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A Seeger Centenary Song
Words by William Phillips Music by Gordon Bok
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1.There's a voice a - mong our peo-ple. Man - y hearts rise
2.There's a lead - er of our chor-us with a voice so
3.There's a sing - er of our spir-rit. Hate sur - ren - ders
4.All his broth - ers and his sis-ters make his mus - ic
5.There's a voice with - in our peo-ple and for - e - ver
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to his call, weav — ing  gold - den threads of mus - ic
soft and sure. He has taught our sons and daugh - ters
to his ring. Down the riv - ers 'cross  the 0 - ceans
rise and swell. We who sing and add new vers - es
will it  sing. When we raise our rain - bow chor - us
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in - to har-mon - 1ies for all Weav - ing  gold - en
our trad -1 - tions proud and pure. He has taught our
we - to-geth - er sail - and sing. Down the riv - ers
are his ham - mer and his bell. We  who sing and
we can hear our free —dom ring. When we raise  our
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threads of mus - ic in - to har-mon - ies for all
sons and daugh - ters our ftrad -1 -tions proud and pure.
'Cross the 0 — ceans we  to-geth -er sail - and sing.
add new vers - es are  his ham-mer and his bell.
rain - bow chor - us we can hear our free -dom ring.
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There’s a voice a-mong our people. Many hearts rise to his call,

Em                       C              Bm      C 
        G           D

Weav-ing golden threads of mu-sic, In-to har-mo-nies for all.

Em                       C              Bm      C      D           D           G

Weav-ing golden threads of mu-sic, In-to har-mo-nies for all.
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There’s a lead-er of our chorus, With a voice so soft and sure.

Em                        C             Bm           C 

      G              D

He has taught our sons and daugh-ters Our trad-i-tions proud and pure.

Em                        C             Bm           C 
    D
      D              G

He has taught our sons and daugh-ters Our trad-i-tions proud and pure.
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There’s a sing-er of our spirit. Hate sur-ren-ders to his ring.

Em                        C             Bm         C 

 G          D

Down the riv-ers, ‘cross the o-ceans, We to-geth-er sail and sing.

Em                        C             Bm        C        D
      D    G 

Down the rivers, ‘cross the o-ceans, We to-geth-er sail and sing.

All his brothers and his sisters, Make his music rise and swell.

We who sing and add new verses Are his hammer and his bell.

We who sing and add new verses Are his hammer and his bell.

There’s a voice within our people, And forever will it sing.

When we raise our rainbow chorus, We can hear our freedom ring.

When we raise our rainbow chorus, We can hear our freedom ring.
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