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Waltzing Matilda - Jimmie Rodgers 
[C] Once a jolly [G] swagman [Am] camped by a [F] billabong 
[C] Under the [Am] shade of a [F] coolibah [G7] tree 
And he [C] sang as he [E7] watched and [Am] waited till his [F] billy boiled 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me 
 
[C] Waltzing Matilda, [F] Waltzing Matilda 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[F] tilda with [G7]me 
And he [C] sang as he [E7] watched and [Am] waited till his [F] billy boiled 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me 

 
[C] Down came a [G] jumbuck to [Am] drink at the [F] billabong 
[C] Up got the [Am] swagman and [F] grabbed him with [G7] glee 
And he [C] sang as he [E7] stowed that [Am] jumbuck in his [F] tucker-bag 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me 
 
[C] Waltzing Matilda, [F] Waltzing Matilda 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[F] tilda with [G7]me 
And he [C] sang as he [G7] stowed that [Am] jumbuck in his [F] tucker-bag 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me 
 
[C] Down came the [G] squatter [Am] mounted on his [F] thoroughbred 
[C] Up came the [Am] troopers [F]  One Two [G7] Three 
[C] Who's the jolly[E7] jumbuck [Am] you've got in your [F] tucker-bag? 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me 
 
[C] Waltzing Matilda, [F] Waltzing Matilda 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[F] tilda with [G7]me 
 [C] Who's the jolly [E7] jumbuck [Am] you've got in your [F] tucker-bag? 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me. 
 
[C] Up got the [G] swagman and [Am] jumped into the [F] billabong 
[C] You'll never [Am] catch me [F] alive said [G7] he 
And his [C] ghost may be [E7] heard as [Am] you pass by that [F] billabong 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me 
 
[C] Waltzing Matilda, [F] Waltzing Matilda 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[F] tilda with [G7]me 
And his [C] ghost may be [E7] heard as [Am] you pass by that [F] billabong 
[C] You'll come a-[Am] Waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C] me 
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[C]  [G]  [Am]  [C]  [G]  [Am]

The [C] faces in the [G] photograph have [Am] faded 
And I [Am] can't believe he [C] looks so much like [F] me 
For it's [Am] been ten years to-[Em]day 
Since I [Dm] left for Old Cork [Am] Station 
Sayin' [Dm] I won't be [F] back till the [G] drovin's [Am] done.
 
For the [F] rain never [C] falls on the [G] dusty Diaman-[Am]tina 
And a [Am] drover finds it [C] hard to change his [F] mind  [G] 
For the [Am] years have surely [Em] gone 
Like the [F] drays from Old Cork [Am] Station 
[Dm] And I won't be [F] back till the [G] drovin's [Am] done
 
Well it [C] seems like the [G] sun comes up each [Am] mornin' 
[Am] Sets me up and [C] takes it all a-[F]way 
For the [Am] dreaming by the [Em] light 
Of the [Dm] camp fire at [Am] night 
[Dm] Ends with the [F] burning [G] by the [Am] day
 
For the [F] rain never [C] falls on the [G] dusty Diaman-[Am]tina 
And a [Am] drover finds it [C] hard to change his [F] mind  [G] 
For the [Am] years have surely [Em] gone 
Like the [F] drays from Old Cork [Am] Station 
[Dm] And I won't be [F] back till the [G] drovin's [Am] done.
 
[C]   [G]   [Am]      [C]   [G]   [Am]

Some-[C]times I think I'll [G] settle back in [Am] Sydney 
But it's [Am] been so long it's [C] hard to change my [F] mind 
For the [Am] cattle trail goes [Em] on and on 
And the [Dm] fences roll for-[Am]ever 
[Dm] And I won't be [F] back till the [G] drovin's [Am] done.
 
For the [F] rain never [C] falls on the [G] dusty Diaman-[Am]tina 
And a [Am] drover finds it [C] hard to change his [F] mind  [G] 
For the [Am] years have surely [Em] gone 
Like the [F] drays from Old Cork [Am] Station 
[Dm] I won't be [F] back till the [G] drovin's [Am] done
 
For the [F] rain never [C] falls on the [G] dusty Diaman-[Am]tina 
And a [Am] drover finds it [C] hard to change his [F] mind  [G] 
For the [Am] years have surely [Em] gone 
Like the [F] drays from Old Cork [Am] Station 
[Dm] And I won't be [F] back till the [G] drovin's [Am] done.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GfvlGFVKZw0






Red River Valley (in D)                               
 

 

Plucking pattern: T I ¾ I 

Intro: D4 A74 D6   First sung note A (on 3rd (7th) beat) 

 

From this [D] valley they [A7] say you are [D] going; 

we will miss your bright eyes and sweet [A7] smile. 

For they [D] say you are [D7] taking the [G] sunshine 

that has [D] brightened our [A7] pathway a‐[D] while. 

 

Won’t you [D]think of this [A7] valley you’re [D]leaving? 

Oh, how lonely, how sad it will [A7] be. 

Oh, and [D]think of the [D7]fond heart you’re [G] breaking 

and the [D] grief that [A7]you are  causing [D ]me. 

 

Come and [D] sit by my [A7]side  if you [D] love me. 

Do not hasten to bid me a[A7]dieu,  

but re[D]member the [D7 ]Red River [G] Valley 

and the [D] cowboy that [A7] loves you so [D] true.  

 

Repeat Verse 1 









The drover’s cook -Slim Dusty 
 
                     G 
1. Now the drover's cook weighed fifteen stone 
                 D 
    and he had one blood shot eye, 
                                                               G 
    he had no laces in his boots and no buttons on his fly. 
                                                                                C 
    His pants hung loosely 'round his hips, hitched by a piece of wire, 
                    D                                                    D7                        G 
    and they concertinaed 'round his boots in a way that you'd admire. 
 
                     G                                                   D 
2. Well, he stuck the billy on the boil and then emptied out his pipe, 
                                                               G 
    and with his greasy shirt sleeve, he gave his nose a wipe 
                                                                              C 
   And with pipe in mouth he mixed a sod and a drip hung from his chin, 
            D                                                D7                       G 
    and as he mixed the damper up the drip kept dripping in. 
 
                      G                                          D 
3. I walked quietly over to him and said, “Toss that mixture out, 
                                                                             G 
    and in future when you're working keep your pipe out of your mouth !” 
                                                                 C 
    Oh, he stood erect and eyed me with such a dirty look, 
             D                                                D7                   G 
    and said in choice Australian, “Get another bloody cook!” 
 
           G                                                      D 
4. “A cook, I said, you call yourself, you greezy slop made lout, 
                                                                                    G 
    well, you should be jailed for taking work that you cannot carry out.” 
                                                                           C 
    Oh, he then uncorked some language and I felt a thrill of fear, 
                 D                                                        D7                           G 
 as he swung his hairy paws about and said, “Trott your frame out here.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



         G                                                          D 
5. In outback brawls there are no rules, nor limits to the weight, 
                                                                        G 
    so I had to swivel and meet him with my meagre nine-stone-eight. 
                                                                 C 
    And we both bounced into action and fell into a clinch, 
       D                                          D7                         G 
    I put a headlock on him but I couldn't make him flinch.  
 
        G                                                             D 
6. Aroused we fought in deathly grip, swung upper cuts and crosses, 
                                                                              G 
    we staggered and floundered in distress like broken winded horses. 
                                                                     C 
    Then gaspingly he muttered, “Though I fought all through the north, 
                       D                                            D7                             G 
    you’re the gamest thing I've ever struck, give me a hand old sport.”  
 
                G                                             D 
7. Well, I can't explain my feelings, with joy I nearly cried, 
                                                                           G 
    as we staggered to a shade close by where he sank down and died. 
                                                                            C 
    Now you talk about that salt bush scrap, why it was only play, 
             D                                               D7                      G 
    compared to that gruelling battle we fought that fatal day.  
 
             G                                                             D 
8. And now above his resting place where the grass has grown to seed, 
                                                            G 
    on stone is carved his epitaph for travellers to read : 
                                                                    C 
    Hear lies the son of Donald Gun, none gamer ever stood, 
                  D                                     D7                    G    - C - G 
    and he died in dinkum battle with Jimmy Underwood. 
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