
Gumtree Canoe 

I'll sing you a ditty, a sweet little song, 
It will just take a moment, it won’t keep you long 
I will sing of the days when our love was so new, 
And we sailed down the Murray River, boys 
In a gum tree canoe 
 
Chorus 
We rowed, we rowed, o'er the water so blue 
Like a feather we would float along 
In a gum tree canoe 
 
My hand on my banjo my toe in my oar 
I work all the day and I sing as I go 
At night time I turn to my Julia so true 
And we sail down Murray River boys 
In a gum tree canoe 
 
Chorus 
I once left the river, and went on the land 
To set myself up as a cocky so grand 
But the life didn't suit me it made my heart sore 
So I went to the Murray River boys 
And my Julia once more 
 
Chorus 
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For nearly sixty years I've been a cocky;
Of droughts and fires and floods I've lived through plenty'
This country's dust and mud
Have seen my tears and blood,
But it's nearly over now,
And now I'm easy.

I married a fine girl when I was twenty;
But she died in giving birth when she was thirty,
No Flying Doctor then,
Just a gentle old black gin;
But it's nearly over now,
And now I'm easy.

She left me with two sons and a daughter;
And a bone-dry farm whose soil cried out for water,
So my care was rough and ready,
But they grew up fine and steady;
But it's nearly over now,
And now I'm easy.

My daughter married young, and went her own way;
My sons lie buried by the Burma Railway;
So on the land I've made my own,
I've carried on alone; '

But it's nearly over now,
And now I'm easy.

City folks these days despise the cocky,
Say with subsidies and all, we've had it easy,
But there's no drought or starrring stock,
On your sewered suburban block;
But it's nearly over now,
And now I'm easy.

For nearly sixty years I've been a cocky,
Of droughts and fires and floods I've lived through plenty.
This country's dust and mud,
Have seen my tears and blood;
But it's nearly over now,
And now I'm easy.



Maranoa Drovers

[A7]Oh, the [D]night is dark and stormy and the [G] sky is clouded 
[D]o'er,  
Our horses we will mount and ride a-[E7]way, [A7] 
To [D]watch the squatter's cattle through the [G]darkness of the 
[D]night  
And we'll keep them on the  [A7] camp till break of [D]day.  [D7] 

Chorus:  
For we're [G] going, going, going  
To [D] Gunnedah so far,  
Soon we'll be in sunny New South [E7] Wales. [A7] 
And we'll  [D] bid farewell to Queensland and its [G] swampy 
cooli-[D]-bah  
Happy drovers from the [A7] sandy Mara-[D]-noa.   [A7] 

With our [D]fires burning bright through the [G]darkness of the 
[D]night,  
And the cattle keeping quiet, well, I'm [E7]sure [A7] 
That I [D]wish for two o'clock, when I [G]call the other [D]watch -  
This is droving on the [A7]sandy Maran-[D]-oa. 

With our beds made on the ground we are [G]sleeping oh so 
[D]sound,  
We're wakened by the distant thunder's [E7]roar, [A7] 
And the [D]lightning's vivid flash followed [G]by an awful [D]crash -  
This is droving on the [A7]sandy Maran-[D]-oa. [D7]     T  

Chorus 

We're up at [D]break of day and we' [G]soon be on our [D]way,  
We always have to go ten miles or [E7]more. [A7] 
But it don't [D] do to loaf about for the [G]squatter will come [D]out -  
He's rough on drovers from the [A7]sandy Maran-[D]-oa. 

We'll soon be on the Moonie and we'll [G]cross the Barwon [D]too,  
Then out upon the rolling plains once [E7]more. [A7] 
Then we'll [D]shout, “Hurrah for Queensland” and its [G]swampy 
cooli[D]bah,  
And the cattle that come [A7]off the Maran-[D]-oa. [D7]. 

Chorus
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Cross of the South

'Twas the month of December, the year'54
When the men of Eureka rebelled.
And they swore that the flag that they made for themselves
Ever proudly aloft would be held.
When the miners took arms in the stockade that day
These proud words poured from their mouths
"We will stand by the flag and the stars that it bears,
White stars of the Cross of the South."

Though the hot blood of heroes rar,l strong in their vigns,
There was but one man they obeyed.
And that hero of heroes they chose from their ranks,
Peter Lawler that hero they made.
Peter Lawler said "Men, we must stand by our guns
And fear not the cannon's fierce mouth,
For I see that the soldiers are gathering now
To tear down the Cross of the South."

Captain Thomas he charged the Eureka Stockade
With three hundred troops by his side
Fire and steel met them there and they fell back again
But the first of the miners had died.
And the smoke from the battle had scarce cleared away
When the soldiers came charging once more
And the miners, they died as they stood by the flag
Or fell from the wounds that they bore.

Bold Peter Lawler lay shot on the ground
Where the soldiers had left him for dead
And the flag that he loved lay there by his side
The white stars all stained with red.
Peter Lawler, he rose on his knees in the dust
These wild words poured from his mouth
"You can murder us all in black tyranny's name
But you can't kill the Cross of the South".





And When They Dance  Roy Abbott 

 

 

 

 
 

1. I͛ǀe ƚƌaǀelled abŽƵƚ͕ ǇeƐ I͛ǀe beeŶ all aƌŽƵŶd͕ 
 From Perth in the west, to old Sydney town, 
 And it warms up my heart every time I look down, 
 Aƚ ƚhe laƐƐeƐ ǁhŽ daŶce ͚ƚill ƚhe ŵŽƌŶiŶg͘ 
  
2. I play for the gentry, I͛ǀe ƉlaǇed fŽƌ ƚheŵ all͕ 
 From a small country gig to a debutantes ball, 
 AŶd iƚ͛Ɛ ŽŶe ƚhiŶg ƚhaƚ jŽiŶƐ ƚheŵ͕ ƚhe big aŶd ƚhe Ɛŵall͕ 
 Iƚ͛Ɛ ƚhe laƐƐeƐ ǁhŽ daŶce ͚ƚill ƚhe ŵŽƌŶiŶg͘ 
  
3. At the end of the dance the folk leave the floor, 
 Their feet must be tired, so tender and sore, 
 But who are the ones who call out for more, 
 Iƚ͛Ɛ ƚhe laƐƐeƐ ǁhŽ daŶce ͚ƚill ƚhe ŵŽƌŶiŶg͘ 
  
4. So long may I travel, and far may I roam, 
 From Darwin to Hobart, a long way from home, 
 AŶd I͛ll Ɛƚaƌe aƚ ƚhe ƉeŽƉle ǁhŽ I͛ll Ŷeǀeƌ kŶŽǁ͕ 
 And the laƐƐeƐ ǁhŽ daŶce ͚ƚill ƚhe ŵŽƌŶiŶg͘ 
  
5. And as they dance, men turn them around, 
 Lads all dressed up for a night on the town, 
 In their waistcoats and moleskins, iƚ͛Ɛ a Ɛŵile aŶd a bŽǁ͕ 
 TŽ ƚhe laƐƐeƐ ǁhŽ daŶce ͚ƚill ƚhe ŵŽƌŶiŶg͘ 
 

Chorus 





Eumerella Shore

























































































































 

se
se

se

freeland,

free
free

land,
land,

shore."

shore."
shore."

lael

la
la

el
el

ofpiece

of
of

piece
piece

tlelit

fer's
fer's

duf
duf

you're
it's

you're
for
for

more;
more,

formore;

're

"No
the

the

I
we'll
we'll

"Wesay,
at

say,
calf,

we'll

I
tle

when

where
and
and

way,
stray,

a
to

score,  

town,

ny
ny

a
a

er
ing

nyaed
own
farma

be
go

your
poundimbe

sonbert

then
litty

Ro

locksbul
pret

night,

known

the
the
land

ses
ver

by
of
in

ne

Jack

my
my

To

To
"Oh,

our
were

cres
ness
tant

a

up
they

dark
dis

merEu

mer
mer

Eu
Eu

theby

the
the

by
by

the
on
ontle

the
the

onning
run
catfing

ning
running,

ning,

ed

ed
ed

lect

lect
lect

run
dufier

running,
ning,run

eas

run

ver
ver

ne
ne

will
we'll

vernewill
he
and

laugh,
lay,

may
ter

youstray,you

way.

dray.
day.

afar

the
theby

fore

have
the

some

I

be

in
to

ion
tle

ery

fromlocks
ed

slav

bul
brand

though

them

lect
cat

drive

down,

se

are

ter's
we'll

you
bet

ter
aon

whereter
squat
mat

toin

the
all

yoke
calves

free

up

rails

squat

are
dock

tle
the
is

lit

sell them

un
have the

pad

yard
moon

we'll
my

and
onway;a

thewhen

and
hours

hor
pyhap

seshor

nyma
dle

gered

of

the
the

by
and

ey
tain

vall
moun

tle
the

sad
lin

we'll
I've

moba

then
where

bright,
shore,la

find

ingshin
elmerEu

we3.   If

stars

lit
climbed

py
has

hap
moon

a
the

1.   There's
2.   When

 = 100
Introduction:

A

D

E7

D

F♯m7

F♯m

D

F♯m7

A9

E7A

A

AE7

A

A

A

A

E7F♯m

AE7

ADF♯m7

A

A














No: 037

composed:    
lyrics:           
arranged:      
source:         



Krrl'/ o6 Te0
Ce t: C

C
Gslje

'I

ir: .
ii..
,F,-

l.,lzt': l
rl' .
:i. e

--I

CF

t

c F r1
tJ (l

:
I

't'

b
@

Chorus:
You can talk ol your whisky, talk ol.your beer,
There's something much nicer that's waiting us here,It sits on the lire beneath tlre gum tree,
There's nothing much nicer than a billy of tea.
So fill up your rumbler as high as you can
And don't you dure tell me it's not the best plan,
Iju -.p.n ler all your beer and your spirits g,i {.r.e _
I'll stick to my darling old billy ol' rea.

I rise in the morning as soon as it's light
A1d go to the nose bag to see it's alri-ght,
That the ants on the sugar no mortgage have got
And straight awav sling my olU black-billy-poi.

And rvhile ir is boiling the horses I seek
And follow them down, as far as the creek,I take off their lrobbles and let them run free
Then haste ro tuck into my billy of tea.
And at night when I camp ii the day has been warm
I_give to my horses their tucker ol iorn,
I'-rom the two in the pole to the one in the leadr\ billy lor each holds a comlortable feed.
Then the lire I make ancl the water I get
And corned beef and damper, in ordei, I set,
But I don't touch the grub though so hungry I be_I wait till it's ready - the billy ol tea.
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