In 1941, Woody age 28, was hired by the Bonneville Power Administration in Portland, Oregon to write music for a film about the Columbia River and public power. This collection presents all known recordings of Woody singing his Columbia River songs, including recordings lost 40 years ago. Among the classic songs are Roll On Columbia, The Biggest Thing That Man Has Done, and Grand Coulee Dam, for a total of 17 songs. 

Columbia's Waters 
" Good Morning, Mister Sunshine!" 
"Good morning, Man!" I'm just a stranger, travelin' 'cross y'r land; 
Do y' need a good workhand 
On your big Grand Coulee dam? 
I'd like to settle down but I'm forced to ramble all o' my time, 
I'd like to settle down with this wife and kids of mine; 
But a place to settle down my family 
Is a pretty hard place to find! 
I like to work. I work every time I can! 
I got a callous in the palms of both o' my hands! 
This ramblin' around from town to town 
Goes hard on a family man! 
I said I like to work, I don't like to beg and steal! 
The harder I'm a workin' the better it makes me feel! 
But my wife and kid get juberous 
Everytime they miss a meal! 
I'm a hardrock man, I was born in a hardrock place! 
Back in my home place I was a man of high degree! 
Nobody with a triphammer 
Can knock as big a hole as me. 
This Columbia River 
Rolls right down this line; 
Columbia's waters taste like sparklin' wine; 
Dustbowl waters taste like picklin' brine. 
The money that I draw from workin' at your Coullee dam; 
My wife will meet me at the kitchen door stretchin' out her hand; 
She'll make a little down payment 
On our forty acre tract of land. 
We'll work along this river, I'll sing from sun to sun; 
I'll walk along this grass and listen to the factory hum; 
Look what I've done gone and done. 
Take some sow from off this mountain, mix it with some wind and rain! 
Take some metal from yer mountain, melt it up again; 
Stir it up with powers from Coullee's dam, 
And you've got a big sabre jet plane. 
Take some water from this valley, mix it up with snow; 
Take my ramblin' family rollin' down this road; 
Mix it up with sunshine 
And, man, you ought to see the green things grow! 

Jackhammer John 
(Jackhammer Blues) 
Jackhammer John was a jackhammer man,
Born with a jackhammer in his hand.
Lord, Lord And he had them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
I built your roads and buildings too,
And I'm gonna build a damn or two.
Lord, Lord, well I had them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
I was borned in Portland town,
Built every port from Alasky down; 
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
Built your bridges, dug your mines,
Been in jail a thousand times.
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
Jackhammer, jackhammer, where ya been?
Been out a-chasin' them gals again;
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
Jackhammer man from a jackhammer town,
I can hammer till the sun goes down,
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
I hammered on the boulder, hammered on the butte,
Columbia River on a five-mile chute;
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
Workin' on the Bonneville, hammered all night
A-tryin' to bring the people some electric light,
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
I hammered on Bonneville, Coulee too,
Always broke when my job was through,
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
I hammered on the river from sun to sun,
Fifteen million salmon run;
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
I hammered in the rain, I hammered in the dust,
I hammered in the best and I hammered in the worst;
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
I got a jackhammer gal just as sweet as pie,
And I'm a-gonna hammer till the day I die,
Lord, Lord, well I got them jackhammer blues.
I got them jackhammer blues. 
 

Roll On Columbia
Green Douglas firs where the waters cut through. 
Down her wild mountains and canyons she flew. 
Canadian Northwest to the ocean so blue, 
Roll on, Columbia, roll On! 
Other great rivers add power to you, 
Yakima, Snake, and the Klickitat, too, 
Sandy, Willamette, and Hood River, too; 
Roll on Columbia, roll On! 
Year after year we had tedious trials, 
Fighting the rapids at Cascades and Dalles. 
The Injuns rest peaceful on Memaloose Isle; 
Roll on, Columbia, Roll On! 
Tom Jefferson's vision would not let him rest, 
An empire he saw in the Pacific Northwest. 
Sent Lewis and Clark and they did the rest; 
Roll on, Columbia, Roll On! 
At Bonneville now there are ships in the locks, 
The waters have risen and cleared all the rocks, 
Ship loads of plenty will steam past the docks, 
So, Roll On, Columbia, Roll On! 
It's there on your banks that you fought many a fight, 
Sheridan's boys in the block house that night, 
They saw us in death, but never in flight; 
Roll on, Columbia, Roll On! 
Our loved ones we lost there at Coe's little store, 
By fireball and rifle, a dozen or more, 
We won by the Mary and soldiers she bore; 
Roll on, Columbia, Roll On! 
Remember the trial when the battle was won, 
The wild Indian warriors to the tall timber run, 
We hung every Indian with smoke in his gun; 
Roll on, Columbia, Roll on!
Chorus after every verse if desired 
Chorus 
Roll on, Columbia, roll on. 
Roll on, Columbia, roll on. 
Your power is turning our darkness to dawn, 
So, Roll on, Columbia, roll on
Talking Columbia 
I was down 'long the river, just settin' on a rock, 
Lookin' at the boats in Bonneville Lock. 
And the gate swings open and the boat sails in, 
Toots her whistle, she's gone a gin'! 
Well, I fills up my hat brim, drunk a sweet taste, 
Thought 'bout the river goin' to waste, 
Thought 'bout the dust, thought 'bout the sand, 
Thought 'bout the people, thought 'bout the land. 
Ever'body runnin' round all over creation, 
Just lookin' for some kind of a little place. 
Pulled out my pencil, scribbled this song, 
I figgered all these salmon fishers can't be wrong. 
Them salmon fish, they're mighty shrewd, 
They got senators, politicians, too! 
Just like a President, they run ever' four years. 
Yes, them folks back east are doin' a lot o' talkin', 
Some of 'em balkin' and some of 'em squawkin' 
But with all their figgerin' and all their books, 
Well, they just didn't know them raw Chinooks. 
Salmon! That's a good river! 
Just watch this river and pretty soon 
Ever'body's goin' to be changin' their tune. 
The big Grand Coulee and Bonneville Dam 
Run a thousand factories for Uncle Sam. 
An' ever'body else in the world 
Makin' ever'thing from sewing machines to fertilizer 
Atomic bedrooms!... Plastic! 
Everything's gonna be made out of plastic! 
Yes, Uncle Sam needs wool, Uncle Sam needs wheat, 
Uncle Sam needs houses and stuff to eat, 
Uncle Sam needs water and power dams, 
Uncle Sam needs people and people needs land. 
Don't like dictators not much, myself, 
But I think the whole country ought to be run 
By electricity!
The Song of the Grand Coulee Dam 
Way up in that Northwest land of the skies 
Columbia River's headwaters rise. 
Mountain to Mountain all covered with snows, 
I'll follow that River wherever she goes. 
Winter and summer, springtime and fall, 
She makes her way down her high canyon wall; 
Bright rippling waters, sparkling so bright, 
Seldom you see such a beautiful sight. 
It's ninety-two miles northwest of Spokane, 
There you will see her Grand Coulee Dam; 
Woodwork and steel, and cement and sand, 
Biggest thing built by the hand of a Man. 
Power that sings, boys, turbines that whine, 
Waters back up the Canadian Line: 
400 miles of waters will stand 
Rich farms will come from hot desert sand. 
Flood waters lift up canyons so steep, 
Making a lake eight hundred feet deep; 
Waters will roll to the north and the south, 
Never again be 'fraid of the drought. 
Waters will flow with the greatest of ease 
A hundred miles west, boys, and hundred miles east; 
Factories that work for Old Uncle Sam 
Run on the power from Gand Coulee Dam. 
Ship on the Ocean, ships in the skies, 
Inch after inch her waters will rise, 
High line will top your mountains and hills, 
Driving your shop, and factories, and mills. 
Niagara Falls send mist to the sky, 
But Grand Coulee Dam is just twice as high, 
She's forty-three hundred feet crost her top, 
Five hundred and 50 down her rock. 
I'll settle this land, boys, and work like a man, 
I'll water my crops from Grand Coulee Dam, 
Grand Coulee Dam, Boys, Grand Coulee Dam, 
I wish we had a lot more Grand Coulee Dams

