Murrumbidgee Morning
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Mur-rum-bid-gee morn- ing, Mur-rum-bid-geec morn- ing.____




I’'m camped by the Murrumbidgee, river redgums spedvout tall above me
An hour before the dawn and there’s a thousand birdhorus and they wake me
The river’s still, it's green and brown, the walevel’s so far down

So many trees have fallen from the drought

| sip my morning coffee as the buzzing insects éothe

There’s nothing much | have to think about

(On this) Murrumbidgee morning
Murrumbidgee morning
Murrumbidgee morning
Murrumbidgee morning

The irrigation channels run like patchwork to tlaestvhorizon empty

The Riverina’s called the ricebowl, water flowsailgh fields as though there’s plenty
The export contracts beckon but the experts thage ickon

That our rivers just can’t take the strain muchenor

And meanwhile down the road you see the sheegraadtscarecrows
Staggering in pastures dry and poor

This land is now in mourning
Murrumbidgee mourning (repeat)

I’'m camped by the Murrumbidgee, river redgums spedvout tall above me
An hour before the dawn and there’s a thousand birdhorus and they wake me
An Elder says that as a child the river then raarcand wild

He says that he can'’t bear to see it now

| sip my morning coffee as the buzzing insects éothe

There’s so much | have to think about

(On this) Murrumbidgee morning
Murrumbidgee morning (repeat twice)
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