












V. 1

S.

It's a might

E¨

y- hard row that my poor

A¨

hands has hoed.

E¨

My poor feet has trav eled- a

8

S.

hot

A¨

dus ty-

E¨

road. Out of your Dust Bowl and west

A¨

ward- we

E¨

rolled.

16

S.

and your des erts- was hot

A¨

and your moun tains- was

E¨

cold.

23

S.

I worked

E¨

in your or chards- of peach

A¨

es- and prunes.

E¨

I slept on the

31

S.

ground in the light

A¨

of the

E¨

moon. On the edge of your ci ty,- you'll see

A¨

us and

E¨

then.

38

S.

We come with the dust

A¨

and we're gone with the

E¨

wind.

46

S.

T.

Cal i- forn

E¨

- ia- Ar i- zo- na.- I har

A¨

vest- your crops.

E¨

Then it's north up to Or e- gon- to

54

S.

T.

gath

A¨

er- your

E¨

hops. Dig the beets from your ground, cut thegrapes

A¨

from your

E¨

vine.

62

S.

To set on your ta

A¨

ble- your light, spark ling

E¨

wine.

69

S.

T.

Green pas

E¨

tures- of plen ty from dry

A¨

de sert ground.

E¨

From the Grand Cou lee- Dam where the
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Verse 4
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S.

T.

wa

A¨

ters- run

E¨

down. Ev 'ry- state in the un ion- us mi

A¨

grants- has

E¨

been. We'll

85

S.

T.

V. 1

work in this fight,

A¨

and we'll fight till we

E¨

win.

93

E¨

V. 1

A¨ E¨ A¨ E¨101

V. 1

A¨ E¨109

V. 1

A¨ E¨114

S.

T.

B.

Well it's al

E¨

ways- we ram bled,- that ri

A¨

ver and I;

E¨

All a long- your green val ley- I'll

121

All a long- your green val ley- I'll

S.

T.

B.

work

A¨

till I

E¨

die. This land I'll de fend- with my life

A¨

need it

E¨

be.

129

work till I die. This land I'll de fend- with my life need it be.

S.

'Cause my pas tures- of plen

A¨

ty- must al ways- be

E¨

free.
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