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[2] The Ghost and Will of Joe Hill 
Words by Joe Hill written on the eve of his execution (1915; 
public domain) and Alfred Hayes from his poem Joe Hill © 
1934 by Alfred Hayes. Reprinted by permission of Josephine 
Hayes Dean 
 
Soprano: I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last night, 
Alive as you and me. 
Says I, “But Joe, you’re ten years dead.” 
“I never died,” says he. 
 
Baritone: My will is easy to decide, 
For there is nothing to divide. 
My kin don’t need to fuss and moan. 
“Moss does not cling to a rolling stone.” 
 
Soprano: “The copper bosses killed you, Joe. 
They shot you, Joe,” says I. 
Takes more than guns to kill a man. 
Says Joe, “I did not die.” 
 
Baritone: My body? Oh! If I could choose, 
I would want to ashes it reduce 
And let the merry breezes blow 
My dust to where some flowers grow. 
 
Soprano: “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.” 
 
Baritone: Perhaps some fading flower then 
Would come to life and bloom again. 
This is my last and final will. 
Good luck to all of you. 
 
Soprano: I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last night. 
 
Baritone: Good luck to all of you. 
 
 
[3] Perpetual Motion Man 
Words: Michael Daugherty 
 
Baritone: I’m gonna catch a Greyhound bus. 
I don’t mean to make no fuss. 
The clock’s strikin’ twelve and it’s time for me as well. 
I’m gonna catch a Greyhound bus. 
 
Soprano: I’m gonna steal away in a train. 
It’s time for a scenery change. 
I’ve done all I can; now it’s time for me to scram. 
I’m gonna steal away in a train. 
 
Both: East or West, makes no difference to me; 
North or South, it’s the same! 
I’ve gotta keep movin’ to the Promised Land. 
I’m a Perpetual Motion Man. 
 
Baritone: I’m gonna hitch a ride in a car. 
I hope that you’re travelin’ far. 
I’ve paid all my dues; now it’s time to fly the coop. 
I’m gonna hitch a ride in a car. 
 
Soprano: I’m gonna stow away in a boat. 

I only hope that it can float. 
You’re gettin’ too close; now I’m gonna be a ghost. 
I’m gonna fly away in a boat. 
 
Both: West or East, makes no difference to me; 
South or North, it’s the same! 
I’ve gotta keep movin’ to the Promised Land. 
I’m a Perpetual Motion Man. 
 
Baritone: In a bus! 
 
Soprano: In a boat! 
 
Baritone: In a train! 
 
Soprano: In a truck! 
 
Both: In a train, in a truck, in a car, in a bus! 
Perpetual Motion, Perpetual Motion... 
 
 
[5] Hear the Dust Blow 
Words: Michael Daugherty and Anonymous 
 
Soprano: Down in the valley, valley so low, 
Hang your head over, hear the dust blow. 
Heaven was blue, now it’s brown. 
Dust is blowing through every town. 
 
Build me a castle forty feet high, 
So I can’t see the dust in the sky. 
Mother Nature calls to me; 
Save the planet; let it be. 
Hear the dust blow. Hear the wind blow. 
Hear the dust blow, blow, blow! 
 
 
[6] Graceland 
Words by Michael Daugherty and Carl Sandburg 
(1916; public domain) 
 
Baritone: Tomb of a millionaire, a multi-millionaire, 
Ladies and Gentlemen. 
Place of the dead where they spend every year, 
The usury of twenty-five thousand dollars 
For upkeep and flowers, to keep fresh the memory of the 
dead. 
 
Graceland, Graveyard, Chicago, 
Graceland, Millionaires, Tombstones, Oh! 
 
They take from the poor and give to the rich! 
 
Robin Hood—he stole from the rich and he gave to the poor. 
He was fighting the banks who come to your door 
And take away your house, your belongings and more. 
They fight for you; they are forced to roam. 
You never see an outlaw drive a family from their home. 
 
Robin Hood, Pretty Boy, Jesse James, 
Zorro, Belle Starr, Bonnie and Clyde! 
 
They take from the poor and give to the rich! 
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Graceland, Graveyard, Chicago, 
Graceland, Millionaires, Tombstones, 
Robin Hood, Pretty Boy, Jesse James, 
Zorro, Belle Starr, Bonnie and Clyde! 
 
Graceland—bah-dah-bah! 
Graveyard, Chicago—bah-dah-bah! 
Graceland—bah-dah-bah! 
Millionaires, tombstones—bah-dah-bah! 
Bah-dah-bah! Bah-dah-bah! Bah-dah-bah! 
Graceland! Thank you very much. 
 
 
[7] Forbidden Fruit 
Words: Michael Daugherty and Mark Twain 
(1905; public domain) 
 
Baritone: The world was made in six days, finished on the seventh. 
According to the contract, should have been the eleventh. 
 
Soprano: Then God made Adam, but He was not pleased. 
With a rack of ribs, God created Eve. 
 
Both: Adam and Eve, livin’ in harmony. 
 
Baritone: God made a garden, but He was not pleased. 
Named it The Garden of Eden, was a paradise. 
 
Soprano: In the lovely garden, God made a tree with fruit; 
But if you eat the apples, you will get the boot. 
 
Both: Adam and Eve, livin’ in harmony. 
 
Baritone: Serpent slithered forth, spoke with honey tongue: 
“Eve, if you eat the forbidden fruit, Wisdom, it will come.” 
 
Soprano: Eve picked the apple, took a bite and cried, 
“Adam, you gotta taste this; your stock will surely rise.” 
 
Baritone: Adam took a bite. 
 
Soprano: But God was not too pleased. 
 
Baritone: They’d broken His commandments. 
 
Soprano: And made them both to flee. 
 
Baritone: They were all alone, 
 
Soprano: Forced to roam the earth. 
 
Both: But True Love prevailed. 
They learned each other’s worth. 
Adam and Eve, livin’ in harmony. 
 
 
[8] Hot Air 
Words: Michael Daugherty 
 
Baritone: I am a radio talk show host, 
Spinning my lies from coast to coast. 
Heed my words as I spread the news. 
I am a genius and a real guru. 
Dee dah dah…Dya dee dah… 
 
Listen to me and my words of doom, 
Riding the airwaves from Flint to Duluth. 
The Left and feminists are who I hate, 
Liberals—the enemy of our state. 
Dee dah dah…Dya dee dah… 
 
 

Talking the talk on my radio show… 
Becoming famous, making lots of dough… 
Sittin’ in my chair, on my bum, 
Blowing your mind with all my scum! 
 
I am a radio talk show host! 
A.M. Radio is the Holy Ghost! 
 
Drive-by media in my sights, 
I divide the nation day and night. 
Ruling the air-waves and distorting the facts, 
Blaming the Left-wing to the max. 
Dee dah dah…Dya dee dah… 
Wow! 
 
 
[9] Bread and Roses 
Words: James Oppenheim (1911; public domain) 
 
Soprano: As we come marching, 
Marching in the beauty of the day, 
A million darkened kitchens, 
A thousand mill lofts gray 
Are touched with all the radiance 
That a sudden sun discloses. 
For the people hear us singing, 
“Bread and Roses, Bread and Roses.” 
 
As we come marching, 
Marching unnumbered women dead 
Go crying through our singing 
Their ancient cry for bread. 
Small art and love and beauty 
Their drudging spirits knew. 
Yes, it is bread that we fight for. 
“Bread and Roses, Bread and Roses.” 
 
 
[11] Silver Bullet 
Words: Michael Daugherty 
 
Baritone: Battle Royale sure is fun. 
Smell the bullet. Hands off my gun! 
Strike a match, Texas barbeque… 
I’ve got a right to carry; so do you. 
Give me liberty or give me death! 
It’s a license to kill. 
 
Open Carry, Salute in Peace… 
Blood on your hands for those deceased… 
Tighter regulations won’t change our mind. 
Gun control is for dumb and blind. 
The Second Amendment ain’t bulletproof. 
Some say the laws are out of date. 
Get a gun and own your own fate! 
 
Charlton Heston, N.R.A…. 
Shoot to kill; it’s The American Way. 
The revolution will happen again. 
 
If you take our guns, you will never win! 
Give me liberty or give me death. 
It’s a license to: 
 
Eradicate, assassinate, decapitate, 
Exterminate, decollate, lapidate, eliminate, annihilate! 
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[13] Don’t Sing Me a Love Song 
Words: Michael Daugherty 
 
Baritone: You want me to hang my hat on the door, 
To make a pledge to you 
That I’ll never leave home ever again. 
You say it’s the right thing to do. 
I’ve got to wander and follow my path 
From the mountains to the sea. 
Driving down the highway from town to town— 
It’s the only way I feel free. 
It’s the only way I feel free. 
 
Soprano: Don’t sing me a love song. 
I don’t need to nag. 
I know you’re a searchin’. 
You’ve got to pack your bags. 
 
Baritone: When I’m at home, I begin to feel 
That life is passing me by. 
 
Soprano: Passing him by… 
 
Baritone: I get an itch to hit the road. 
If I don’t leave, I’ll roll up and die. 
 
Soprano: You’ll roll up and die. 
 
Both: Everyone says you’re/I’m being a fool 
By leaving me/you behind. 
But wild horses can’t make you/me stay. 
You’ve/I’ve already made up your/my mind. 
You’ve/I’ve already made up your/my mind. 
 
Baritone: From New York City to New Orleans 
To parts of Mexico… 
From Miami to Seattle, I’ve got to roam 
From Maine to The Alamo. 
You've got to understand I’ve got things to do 
And lots of places to see. 
Hitting the road is my way of life; it’s the only way for me. 
It’s the only way for me…only way for me. 
 
Soprano: Don’t sing me a love song. 
I don’t need to nag. 
Don’t sing me a love song. 
You’ve got to pack your bags. 
 
 
[15] I’m Gonna Walk That Lonesome Valley 
Words: Anonymous 
 
Baritone: I’m gonna walk that lonesome valley; 
I’m gonna walk it by myself. 
Nobody else can walk it for me; 
I’m gonna walk it by myself. 
 
See that valley there before me? 
Will it be my new home? 
No one else can walk it for me— 
Rather walk there all alone. 
 
Will my friends be there to greet me? 
Will my life be not in vain? 
Will my God be there to greet me? 
Will I live in peace again? 
 
 
 
 
 
 

[17] Wayfaring Stranger/900 Miles 
Words: Anonymous 
 
Baritone: I am a poor wayfaring stranger 
While travelin’ through this world of woe. 
Yet there’s no sickness, toil or danger 
In that bright world to which I go. 
I’m going there. 
 
Soprano: Walkin’ down this railroad track, 
I got tears in my eyes, 
Tryin’ to read a letter from my home. 
 
Baritone: I’m going there. 
 
Soprano: Walkin’ down this railroad track, 
I got tears in my eyes, 
Tryin’ to read a letter from my home. 
If this train runs me right, 
I’ll be home tomorrow night. 
I’m nine hundred miles from my home. 
 
Baritone: I’m going there to meet my Father; 
I’m going there no more to roam. 
 
Both: This world of woe. 
 
Soprano: I hate to hear that lonesome whistle blow. 
 
Baritone: I’m only going over home. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


