Gaster Transcripts
Track 1

Talk by J. Ramsay MacDonald

I am asking you to support in every possible way, Labour’s one mouthpiece amongst daily papers, the ‘Daily Herald.’ Read it! Talk of it! Show it! Get subscribers for it! These are the days of syndicates, and we who bear the banners of the Labour cause have to face the biggest political syndicate ever brought together to crash out any party. Liberal and Tory, on the platform and in the press, have few differences when Labour has to be fought. They are fighting you. Their press fights you. They fight your representatives, both in Parliament and in the workshop. In the daily conflicts in Parliament, as in the rarer conflicts in industry, they misrepresent and suppress facts, and broadcast untruths. Because their interests are not your interests. “Anything is fair in war” is the motto of the press in this country, and they are always at war with us. Everyone who has ever been in a fight, either political or industrial, on the side of Labour knows that what I say is perfectly true. The press will try to be fair only when Labour can defy it by controlling a press of its own. If Labour is ever to be anything but the servant of others; if it is ever to make its own will felt, in the ordering of society, in the laws it has to obey, and in its lot in life; it must have a voice to tell the World its own story and present its own case. The life of Labour has been so long hidden from the eyes of men because it has been allowed to flow on in silence. It has been so long regarded as outside the care of the state and Parliament because it has been able only on very rare occasions to cry out, so that those who suffer may come together and compel the rest to listen. There is no chance of Labour occupying the inner courts of authority without a powerful friend. Therefore, the ‘Herald’ should be regarded as a necessity, a first charge upon your daily expenses, an investment that, come what may, has to be made. You, each of you, have the life of the ‘Herald’ in your hands. See to it that you do your duty.
No Master, High or Low

Saith man to man, We've heard and known
That we no master need
To live upon this earth, our own,
In fair and manly deed.
The grief of slaves long passed away
For us hath forged the chain,
Till now each worker's patient day
Builds up the House of Pain.
And we, shall we too crouch and quail,
Ashamed, afraid of strife?
And lest our lives untimely fail
Embrace the Death in Life?
Nay, cry aloud, and have no fear,
We few against the world;
Awake, arise! the hope we bear
Against the curse is hurled.
It grows, it grows--are we the same,
The feeble band, the few?
Or what are these with eyes aflame,
And hands to deal and do?
This is the host that bears the word:
“NO MASTER HIGH OR LOW!”
A lightning flame, a shearing sword,
A storm to overthrow.
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March of the Workers

What is this, the sound and rumour? What is this that all men hear,
Like the wind in hollow valleys when the storm is drawing near,
Like the rolling on of ocean in the eventide of fear?
'Tis the people marching on.

Whither go they, and whence come they? What are these of whom ye tell?
In what country are they dwelling 'twixt the gates of heaven and hell?
Are they mine or thine for money? Will they serve a master well?
Still the rumour's marching on.

Hark! the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,
And the host comes marching on.

Many a hundred years passed over have they laboured deaf and blind;
Never tidings reached their sorrow, never hope their toil might find.
Now at last they've heard and hear it, and the cry comes down the wind,
And their feet are marching on.

O ye rich men hear and tremble! for with words the sound is rife:
"Once for you and death we laboured; changed henceforward is the strife.
We are men, and we shall battle for the world of men and life;
And our host is marching on."

Hark! the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,
And the host comes marching on.

"Is it war, then? Will ye perish as the dry wood in the fire?
Is it peace? Then be ye of us, let your hope be our desire.
Come and live! for life awaketh, and the world shall never tire;
And hope is marching on.

"On we march then, we the workers, and the rumour that ye hear
Is the blended sound of battle and deliv'rance drawing near;
For the hope of every creature is the banner that we bear,
And the world is marching on."

Hark! the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,
And the host comes marching on.

Hark! the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,
And the host comes marching on.

Talk by George Lansbury

My colleagues and myself who are responsible for publishing ‘Lansbury’s Labour Weekly’ have done our best to familiarise our readers with the words and music of Socialist poetry and songs. In addition, we have published songbooks entitled: ‘Sixteen Songs for Sixpence’ and ‘More Rebel Songs.’ Both have received a very wide sale. Because of this success, we determined to produce gramophone records, and after much difficulty, have been able to publish a number of the best-known songs. All who hear me speak will agree that every great revolutionary movement has been helped forward by the spirit of idealism and high endeavour, which is to be found in such poems as Edward Carpenter’s ‘England, Arise!’, Elliott’s ‘God Save the People,’ and Jim Connolly’s ‘Rebel Song,’ to mention only one or two of those we have recorded. The British Labour and Socialist movement is, in fact, a revolutionary movement; we desire to change the present chaotic, un-Christian, immoral industrial system into one based on co-operation, justice, and love. We believe it is as possible to grow food to eat, build houses to live in, make clothes to wear as it is to make a road, construct a sewer, build a school, or generate electric light and social services. We see no need for mere money-making. We believe all labour should be organised on the basis of service. These records of music and poetry tell us of the trials of the past, when in less hopeful days, our fathers unfurled the flag of revolt and human progress. When we sing ‘The Red Flag,’ we shall sing to the revolutionists, of whom it is said ‘his blood-red banner streams afar/Who follows in his train?’ Because our red flag stands for the same oneness of human life embodied in the word he has made of one blood all nations of the Earth. For teaching this revolutionary doctrine, he was criticised; many a thousand others have been torn asunder, slain with swords for doing the same. In our day, thousands are in prison throughout the World, whose sold crime is they believe in true freedom. When we sing the ‘Internationale,’ we proclaim our faith in human brotherhood. When we sing ‘on we march then, we the workers, and the rumour that ye hear/Is the blended sound of battle and deliverance drawing near,’ we must resolve that, come what may, in dark days and bright, we will keep our faces towards the light, confident and sure that the workers of the World will win emancipation, if, with courage and faith in one another, they fight on and faint not.
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Talk by James Maxton

Why should people live lives of poverty and toil? Why should people rise in the morning fearing to face light because of the evils, the cares, and the sorrows the day may bring? Should life not rather be a carefree, joyous adventure that all should meet with confidence and hope? This great world we live in is full of interest, beauty, and variety, and is people by men and women with infinite capacity for happiness. Through the centuries, men and women have struggled to extract the secrets of nature and of Mother Earth, and today we have amassed a great store of knowledge and of skill that gives mankind a control of the Earth and its forces so that these may be pressed into the service of humanity. From tropical zone to frigid pole, the fruits of the soil are garnered and conveyed to all parts of the globe, and men of all races work in the service of all races. Invention and discovery from day to day bring men closer together. Pile up the quantities of wealth produced at ever-increasing rates, and ever with increasing speed, transported thousands of miles across the Earth’s surface, over the seas, or even through the air. And yet, men and women starve, and children cry for bread because a very few men claim the Earth as their own, and make the millions toil for them. The task of the Socialist movement in every country in the World is to lighten the workers’ toil, to increase the supply of the material things of life in every home, and to remove the horrible insecurity that kills the joy of life, and to sweep the owning classes from the shoulders of the disowned. The scientist has played his part, the writer has played his part, the traveller and explorer have played their parts, and now the workers – the common people – must play their part. The wealthy and powerful, blinded by their material riches, do not see the real wealth of humanity itself, and to the workers is left the task of freeing mankind from the fetters of servitude. The will to liberty, the will to security, the will to happiness are first necessary. Then comes the need for an organisation to give expression to that will, and after that, a clear idea of the social structure which can enable mankind freely and easily to give his quota of service and receive his full reward. The Socialist movement fulfils these three functions: it tries to create the will, it builds up the organisation to express it, and it has devised a social structure that can produce the World’s needs and supply them in secure and certain fashion. It calls aloud for the willing help of good and true men and women who are not afraid to fight for a just cause.

Jerusalem

And did those feet in ancient time

Walk upon England’s mountains green?

And was the holy lamb of God

On England’s pleasant pastures seen?

And did the countenance divine

Shine forth upon our clouded hills?

And was Jerusalem builded here

Among those dark, satanic mills?

Bring me my bow of burning Gold!

Bring me my arrows of desire!

Bring me my spear! O Clouds unfold!

Bring me my chariot of fire!

I will not cease from mental fight,

Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand.

Till we have built Jerusalem

In England’s green and pleasant land.

Bring me my bow of burning Gold!

Bring me my arrows of desire!

Bring me my spear! O Clouds unfold!

Bring me my chariot of fire!

I will not cease from mental fight,

Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand.

Till we have built Jerusalem

In England’s green and pleasant land.
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Talk by A. J. Cook

An appeal to the workers of Britain! A million miners with their wives and children, something like one tenth of the whole population of this country, have long called aloud for justice. If you were to believe all the things the capitalist press say about us, you would think that we were the most terrible people on Earth. They tell you that we are never satisfied; that we are always striking; that we are never content with our wages, with our hours, or with the houses we live in. And yet, I want not only to defend the miners, but to appeal to the national conscience to recognise the justice of our claim for safety and economic security. Underneath all the grime and coal-dust, miners are human and courageous beings. I have some right to speak for them; not only because I happen to be secretary of the Miners’ Federation, but because I myself have toiled for 21 years in the pit. I know what the miner’s life is in those dark dungeons of despair. I know what the miner’s wife’s life is. I wonder if those who abuse the miners were made to work even one year in the pits, crawling nine hours a day down hot, narrow galleries, lying half-naked at the coal-face, sweating at a narrow seam, working in water or in excessive heat, living in a miner’s row and taking home week by week a miner’s average pay, with the risk of terrible mutilation and death ever-present, I wonder if these people would be quite so sure that it was those paid agitators who made the miners struggle for better treatment. But this hard, gruelling work, deep in the bowels of the earth, amidst the gas, heat, cold and water, which every day takes toll of several lives and many injured has to be done. Britain’s whole economic life depends upon it. How, then, is Britain going to treat our men who work and die that she may live? Our case is simple: we ask for safety and economic security. Today, up and down our coalfields, the miner and his family are faced with sheer starvation. He is desperate. He will not – he cannot stand for <grim?> conditions much longer. He would be a traitor to his wife and children if he did. Until he is given safety in the mines, adequate compensation, hours of labour that do not make him a mere coal-getting medium, decent living conditions, there can be no peace in the British coalfields. It is said the industry cannot pay. Then the industry must be reorganised and re-modelled technically and scientifically. If present owners have failed to do this, then it must be taken out of their hands run by the nation; not for private profit or for royalty-owners, but for the benefit of the whole people. The old ideas will not work any longer. The miner has fought and lost, and fought again. Once more he will fight, and together with all the workers of Britain, he will win the great battle of human freedom.

Song of the Volga Boatman

Yo, heave ho! Yo, heave ho!

All together once again!

Yo, heave ho! Yo, heave ho!

Once again and yet again!

All the barge, my brothers, haul!

Bend your shoulders to the line!

Ay-da, da, ay-da!

Ay-da, da, ay-da!

Bend your shoulders to the line!

All the barge, my brothers, haul!

Yo, heave ho! Yo, heave ho!

Once again and yet again!

As along the shore we run,

In the chorus, in the Sun.

Ay-da, da, ay-da!

Ay-da, da, ay-da!

In the chorus, in the Sun.

Volga, Mother River dear,

In the chorus, in the Sun.

Yo, heave ho! Yo, heave ho!

Once again and yet again!

All the Volga, Mother dream!

O the river, broad and deep!

Ay-da, da, ay-da!

Ay-da, da, ay-da!

O the river, broad and deep!

Volga, Mother River dear!

Volga, Volga, Mother dream!

Yo, heave ho! Yo, heave ho!

Once again and yet again!

Yo, heave ho! Yo, heave ho!

Once again and yet again!

Yo, heave ho! Yo, heave ho!
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Appeal for Unity by Willie Gallacher MP

I consider my victory in West Fife as above all a victory for the united action of every section of the working class against the National Government, and for an immediate advance in the standard of living of the miners and all other workers. My chief task, with the backing of my party and the ‘Daily Worker,’ is to endeavour to build up, inside and outside of Parliament, a fighting opposition to the whole policy of the National Government. None can doubt the gravity of the times we live in: war on the conditions of the workers at home, reparations for war abroad. The National Government, in spite of its recent election success, can and must be fought and defeated. There could be nothing more fatal than to believe that it can be allowed to carry on for another four or five years. The workers need constantly to remember how, in the early months of this year, their united mass action against Part II of the Unemployment Act forced even this National Government to make a retreat. The same united action, organised around the fight of the miners for the two shillings a day, around railwaymen and engineers in their wage demands, around the campaign of the unemployed for work or full maintaining, and against the war preparations of the National Government can lead to the development of such a mighty mass-movement as to enable us to inflict a crushing defeat on the National Government. I appeal to every serious-minded worker in the Labour Party, trade unions, and co-operatives to support the policy of the Communist Party in trying to achieve unity of action on the part of every section of the working class movement. The majority of the National Government may be strong in Parliament, but the united power of the workers outside Parliament, backed up by a fighting opposition inside Parliament, is 1000 times stronger. We must now organise and use that power to carry forward the struggle; to build up the United Front of all workers, and those who hate Fascism and fear war. For the United Front is the only path to victory over poverty and reaction. It is the path to peace and Socialism.
United Front Song

As man is only human,

He must eat before he can think.

Fine words are only empty air

And not his meat and drink.

Then left-right-left!

Then left-right-left!

There’s a place, Comrade, for you;

March with us in the Workers’ United Front,

For you are a worker too!

As man is only human,

He’d rather not have boots in his face.

He wants no slaves at his beck and call,

Nor life by a master’s grace.

Then left-right-left!

Then left-right-left!

There’s a place, Comrade, for you;

March with us in the Workers’ United Front,

For you are a worker too!

And since a worker’s a worker,

No class can free him but his own;

The emancipation of the working class

Is the task of the workers alone.

Then left-right-left!

Then left-right-left!

There’s a place, Comrade, for you;

March with us in the Workers’ United Front,

For you are a worker too!

Then left-right-left!

Then left-right-left!

There’s a place, Comrade, for you;

March with us in the Workers’ United Front,

For you are a worker too!
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Internationale

Arise! ye starvelings, from your slumbers;

Arise! ye criminals of want.

For reason in revolt now thunders

And at last ends the age of cant.

Now away with all superstitions

Servile masses, arise! arise!

We’ll change forthwith the old traditions

And spurn the dust to win the prize.

Then, comrades, come rally

And the last fight let us face

The Internationale

Unites the human race.

Then, comrades, come rally

And the last fight let us face

The Internationale

Unites the human race.

No saviour from on high delivers;

No faith have we in prince or peer.

Our own right hand the chains must shiver:

Chains of hatred, greed and fear.

Ere the thieves will disgorge their booty

And give to all a happier lot,

Each at his forge must do his duty

And strike the iron when it’s hot!

Then, comrades, come rally

And the last fight let us face

The Internationale

Unites the human race.

Then, comrades, come rally

And the last fight let us face

The Internationale

Unites the human race.

Then, comrades, come rally

And the last fight let us face

The Internationale

Unites the human race.

Then, comrades, come rally

And the last fight let us face

The Internationale

Unites the human race.

The Red Flag

The people's flag is deepest red,
It shrouded oft our martyred dead.
And ere their limbs grew stiff and cold,
Their hearts’ blood dyed its every fold.

Then raise the scarlet standard high
Within its shade we'll live or die!
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying here.

Look round, the Frenchman loves its blaze,
The sturdy German chants its praise,
In Moscow's vaults its hymns are sung
Chicago swells the surging throng.

Then raise the scarlet standard high
Within its shade we'll live or die!
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying here.

It waved above our infant might,
When all ahead seemed dark as night;
It witnessed many a deed and vow,
We must not change its colour now.

Then raise the scarlet standard high
Within its shade we'll live or die!
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying here.

It suits today the weak and base,

Whose minds are fixed on pelf and place
To cringe before the rich man's frown,
And haul the sacred emblem down.

Then raise the scarlet standard high
Within its shade we'll live or die!
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying here.

With heads uncovered swear we all
To bear it onward till we fall;
Come dungeons dark or gallows grim,
This song shall be our parting hymn.

Then raise the scarlet standard high
Within its shade we'll live or die!
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying here.

Then raise the scarlet standard high
Within its shade we'll live or die!
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying here.
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Red Army March

Comrades, the bugles are Sounding!

Shoulder your arms for the fray!

Boldly we‘ll fight for our freedom!

Bravely we’ll hew out the way!

Boldly we’ll fight for our freedom!

Bravely we’ll hew out the way!

All in the ranks of the workers,

Whose scanty wage must suffice.

“Brotherhood! Unity! Freedom!”

This is our fighting device!

“Brotherhood! Unity! Freedom!”

This is our fighting device!

Hunger and pain were our portion,

Feeding like beggars on crumbs.

Now light is piercing the darkness,

The dawn of deliverance comes.

Now light is piercing the darkness,

The dawn of deliverance comes.

Singing, we hasten to battle,

Need lets us speed to the fight!

Soldiers of freedom, we fear not

Kings and their shadowy might!

Soldiers of freedom, we fear not

Kings and their shadowy might!

Firm in our faith, we shall conquer!

Slavery’s yoke we shall break!

Welcoming death even gaily,

Fighting for liberty’s sake!

Welcoming death even gaily,

Fighting for liberty’s sake!

Comrades, the bugles are Sounding!

Shoulder your arms for the fray!

Boldly we‘ll fight for our freedom!

Bravely we’ll hew out the way!

Boldly we’ll fight for our freedom!

Bravely we’ll hew out the way!

Lift up the People’s Banner

Lift up the people’s banner

Now trailing in the dust;

A million hands are ready

To guard the sacred trust.

With steps that never falter

And hearts that grow more strong;

Till victory in the warfare,

We sternly march along.

Through ages of oppression,

We bore the heavy load;

While others reaped the harvest

From seed the people sowed.

Down in the earth we burrowed

Or fed the furnace heat.

We felled the mighty forests,

We built the mighty fleet.
But after bitter ages

Of hunger and despair,

The slave has snapped his fetters

And bid his foes beware.

We will be slaves no longer,

The nations soon shall know:

That all who live must labour,

And all who reap must sow.

For on we march to battle

With foes that shall not rest,

Until the World God gave us

Is by the World possessed,

And filled with perfect manhood.

In beauty it shall move

One heart, one home, one nation

Whose king and lord is love.
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A Rebel Song

Come workers sing a rebel song,
A song of love and hate,
Of love unto the lowly
And of hatred to the great.
The great who trod our fathers down,
Who steal our children’s bread,
Whose hand of greed is stretched to rob
The living and the dead.

Then sing our rebel song, as we
Proudly sweep along
To end the age-long tyranny
That makes for human tears.
Our march is nearer done, with
Each setting of the sun.
And the tyrants’ might is passing
With the passing of the years.
We sing no more of wailing
And no songs of sighs or tears;
High are our hopes and stout our hearts
And banished all our fears.
Our flag is raised above us
So that all the world may see,
’Tis Labour’s faith and Labour’s arm
Alone can Labour free.

Then sing our rebel song, as we
Proudly sweep along
To end the age-long tyranny
That makes for human tears.
Our march is nearer done, with
Each setting of the sun.
And the tyrants’ might is passing
With the passing of the years.

Our army marches onward
With its face towards the dawn,
In trust secure in that one thing
The slave may lean upon.
The might within the arm of him
Who knowing freedom’s worth,
Strikes home to banish tyranny
From off the face of earth.

Then sing our rebel song, as we
Proudly sweep along
To end the age-long tyranny
That makes for human tears.
Our march is nearer done, with
Each setting of the sun.
And the tyrants’ might is passing
With the passing of the years.

Then sing our rebel song, as we
Proudly sweep along
To end the age-long tyranny
That makes for human tears.
Our march is nearer done, with
Each setting of the sun.
And the tyrants’ might is passing
With the passing of the years.

Hear a Word, a Word in Season

Hear a word, a word in season, for the day is drawing nigh,
When the Cause shall call upon us, some to live, and some to die!

He that dies shall not die lonely, many an one hath gone before;
He that lives shall bear no burden heavier than the life they bore.

E'en the tidings we are telling was the tale they had to tell,
E'en the hope that our hearts cherish, was the hope for which they fell.

In the grave where tyrants thrust them, lies their labour and their pain,
But undying from their sorrow springeth up the hope again.

Mourn not therefore, nor lament it, that the world outlives their life;
Voice and vision yet they give us, making strong our hands for strife.

Some had name, and fame, and honour, learn'd they were, and wise and strong;
Some were nameless, poor, unlettered, weak in all but grief and wrong.

Named and nameless all live in us; one and all they lead us yet
Every pain to count for nothing, every sorrow to forget.

Life or death then, who shall heed it, what we gain or what we lose?
Fair flies life amid the struggle, and the Cause for each shall choose.

Hear a word, a word in season, for the day is drawing nigh,
When the Cause shall call upon us, some to live, and some to die!
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What Ho! My Lads

What ho! me lads, the time is ripe,

Away with foolish fear!

The slave may dread his master’s stripe,

We’ll have no tyrants here!

We’ll have no tyrants here, me boys,

Nor lords to rule the roost,

Their threats are naught but empty noise,

And naught but breath their boast.

Their threats are naught but empty noise,

And naught but breath their boast.

Nor slaves nor kings in all our ranks

Shall evermore be found;

Elsewhere the knaves may play their pranks

But this is holy ground – 

But this is holy ground, me friends,
Where freedom’s cause is won.

Where kings and priests shall make amends

For all the wrong they’ve done.

Where kings and priests shall make amends

For all the wrong they’ve done.

In our Republic all shall share

The right to work and play;

The right to scoff at carking care,

And drive despair away – 

Drive poverty away, me mates,

With struggle, strain, and strife:

What use are Parliaments and states

Without a happy life?

What use are Parliaments and states

Without a happy life?

When hunger holds a harmless rod,

And all lands laugh for glee,

And none need fear a master’s nod,

And all are really free – 

When all indeed are free, me hearts,

And our great cause is won,

Oh then, when poverty departs,

Will all our work be done.

Oh then, when poverty departs,

And all our work be done.

Whirlwinds of Danger

Whirlwinds of danger are raging around us,
O’erwhelming forces of darkness assail.
Still in the fight see advancing before us,
Red flag of liberty that yet shall prevail

Then forward ye workers, freedom awaits you,
Over the world on land and on sea.
On with the fight for the cause of humanity.
March, march, ye toilers and the world shall be free.

Women and children in hunger are calling,
Shall we be silent to their sorrow and woe?
While in the fight see our brothers are falling,
Up then united and conquer the foe!

Then forward ye workers, freedom awaits you,
Over the world on land and on sea.
On with the fight for the cause of humanity.
March, march, ye toilers and the world shall be free.

Off with the crowns of the tyrants of favour,
Down in the dust with prince and with peer.
Strike off your chains all you brave sons of labour,
Wake, wake humanity for victory is near.
Then forward ye workers, freedom awaits you,
Over the world on land and on sea.
On with the fight for the cause of humanity.
March, march, ye toilers and the world shall be free.

Then forward ye workers, freedom awaits you,
Over the world on land and on sea.
On with the fight for the cause of humanity.
March, march, ye toilers and the world shall be free.
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England, Arise!

England, arise! The long, long night is over,

Faint in the East behold the dawn appear;

Out of your evil dream of toil and sorrow – 

Arise, O England, for the day is here;

From your fields and hill

Hark! the Answer Swells – 

Arise, O England, for the day is here!

People of England, all your valleys call you,

High in the rising Sun the lark sings clear;

Will you dream on, let shameful slumber thrall you?

Will you disown your native land so dear?

Shall it die unheard – 

That sweet pleading word?

Arise, O England, for the day is here!

Over your face a web of lies is woven,

Laws that are falsehoods pin you to the ground,

Labour is mocked, its just reward is stolen,

On its bent back sits idleness encrowned.

How long, while you sleep,

Your harvest shall it reap?

Arise, O England, for the day is here!

Forth, then, ye heroes, patriots, and lovers!

Comrades of danger, poverty and scorn!

Mighty in faith of freedom, your great Mother,

Giants refreshed in Joy’s new-rising morn:

Come and swell the song,

Silent now so long:

England is risen! – and the day is here!

God Save the People

When wilt thou save the people?
Oh, God of mercy! when?
Not kings and lords, but nations!
Not thrones and crowns, but men! 
Flowers of thy heart, oh, God, are they!
Let them not pass, like weeds, away! 
Their heritage a sunless day!
God save the people!
Shall crime bring crime for ever, 
Strength aiding still the strong?
Is it thy will, oh, Father, 
That man shall toil for wrong?
"No!" say thy mountains; "No!" thy skies 
"Man's clouded sun shall brightly rise, 
And songs attend, instead of sighs."
God save the people!
When wilt thou save the people?
Oh, God of Mercy! when?
The people, Lord, the people!
Not thrones and crowns, but men!
God! save the people! thine they are,
Thy children, as thine angels fair: 
Save them from bondage, and despair!
God save the people!
