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�
On The Line by Bob Froese, February 2000


This song was composed for the Canada Employment & Immigration Union, Year 2000 project in preparation for a possible strike vote in support of the collective bargaining process.





The union asked for better pay


But bosses said "There's no Way!"


So now we're on the line today


Marchin' on the picket line


Marchin' on the picket line (Refrain)





Sisters, Brothers do your part


Keep the faith with all your heart


Some want to cross, don't let them start!


Close ranks on the picket line


Yes, close ranks on the picket line





Our cause is just, our motives pure


Our jobs and pay no more secure


No more for us the bull manure!


So we're on the picket line


So we're on the picket line





With all our mind and conscience clear


There is nothing we will fear


So sing it loud for all to hear!


We're stayin' on the picket line


Yes, we're staying on the picket line





How Are You This Morning


By Bob Froese, March 1997





I was thinking about the 1991 PSAC strike and wished I had had another song to encourage workers on the picket line.  This song is crafted to relate to any union, not just federal government unions.  It is intended to be sung by a roving minstrel, and ends where it begins, since by the time the first verse repeat comes up, the picket line or the minstrel have moved, and the song starts all over with the next group.





Well, How are you this morning?


You must be feeling fine


Because you're out here walking


This union picket line


You must be a friend of mine


You must be a friend of mine (Refrain)





And, How's the boss this morning?


Smug as smug can be


He don't care about you


And he don't care about me


But we've got a union family


Yes,  we've got a union family





How's the scab this morning?


He snuck into the shop


He's lookin' our just for himself


With help from Mr. Cop


Just wait 'til we see the penny drop


Just wait 'til we see the penny drop





And how are the kids this morning?


They're hungry once again


If we don't get our raise


We'll just keep on raisin' Cain


We'll just keep on raisin' Cain


Yes, we'll just keep on raisin' Cain.





Repeat Verse 1





Roll On - Adapted from Woody Guthrie's "Roll on Columbia", which in turn, is based on "Goodnight Irene", by Huddy Ledbetter and John Lomax.  Adaptation by Bob Froese - September 1991





Occasionally, our picketers on the line during the civil service strike of September 1991 grew weary of the monotonous rounds of our office building.  When too many were found sitting in one place, they needed to be encouraged and motivated to get up and keep moving.  I found this song a gentle way of getting the message across.





Roll on, my sister, roll on


Roll on, my sister, roll on


We need your help out here on the line


So roll on, my sister, roll on.





Roll on, my brother, roll on


Roll on, my brother, roll on


We need your help out here on the line


So roll on, by brother, roll on





Roll on, together, roll on


Roll on, together, roll on


Our power is turning the darkness to dawn


So roll on together, roll on





Roll on, my sister, roll on


Roll on, my brother, roll on


Thanks for your help out here on the line


So roll on together, roll on





Roll on together, roll on


Roll on together, roll on


Our hope will still linger when all else has gone


So roll on together, roll on





(Repeat last verse)





Union Rap


By Bob Froese - September 1991





Welcome friends, it ain't no sin


To clap your hands and join right in


Listen to these words I say


I'll teach them if you look my way


There's only two lines to your part


Learn them well, with all your heart


Say it clear, and say it loud


We're the union and we're proud





Say it clear and say it loud


We're the union and we're proud





We talked to them within the rules


But they mistook us for some fools


We're not dumb, we know the score


And we won't take it any more





Chorus





No referees to make the call


They've fumbled, fouled and dropped the ball


How can they hope to build a team


With no brain left to dream the dream?


Chorus





Cost of living's rising high


What can zero percent buy?


The job ain't what it used to be


And some of us need charity





Chorus





We're not greedy, just plain fair


We only want a decent share


We got some love, we got some hate


We hate pay that's second rate





Chorus





They're giving all our jobs away


The private sector so they say


Can do it better with less pay


But hens come home to roost one day!





Chorus





Some of us have gone inside


Don't they know they cannot hide?


We're the ones who paid the price


Tell me, where's their sacrifice?





Chorus





Short term gain is long-term pain


They may need us once again


So bide your time here on the line


You'll get yours and I'll get mine





Chorus





It's us and them, that's the gap


Love your neighbour, that's the rap!


�
Report from Ottawa (#2)


By Bob Froese, February 2000





Version #1 of this song was composed for the Canada Employment and Immigration Union strike of 1991.  I have rewritten it for the Year 2000 CD project with words that are less specific to the situation in 1991 but still relevant.





I just got back from Ottawa


Let me tell yah what I saw


I saw our masters shirk the law


Naughty politicians!


Naughty politicians! (Refrain)





To my shoulder came a bird


Let me tell you what I heard


They speak to us deceiving words


Wily politicians!


Wily politicians!





They said creating jobs was fun


Especially if your friend got one


But as for us we're good as done


Greedy politicians!


Greedy politicians!





How can they look us in the eyes


As more and more they privatize


Thinking we don't realize?


Sneaky politicians!


Sneaky politicians!





They've hurt the fish, they've hurt the farm


They've done the poor and forests harm


When will their freezing hearts get warm?


Callous politicians!


Callous politicians!





The common civil servants' pay


Comes without a bonus, eh?


The gap grows wider every day


Thievin' politicians!


Thievin' politicians!





We know their hearts, we know their past


Soon they'll find the die is cast


And this government will not last 


Bye-bye politicians!


Bye-bye politicians!


Bye-bye politicians!





It's A Long Road - Tune:  "It's a Long Way to Tipperary", adapted by Donna Struk, St. Catherines, Ontario





This song was written at a Canada Employment and Immigration Union Conference in Toronto in January 2000 in preparation for a possible strike vote in support of the current collective bargaining process.  (Minor editorial changes by Bob Froese.)





It's a long road that we have traveled


It's long road we all walk


Our employer at the table keeps breaking off the talk


All we're asking is what they owe us, the money's overdue


Come and join us, Sisters and Brothers


Our union needs you





What Shall We Do with a 2% Offer?


Tune:  "What Shall We Do With The Drunken Sailor?"





This song was the product of the Song Writing Workshop at the Canada Employment and Immigration Union's Collective Bargaining Conference, Ontario, January 2000, with minor editorial changes by the facilitator, Bob Froese.





What shall we do with a two percent offer


What shall we do with a two percent offer 


What shall we do with a two percent offer


Flush it down the toilet!





Chorus 1





It's way, way, way too low


Way, way, way too low


It's way, way, way too low


Flush it down the toilet!





We just want a good wage offer


We just want a good wage offer


We just want a good wage offer


Not the crumb you're off'ring!





Chorus 2





It's way, way, way too low


Way, way, way too low


Way, way, way too low


It's just a crumb you're offering!





We're worth more and you know it


We're worth more and you know it


We're worth more and you know it


Get back to the table!





Chorus 3





It's way, way, way too low


Way, way, way too low


It's way, way, way too low


Get back to the table!





Work, work, work together


Fight, Fight, fight together


Strike, strike, strike together


For a better offer!





Chorus 4





Two percent is way too low


Two percent is way too low


Two percent is way too low


Fight for a better offer!





Two percent is Fine, if You're Milk


Tune:  "If You're Happy And You Know It"





New words by Bob Froese, inspired by a Year 2000 collective bargaining slogan.





Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)


No matter what they pull


It's still a lot of bull


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)


No matter what they pull


It's still a lot of bull 


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)





(Everybody)


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)


No matter what they pull


It's still a lot of bull 


Two percent is fine if you're milk (Moo! Moo!)





Bossy's munching hay for it's a treat (Moo! Moo!)


Her udder's full and she's got lots of meat (Moo! Moo!)


So one way or de udder


My sister and my brudder


We can always drink if we don't eat! (Moo! Moo!)





Bossy's munching hay for it's a treat (Moo! Moo!)


Her udder's full and she's got lots of meat (Moo! Moo!)


(Slower)


Oh yes, her udder has more cream


So don't give up the dream


(Faster)


Just pull a little harder on the teat! (Moo! Moo!)





We Shall Not Be Moved





Based on an American Spiritual, "I Shall Not Be Moved" Verses 4, and 5 are adaptations by Bob Froese of the version published in Song Book:  Public Service Alliance of Canada





We shall not, we shall not be moved


We shall not, we shall not be moved


Just like a tree that's planted by the water


We shall not be moved





The union is behind us…..





We're fighting for our families …..





Pascucci is our leader …..





All of us together …..


 Dirge of '91





About two months after the federal civil strike had been ended by legislation, we had a funeral.  We buried "Phil".   Management's "Phil"-osophy had been, "Where people matter".  Workers appropriately misquoted it as "Where people are matter" since the original "Phil" had been murdered, and deserved a decent burial.  I constructed a black coffin and decorated it with suitably tacky plastic flowers, and we put poor "Phil" inside.  The coffin was piped into the courtyard by a kilt-clad Scotsman on a bitter, drizzly November day.  The eulogy was delivered by CEIU leader, Alan Lennon, and I sang this dirge I wrote for the occasion.*





Beloved union family, we're gathered here today


To say farewell together and our last respects to pay 


To management's philosophy that we once knew so well


But now it's gone, it's passed away, and we must  toll the bell





There was a time when we believed our faith was very strong


We thought that our employers would never go so wrong


Did madness overtake them or was it all for greed?


They murdered the Philosophy, they did the evil deed





"Employees are most precious" said the leaders of our land


They wrote it down in gospel tracts to pass from hand to hand 


But wickedness has triumphed now, with help from Gilles Loiselle


And also from Mulroney and their helpers at the well





Oh, sad the day when murderers can flaunt with terrible pride


The killing of the workers' rights, now justice is denied


And then with gall, they think that we lay aside our dream


And work with full submission, as if a loyal team





Take heart my friends, do not despair, a brighter day will dawn


The wicked masters will not last, in two years they'll be gone"


There is a greater power here and we will rise again


Along with the philosophy we're burying. Amen





*  The civil service unions enjoyed deep satisfaction when, almost exactly two years later in the election of November 1993 the Conservative Party, which had swept into office in 1983 with the largest majority in Canadian history, were reduced to a rump of two.  Satisfaction was short-lived, however, when the Liberals took up the Tory agenda more aggressively than their predecessors.








  Jordan Crossing - by Bob Froese - 1997





Metaphorically, we all come Jordan Rivers in our life journey which test the validity and power of our values and vision, and our capacity and willingness to act on them courageously, against the objections of naysayers or the tide and flow of popular opinion.  This song was originally written in the context of my Christian Faith rather than union struggles.  However, the timeless metaphor about journeys, risks and commitment applies equally well to the labour cause.  Thus endeth the lesson.





The Israelites left Egypt, and


They wandered over desert sand


Headin' for the Promised Land


Lookin' for Jordan Crossing





They followed the fire and the cloud before


'Til Moses died and was no more


The journey led to the river shore


Lookin' for Jordan Crossing





Jordan Crossing, Jordan Crossing


Lookin' for Jordan Crossing





Now the River of Jordan flowed so high


Some of the people thought they'd die


Joshua knew it was the devil's lie


He took them Jordan Crossing





They all came safe to the other side


Faith won out and doubting died


If you saw the river would you decide


To go Jordan Crossing





Jordan Crossing, Jordan Crossing


Would you go Jordan Crossing





Now there is something we all must do


All of God's children know it's true


There is a river we must go through


Gotta go Jordan Crossing





Jordan Crossing, Jordan Crossing


Gotta go Jordan Crossing





 Delegate Blues





When Cres Pascucci invited me to perform at the CEIU Triennial Conference in St. John's, Newfoundland, August 1999, I knew I had to come up with something special for the occasion.  Anyone who has ever attended a convention, union or otherwise, will relate to this reflection on the experience.  Thanks, Grit, for you permission.





Here I am this morning with a head full of pain


Cause when I got me up it was convention time again





Chorus:


I'm a delegate, everyone's lobbyin' me


I'm a delegate, gotta have a strategy





I never was so proud to be fully certified


But all them rules of order got me fully mystified





Been goin' to those early mornin' meetin's of the caucus


But sleepless nights and screetch have made them rather raucus





I listened to the "Whip" and picked my resolutions


But dam! I get confused when they call for those questions





I thought they recommended non-concurrence on a matter


I hope I voted right or there'll be hell to pay hereafter





They gave us juice and coffee and the usual tea


And then they barred the door wen I went out to pee





Chorus:


I'm a delegate, everyone's lobbyin' me


I'm a delegate, won't someone please have pity on me





Well convention's nearly over, it's comin' down to the wire


May you journey safely home and live 'til we expire





Chorus:


I'm a delegate, everyone's lobbyin' me


I'm a delegate, won't someone please have pity on me





�
Oh, Canada! - by Bob Froese, March 2000





This song was prompted by the National Anthem, of course, along with a life-long observance of waste, pollution, and destruction of the natural environment, and of political and personal corruption.  Crafted from intellectual and emotional irritations.





We came from many countries, and braved the ocean waves


We fled from persecution and from many greedy knaves


We came to find true freedom, to mine and fish and sow


But to find what we were looking for, the natives had to go


Oh Canada! Oh, Canada!





We cleared the land of trees and stones and harnessed river powers


Then built the farms and cities with parking lots and towers


We saved some trees for parks, some lakes and mountains too


But the best have gone to mills and mines and reservoirs for you


Oh Canada!  Oh, Canada!





We love and live and labour amid cold steel and glass


And nurture little gardens and our little patch of grass


Our children play on pavement and stare at our TVs


And learn to fear their neighbours and trade dreams for fantasies


Oh Canada!  Oh, Canada!





We choose our politicians but lawyers write the law


For business, trade and commerce, and never mind the flaws


That hurt the poor and homeless and those who slave and serve


The sick and injured workers getting what they don't deserve


Oh Canada!  Oh, Canada!





Dear sisters and brothers, awake and heed the call


Remember all who hunger and in wars and labours fall


Tyrants rule with comforts just as well as with a fist


And tragic is our journey if our destiny is missed


Oh Canada!  Oh, Canada!





  Unemployed





By Glen Hornblast, from his wonderful 1997 recording, "Isla Mujeres".  I wish I had written this song!  I include it here, not only because I love it, but because it reminds all of us government service workers of the other side of the desk.





Chorus:


Take me down to the unemployment office I wanna get unemployed


My friends all say that workin' for a livin's no job for a sensitive boy


Don't wanna work in no office, or stand all day on my feet


Just let me collect my pogey cheque every second week





When I walked into the unemployment office I talked to the unemployment clerk


When I said "I wanna get unemployed", she wanted me to work


I said "I don't mind dishwashin' but my back's a little sore


Just give me $500 a week and I won't bother you no more."





Chorus:





Well there's more than a million unemployed, the latest figures say


There just don't seem to me enough jobs for each of them today


Though I sure ain't no wino and I don't drink too much beer


But if somebody's gotta be unemployed I'd like to volunteer





Chorus:





"Now you should be more grateful" I told the unemployment clerk


"If it wasn't for unemployed people like me you'd be out of work


"See I ain't the only one around here who likes a government cheque


"So don't look down your nose at me, just give me some respect."





Chorus:





Chorus:


�
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