


















































The Swaggies Torment

I was tramping out there on the Barcoo

On my way to the next shearin shed

When | stumbled upon the sun bleached bones
Of a swaggie who'd just dropped down dead

By himself way out there in the outback

A lonely and sad way to die

And clenched in his hand was the reason my friends
His old water bag had run dry

There was no telling who this old fella was
There was no union card to be found

In the old leather purse that lay by his side
Half decayed back into the ground

What remained of his swag just crumbled to dust
As | tried to move it aside

And an old pocket watch all pitted with rust

Had stopped ticking hours after he'd died

The clothes that he'd worn were now just tattered rags
Ravaged by sun, wind and heat

And a half empty bottle of Old Borer Port

Lay right where it fell at his feet

I looked at that half empty bottle

Which | thought was a strange thing at first
If he still had half a bottle to drink

Why the hell did this bloke die of thirst

But no use me asking the question

Cos this bloke was in no shape to tell

But to die here of thirst without drinkin it first
Jeez he must have been goin through hell

| buried his bones on the plains where they lay
Cos that was the least | could do

Then | pulled the stop from his Old Borer Port
And said “Well my old mate, here’s to you"

Then | shouldered my swag and got going

To make up the hours I'd lost

When | set up my camp in the last rays of light
Twenty miles of the Barcoo I'd crossed

And that night the stars in the great southern sky
Shone as brightly as I'd ever seen

And | toasted the old bloke that | never knew
And the good bloke that he might have been

| broke camp early next mornin

| picked up my swag off the ground
Then | finished my Swaggies breakfast
A piss and a good look around
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Then | walked in the cool of the morning

A good twenty miles down the track

Til I stumbled upon the same bloody grave
So | turned myself round and walked back

When | got back to where | had started
The sun was beginning to set

I'd spend the whole bloody day walkin
And | hadn't gone anywhere yet

So I made an important decision

I'd roll out my swag and retire

And it’s then that | started regretting
The fact that I'd pissed on my fire

See I'd run myself right out of matches
Cos when | start drinkin | smoke

And I'd gone through a fair bit of Havelock
Whilst drinkin a toast to that bloke

Now as everyone knows in the outback
The nights can be bitterly cold

So | took a good swig of the Old Borer Port
An old Bushies trick I'd been told

They say if you're cold on the outside
Then a good slug of whiskey or wine
Will warm ya guts up on the inside

And that's what the port did to mine

And it started to work in an instant

That old Borer Port was good muck

So | took one more swig for good measure
Then another small sip for good luck

Then | curled myself up with Matilda
Preparing to sleep safe and sound

But before | did | grabbed a big stick

And drew an arrow right there on the ground

But when | awoke the next mornin
About half an hour after dawn

| sat in my swag just scratchin my head
As | stared at the arrow I'd drawn

I'd forgotten that I'd even drawn it

What the bloody hell did it mean

Was it pointing the way | was going to go
Or pointing the way that I'd been

| sat there in total confusion

A man could go crazy | thought

Then the old penny dropped and straight up | hopped
And | tipped out the last of that port.





















