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Now, with the wars of the world begun, they’ll listen to you and me,

    Now, while the frightened nations run to the arms of democracy,

    Now, when our blathering fools are scared, and the years have proved us right—

    All unprovided and unprepared, the Outpost of the White!

“Get the people—no matter how,” that is the way they rave,

    Could a million paupers aid us now, or a tinpot squadron save?

    The “loyal” drivel, the blatant boast are as shames that used
    to be—

    Our fight shall be a fight for the coast, with the future for the sea!

We must turn our face to the only track that will take us through the worst—

    Cable to charter that we lack, guns and cartridges first,

    New machines that will make machines till our factories are complete—

    Block the shoddy and Brummagem, pay them with wool and wheat.

Build to-morrow the foundry shed (’tis a task we dare not shirk)

    Lay the runs and the engine-bed, and get the gear to work,

    Have no fear when we raise the steam in the hurried factory—

    We are not lacking in the brains that teem with originality.

Have no fear, for the way is clear—we’ll shackle the hands of
    greed

    Every lad is an engineer in his country’s hour of need—

    Many are brilliant, swift to learn, quick at invention too,

    Born inventors whose young hearts burn to show what the South can do!

To show what the South can do, done well, and more than the North can do.

    They’ll make us the cartridge and make the shell, and the gun to carry
    true,

    Give us the gear and the South is strong—the docks shall yield us more;

    The national arm like the national song comes with the first great war.

Books of science from every land, volumes on gunnery,

    Practical teachers we have at hand, masters of chemistry,

    Clear young heads that will sift and think in spite of authorities,

    And brains that shall leap from invention’s brink at the clash of factories.

    Still be noble in peace or war, raise the national spirit high;

    And this be our watchword for evermore:—“For Australia—till
    we die”


The Day Before I Die
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There’ssuch a lot of work to do, for such a troubled head!

    I’m scribbling this against a book, with foolscap round, in bed.

    It strikes me that I’ll scribble much in this way by and by,

    And write my last lines so perchance the day before I die.

There’s lots of things to come and go, and I, in careless rhyme,

    And drink and love (it wastes the most) have wasted lots of time.

    There’s so much good work to be done it makes me sure that I

    Will be the sorriest for my death, the day before I die.

But, lift me dear, for I am tired, and let me taste the wine—

    And lay your cheek a little while on this lined cheek of mine.

    I want to say I love you so—your patient love is why

    I’ll have such little time, you know, the day before I die.


The Spirits of Our Fathers
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The spiritsof our fathers rise not from every wave,

    They left the sea behind them long ago;

    It was many years of “slogging,” where strong men must be brave,

    For the sake of unborn children, and, maybe, a soul to save,

    And the end a tidy homestead, and four panels round a grave,

    And—the bones of poor old Someone down below.

Some left happy homes in old lands when they heard the New Land call

    (Some were gentlemen and some were social wrecks)

    Some left squalor and starvation—they were soldiers one and all,

    And their weapons were the cross-cut and the wedges and the maul.

    (How we used to run as children when we heard the big trees fall!

    While they paused to wipe their faces and their necks.)

They were buried by our uncles where the ground was hard to dig

    (It was little need for churchmen that they had),

    And they sobbed like grown-up children, for their hearts were soft and big.

    And the myrtle and the ivy, and the vine-tree and the fig—

    And the heather—and the shamrock, where th’ mother kept the pig,

    Waited vainly for the Grand Australian Dad.

The spirits of our fathers have belts and bowyangs on

    (Oh, Father! do you live again and know?)

    Strapped riding pants and leggings parched and perished in the sun,

    And love-belts “worked” by sweethearts ere the digging days were
    done,

    And the cabbage-tree that went out with the muzzle-loading gun

    That was carried round the cattle out beyond the furthest run

    Where the brave exploring drovers used to go.

The spirits of our fathers, they rise from every grave

    (Each side the line that Burke and Leichhardt crossed),

    And where still in “settled districts” ghastly Bush-lost madmen
    rave

    (While the grim search parties, haggard, struggle hopelessly to save)

    Till the spirit timber beacons and the spirit waters lave,

    And no spirit of a father has been lost.

The spirits of our fathers, they rise from level sand

    (Like an ocean where an ocean used to be),

    Out where Heaven’s grandest ’lectrics light the Never Never Land

    With the glorious hope and promise that the Bushmen understand

    When the rain and grass are coming till the desert-plain is grand,

    And the drought-divorced Australian meets his soul.

Listen! There’s the word that’s spoken when no other soul seems
    near,

    And the one who hears is sober, calm and sane,

    And the name called, amongst many, when the called alone can hear—

    Words by lone huts and in prison, speaking comfort, hope and cheer—

    And the Warning, not admited to each other, calm and clear—

    Then the fathers of a nation speak again.

There are spirits of our fathers in the theatres to-night

    (And the places where rich sons of settlers go),

    And a half-dressed daughter shivers, and a tailored son turns white,

    For the heritage world-squandered, and the Land put out of sight,

    And that awful thirst for Nothing that they bought with their birthright

    And a haggard mother’s spirit bending low.

There are spirits of our fathers by the pleasant South Coast roads

    Where motor cars of sons of stockmen go,

    In the wealth robbed from Up Country, oh, the shame of it is black!

    And the laugh and giggle ceases and the car swerves and turns back,

  ’Tis the old dad, smiling grimly, with arms folded by the track,

    And the shades of horse and swagmen that they know.

There’s the flagship of the First Fleet rising grimly on the tide

    (Out by Watson where the motor, launches go),

    And the features known to many of our families of pride—

    But the launches veer like seabirds, veer and turn and circle wide

    From the shadow of a free ship where the waiting liners ride

    And pale faces of brave emigrants look sadly o’er the side—

    Boys and girls who were our parents long ago.

There the word said in the Senate by the patriot unafraid

    (Senate where the comic fatmen never mind)

    And the tissue starts and wakens, summons “Haw-haws!” to its
    aid,

    But the honest men sit upright who were wearied of tirade.

    And a nation’s aims are furthered! and a nation’s law is made—

    For the spirit of a father stands behind.


For All the Land to See
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(A Song of the Tools)

The cross-cutand the crowbar cross, and hang them on the wall,

    And make a greenhide rack to fit the wedges and the maul,

    The “done” long-handled shovel and the thong-bound axe that fell,

    The crowbar, pick-axe and the “throw”—the axe that morticed
    well.

    The old patched tent and “fly”, bag bunk and pillow of sugee,

    The frying-pan and billy-can, for all the land to see.

The cross-cut, after pounds of files, is narrowed down and thin,

    With here and there a tooth cut out as th’ curve straightened in,

    The axe close to the iron ground, the shovel to the shaft,

    The handle from the first worn smooth with sweat and dust and graft.

    The maul and wedges burred and split, spell bravest history—

    These were the arms our fathers bore, for none but they to see.

Then look you round on all that is, on cities proud and fair,

    And look you westward from the range—towns, farms and homesteads there.

    Then hurry to a place you know lest you should be too late,

    And clear the scrub some little space—small place, say—three-by
    eight.

    A blackened post stump stands where four rough panels used to be

    And there take off your panama where none but God might see.


Our Mistress and Our Queen
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We setno right above hers,

  No earthly light nor star,

    She hath had many lovers,

  But not as lovers are:

    They all were gallant fellows

  And died all deaths for her,

    And never one was jealous

  But comrades true they were.

Oh! each one is a brother,

  Though all the lands they claim—

    For her or for each other

  They’ve died all deaths the same

    Young, handsome, old and ugly,

  Free, married or divorced,

    Where springtime bard or Thug lie

  Her lover’s feet have crossed.

’Mid buttercups and daisies

  With fair girls by their side,

    Young poets sang her praises

  While day in starlight died.

    In smoke and fire and dust, and

  With red eyes maniac like,

    Those same young poets thrust and—

  Wrenched out the reeking pike!

She is as old as ages,

  But she is ever young.

    Upon her birthday pages

  They’ve writ in every tongue;

    Her charms have never vanished

  Nor beauty been defiled,

    Her lovers ne’er were banished—

  Can never be exiled.

Ah! thousands died who kissed her,

  But millions died who scorned

    Our Sweetheart, Queen and Sister,

  Whom slaves and Cæsars spurned!

    And thousands lost her for her

  Own sweet sake, and the world,

    Her first most dread adorer,

  From Heaven’s high state was hurled.

No sign of power she beareth,

  In silence doth she tread,

    But evermore she weareth

  A cap of red rose red.

    Her hair is like the raven,

  Her soul is like the sea,

    Her blue eyes are a haven

  That watch Eternity.

She claimed her right from Heaven,

  She claims her right from earth,

    She claimed it hell-ward driven,

  Before her second birth.

    No real man lives without her,

  No real man-child thrives,

    Sweet sin may cling about her,

  But purity survives.
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