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‘These Farmers! Alliance songs have been gleaned from the files of the

s' Alliance—the official organ of the lebraska State Alliances This
fly paper, published in the 1890's, was later known by a variety of titles,
# as the Alliance~-Independ<nt, Independent, Nebraska-Independent, and the
th-Mekerse 1t was clways liberal and strongly populistic in its viewse

“The Farmers' Alliance party was formally organized in Lincoln, Nebraska,
ary 5-6, 1888, when delegates from 25 countlus net in lLincoln. This or=-
gation—later absorbed by the nation-wide populist party—was an attempt
part of the faormers of the State to securc, through political means,
pricecs for their farm products (hogs and cattlc, at this time, sold
Bwo cents & pound, corn for ten cents a bushel); lower freight rates (it
flone bushel of wheat to send another bushel to merket); and protection
mst unfair farm foreclosurese All these grievances had been caused, or
favated by, rampant speculation, drouth and firancial panice

'A ~third party, in those turbulent times, seemed to be the only answer
hese problems, since ncarly every farmer in the State wos dissatisfied
ithe two major political parties, both of which seemed to favor the

® monopolies and Eastern bankerse. This attitude wos well expressed in
called "The Hayseed," adapted to the tune of "Suve 2 Poor Sinner Like

I was once a tool of oppression,
And as green as a sucker could be,
And monopolies banded together

To beat o poor hayseed like mea

The railroads and old party bosses

Together did sweetly agree;

And they thought there would be little trouble
In working a haysced like mee

But now Itve roused up a little

And their greed and corruption I sces
And the ticket we vote next November
Will be made up of hayseeds like mee

iThroughout Nebraska, from 1885 to 1905, crusading farmers gathcred at
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peds of political rallies, barbeccues, and picnics to hear orators from
g their own people, many of whom had never spoken to & crowd before,
the pressing questions of the daye To reach these meetings it was
ry for many farmers to drive in clumsy lumber wagons for lons dis=-
Seemingly endless parades of farm wagons were arranged in order to
the spectatorss Sixteen hundred teams paraded into Fastings alone
yne meetings In order to add excitement to these parades, and create
'8ion between speeches at the rallies, songs were sungs Glee Clubs were
zed, the most popular of which, the cat Creek Glee Club of custer

Bys became so popular that it sang at the National Populist Convention
.r,ura Omh& in 1892,

But, for the most part, the farmers and their sympethizers did their
ngings They especially liked parodies of familior verse or ballads,

d to that they could easily bc sung to old familiar tunes, such as

€ Gray," or "Swect Memorie." £ll the sorgs in this collection are of
ure, by members or sympathizers of the Nebrasks Farmers' Alliance
tand revealing much of the tonse, revivalistic nature of their campaigne

ALLTIANCE SONG
By Ce Ee Vaughn

(Tune; Marching Along)

The farmers are gathcring from near and fron far,
The alliance is sounding the call for the wars

The battle is raging, it will be fearful end long,
. We'll gird on our crmor and be marching alonge

' ¢ The battle is raging, it will be fearful and longe
) Men are before us that would lead us astray,

But let us not follow or turn from the way;

The password our strength, be this ever our song,
Werll join the alliance and go marching alonpa
Wetve tlisted for life and will camp on the field;
With faith in the alliance we never will vielde
United we stand, Lheth trusty and strong,

We will pull together and be marching along.
Through hardships and trials our gold we must bring,
For here we contend against monopolies ring;

But one thing is certain, we cannot go wrong,

If we pull altogether whiie merching alongs

Chorusy

Marching along, we are marching along,

Stand by each other while marching alonge

The battle is raging, 'twill be fearful and strong,
Then pull altogether while marching alonge




MARCHING FOR FREEDOM
BY Mrss Jes Te Kellie

(Tune; Marching Through Georgin)

The John Hs Powers mentioned in the chorus wes president of the Nebraska
merst Alliance, and was a candidate for governor on thc people's indepen=-
gt ticket during the campaign of 1890.

The farrers of Nebraske now are in a fearful plight,

For years they have been worse than slrves; it is a woeful sight,

To see the way they have been robbed by behks and railrocdst might—
But now they are marching for freedume

Chorusg

Hurrah for powers, a former true and grand;

Hurrahs For powers we pledge our heart end hand——

And neter again shall lawyer or banker rule our land—
For we are marching for frcedoms

Oh, nevermore to party rulc the farmert's knee shall bow,
To work his own salvation out he takes 2 solcrn vow,
Hotll vote for home and justice, for wife and baby now,
For we are marching for freedom.

No banks shall corner the exchange provided by the State,
No speculator shall get rich on wealth thit we create,
No railroad etcr again shall tax three fourths* our crops for
freight,
» For we are marching for freedom.

THE PAUPER'S COVWHIDES
By Mrss Je Te KUllie
(Tune: Kingdom Coming)

. The rcference in the first line is to Bartlett Richards, president of
Nebraskn Iand and Feeling company and a much hoted ranchrian, who, in

6, six years after this sonz was composed, was convicted for "suborning
@iding froud and perjury in the entry of public lunde"

S2y, Richards have you scen the paupers,
With a mortgage on their lands,

Going to congress with their cowhides,
And honest horny handse

e . o

Bbraskn farmers, at this time, complained that freirht rites werc so high
BBt it cost a bushel of c¢orn to ship another bushol of corn to markete



They saw the sohemers each year stealing
Their hard earned crops away,

And their sod houses they arc¢ lcaving

To ripht their wrongs todaye

Chorusg;

To congress now, hod hoid

The cowhide boots will rune

This must be the hayseed jubilo,
And the pauperts kingdom comee

Money changers say that by no paupers

Their demands shall be denied;

They scorn them now as long ago

Scorned o pauper cricified. [sic!

They judge men by the wealth theytve stolen
And the patent boots they wear;

Say drones of carth alone can rule us,

That no cowboy rule theytll beare

They uscd to tan the skins of paupers

pown in the eastern land;

But Richards' patent turns them out

with skins already tanncde

But the bankerts power will soon be broken
Their gold will lose its sway;

¥When the cowhide boots get into conjress
They'1l bring a better daye

GOOD-EYE, MY PARTY, GOOD~EYE
Air: "good<bye, My Lover, Geod=bye."
(Reference is to the two established purties.)

It was no more than a year ago,
Good-bye, my party, geod-byee
That I was in love with my party so,
Good=byve, my party, good-byee
To hear sught else I never would goj;
Good=bye, my party, good=byecs
Like the rest I made a great hlow;
Good-bye, my party, good=byce

Chorus:

Rye, party, bye, le; bye, party, bye, lo;
Bye, party, bye, lo; good=bye, my party, good-byce

T was often scourged with the party lash,
Good=bye, my party, good-byecs




- The bosses laid on with demands for cashj
} good-bye, my party, good=byes
To do aught else I deemed it rash,
: Good=-bye, my party, good-bye.
4 so I had to teke it or lose my hash,
1 Good-bye, my party, good=byee

1 T was raised up in the kind of school,
cood-bye, my party, good-byee

That taught to bow to money rule,
Good-bye, my party, good=byee

And it made of me & "Kansas Fool,"
Good-bye, my party, good-Lyee

when they found I was a willinge tool,
Good=bye, my perty, good-lyes

) The old party is on the dowmwerd track,

A Good=bye, my party, good=-byes

1 picking its teeth with a tariff tack,

) good-bye, my party, good-byce

3 With a placard pinned upon his back,

. Good=bye, my party, good-byee

\ That plainly states, "I will never go backs"
Good=bye, my party, good-byee

GOOD-BYE, OH TOMMY, GOOD=-BYE
I By Mrse Je Te Kellie

. Tom Benton was president of the Wostern Exchange Fire and Merine Insurs=
ce Companye He had made louns, at high rates of intorest, to the farmerso

| Tom Bentcn is on the Ge O« Po

i Good=bye, 0 Tormy, good=tyce
i That is going down like a ship at sea,
f Good=bye, O Tommy, good-byes

Neatn the waves of justice you will Le,

. gocd=bye, 0 Tommy, good=byce

P No farmer will shed a tear for thee,

' Good=bye, 0 Tommy, guod=byue

Chorusz:

Bye Tommy, bye lo, bye Tomriy, bye lo=
Bye Tommy, bye lo, good~byc, O Tonmy, good=byes

The farmers know for ttis very plain,

good=-bye, 0 Tommy, good=byece

i You robbed them for years of half thoir grain,
goocd=bye, O Tommy, good=byee

i But we tell you kow in words most plain,

B Good-bye, 0 Tommy, good=byces

f No reilroad shark shall rob us agein,

' Good=bye, 0 Tormy, good=byecs




We owe it to you and the board they say,
Good=bye, 0 Tommy, good=byece

Thet we are not free of debt today,
Good=bye, O Tommy, good=byes

You wished us in debt to interest pay,
Good~-bye, 0 Tommy, good=-byes .

Like all other dogs youtve had your day,
Good-bye, @ Tommy, good-bycs

Your deeds now written upon a roll--
Good=bye, O Tommy, good=byecs
C.ndemn you to the bottomless holo—
Good-bye, 0 Tormy, good-bye.
*hile satan safely watches your soul,
Gocd=bye, O Tommy, grod=byce
Farmers will gladly shovel his coal,
Good~bye, @ Tommy, good-byca

THE DONKEY'S SONG
By Mrse Js Te Kellie

(Tunes Johnny Comes Marching Home)

I much delighted was to hear the long eared donkey's bray,
It sure was Fowe's and Holdrege's voice and this they secmed to say:

Oh, Thomas Bentcn is his name,
i i Yone huh, yonc huh,
§ That is well known to railroad fane,
Yonc huh, yonc huh,
Leese traitor to the railroads turned,
But tec his sorrow scon he learned,
e had our own way
When Tommy was con the boarde.

When Tommy gets on the board again,
Yonc huh, yonc huh,

When Tommy gets on the board again,
Yonec huh, yonc huh,

Us poor railrocds will have to show—

For by the past we surely know

Wetll have our own way

Then To:mmy is on the board.

Oh, Tommy, we are not afraid-—
Yone huh, yone huh,

™e keep in mind the bargain nmade,
Yone huh, yonc huh,

To hide the check of brass he stole

He gave o mortgage on his soul,




Which gives us our way
When Tommy is on the boards

when we steal hglf the farmerts grain
Yone huh, yonc huh,

Shrewd Tommy, he does not explain,
Yonc huh, yone huh,

But codlly looks each office oter

And finds place for one bkrother more,

Yes, wetve our own way :

Ythen Tommy is on the boarde

VOTE FOR ME
By Mrss Js Te Kellie
(Tune; Father Come Home)

oh father, dear father, come.vote for me now
My clothes are so wern out and old,
You said you would get me some new ones this fall;
Rut now wheat and corn arec all solde
The roads tock the best, the banks get the rest,
tnd nothing is left us at all;
we thought if we worked through the heat and the ccld,
werd have lots of new things this fall.

Chorus:

Be free, for me;

come, father, please vote for me nowe

oh father, dear father, come vote for me now,

Heed not what the railroad men say, |

0f course they will tell you they love you the best,
You know that was always the way;

Yet our sod house is old and lets in the cold,

And Mats always patching, you see;

The rest of the children, their shoes are so old—
Therets no one can bring cobs but me.

Oh father, dear father, come vote for me ncw,
You know that I cantt go to schoel,

For summer or winter, year round I must work,
And when I am grown be a feoclj;

Oh what can I do when grown up like you,
And nothing I know but to save,

Free land will be gone and naught else can T do
But be tc the rich men a slaves

Oh fother, dear father, come vote for me nbw,
Let money men threaten or pray,



They told you last summer we all worked too hard,
This year we are lgzy they say;

Dear father, thatts right, oh, what a glad sight,
That old railroad ticket thrown down,

Now Mo will be hopeful, her heart will be light,
I'1ll have clothes like rich boys in towne

WHO HAS MANAGED
By Mrse Je Te Kellie
(Tune: Twenty Years Ago)

Itve traveled through the gtate. dear Tom,
Vie long have loved so well,

And what's the matter with things here

I want to have ycu tell.

The working class are very poor-—

I've looked them oter and orer—

Say who has managed this great State

For twenty years or more?

You mind well where the gottonwood

Flows down towards the Blue,

There we one time went atf'ter wood,

Hid from the bloody Siouxs

Vear where the Mayflower schoclhouse stands
They chased the buffalo,

Vhile we up near the bridpe were hid

Some twenty years agoe

Soon schooners filled with hardy men
Came o'er the barren plain,

And where last year was prairis grass
Yere fields of golden grain.

Snug hcuses were built and orchards made;
Aht all we ever knew

To gain homes what plots were laid,

Some twenty years ago?

0f all the men who helped to change

This land from desert plain,

But very few are left to know;

The others have apgain

Been driven as we once drove

Red men and buffalo—

Robbed of the homes for which they toiled
Some twenty years agoe

The men who settled up these plains
¥hen they were in their prime




Are gray haired now=—herd toll has node
Them old before their timee

with splendid crops of stock and grain,
They're pocrer than before;

Say who has managed this great State
For twenty years or more?

The Negroes of the South, dear Ton,

Before the cruel war,

Vlere better shelterel, better fed,

And better clothes they wore;

Yet slaves through =1l the years neter worled
So hard on earth befores

soy who has managed this preat State

For twenty years or more?

The only ones whotve prospered here——
1t mode my blood to boil-

¥erc bankers, lawycrs, railrocd nmen
or men who never toils

Thy should they nrow own all the wealth
Itve pondered oter and o'or;

say who has managed this great State
For twenty years or more?

OUR JOHN
Py Mrse Js Te Kellie
(Tune; Yankee Doodle)
. John Thurston was general s:licitor-fur the Union pacific Railroade

John Thurston is a railroad wmn,
As such he is a dandy; !

He gives the farmers good sdvice
T;henever it comes hondye

Choruss
our John he does the farmer love,
Although he works for boodle-—
They ought to take his good andvice
And still sing Yankce Doodlce

He says 1if we van Tiyeck hmd run
In place of Farmer Powers,

Van T'yck would just hove made things hum
asnd victory been cursa

our John twelve thousand gets a yeor,
Tc work agsinst the peoplc,

The while e says his love for them
1s higher than a steeples




our John he loves the bloody shirt,
And often sings its praises,

And each advance of railrcad freights
Beneath its folds he roiscse

SPREAD THE NEWS
By Mrse Je Te Kellie
(Air: sSweet Memorie)

Oh, the farmers haove united,

And their actions will be cited,
vhen the next election cones;

It is men we want for work,

Men who wontt their duty shirk,
Fire the politicians and the bumse

Then give us righteous farmer men,

For theyt'll help us when they can,

And ignore the pocketbook and bottle;

They know the wily schemert's game,

AR they beat hii: just the same,

For they work for right and not for boodles

Sc wetll stond by them stecdfast;
tTwill be vietory at the last,
And will prove that we are trues;
Then our rights will be respectcd,
And our men will be elected,
while we bear the barners bluce

We want railroad legislaticn,

our children must have educction,
Therefore, we should share tho pocgotbook,
The railroads then will lose their grip,
And the "pass" no more will slip,

But must trovel on his own hooke

Then to your work, Oh, men,

And train your hand to use the men,
That all the world moy know,

That while we labor for the right,
We do the work with 2ll our might,
And fear no politician foe.

Chorusg

Oh, come ye jolly farmers,
And join our legal band;
That ye may share the profit,
of the labor of your hands

10
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WHAT'S WRONG

BY We Eo Re Hoping

oh what is the matter? Oh tell me whatts wrongs
That the farmers and workingmen cantt get along:
Though the harvest is great that we get in the faoll,
7hen the spring rolls around we have nothing at alle

Chorus:

Rouse, sons of:freedoms Something's rot right;

Drive out the darkness, let in the lighto.

There is over=-production it has s ften teen said,
where in parts of our land they cwre calling for brecde
1f it's overproduction, and that is conceded,

¥hy not enjoy it ttill there is mcre necded?

But the cry comes rolling up over our land,

Give us money in volume to meet the denand;

we must have money to exchange production,

pay mortgage ond debts, or we go to destruction.

whatt!s wrongs that our govermment favors a facticn
tho work for themselves and cause 2 contraction?
The intcrest we pay to these great finenciers

r7ill ruin us all in a very few yearse

Then money is issued on real cstate,

And the interest is low, say one per cent rates
Ton't money be plenty and prices be high?

And wetll pay all our debts "in the swect by and bye"

The board of trade and the great corporations—

whe live on our earnings, ond ruin cll notions—

we must break their shackles, for sloves wetll not be
Buk wetll say to the world “our ccuntry is froeeyn

THE INDEPENDENT MAN
By Mrse Js Te Kellie

(Tune: The Girl 1 Left Behind ye)

1 was a party man one time,

The party would not mind me-—-

rThatts all for which I have to thank
The party's left behind mee o

Chorusg
tn slder, sadder, pohcorer man
Sure every year did find me-—
Thatts all for which I have to thank
The party left behind mee
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I asked thot from the railrcadrs clutch
A way out they should find me;

One party answered me; ®not much;"

The other would not mind mes

I was to moneyed men a slave—
They said it was a fable;

one party would not try to save,
The other was not ablee

A true and intependdent man

You ever more shall find nie—

I work and vote, and neter regret
The party left behind ne.

THE INDEPENDENT BROOM
By Mrss Je Ts Kellie
(Tuney Star Spangled Banner)

oh, say, did you ever in years long {ocre by,

Then you bachelor!s hall were so lonesomely keeping,
To sweep with an old lop-sided broom try?

If so, you when done surely felt like weecpinge

To clean up a room you will own, I presumc,

In twenty-four years one should have a new broorms
The dust it will raise may be stifling ond great,
But the broom Independent will clean up the States

on the floor thickly strown all over the State,

Are sown in confusion the railroad free pussess

The new broom will soon sweep them in piles that are great,
And the proceeds we'll use for the good of the massess
Bring to light soon, it must, laws now hidden by dust,
Brighten up constitution now covered with rust,

Yes, it will soon have everything in ship shape—

The new broom Independent thatts swceping the States

And thus was it ever when freemen did strive

To clean up rubbish laws which create the rich classoss
To let freedom's light in so people might thrive

Brush the dust from the laws made to protect the massese
Then the beauty is seen of the brcom new and clean,

You must surely admire the broom that I mean,

'Tis the broom Independent, new, honest, and straight,
T7ith which brave sons of toil are now sweeping the States

The editorial page of the Alliance-Independent for @ectober 26, 1893,
83 "The present panic is undeniably & banker's panice 8o also wus the
e of 1873, and the immeasurable suffering which the first produced and
8 last is leading to, will write a fearful record apainst thems Are we
i right then in saying;
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The bankers and brokers by breed

Are gold bugs, and governed by greed;
They haughtily fasten and feed

Oon the sweat and the blood of the workers—
As shirkers, they fasten and feed

On the sweat and the blood of the workerse

They crawled through Congressional halls,
When war* thundered hard at the walls,

And while we were facing the balls
They enacted new laws for the shirkers—

The workers, while stopping the balls,
Tere conslaved by a schere of the shirkerse

tie pay for a credit cur own,
On debts and our labor they loan;
So gold has extended its throne,
'Till we owe it about thirty billions!
Curse on you, ye usarers bold,
Corrupted with blood is your gold.

You ride in your pride with the high,
Upheld by the toilers who sigh;

And weak ones competing rust die,
Trampled down by the classes who plunder—

You heed not the millions who ery.,
And you trample on all who are unders

TARIFF ON THE BRAIN
(Tune; wWilliam Brennan)

Come all you honest pecple,

Tthoever you may be,

And help the honest workinguen

Resist monopoly.

'Tis headed by the brokers;

They deal in bonds and stocks;

They cite us to the tariff

Thile they're gotting in their knockse

Choruss
Tariff on the brain! Tariff on the brain!
Look out for politicians
Who have tariff on the braine

The goldbugs knowing Grover

To their scheming would agree,
They put him in the White Fouse
Their agent there to be.

- - - —— -

Bnish-American War




They robhed us of our silver
And grabbed up all our  old—
They cite us to the tariff,
And leave us in the colde

Theytve a scheme to throttle labor
And monopolize the land,

To make of us o servile herd,

while they are rich and grand

Their schemes couse want and hunger,
And they moy pet foiled perhaps;

or will our fair colunbiea

By their greediness collapse?

TRAMP, TRAMP. TRAMP

In the sainted Lincolnts chair
Beats a heart which knows no care
For the lot of those who toil in its domain,
For the many millions poor,

seeking work from door te dcor

That they may the honest needs of life oltaina

*

Chorus:
Tramp, tramp, tramp, the tromps are tramping
Seeking an opportunity
By their labor to create
mealth for all within the gtate;
And retain enough to keep themselves alives

Is there then no work to do

None who needs a garment new?

Is the work of all the nation wholly done?
Are there no more homes to builld,

No more granaries to be fillcd,

Not o want to be supplied for any one?

May the weary blistercd feet.

Tramping up and down the street,

Like & curse within the ears forever sound

of the robbers who have planned

Death and ruin of our land,

where the right to live and labor once was founde

THE PATCEES ON MY PANTS
(Tunes; Auld Lang Syne)

of all the years since I began
To mix in politics,

- —

feronce is to president Benjamin Harrison, e

14
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The one that tries my inner man
Is Eightecn Ninety Six;
And as this aching void I feel,
I cast a wistful glance,
And count them all from hip to heel,
The patches on my pantse

My mind runs back to 188

Tthen first I tried them on,

T wolked with proud and joyous gait
Tc vote for Harrison;

Had I prophetic eyes to sce

Theytd swim with tears perchance,
To find that vote brought out on me
Those patches on my pantse

THE GOLD BUG
By Je A. Edgerton
(Tune; The "Bowery")

There once was o man who lived in New York,
constructed somewhat in the fashion of pork:
He was not very long, but was awfully fat,
There was nothing about him was small-—but his hate
He possessed the features that mark a toughs
was mostly composed of beef, belly, and bluffs
He didnit look brilliant, but seemed woll=fed}
And these were the words that he said;

I'm a gold bug, a gold bLugj
My name is Grover
And that I'm all over
A gold bug, a gold bug,
You can tell from the size of my heade

He was pachydermatous=-thick of hideg
For his country (by substitute) tled and died.
He rose to be sheriff and hung two men,
(But didn't require any substitute then);
Became a mayor by howling reform;
And when, by the same mcans, he chanced to worm
A governor's chair and a president's next,

He suddenly took & new toxtg

I'm o gold bug, a gold bugs
Free silver aintt in it,
Because I'm agin it;

A gold bug, I'm o gold bug;

By this cry the country was vexeds

He vetoed pensions by the job lot;
He talked about tariff and similar rot;
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He tried tc hand over the rebel flags;

vent hunting and fishing and got on jags;

He snorted and raved oter the Gorman bill;

Got muddled: with Gresham and stuok on Lilj;

On congress his potronage used as o string;
And still he continued to sing:

I'm a gold bug, o gold bug,
= w31l Strcet ks bought me,
And so has got me,
A gold bug, a gold bug,
And o mighty good figure I bringe

Then first he was running, hc made the bluff,

"one term for president is enourh;"

But see, how poorly he kecps his viord;

He now is fishing around for a thirde

He writes long letters and talks tlLrough his hat,
But, o2ld "stuffed prophet," we lFnow where ycutre at;
A You are not in it, you're on the wrong side,

And the people will soon let you slides

Youtre a gold bug, a gold bug;
And so, dear Grover,
werll throw you over;
For & gold bug, a old bug,
i Is something we cannct abides

- —
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