WALTZING MacTILDA
C
B Stephens, P Mathewson (circa 1981-2), based on an idea by AB Patterson.  
Arranged by Jugularity



WALTZING MacTILDA

C			    Am	     Dm		  G7
There once was a hielander paddling in a mountain burrrrn,
C	       Am		  Dm		G7
Conveniently close to the whisky distillery.
Am		     Em		    F					  C
He paddled & he splashed & he poured himself another dram.
C				 F			G7		 C
Aye, you’ll come a-Waltzing MacTilda with me!
Chorus	Waltzing MacTilda, MacTilda me bonnie lass.
You’ll come a-Waltzing MacTilda with me.
…
Aye, you’ll come a-Waltzing MacTilda with me!
TAG:		C		      F		   G7	      C

Doon came a haggis, to eat at his porridge bowl. 
Up fell the hielander, most unsteadily.
He shoved the haggis up his kilt. He did a little hieland fling.
Aye, you’ll come a-Waltzing MacTilda with me!

Doon came the laird.  He was driving in a borrowed cart. 
Up came the laird’s men, most surreptitiously. 		“Aye!  
What’s that big bulge there underneath your kilt there Jimmy?
You’d better come a-Waltzing MacTilda with me!”

Up fell the hielander, and he rrrrolled his R’s into the mountain burrrrn.
“Aye! You’ll never catch me sober!” said he.
And his spirit may be sampled from the Western Isles to 
Austral-i-ee.
Aye, you’ll come a-Waltzing MacTilda with me!
CHORUS								JIMMY!



Though many ‘authoritative’ works have been written on the origins of Australia’s Waltzing Matilda, it is only the recent work of Talmudic scholars, studying Rabbi Burns’ commentaries on ancient texts, which has revealed that the song originated in Scotland as a drinking song called Waltzing MACtilda.  
On the long ocean voyage to Australia from the British and Scottish Isles, Waltzing MACtilda was a popular sea shanty until the letter ‘C’ was lost, at sea (you see), and the song turned up in a shanty in Queensland. 
So, this traditional Scottish song (written by a couple of Sydney-siders in 1981), has entered the history books.  Many have compared it to the works of the Great McGonagall.

[bookmark: _GoBack]To retain some of the original spirit, we perform it in the key of ‘C’ while eating cold haggis.  And, if you must know, Bruce wears a tartan ‘C’ string under his kilt.
