Farewell Tarranlea Farewell by 'The Guide'- (Les Bullock: Mum's first cousin)

I'm at the seven-mile crossing
my cattle are in the lane.
So while the herd is grazing
I'll write this short refrain.

I'm sitting by the roadside
I'm as lonely as can be
there's not a soul to talk to
or to keep me company.

I've got sixty head of cattle
some poor one's in the mob
I have to take them steady
'cos that's a 'drovers' job

Now while I sit here writing
while my pony has a spell
I'll make up a poem and christen it
"Farewell Tarranlea Farewell"

Farewell to dear old Grandma
goodbye to Auntie May
Cheerio to Uncle's Tom and Charlie
till we meet some other day.

Best luck to 'sweetheart Verna'
your brothers and sisters all
Next time I'm at the cattle sale
I won't forget to call.

Well now the cattle are wandering
I'll keep going on my way.
So "Farewell Tarranlea Farewell"
is what I have to say.

Now I'm sure you all do know me
but my name I always hide
"Farewell Tarranlea Farewell"
I'm yours truly 'The Guide'.
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