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!" 
Peter Dodds McCormick
Great Southern Land Lyrics

Artist: Icehouse 
Album: Primitive Man 

Standing at the limit of an endless ocean
stranded like a runaway, lost at sea
city on a rainy day down in the harbour
watching as the grey clouds shadow the bay
looking everywhere 'cause I had to find you
this is not the way that i remember it here
anyone will tell you its a prisoner island
hidden in the summer for a million years

Great Southern Land, burned you black

so you look into the land and it will tell you a story
story 'bout a journey ended long ago
if you listen to the motion of the wind in the mountains
maybe you can hear them talking like I do
". . they're gonna betray, they're gonna forget you
are you gonna let them take you over this way . ."

Great Southern Land, Great Southern Land
you walk alone like a primitive man
and they make it work with sticks and bones
see their hungry eyes, its a hungry home
I hear the sound of the stranger's voices
I see their hungry eyes, their hungry eyes
Great Southern Land, Great Southern Land
they burned you black, black against the ground

Great Southern Land, in the sleeping sun
you walk alone with the ghost of time
they burned you black, black against the ground
and they make it work with rocks and sand
I hear the sound of the stranger’s voices
I see their hungry eyes, their hungry eyes
Great Southern Land, Great Southern Land
you walk alone, like a primitive man
you walk alone with the ghost of time
and they burned you black
yeah, they burned you black
Great Southern Land

I Am Australian
(Bruce Woodley and Dobe Newton)


I came from the dream time, from the dusty red soil plains,
I am the ancient heart - the keeper of the flame,
I stood upon the rocky shore, I watched the tall ships come,
For forty thousand years I'd been the first Australian.
We are one but we are many
And from all the lands on earth we come,
we share a dream,
And sing with one voice,
I am, you are, we are Australian.


I came upon the prison ship bound down by iron chains
I cleared the land, endured the lash and waited for the rains.
I'm a settler, I'm a farmer's wife on a dry and barren run
A convict then a free man, I became Australian.
I'm the daughter of a digger who sought the mother lode
The girl became a woman on the long and dusty road
I'm a child of the depression, I saw the good times come
I'm a bushy, I'm a battler, I am Australian.
We are one but we are many
And from all the lands on earth we come,
we share a dream,
And sing with one voice,
I am, you are, we are Australian.


I'm a teller of stories, I'm a singer of songs
I am Albert Namatjira, and I paint the ghostly gums
I am Clancy on his horse, I'm Ned Kelly on the run
I'm the one who waltzed Matilda, I am Australian.
I'm the hot wind from the desert, I'm the black soil of the plains
I'm the mountains and the valleys, I'm the drought and flooding rains
I am the rock, I am the sky, the rivers when they run
The spirit of this great land, I am Australian.
We are one but we are many
And from all the lands on earth we come,
we share a dream,
And sing with one voice,
I am, you are, we are Australian. 

I Still Call Australia Home 

Peter Allen:

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 traveling, 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,
away from their family and friends,
but as the world gets older and colder,
it's good to know where your journey ends.

But someday we'll all be together once more
when all of the ships come back to the shore.
Then I realise something I've always known.
I still call Australia home.

Land Down Under Lyrics

by Men At Work

Traveling in a fried-out combie

On a hippie trail, head full of zombie

I met a strange lady, she made me nervous

She took me in and gave me breakfast

And she said,

"Do you come from a land down under?

Where women glow and men plunder?

Can't you hear, can't you hear the thunder?

You better run, you better take cover."

Buying bread from a man in Brussels

He was six foot four and full of muscles

I said, "Do you speak-a my language?"

He just smiled and gave me a vegemite sandwich

And he said,

"I come from a land down under

Where beer does flow and men chunder

Can't you hear, can't you hear the thunder?

You better run, you better take cover."

Lying in a den in Bombay

With a slack jaw, and not much to say

I said to the man, "Are you trying to tempt me

Because I come from the land of plenty?"

And he said,

"Oh! Do you come from a land down under? (oh yeah yeah)

Where women glow and men plunder?

Can't you hear, can't you hear the thunder?

You better run, you better take cover."

On the FIRST day of Christmas
My true love sent to me, 
An emu up a gum tree. 

On the SECOND day of Christmas
My true sent to me, 
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the THIRD day of Christmas
My true love sent to me,
Three kookaburras laughing, 
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the FOURTH day of Christmas
My true love sent to me 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing 
Two pink galahs 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the FIFTH day of Christmas 
My true love sent to me 
Five kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing, 
Two pink galahs,
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the SIXTH day of Christmas
My true love sent to me 
Six brolgas dancing,
Five Kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing, 
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the SEVENTH day of Christmas 
My true love sent to me 
Seven possums playing,
Six brolgas dancing, 
Five kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling 
Three kookaburras laughing, 
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the EIGHTH day of Christmas
My true love sent to me 
Eight dingoes digging, 
Seven possums playing, 
Six brolgas dancing, 
Five kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing, 
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the NINTH day of Christmas
My true love sent to me 
Nine wombats working, 
Eight dingoes digging 
Seven possums playing, 
Six brolgas dancing, 
Five kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing, 
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the TENTH day of Christmas
My true love sent to me 
Ten lizards leaping, 
Nine wombats working, 
Eight dingoes digging 
Seven possums playing,
Six brolgas dancing, 
Five kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing,
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree. 

On the ELEVENTH day of Christmas
My true love sent to me
Eleven numbats nagging,
Ten lizards leaping, 
Nine wombats working,
Eight dingoes digging, 
Seven possums playing, 
Six brolgas dancing, 
Five kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing,
Two pink galahs, 
And a emu up a gum tree. 

On the TWELFTH day of Christmas
My true love sent to me 
Twelve parrots prattling, 
Eleven numbats nagging,
Ten lizards leaping, 
Nine wombats working, 
Eight dingoes digging, 
Seven possums playing, 
Six brolgas dancing, 
Five kangaroos, 
Four koalas cuddling, 
Three kookaburras laughing, 
Two pink galahs, 
And an emu up a gum tree! 

Solid Rock 

Goanna
Out here nothin' changes, not in a hurry anyway
You feel the endlessness with the comin' of the light o' day
We're talkin' about a chosen place
You wouldn't sell it in a marketplace, well
Well just a minute now

Standing on solid rock
Standing on sacred ground
Living o-on borrowed ti-i-i-ime
And the winds of change are blowin' down the line
Right down the line

Round about the dawn o' time, When dreamin' all began
A croud o' people came
Well they were looking for their promised land
Were running from the heart of darkness
Searching for the heart o' light
Well it was their paradise

But they were standin' on - solid rock
Standing o-on sacred grou-ound
Living o-on borrowed ti-i-i-ime
And the winds of change were blowing cold that night
Oh

They were standin' on the shore one day, Saw the white sails in the sun
Wasn't long before they felt the sting, white man, white law, white gun
Don't tell me that it's justified, 'cause somewhere, someone lied
Yeah well someone lied, someone lied, genocide
Well someone lied, oh, ahh

And now you're standing on - solid rock
Standing o-on a sacred grou-ound
Living o-on borrowed ti-i-i-ime
And the winds of change are blowin' down the li-ine

Solid rock, Standing on sacred ground
Living o-on borrowed ti-i-i-ime
And the winds of change are blowing down the line
Solid rock, Standing o-on sacred grou-ound
Living o-on borrowed ti-i-i-ime
And the winds of change are blowing down the line
Oh-oh-oh no, NO-O
Sounds of Then (This is Australia) 
(M.Callaghan) 
I think I hear the sounds of then,
And people talking,
The scenes recalled, by minute movement,
And songs they fall, from the backing tape.
That certain texture, that certain smell,
To lie in sweat, on familiar sheets,
In brick veneer on financed beds.
In a room, of silent hardiflex
That certain texture, that certain smell,
Brings home the heavy days,
Brings home the the night time swell,
Out on the patio we’d sit,
And the humidity we’d breathe,
We’d watch the lightning crack over canefields
Laugh and think, this is Australia.
The block is awkward - it faces west,
With long diagonals, sloping too.
And in the distance, through the heat haze,
In convoys of silence the cattle graze.
That certain texture, that certain beat,
Brings forth the night time heat.
Out on the patio we’d sit,
And the humidity we’d breathe,
We’d watch the lightning crack over canefields
Laugh and think that this is Australia.
To lie in sweat, on familiar sheets,
In brick veneer on financed beds.
In a room of silent hardiflex
That certain texture, that certain smell,
Brings forth the heavy days,
Brings forth the night time sweat
Out on the patio we’d sit,
And the humidity we’d breathe,
We’d watch the lightning crack over canefields
Laugh and think, this is Australia.
This is Australia etc..
The Pub With No Beer

It's lonesome away from your kindred and all

By the camp fire at night where the wild dingoes call,

But there's nothing so lonesome so morbid or drear

Than to stand in a bar of a pub with no beer.

Now the publican's anxious for the quota to come

There's a far away lock on the face of the bum

The maid's gone all cranky and the cook's acting queer

What a terrible place is a pub with no beer.

Then the stock-man rides up with his dry dusty throat

He breasts up to the bar, pulls a wat from his coat,

But the smile on his face quickly turns to a sneer,

When the bar man said sadly the pub's got no beer.

Ther's a dog on the 'randa-h for his master he waits

But the boss is inside drinking wine with his mates

He hurries for cover and cringes in fear

It's no place for a dog round a pub with no beer.

Old Billy the blacksmith first time in his life

Has gone home cold sober to his darling wife,

He walks in the kitchen, she says you're early me dear,

But he breaks down and tells her the pub's got no beer.
TRUE BLUE
Words and Music by John Williamson

Hey True Blue, don't say you've gone
Say you've knocked off for a smoko
And you'll be back later on
Hey True Blue, Hey True Blue 

Give it to me straight
Face to face
Are you really disappearing,
Just another dying race,
Hey True Blue. 

True Blue, is it me and you?
Is it Mum and Dad, is it a cockatoo?
Is it standing by your mate
When he's in a fight?
Or will she be right?
True Blue, I'm asking you... 

Hey True Blue, can you bear the load?
Will you tie it up with wire,
Just to keep the show on the road?
Hey True Blue, Hey True Blue, now be Fair Dinkum 

Is your heart still there?
If they sell us out like sponge cake
Do you really care?
Hey True Blue. 

True Blue, is it me and you?
Is it Mum and Dad, is it a cockatoo?
Is it standing by your mate
When she's in a fight?
Or will she be right?
True Blue, I'm asking you... 

True Blue, is it me and you?
Is it Mum and Dad, is it a cockatoo?
Is it standing by your mate
When he's in a fight?
Or will she be right?
True Blue ... True Blue. 
