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For hundreds of years like some great giant writhing
Great labor lies prone on the earth bound in chains!

For years upon years all this fair world blighting
Base, Grinding, Monopoly o’er the land reigns!

Ah! better for better than serf-like thus creeping
Were you from this hardship and curse in your graves!

Then, brothers, awake! yes, arise from this sleeping,
Now fight for your freedom or still creep as slaves!

5
Away with dissension! oh! com-rade oh! brother

How can you thus wrangle when the country’s wronglaws
Equality, freedom, and manhood thus smother?

And the whole human race thus writhes in Hell’s jaws!
Away with all quibling while tyrants are lifting

Their deep crimsoned bay'nets to your throats you to slay!

What matter small difference when really you're drifting
(To Emancipate Labor!) all the same way?
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This is the great battle of Truth and of Duty!
To arms then you warriors of this great sod!

Out to the conflict! return filled with booty,
Now soldiers you are in the army of God!

Send Labors grand flag to the great heavens flying
And ne’er let its glorious, bright folds be furled,

Till the demons of wrong are there at your feet dying!
And Justice and grand-browed Truth reign o’er the world!
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