
Irish Folksongs, Botany bay
Oh I'm on my way down to the quayWhere a big ship now does lieFor to take a gang of navviesI was told to engageBut I thought I would call in for a whileBefore I went awayFor to take a trip in an emigrant shipTo the shores of Botany BayChorus:Farewell to your bricks and mortarFarewell to your dirty limeFarewell to your gangway and gang planksAnd to hell with your overtimeFor the good ship RagamuffinShe is lying at the quayFor to take old Pat with a shovel on his backTo the shores of Botany BayThe best years of our life we spendAt working on the docksBuilding mighty wharves and quaysOf earth and ballast rocksOur pensions keep our lives secureBut I'll not rue the dayWhen I take a trip on an emigrant shipTo the shores of Botany BayFor the boss came up this morningAnd he said &quot;Well Pat helloIf you do not mix that mortar fastBe sure you'll have to go&quot;Of course he did insult meI demanded of my payAnd I told him straight I was going to emigrateTo the shores of Botany BayAnd when I reach AustraliaI'll go and look for goldSure there's plenty there for the diggingOr so I have been toldOr I might go back into my tradeEight hundred bricks I'll layIn an eight hour day for eight bob payOn the shores of Botany Bay
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