad pal siempre
Que viva nuestro union:

En las vinas de la ira
Iuchan por su Iibertad .
lodos los trabajadores
Quieren ya viviren paz
Y por eso compa1reros
Nos Tenemos que juntar
Can sol idaridad.

C
~I idarity forev;c'.
~ol idarity forev~~
Sol idarit6.Lorever~ <:
For the Union m~es us strong.

Chorus:

Pl4/ l~ C ....d·"'· c.Q.po 0,""

SOLIDARITY FOREVER

~en the Union's inspiration through the workers'
blood sh<j:L1 run, . C

There can be no power greater anywhere benjFth the sun.
Yet what force on earth is weaker th:m the feeble strength

of on,,?_ C
But the LTnion makes us strong.

It is we who plowed the prairies; built the cities where
they trade;

Dug the mines and built the workshops; endless miles of
railroad laid.

Now we stand outcasts and starving 'mid the wonders we
have mode.

But the Union makes us strong.

All the world that's owned by idle drones is ours and
ours alone.

We have laid the wide foundations, bui It is skyward
stone by stone.

It is ours not to slave in, but to master and to own,
While the Union makes us strong.

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 1 gain our freedom when

we learn
That the Union makes us strong.

Vamos I vamos campesinos
Los derechos a pelear
Con el corazon en alto
Y con fe en 10 u,,1ddd
En la fuerza de los pobres
Como las alas del mar
La injusticia va inundor.



Is tl'lis the best way we, can raise our good orchards
Is this the best way we can grow our good crODS
To die and be scattered to rot on the topsoil.
To be called by no name except deDortees.
(chorus)

Some of us are illegal & others not wanted.
Our work contract's out and we have to move on.
600 miles to the Mexican'border - they chase~~ike
rustlers, like outlaws, like thieves.
(chorus)

The sky plane caught fire over Los Gatos canyon.
A fireball of lightening that shook all our hills.
Who are these dear friends, all scattered like
dry leaves~

The radio says they are just deportees.
(chorus) ,

in here to

to you 1'1

ON?
b"'"'

Good ne~J's

£
has come

6:
are you on, Which side are

e.
are you on, Which side are

WHICh .:lIDE AJ:-ili YOU

flW\
Which side

IJ'"you on?
II""

Which side

A"'"you on?

of you good workers,
II*'

the good old union

Chorus:

They say in Harlan County there are no neutrals
there;
You'll either be a union man, or a thug for J.H.
Blair.

Oh workers can you stand it? Oh tell me how you
can.
Will you be a lousy scab or will you be a man2

Don't scab for the bosses, don't listen to their
lies.
Us poor folks haven't got a chance unless we
organize.

My daddy was a miner, and I'm a miner's son,
And I'll stick with the union till every battle's
won.

Il~
Come all
II'"

tell of how
AM

dwell.

re

re

re

re

Rosalita,

amigos, Jesus Y Maria.
l)

have a name when you ride

the big airplane,

DEPOli'rEES

G
Goodbye to my Juan, goodbye
II 1)

Adios mis

G
You won't

Chorus &

G 1)
All they will call you will be, deportees.

~ G ~
The crops are all in, and the peaches are rotting.

II 1)
The oranges are -oiled in their creosote dumps.

<; J)
You're flying them back to the Mexican border,

S D
It takes all their money to wade back again.
(chorus)

My father's o~m father he waded that river.
They took all the money he made in his life.
My sisters and brothers come work in the fruit
fields,
Hode that truck till they went down & died.
(chorus)
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F'ITZSlMMONS
wE /i-COVRTIN'

The song below is sung to the tune of Froggie Went.
A-Courtin'. This "love affair" is between California grape
and lettuce growers and Teamster Boss, Frank Fitz·
simmons. In the old version, the wedding ceremony of Miss
M.ouse and Mr. Frog was abmptly ended by the appearance
of a rabid guest, who cruely gobbled up the bridal pair. This
version predicts a similar fate for the marriage of Fitz­
simmons and the growers - through tb.e strength of farm
workers organizing to secure their rights as workers. VIVA

. LA HUEWA! Unh-hunh, unh-hunh.

Fitzsimmons went a' courtin' an' he did .
ride, Unh-hunh, Unh-hunh;

Fitzsimmons went a' courtin' an' he did
ride

A sweetheart contract by his side,
Unh-hunh, Unh-hunh

He rode up to the growen( door, unh-hunh
He rode up to the growers' door
Where he had often been before, unh-hunh.

He brought the growers' one simple plea.••
He brought the growers one simple plea
He said, "Dear growers, will you marry me?"

The growers, they laughed and jumped for joy.•.
The growers, they laughed and Jumped for joy
To think of the union they would destroy.

0, where will the wedding supper be...
0, where will the wedding supper be,
Up in Modesto, they all agreed, unh-hunh.

What shall the guests eat when they dine?...
What shall the guests eat when they dine?
Scab lettuce, grapes, and Gallo wine, unh-hunh.

As they were sitting down to sup. unh-hunh..••
As they were sitting down to sup,
The U.F.W. showed up, unh-hunh.

The workers struck and they were strong...
The workers stmck and they were strong
'Cause they were right and the growers were

wrong, unh-hunh.

Now, don't buy Gallo or Franzia wine, unh-hunh...
Now, don't buy Gallo or Franm wine
While farm workers march on the picket

line, unh-hunh, unh - hunh.
Thanks to North Star

.,
No, no, no nos moveran
No, no, no ~os mover'n

Como un ~rbol

F1rme. junto al rfo
'"No nos moveran

Un1dos en Is huelga•••

Un1dos en la lucha, no nos mover'n
Un1dos en la lucha, no nos mover~n

C'omo un 'rbol
F1rme jun~o .1 r!o

No nos moveran

J)
ulanted by the water,

We shall not, we
G

Just l1ke a tree that's
A 1)

We shall not be moved.

We're fighting for our freedom•••
The union 1s beh1nd us •••
Boycott grapes and lettuce •••
We'll bu1ld a m1ghty un1on•••
We're gonna beat the growers •••
un1ted'1n the struggle •••

1)
We shall not, we shall not be moved.

])
shall not be moved.



OR FdEl!.,DOl'l
PASTUrlh~ OF PLBNTY

1>""
It's a mighty hard row that these Door hands have

hoed,
F R

My Door feet have travelled a hot dusty road,
I)""

Out of old Mexico and northward we rolled,
F' . A

Lord, your deserts are hot and your mountains
DtlO\

are cold.

We 've1olTorked in your orchards of T)eaches and nrurJ.es <

Slept on the ground 'neath the light of your moon, .
As the edge of your city you'll see us and then,
We come with the dust and we'.re gone wi th the t'Tind.

California, Arizona, we've worked all you~croDs
And north u-p to Oregon to gather your hODS, . ,
We dig beets from your ground, cut graDes from
your vine,'. ..,
To set on yOi..lr table that light snarkllng wine.

.. ". • . ~ 4

Green pastures of nlenty from dry desert ground
Eo the Grand Coulee Dam where the wa tiers run do;m,
.every state in this union us migrants have been
We'll word in the fight and we'll fight tlllwe ;:i.nl

It's always we'll ramble that river and I,
All along your green valleys I; 11 wo rk till I die,
Our rights we'll defend with our lives if need b9,
Cause these pastur~ 9fplenty must someday be free,
And the children we ve born here s~ould also be free

a J)
Oh freedom!

ALore for me.,

hOLL THE UNION ON

Lord for me t
Q

I'd be a slave, I'd be buried in my

fc:mnaroll , 'we're gonna roll thi~ union
n .And if the growers get in t~way, wj're gonna
~'ollright over them__ we're gonna roll right over
tnem. We're gonna. .roll this union oit.

J)
We're gonna roll, we're gonna roll, we're gonna

. ~.

r,Jll this union on. We're gonna roll, we're
O·
on.

j\,) m're crying, no more crying,
No more crying, Lord for me, Lord for me~
~ld before I'd be a slave, I'd be buried in my gra
And go home to my Lord and be free.

~) more scabbing, no more scabbing,
No more scabbing, Lord for me, Lord for me.
And before I'd :)e a slave, I'd be buried in my gra
bnd go home to my Lord and be free.

And if the teamsters •••
And if A&P•••
And'if Nixon •••
And if the scabs •••

tJ more lettuce, no more lettuce,
t~ mdre lettuce, on my nlate, on my plate.
~ndbefore I'd be a slave, I'd be buried in my gra
And go home to my Lord and be free.

A D
And go home to my Lord and be free.

No more killin~, no more killing,
N'~ more 'killing, Lord for me,"LoTd for met
And before I'd be a slavc-, I'd be c)uried in my gra
A:,d go home to my Lord and be fre'e.

Oh freedom,
'D

And before
D

gr"ave,

D
0) 1 freedom!



DE COLORES
C - G
De colores, de colores se visten los campos en la primavIJP
De colores, de colores son los pcijaritos que vie'lln de oFtrera.
De colores, de cOloresi' el arco iris qu~emos fucir C
Y par \\0 los grandes a res de muchos c ores me gustan a~i.

Y por ISo los grandes a res de~ c ores me gustan a-,ni •

C
Canta el gallo, canta e~allo con .1

kiri, kiri, kiri, kiri,'-kiri
La gallina, la gallina con eb

kara, kara, kara, kara, Karo
Los ~llu~los, .'05 p?'l,!os con el

P'O, PIO, PIO, PIO, Pc G C
Y por «;f. losgrandes am8res de muchos ij'lotes me gustan a ~i.

Y par E5'b los grandes amores de muchos colores me gustan a mi.

G """a~ C.A f' 0>., -;; ... t1. t:,..~-t

WE SHALL OVERCOME -- NOSOTROS VENCEREMOS

G C G C G 'C G
W~ shall overcome we shall overcome, we shall overcome

R J) ,

so'#.!.eda~ G C G E: "" G C G 1) G
De~p in my heart, I do bel ieve, we shall overcome someday •.

We are not afraid, we are not afraid, we are not afraid
today.
Deep in my heart, I do believe, we shall overcome someday.

Nosotros venceremos, nosotros venceremos, nosotros venceremos
ahora.
o en mi corazon, yo creo, nosotros venceremos.

r-.Jo tenemos miedo , no tenemos miedo, no tenemos miedo
ahora.
o en mi corazon, /0 creo, nosotros venceremos •

.THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND

As I wOScf~ing that ribborcof Sghway
I saw ~ve me that endless Iyway.
I T oelow 'me that golden val.l"y.
This land was made for you and ~e.

TSs land .four land, this land ~~ iond
From CalitOrni~o the New York ISlandtFroJil redwood ~rest to the gulfsJ;(eom waters,
ThI'i' Iand was made for you and ~.

We are not alone, etc.

No estamos solos, etc.

Unidos ganaremos, etc.

The sun was shining as I was stroll ing
Through the wheat fields waving and the dust clouds rolling..
As the fog was liffing, a voice was singing
This land was made for you and me.

I roamed and rambled and I followed my footsteps
To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts
While all around me a voice was chanting
This land was made for you and me.



UNION MAID

was

J)G
ho never was afraid,

£
finks & deputy

Q
hall, when a meeting it

J)
boys come round,

to the union
A

And when the company
J)

her ground.

ere once was a union maid,
.A b

Of the goons & ginks & company
1)

""heriffs who made the raids.

3he went
1)

,JaIled.
II

qhe always stood

Chorus: 0, you can't seare me I'm .stickln·
1)

to the union (three times)
a I'm stlckln"0, you can't scare me
D

to the union,
A

-And I'll stick to the union till the
J)

day I die.

This union maid was wise, to the tricks of the,
company spies, she couldn't+?e fpoled by company
stools, She'd always organizeC.A5"Y~he.always got
her way, ~en she struck for higher pay, she'd
show her card to the com~any guard & this is
what she'd say. (chorus)

e're modern union maids, we"re also,note'afraid,
To walk the line, leave jobs behind & we're not
j list a~'ladies aid. We fight for equal pay., &
we will have our say. We're workers too, the
same as you, & fight the, union wa.y•. (chorus)
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