BURLEIGH HEADS MOWBRAY PARK
SURF LIFE SAVING CLUB

CLUB SONG LIST

WE’RE GOING BURLEIGH WAY

(TUNE:
PAINTING THE CLOUDS WITH SUNSHINE)
We’re going Burleigh way to spend a holiday,

Where there’s no worry about employment;

Tho’ the waves may dump us down and sun may burn us brown,

We never worry, for that’s enjoyment.

Shooting the waves, feeling so brave, gambolling around on the sand,
Dancing at night, in the moonlight, to Cyril’s Band,

We’ll surf from dawn, ‘cause the boys from Mowbray Park

Are always guarding the beach at Burleigh.
SONS OF THE SURF

(TUNE:
RULE BRITANIA)
Sons of the surf, they’re brave without doubt.

Out beyond the breakers, where the sharks all spoil about;

They don’t care two hoots, my lad, for the dumpers or good shoots,

For they’re sons of the surf, and they know their worth,

And the girls just think they’re cute.

Hail the Mowbrays, the good old Mowbray’s fame,

They will never, never, never shame their name.
TOM BOAST
(TUNE:
OLD FAITHFUL)
Old Boasty, we ride the waves together,

Old Boasty, in every kind of weather,

When our surfing days are over,

All the pots we’ll knock them over,

For you, Old Boasty, pal of mine,

Put ‘em down, old fellow, ‘FOR THE BEER IS MELLOW AND BRIGHT

Put ‘em down, old fellow, ‘cause we’re having a beano to-night.

Now the Council’s term is over,

All the boys are up on clover,

With you, Old Boasty, pal on mine.

A TEAM OF YOUNG LADS

(TUNE:
OLD SPINNING WHEEL)
There’s a team of young lads called the Mowbrays,

Such a better team of lads you never saw,

They can march, they can swim, they can drill boys,

And their motto’s “all for one and one for all”;

Now, the beltman never fails to get the line out,

Though the dumpers they are breaking on the shore,

There’s a team of young lads called the Mowbrays,

They are pals, they are sports; we’ll say no more.

THOR LONG
(TUNE:
TIPPERARY)
It’s a long way to reach the buoys, Thor,

It’s a long way to go;

It’s a long way to reach the buoys, Thor,

But you’ll get there, we know,

Dumpers are on the BANK, Thor, currents flowing strong,

It’s a long, long way to reach the buoys, Thor,

But your name’s THOR LONG.

OUR COMMITTEE

(TUNE:
VAGABOND LOVER)
Some friends are quickly forgotten,

And gone with the dawn of the day,

BuT ours well remembered, like the surf in September,

Helping us all that they may.

The Committee helps us with finance,

With functions and social support,

Since our trouble has began,

They have helped us all they can,

Our Committee are jolly fine sports.

A LITTLE BEACH DOWN BURLEIGH WAY

(TUNE:
IT’S JUST A LITTLE STREET)
It’s just a little beach, where all friends meet,
A little beach down Burleigh way,

It’s safe to surF down there from dawn to dark,

Guarded on the beach by the boys from Mowbray Park.

Whether rich or poor I still feel sure

That you’ll enjoy your holiday,

It’s just a little beach where old friends meet,

A little beach down Burleigh way.

THAT BEACH DOWN BURLEIGH WAY

(TUNE:
IN THE ROCKIES FAR AWAY)
What’s the cutest little seaside for a perfect holiday?

It’s a place that’s known as Burleigh;

Where the Mowbray boys stay,

Now the surf down there is splendid,

And the sun shines all day:

So just pack your ports and join us,

On that beach down Burleigh way.

GOODBYE

(TUNE:
GOODBYE)
Goodbye, it’s time we sought a Southern clime, where we

May find there are teams more tough than we leave behind,

And so, we go, to swim down south, you know, although

We know we’ll be sometimes missed by the girls we’ve kissed;

Where the sands are gleaming, we’ll be scheming,

We will do our bit and swim for our glories up home;

When it comes to swimming we’ll be winning, we’ll be full of grit,

You won’t see our heels for the foam.

And do or die, to win the champs, we’ll try, we’ll try.

So goodbye, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye.

THAT LITTLE BEACH

(TUNE:
OLD-FASHIONED LOCKET AND CURL)
It’s a cutest little beach down Burleigh way,

It’s a perfect little beach for a holiday,

If I was only in that pub,

With the boys I would rule,

Be it cold or hot we would down a pot, with pals who never snub,

There’s a certain kind of friend

Down there you’ll meet,

That makes surfing, fishing, drinking quite a treat;

And though I wander far and wide,

Oh, that little beach will be my pride,

And again once more, I hope those shoots I’ll ride.

ROW, SINK OR SWIM

(TUNE: -
 DON’T FENCE ME IN)
Give me room, lots of room where the breakers always boom,

Row, sink or swim,

Give me breaks with my mates where the one behind they make,

Row, sink or swim.
Let me be with old Jack with that sweep oar, please

Shooting down the waves knocking at the knees,

Never let her broach that’s all I ask, Sirees,

Row, sink or swim.

Oh, let me slide, let me slide,

Down those waves I long to glide,

Where the big ones curl and foam,

Down the back, down the back,

The old boomer’s gonna crack;

Keep her steady heading home.

I want to be with my mates in the “Burleigh Too”,

Pulling in the race with a steady crew;

Shooting down the wave, cutting through the blue,

Row, sink or swim.

OH, THE BEACHES OF QUEENSLAND
(TUNE:
ABDUL ABULBUL AMIR)
Oh, the beaches of Queensland there well known to fame,

And the surf is a good as the rest,

But for beano’s we go to a place down below,

For we know that old Burleigh’s the best.

With a great deal of luck, we will hire a truck
And bundle the boys in the rear;

With a long steady drive, we’ll arrive just in time

To have a good surf and some beer.

The dances at night they quite a delight,

And the girls come from near and afar,

But to dance with a dame all the night is a shame,

So we take them out driving in cars.

Now the boys of the bronze squad Are well known to fame,

There’s Allan, There’s Thor, and there’s Jim;

But the boys are not slow of the R &R, you know,

And they’ll teach these young bounders to swim.

There’s Campbell and Costa and Crippo and Co,
Yes, when it comes down to a row,

Oh, the boys in the boat, they will get on your goat,

And you won’t see the way they will go.
BURLEIGH TOO
For it’s the Burleigh, our brand new Burleigh,

So stout and strong and true,

Wherever she may be in Campbell’s company,

She’ll always see us through;

In sport or duty she never fails us,

The captain or the crew;

Tho’ the surf it may be rough, and the going it is tough,

The courage of the crew will always do.

THERE’S A PLACE DOWN BY THE SEA
(TUNE:
THE ROAD TO GUNDAGAI)
There’s a place down by the sea,

That is known as Big Burleigh,

And that’s where we are bound for now,

Where the breakers are rolling,

And the surf is so consoling,

Beneath the sunny sky.

Where the boys all do there upmost

To save peoples lives,

Adults and children, and other men’s wives.

And the time will come to pass

When we’re in the Grand Mast Past,

And win the Australian R & R.

OUT BEYOND THE BREAKERS
When out beyond the breakers when I am left alone,

I think of undertakers and wonder with a groan

What makes the water ripple, what makes the shadows dark,

My fancy turns to cripples; I hope it not a shark!

Morbrays on the peg, Mowbrays on the peg,

Never mind if we don’t make time,
We’ll always make the keg;

Mowbrays on the line, Mowbrays on the line,

We can make it, we can take it,

Mowbrays every time!
THERE’S SOMETHING ABOUT A MOWBRAY

(TUNE
THERE’S SOMETHING ABOUT A SOLDIER)
Oh, there’s something about a Mowbray,

There’s something about a Mowbray,

There’s something about a Mowbray that is fine, fine, fine;

Something about their swimming, something about their winning,

Something about their marching on the line, line, line.

There’s something about the Mowbrays, something about the Mowbrays

Something about the Mowbrays that is fine, fine, fine,

Oh, their broad and hairy chest, shooting thro’ the breakers’ crest,

There’s something about the Mowbrays that is fine, fine, fine.
BROKEN HEARTED
(TUNE:
BROKEN HEARTED)
We go down to Burleigh Heads,  we sleep on verandah beds,

But I lay there, broken hearted;

The boys roll home at 4a.m. each carrying a bottle by the stem,

But I lay there, broken hearted.

They had the cheek to drink our beer and wish us all good cheer;

There’s not a jolly one of us been sober since New Year;

At 6:00am we all unberth and try and get sober in the surf,

But I lay there, broken hearted.

THAT LITTLE BEACH DOWN BURLEIGH WAY
(TUNE:
TILL THE LIGHTS OF LONDON SHINE AGAIN)
Though I’m far, far away,

I’ll go back and there I’ll stay,

On that little beach down Burleigh way,

Oh, the memories are grand,

Of those days upon the sand,

On that little beach down Burleigh way.

All the friends and pals I left there

Again I long to meet;

Rolling surf and golden sands,

They make my life complete,
And I know while I’m gone

All the boys will carry on,

On that little beach down Burleigh way.

A BLOODY BIG AWFUL GRAVEL RASH
(TUNE:
BUNCH OF COCONUTS)
I’ve got a bloody big awful gravel rash.

You should see my chest it’s full of sand;

I’ve been away, for a holiday, down to Burleigh Heads,

Where the surfing still is grand,
I’ve see some waves they are all boomers,

I’ve seen some waves there simply grand;

Oh! I’m tell you, old Burleigh Heads will do,

For the ones behind they land you on the sand.

Where the ones behind they land you on the sand,

Where the ones behind they land you on the sand,

I’m telling you, old Burleigh Heads will do,

Where the beachers boom, they land you on the sand.

DOWN COOLANGATTA WAY
(TUNE:
LOCKED MY HEART)
Gonna pack our ports, we’re going away today,

We’re headin’ for the south, Coolangatta way;

Gonna do our level best in the coming Aussie test,

R&R teams, Beltman, too, surfmen we’ve got a few;

The March Past Team will be in it, we know,

And our Junior lads they’re not so very slow;

But if we come back empty-handed, all that we can say:

We did our best down Coolangatta way.

MAORIS’ FAREWELL
(TUNE:
MAORIS’ FAREWELL)
NOW WE GO SURFING DOWN OLD Burleigh way.

Where the waves are rolling in that little bay,

There on the sand, beneath the moon or sun,

every one of us enjoy our bit of fun.

BURLEIGH HEADS – OCEAN BEACH
(TUNE 
PRAIRIE MOON)
Burleigh Heads, Ocean Beach, I am longing to reach,

‘Neath the sun, midst the surf and the spray,

Where the boys they delight with the girls of the night,

burleigh heads, ocean beach far away.

on the sands there i lay ‘till the close of the day,

underneath the stars at night;

and now winter is done, we’ll have surf, we’ll have fun,

burleigh heads, ocean beach, far away.

A TEAM OF CHAMPIONS
(tune:
galway bay)
if you ever want to meet a team of champions,

a team of lads who’s brought old burleigh fame,

just take a trip and we will introduce you,

so you can shake their hand and know their names.
Now, alan imrie’s always been a champion,

been trying with us from the very start

and bluey watkins, who’s another trIer,

has helped to make this team just what they are.

now, barry tickle’s known as the “blackman”,

and belt swims he has drawn, yes, quite a few;

and peter robiE’s tall and fair and handsome,

has done his best to make these champions, too.

now, irving springfield, he’s a mighty atom,

cos’ to make this team it’s been a mighty feat;

and jackie boast, we’re proud TO SAY, HAS MADE IT;

FOR HE’S GOT OLD bOASTIES’ “GUTS” AND FLYING FEET.

SO NOW YOU’VE MET A TEAM OF aUSSIE CHAMPIONS,

WHOSE NAMES WE’RE PROUD TO KNOW JUST WHAT THEY ARE;

they’re brought more fame and honour to old burleigh

cos’ they’re gone and won the aussie r & R. 

M-o-w-b-r-a-y
(TUNE:
Mr. gallagher and mr. sheen)
M-o-w-b-r-a-y.

that’s the way they spell morbrays,

queensland’s premier team;

when surf clubs meet this team

there’ll surely be a scream,

for the way they march, the way they swim

and the natty way they drill.

oh, mr. gallagher, oh mr. sheen,

i think i know the surf club that you mean,

with their colours green and gold,

and the stalwarts bronze and bold,

is itmowbrays, mr. gallagher?

absolutely, mr. sheen!

aLAN IMRIE
(tune:
for ever and ever)
for ever and ever, a surfmate he’ll be,

for ever and ever, our alan imrie,

he’s been quite a junior, a telegraph blue,

he’s still our best senior lad, a champion through and through

in surfing or belt swim, he’ll do us,

he’ll be our champthrough the years,

for alan’s a true blue from old burleigh heads,

although he still owes us some beers.

THERE’S A BEACH THAT KNOWN AS BURLEIGH
(tune:
there’s a rainbow on the river)
oh, there’s a beach that’s known as burleigh,
the boys are waiting,

anticipating the day that we go

away down below.

with the surf skis we’ll go riding

down those foaming waves,

body shoots or dumpers,

we take them just the same;

for there’s a beach known as burleigh,

we’re leaving early;

oh, won’t it be grand on that silvery sand

down burleigh way.

ragtime surf club
ragtime surf club,


raggy, raggy, ragtime surf club.

all day long, we’re out upon the beach,


wHEnever there’s a rescue,

we’re always out of reach;

we’re just a regtime surf club,
sheiking all the sheilas as they pass,

and we’re working for the burleigh council,

for a lousy bottle of sars.

i’m looking over a real beach comber
(tune:
four leaf clover)
I’m looking over a real beach comber

that i overlooked before;

it looks a beauty, it foams at the top,

if i can make it i don’t think i’ll stop.

no use back peddling, the boys are meddling

around that old line and reel;

i’m looking over a real beach comber,

a breaker that has surf appeal.

tribute to james riley campbell

I'm the saddest cowpuncher in this lowdown prairie,

'Cos I had to say goodbye to Mona,
For there's only five bullets in my old six shooter,

For I had to say goodbye to Mona.
When she stumbled and fell at the ROUNDUP,
I knew she that we had to part,
But the look in her eye that she gave me,
almost broke my heart.

Now I’m the saddest cowpuncher in this lowdown prairie,

‘cos I had to say goodbye to Mona.

JOLLY FRIENDS ARE WE
JOLLY GOOD FRIENDS ARE WE, - ARE WE, - ARE WE,

WE SMOKE AND WE SWEAR AND WE SWEAR AND WE SMOKE,

WHEREVER WE MAY BE.

BUT; WHENEVER WE GET TOGETHER –WHENEVER WE GET TOGETHER,

WE HAVE A JUBILEE,

SO HAIL, HAIL, THE GANG’S ALL HERE,

WE NEVER SAY A NAUGHTY WORD, WE NEVER SAY A DIRTY WORD,

HAIL, HAIL, WE’RE FULL OF BEER,
SO WHAT THE HELL DO WE CARE NOW!

oH!,
Caviar comes from the virgin sturgeon,
The virgin sturgeon is a very fine fish,

The virgin sturgeon needs no urging,
That's why caviar is my dish. 

I gave caviar to my girlfriend,
She's a virgin through and through,
Since I gave my girlfriend caviar,
There ain't nothing she won't do. 

(Chorus)

Caviar comes from the virgin sturgeon,

The virgin sturgeon is a very fine fish,

The virgin sturgeon needs no urging,

That's why caviar is my dish. 
I gave caviar to my bow-wow,
All the other doggies looked agog,
He had what those bitches needed,
Wasn't he a lucky dog? 

(Chorus)

I gave caviar to my grandpa,
Grandpa's age is ninety-three,
Last time that I saw grandpa,
He's chased grandma up a tree. 

(Chorus)

My father was a lighthouse keeper,
He had caviar for his tea,
He had three children by a mermaid,
Two were kippers, one was me. 

(Chorus)

I gave caviar to a Puritan,
It is quite a delicacy,
Delicate is not that Puritan,
He praises God by spanking me!
THE Burleigh R&R

(tune:
Won’t you come awat with me)

fOR it’s the bURLEIGH r&r.,

wE’RE THE BEST TEAM OUT BY FAR;

FOR IT’S ALEX. AND THE TWEED WE BEAT.

WE DID BUNDY QUITE A TREAT,

NOW PALM BEACH THEY WANT NO MORE

FOR WE MADE A CRICKET SCORE.

WE’RE THE FINEST TEAM IN OLD QUEENSLAND STATE,

WE’RE THE BURLEIGH R&r.

I’M SPENDING CHRISTMAS WITH THE OLD SOAKS

(TUNE:
I’AM SPENDING CHRISTMAS WITH THE OLD FOLKS – Vera Lynn)

i’M SPENDING CHRISTMAS WITH THE OLD SOAKS,
ROUND A TEN GALLON KEG OF BEER;

OH, IT’S TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE,

TO BE DRINKING BEER WITH YOU;

I WOULD RATHER BE HERE

THAN BE UP THERE FIGHTING FOO.

WHILE ALAN POURS THE BEER OUT,

ALL THE BIYS WILL GIVE OUT A CHEER;

AND WE’LL LAUGH AND TELL THE OLD LOKES

SPENDING CHRISTMAS WITH THE OLD SOAKS

ROUND A TEN GALLON KEG OF BEER

Australia's on the Wallaby 
(Tune:
Australia’s on the wallaby)

Our fathers came to search for gold
The mine has proved a duffer 
From bankers boss and syndicate 
We always had to suffer 
They fought for freedom for themselves 
Themselves and mates to toil 
But Australia's sons are weary 
And the billy's on the boil
Chorus 
Australia's on the wallaby 
Just listen to the coo-ee 
For the kangaroo he rolls his swag 
And the emu shoulders bluey 
The boomerangs are whizzing round 
The dingo scratches gravel 
The possum bear and bandicoot 
Are all upon the travel 
The cuckoo calls the bats and now 
The pigeon and the shag 
The mallee-hen and platypus 
Are rolling up their swag 
For the curlew sings a sad farewell 
Beside the long lagoon 
And the brolga does his last-way waltz
To the lyrebird's mocking tune
There's tiger-snakes and damper, boys 
And what's that on the coals? 
There's droughts and floods and ragged duds 
And dried-up waterholes 
There's shadeless trees and sun-scorched plains 
All asking us to toil 
But Australia's sons are weary 
And the billy's on the boil
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