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Out in the west, in the land of silver,


There lives a phonograph man,

Bryan is his name he was baptized Willy,


Voice like the shreak of a gale.

And He’ll never be still next November—


Then He’ll ride a Republican rail.

Oh! Willie Billy, your trail is hilly,


You see votes double; you’re chalked for trouble,

Long you’ll remember the month November,


Sweet Billy Bryan, the one man band.

Steve is the man that’s to be a vice—Billy—


That’s what the Democrats say;

Wait till the time comes to count the ballots,


Wait for election day.

Steve keeps still ’cause he knows that talkin’


Is Windy Bill’s long suit:
How’d you like to be Steve when the music’s over


And he starts out to shoot the chute?

Some people call him the Silver Baby,


Some call him the Phonograph Bill;

Some say his name should be Rag Time Willie,


Some say the Human Saw Mill,

Others call him Cyclone or Windy Billy,


Others the Aeolian Grand,

But the best name of all for the wild Nebraskan


Is Bryan, the one man band.

Bill is the choice of the Middle-of-the-Road men,


Choice of the Gutter men, too,

Choice of the men on the barb wire fences,


Choice of the populists, who,

Think they should pay taxes in potatoes,


Choice of the clover seed mob,

Choice of the whole push of daft gazaboes


Who’ve glued their glass eyes on a job.

Something’ll drop when Mac and Teddy


Land on “Bill” with a jar,

Something’ll drop when there comes November,


Bill and Ad’ll wonder where thehy are,

Way down deep ’neath a pile of ballots,


Mashed by a mountain of votes,

They’ll never get out unless they hire


For the rescue, an army of goats.

Oh! Willy Billy, your path is hilly,


You’re seeing double, you’re booked for trouble;

Long you’ll remember, the month November,


Wild Windy Willy, the one man band.

