
















Brother Can You Spare a Dime? 
 Lyrics by Yip Harburg, Music by Jay Gorney  

Recorded by Bing Crosby (1931) 
!   Song that reflected the dismay people felt at 

being jobless in such a great country 

See slide 72 
for song 
lyrics. 
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(Film 1940) 



Woodie Guthrie – folk singer  

     Guthrie wrote the song “This 
Land is Your Land” in critical 
response to Irving Berlin’s 
“God Bless America*,” which 
Guthrie considered unrealistic 
and complacent. Guthrie varied 
the lyrics over time, sometimes 
including more overtly political 
verses in line with his 
sympathetic views of 
communism than appear in 
recordings or publications. 

*Lyrics are on slide 82  





THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND !

 by Woody Guthrie 

Written in 1939   



THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND !

words and music by Woody Guthrie 

Chorus: 

 This land is your land and this land is my land 

 From California, to the New York Island 



 From the redwood forest, to the gulf stream waters 

 This land was made for you and me 



As I went walking that ribbon of highway 

I saw above me that endless skyway 



    I saw below me that golden valley 

 This land was made for you and me 





 I've roamed and rambled and I've followed my 
footsteps 

 To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts 

 And all around me a voice was a-sounding 

 This land was made for you and me 



    There was a big high wall there that tried to stop me 

 A sign was painted said: Private Property 

 But on the back side it didn’t say nothing-- 

 This land was made for you and me 



 When the sun comes shining as I was strolling 

 The wheat fields waving and the dust clouds rolling 

 A voice was chanting as the fog was lifting 

 This land was made for you and me 



 This land is your land and this land is my land 

 From California, to the New York Island 

From the redwood forest, to the gulf stream waters 

 This land was made for you and me 



not recorded: 

 In the squares of the city - In the shadow of the steeple 

 Near the relief office - I see my people 

 And some are grumblin' and some are wonderin' 

 If this land's still made for you and me. 

















Rubin Stacy, lynched in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, 1935 





Billie Holiday 
!   Blues singer of the 20s and 30s; famously sang 

“Strange Fruit” – became song of social activism!



•  Southern trees bear a strange fruit,	

•  Blood on the leaves and blood at the root,	

•  Black bodies swingin’ in the Southern breeze,	

•  Strange fruit hangin’ from the poplar trees.	






•  Pastoral scene of the gallant South,	




•  The bulging eyes and the twisted mouth,	




•  Scent of magnolia sweet and fresh,	




•  Then the sudden smell of burnin’ flesh,	




•  Here is a fruit for the crows to pluck,	

•  For the rain to gather, for the wind to 

suck,	




•  For the sun to rot, for the tree to drop,	

•  Here is a strange and bitter crop.	




!   Lynchings were not prosecuted regularly until the 
1960s 

!   The economic situation would be addressed by 
the New Deal 





Brother Can You Spare a Dime? 

 Lyrics by Yip Harburg, Music by Jay Gorney  

Recorded by Bing Crosby (1931) 



They used to tell me I was building a 
dream, and so I followed the mob, 

When there was earth to plow, or guns to 
bear, I was always there right on the job. 



They used to tell me I was building a 
dream, with peace and glory ahead, 

Why should I be standing in line, just 
waiting for bread? 



Once I built a railroad, I made it run, made 
it race against time. 

Once I built a railroad; now it's done. 
Brother, can you spare a dime? 



Once I built a tower, up to the sun, brick, 
and rivet, and lime;  

Once I built a tower, now it's done. Brother, 
can you spare a dime? 



Once in khaki suits, gee, we looked swell, 

Full of that Yankee Doodly Dum, 

Half a million boots went slogging through Hell, 

And I was the kid with the drum! 



  Say, don't you remember, they called me Al; it 
was Al all the time. 

  Why don't you remember, I'm your pal? Say, 
Buddy, can you spare a dime? 



Once in khaki suits, ah, gee, we looked swell, 

Full of that Yankee Doodly Dum, 

Half a million boots went slogging through Hell, 

And I was the kid with the drum! 



  Oh, say, don't you remember, they called me Al; 
it was Al all the time. 

  Say, don't you remember, I'm your pal? Buddy, 
can you spare a dime? 





God Bless America  

(written by Irving Berlin; sung by Kate Smith) 

While the storm clouds gather far across the sea, 
Let us swear allegiance to a land that's free, 
Let us all be grateful for a land so fair, 
As we raise our voices in a solemn prayer. 

God Bless America, Land that I love. 
Stand beside her, and guide her. 
Through the night with a light from above. 
From the mountains, to the prairies, 
To the oceans, white with foam 
God bless America, My home sweet home. 


