Advance Australia Fair

Australians all, let us rejoice,

For we are young and free,

We've golden soil and wealth for toil,

Our home is girt by sea.

Our land abounds in nature's gifts

Of beauty rich and rare,

In history's page, let every stage 

Advance Australia Fair.

In joyful strains then let us sing

Advance Australia Fair.

Beneath our radiant Southern Cross,

We'll toil with hearts and hands,

To make this Commonwealth of ours

Renowned of all the lands

For those who've come across the seas

We've boundless plains to share,

With courage let us all combine

To Advance Australia Fair

In joyful strains then let us sing

Advance Australia Fair.

Home Among the Gum Trees

I've been around the world a couple of times

Or maybe more.

I've seen the sights, I've had delights

On every foreign shore

But when my friends all ask me the place that I adore.

I tell them right away.

Give me a home among the gum trees

With lots of plum trees

A sheep or two, a kangaroo

A clothes line out the back 

Veranda out the front and an old rocking chair.

You can see me in the kitchen, cooking up a roast

Or vegemite on toast

Just you and me, a cup of tea. 

Later on, we'll settle down and mull up on the porch,

And watch the possums play.

There's a Safeway on the corner

And a Woolworths down the street

And a New World's just been opened

Where they regulate the heat

But I'd trade them all tomorrow for a simple bush retreat

Where the kookaburras call.  Chorus.

Some people like their houses with fences all around

Others live in mansions and some beneath the ground

But me, I like the bush, you know with rabbits running round

And a pumpkin vine out the back.  

Give me a home among the gum trees, with lots of plum trees

A sheep or two, a kangaroo  A clothes line out the back 

Veranda out the front and an old rocking chair

And an old rocking chair.

I Still Call Australia Home

I’ve been to cities that never close down

From New York to Rio and old London town

But no matter how far or how wide I roam

I still call Australia home.

I’m always travellin’ I love being free

And so I keep leaving the sun and the sea, 

But my heart lies waiting over the foam

I still call Australia home.

All the sons and daughters spinning ‘round the world,

A way from family and friends,

But as the world gets older colder,

It’s good to know where your journey ends.

But some day we’ll all be together once more,

When all of the ships come back to the shore,

I realize something I’ve always known,

I still call Australia home.

Old Man Emu

Let me tell you of an interview with an old man emu.

He’s got a beak and feathers and things, 

but the poor old fella ain’t got no wings.

‘Aren’t you jealous of the wedge tail eagle?

Oom ba da little da da da

While the eagle’s flyin’ round and round, 

I keep my two feet firmly on the ground.

Now I can’t fly but I’m tellin” you

I can run the pants off a kangaroo.

Ba da doo doo ba doo doo doo

Boo da da doot doo doo doo.

He can’t fly but I’m tellin’ you 

he can run the pants off a kangaroo.

Well he was the model for the fifty cents.

Omm ba da little da da da.

The designer should’ve had more sense.

Oom ba da little da da da.

If you take a look it’ll prove to you 

He can run the pants off a kanga-oo.

You can’t loop the loop like a cockatoo,

Oom ba da lit-tle da da da.

Swoop and toss like an alba tross,

Oom ba da little da da da.

‘You silly galah,

I’m better by far than a

white cockatoo or a bugerigar.

They squeak and squawk and try to talk,

why me and them’s like cheese and chalk.

Ba da doo doo doo 

Ba doo doo doo,

Boo da da doot doo doo doo

He can’t fly but I’m tellin’ you

he can run the pants off a kangaroo.

Well the last time I saw old man emu,

Oom ba da little da da da,

He was chasing a female he knew,

Oom ba da little da da da.

As he shot past I heard him say,

She can’t fly but I’m tellin’ you,

She can run the pants off a kangaroo

Ba da doo doo ba doo doo doo

Boo da da doot doo doo doo.

Tie Me Kangaroo Down, Sport

There's an old Australian Stockman lying, dying.

He gets himself up onto one elbow.  Turns to his mates who are gathered 'round and he says.

Watch me wallabies feed, mate, watch me wallabies feed

They're a dangerous breed mate

So watch me wallabies feed.  All together now!

Tie me kangaroo down sport, tie me kangaroo down

Tie me kangaroo down sport, tie me kangaroo down

Keep me cockatoo cool, Curl keep me cockatoo cool

Don't go acting the fool, Curl

Just keep me cockatoo cool.  All together now!

Take me koala back, Jack, take me koala back

He lives somewhere out on the track Mac

So take me koala back.  All together now!

Mind me platypus duck, Bill, mind me platypus duck

Don't let him go running amok, Bill

Just mind me platypus duck.  All together now!

Play your didgeridoo, Blue, play your didgeridoo

Keep playing 'til I shoot through, Blue

Play your didgeridoo.  All together now!

Tan me hide when I'm dead, Fred, tan me hide when I'm dead

So we tanned his hide when he died, Clyde

And that's it hanging on the shed

All together now!

The Wild Colonial Boy

There was a wild colonial boy,Jack Doolan was his name

Of poor but honest parents he was born in Castlemaine.

He was his father’s only hope,his mother’s pride and joy;

So dearly did his parents love the wild colonial boy.

He was scarcely sixteen years of age

when he left his father’s home,

And through Australia’s sunny clime 

a bushranger did roam.

He robbed those wealthy squatters,

and their stock he did destroy,

A terror to the rich man was the wild colonial boy.

In sixty one this daring youth commenced his wild career;

With a heart that knew no danger,

no foe man did he fear.

He held the Beechworth mail coach up

 and robbed Judge Macoboy,

Who trembling cold gave up his gold

to the wild colonial boy.

One day as he was ridingthe mountain side along,

A list’ning to that kookaburra’s happy laughing song,

He spied three mounted troopers 

Kelly, Davis and Fitzroy,

A riding up to capture him, the wild colonial boy.

“Surrender now, Jack Doolan,

for y’see there’s three to one.

Surrender in the Queen’s high name,

you daring highway man!”

But he drew a pistol from his belt 

and spun it like a toy

I’ll fight but never surrender,

cried the wild colonial boy.

He fired at Trooper Kelly and

brought him to the ground,

And in return from Davis

received a mortal wound;

All shattered through the jaws 

he lay still firing at Fitzroy,

And that’s the way they captured him,

the wild colonial boy.

