
Down at the Polling Place 
(to the tune of Down by the Riverside) 

 
             G 
Gonna wipe that smirk off Dubya’s face!  Down at the polling place! 
 
D                                             G                                             
Down at the polling place!  Down at the polling place! 
 
             G 
Gonna wipe that smirk right off Dubya’s face!  Down at the polling place!  
 
D                    D7        G 
Down at the polling place!  
 
                                          C                                                           G                           
Cuz George Bush lied and people died!  George Bush lied and people died!  
 
                               D                                                            G                         G7 
George Bush lied and people died!  George Bush lied and people died!  
 
                      C                                                            G                                
George Bush lied and people died!  George Bush lied and people died!  
 
         D                    D7            G   
He lied and our soldiers died! 
 
Ain’t gonna be no voter disgrace!  Down at the polling place! 
Down at the polling place!  Down at the polling place! 
Ain’t gonna be no voter disgrace!  Down at the polling place! 
Down at the polling place! 
Cuz Brother Jeb, we’re watching you!  Brother Jeb we’re watching you! 
Brother Jeb, we’re watching you!  Brother Jeb we’re watching you! 
Brother Jeb, we’re watching you!  Brother Jeb we’re watching you! 
And we’re watch-ing Judge Sca-li-a, too! 
 
Won’t give up ‘til Dubya’s bound...on his way to Enron Town! 
Heading back to Halli-bur-town!  On his way to Enron Town! 
Won’t give up ‘til Dubya’s bound...on his way to Enron Town! 
Send him back to Halli-bur-town! 
I don’t be-lieve in blood for oil, I don’t be-lieve in blood for oil 
Don’t be-lieve in blood for oil, don’t be-lieve in blood for oil  
I don’t be-lieve in blood for oil, don’t be-lieve in blood for oil  
I don’t believe in blood...for...oil!! 
 
Ain’t gonna quit ‘til the sun gone ‘sot!  My government can’t be bought! 
My government can’t be bought!  My government can’t be bought! 
Ain’t gonna quit ‘til the sun gone ‘sot!  My government can’t be bought! 
My country can-not...be...bought! 
This land was made for you and me and  it is a dem-o-cra-cy!! 
This land was made for you and me and  it is a dem-o-cra-cy!! 
This land was made for you and me and  it is a dem-o-cra-cy!! 
...DOWN AT THE POLLING PLACE!!! 

Bill Robertson 
(inspired by Joan Moore) 


