
"Brother, Can You Spare a Dime," lyrics by Yip Harburg, music by Jay 

Gorney (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? Buddy, 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.  

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



Goin' Down The Road Feeling Bad 

Words and Music by Woody Guthrie and Lee Hays  

I'm blowin' down this old dusty road, 

I'm a-blowin' down this old dusty road, 

I'm a-blowin' down this old dusty road, Lord, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this a-way.  

I'm a-goin' where the water taste like wine, 

I'm a-goin' where the water taste like wine, 

I'm a-goin' where the water taste like wine, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way.  

I'm a-goin' where the dust storms never blow, 

I'm a-goin' where them dust storms never blow, 

I'm a-goin' where them dust storms never blow, blow, blow, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way.  

They say I'm a dust bowl refugee, 

Yes, they say I'm a dust bowl refugee, 

They say I'm a dust bowl refugee, Lord, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way.  

I'm a-lookin' for a job at honest pay, 

I'm a-lookin' for a job at honest pay, 

I'm a-lookin' for a job at honest pay, Lord, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way.  

My children need three square meals a day, 

Now, my children need three square meals a day, 

My children need three square meals a day, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way.  

It takes a ten-dollar shoe to fit my feet, 

It takes a ten-dollar shoe to fit my feet, 

It takes a ten-dollar shoe to fit my feet, Lord, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way.  

Your a-two-dollar shoe hurts my feet, 

Your two-dollar shoe hurts my feet, 

Yes, your two-dollar shoe hurts my feet, Lord, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way.  

I'm a-goin' down this old dusty road, 

I'm blowin' down this old dusty road, 

I'm a-blowin' down this old dusty road, Lord, Lord, 

An' I ain't a-gonna be treated this way. 



Raining Gravel by Tim Bluhm, performed by The Mother Hips 

 

The government man said 

‘the rain follows the plow.’ 

So we busted up the sod 

And planted wheat. 

 

The price of grain was high that year 

And some of us got rich. 

But the drought started to show in ‘33 

And we were barely survivin’ 

But the livestock all was dyin’ 

The bodies were just filling up with dust. 

 

But was almost beyond bearing 

Was the government not caring 

When the banks across our county all went bust. 

 

(Chorus) 

And the sky was raining gravel 

And the wind was whistlin’ cold. 

The mercury said 17 below. 

And like the judge’s gavel 

God gave us the Dust Bowl. 

 

There was no way you could fix 

The spring of ’36. 

The dusters blew most every other day. 

And the cars all shorted out 

From the static in the clouds. 

We really had no way of getting out. 

 

And the roadside signs will warn ‘ya 

‘There’s no work in California 

Okies are not welcome – stay away.’ 

And the cowboys drinkin’ at the store 

Rememberin’ the days before 

Said, ‘Sodbusters like us were all to blame.’ 

 

(Chorus) 

 



 
Men walkin' 'long the railroad tracks 
Goin' someplace there's no goin' back 
Highway patrol choppers comin' up over the ridge 
Hot soup on a campfire under the bridge 
Shelter line stretchin' round the corner 
Welcome to the new world order 
Families sleepin' in their cars in the southwest 
No home no job no peace no rest 
 
The highway is alive tonight 
But nobody's kiddin' nobody about where it goes 
I'm sittin' down here in the campfire light 
Searchin' for the ghost of Tom Joad 
 
He pulls prayer book out of his sleeping bag 
Preacher lights up a butt and takes a drag 
Waitin' for when the last shall be first and the first shall be last 
In a cardboard box 'neath the underpass 
Got a one-way ticket to the promised land 
You got a hole in your belly and gun in your hand 
Sleeping on a pillow of solid rock 
Bathin' in the city aqueduct 
 
The highway is alive tonight 
But where it's headed everybody knows 
I'm sittin' down here in the campfire light 
Waitin' on the ghost of Tom Joad 
 
Now Tom said "Mom, wherever there's a cop beatin' a guy 
Wherever a hungry newborn baby cries 
Where there's a fight 'gainst the blood and hatred in the air 
Look for me Mom I'll be there 
Wherever there's somebody fightin' for a place to stand 
Or decent job or a helpin' hand 
Wherever somebody's strugglin' to be free 
Look in their eyes Mom you'll see me." 
 
The highway is alive tonight 
But nobody's kiddin' nobody about where it goes 
I'm sittin' downhere in the campfire light 
With the ghost of old Tom Joad 



This Land Is Your Land 

Words and Music by Woody Guthrie 

This land is your land This land is my land 

From California to the New York island;  

From the red wood forest to the Gulf Stream waters  

This land was made for you and Me. 

As I was 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 followed my footsteps  

To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts;  

And all around me a voice was sounding:  

This land was made for you and me. 

When the sun came shining, and I was strolling,  

And the wheat fields waving and the dust clouds rolling,  

As the fog was lifting a voice was chanting:  

This land was made for you and me. 

As I went walking I saw a sign there  

And on the sign it said "No Trespassing."  

But on the other side it didn't say nothing,  

That side was made for you and me. 

In the shadow of the steeple I saw my people,  

By the relief office I seen my people;  

As they stood there hungry, I stood there asking  

Is this land made for you and me? 

Nobody living can ever stop me,  

As I go walking that freedom highway;  

Nobody living can ever make me turn back  

This land was made for you and me.  



Questions to Consider: 

 

I. The Ghost of Tom Joad 

 

1. Where does Bruce Springsteen refer to the “Grapes of Wrath?” 

 

 

 

 

 

2. Write a couple lines that make you think of the Great Depression. Write 

also where you can tell it’s a song about the present. 

 

 

 

 

 

II. This Land Is Your Land 

 

1. Why does this song feel mostly positive? 

 

 

 

 

2. Where in the song does this feeling change? 

 

 

 

 

3. What lines specifically reference the Great Depression? 

 

 

 

 

III. Goin’ Down The Road Feeling Bad 

 

1. What are some lines that specifically reference the Great Depression? 

 

 

 

 

2. How does the person in the song keep a positive attitude? 

 

 

 

 



IV. Brother Can You Spare A Dime? 

 

1. How does this song refer to the “American Dream?” What has happened 

to it?” 

 

 

 

 

 

2. What does the chorus refer to? What do you think it’s trying to say? 

 

 

 

 

 

V. Raining Gravel 

 

1. What is this song about? 

 

 

 

 

2. Pick out three specific references to the Great Depression. 

 

 

 

 

3. What does the phrase “Raining Gravel” specifically refer to? 

 

 

 

VI. Now, pick out your favorite stanza from your favorite of the song choices and 

interpret it visually (draw the scene).  Make sure to include the lyrics you are 

drawing somewhere on the paper. You will be scored on creativity of drawing 

and interpretation of lyrics, use of color, use of whole page, creativity of lyric 

placement, and overall artistic effort. 

 

 

 


