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_______ 

I wish to pay my respects to the Gadigal and/or Wangal  people of the 

Eora Nation, whose country we are meeting on today. I acknowledge 

their Elders, past, present and future. 

________ 

 

This document is used to accompany the lecture given by the curator of 

the exhibition Lure of the primitive / Lure of the exotic on the opening 

night Thursday November 10, 2016 at the 155 Norton St Leichhardt 

gallery.  

 

Content warning:  

Members of Aboriginal or Torres Strait Islander communities are warned 

that the following document contains terms (in the form of song lyrics) 

that are today considered inappropriate and offensive. Reader discretion 

is advised.   

 

Special thanks to Charles Phippen for the loan of his sheet music, Ross 

Laird, Douglas Paisley and Geoffrey Orr.  

 

All other material in the collection of Michael Alexandratos. Spelling 

mistakes or other errors are solely the responsibility of the curator. Please 

contact at michael.alex@mail for any comments, concerns or questions.  

 

Thank you to Brad Serhan and Bernard Cohen for giving me free reign to 

use the gallery space.  



1. Underneath an old Australian moon. Composed by Morley. Sung by George 

Sorlie accompanied by Marie Ormston on piano. Recorded in Sydney, 

December 16, 1941. Released on Regal Zonophone G24225.  

 

Songs of other moons to other tunes you’ve heard. 

Songs in other climes at other times.  

I believe if you ever feel you want to see a moon that’s real,  

Stop pondering, come wondering.  

 

Underneath an old Australian moon. 

 I’m happy there more than anywhere. 

Underneath an old Australian moon.  

Walking on air without a care. 

 And when the night is young I’ll meet my sweetheart,  

waiting down the lane by the sugar cane.  

And we’ll hear the whispering gumtrees hum a tune.  

Strolling underneath an old Australian moon.  

 

I suppose I’m just a chap who’s contented with his lot. 

I don’t sit round a-sighing for the things I haven’t got.  

Oh I haven’t over much, but I’m happy indeed.  

Because I’m rich in the things that contented men need.  

For I’ve got the birds and the flowers and the beautiful trees. 

And I’m breathing good air from the sweet Aussie breeze,  

that blows through the gumtrees when the evening is cool and man if you’re not 

happy then you’re a fool.  

For breeze there a man with a soul so dead who never to himself hath said ‘this is 

my own, my native land’.  

Those words mean a lot to a fella like me.  

For thank god I’m happy, contented and free.  



And at night when I sit on my old back stairs with the wife and the kiddy while 

he’s saying his prayers.  

That’s my little kingdom and I’m the big boss, and I’m glad I was born ‘neath the 

old Southern Cross.  

So let the rest of the world roll merrily by but leave me alone ‘neath my own 

sunny sky.  

With the things that I love and the smell of the soil that rewards every man who 

is willing to toil.  

And when my day’s work is ended, my joy is complete, because someone is 

waiting who is awfully sweet. 

 

And when the night is young, I’ll meet my sweetheart.  

Waiting down the lane, by the sugar cane.  

And we’ll hear the whispering gum trees hum a tune.  

Strolling underneath an old Australian moon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2. Lily of Laguna. Composed by Leslie Stuart. Sung by baritone Vernon Paris 

with instrumental accompaniment. Recorded in Sydney, October 1928. 

Released on Parlophone A2576. 

 

It’s the same old tale of a palpitating n****r every time, every time.  

It’s the same old trouble of the coon 

that wants to be married very soon.  

It’s the same old heart that is  

longing for its lady every time, yes every time.  

But not the same girl, not the same girl.  

She is ma Lily ma Lily ma gal.  

 

Chorus  

 

She’s ma lady love. She’s ma dove, ma baby love. 

She’s no gal for sittin’ down to dream.  

She’s the only queen Laguna knows.  

I know she likes me, I know she likes me, because she says so.  

She is the Lily of Laguna. She is my Lily and my rose.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3. Coon songs – sung by Government-reserve-dweller, Isaac ‘Grampa’ Hunter. 

Track number 8 from Disc 1 of the 2 LP set ‘The Australian Aboriginal 

Heritage: An Introduction Through the Arts’, 1973. Edited by Catherine J. Ellis 

and A.M. Ellis.  

 

Oh, although it’s not my colour 

I’m feeling mighty blue 

I’ve got a lot of trouble I’ll tell it all to you.  

I’m certainly disgusted with life and that’s a fact. 

Because me hair is woolly and because my colour’s black. 

My girl she had a notion against the coloured race.  

She said that if I’d wed her I would have to change my face.  

She said that if I’d wed her that she’d regret it soon.  

But now I’ve shocked her good enough because I am a coon.  

Then it’s coon, coon, coon. I wish my colour would fade.  

Coon, coon, coon. I’d like a different shade.  

Coon, coon, coon, at morning, night or noon.  

I wish I was a white man, instead of a coon, coon, coon.  

I got my face enamelled I had my hair made straight.  

I dressed up like a white man and I certainly looked great.  

I started off to see her, just shortly after dark.  

And on my way to meet my babe I had to cross a park.  

Just as I was a-thinkin’ I had been fixed up straight.  

I had to pass where two doves stood making love at night.  

They stood and looked me over. I saw my [shinny?] [soon?] 

When both these birds said ‘good enough’ coon, coon coon.  

Then it’s coon, coon, coon. I wish my colour would fade.  

Coon, coon, coon. I would like a different shade.  

Coon, coon, coon at morning, night or noon.  

I wish I was a white man instead of a big, black coon.  



4. Ukulele dream girl. Composed by Reg Low, sung by baritone Sidney Burchall 

and accompanied by Reg Scott on violin, Patsy O’Neil on piano and unknown 

ukulele. Recorded in Sydney, August 1927. Released on Parlophone A2266. 

 

A friend of mine is always dreaming until his dreams call me. 

Each night he seems to have a vision of lands across the sea.  

He dreams about a little lady, down Honolulu way. 

He calls a ukulele dream girl and he will hear him say: 

 

Chorus 

 

Ukulele dream girl, I’m thinking of you 

Ukulele dream girl in Honolulu. 

Shadows are crawling. I hear you calling.  

Standing under the moon by the lagoon so blue.  

Seem to hear the swaying of bamboo trees. 

Ukuleles playing sweet melodies.  

I want to hold you, my arms and hold you. 

Ukulele dream girl of the Southern Seas.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5. Australian Aboriginal songs, Part 1. Transcribed by H.O Lethbridge. Sung by 

baritone Clement Q. Williams and accompanied by Edith Conley on piano. 

Recorded in Sydney, November 28, 1946. Released on Columbia DO2948.  

 

Clement Williams (spoken): In this set of Australian Aboriginal songs from the 

Maranoa district Queensland, the collector and translator Dr. H. O Lethbridge 

has adhered strictly to the melody, rhythm and words of the original songs. It 

was felt that any attempt to alter in the slightest degree the Aboriginal 

composition would rob the series of their fascinating interest. The 

accompaniments were made by Arthur Loam. The first to be sung is a camp-

fire song and not a corroboree. The Aborigines would be sitting on the ground 

and one would start singing. They would all join in, singing the melody only, 

beating time with their hands or with boomerangs, and even at times the 

infant’s tummy would serve as an impromptu drum, beaten piano, not 

fortissimo. Here then is Jabbin Jabbin.  

 

Jabbin, Jabbin, kirroo kagla.  

Kurra kurra kirroo ka.  

Jabbin Jabbin kirroo ka. 

Jabbin Jabbin kirroo kagla.  

Kurra kurra kirroo ka.  

Jabbin Jabbin kirroo ka.  

 

(translation of the above given in the sheet music) 

 

All the birds are calling. Rise! Rise! 

Open wide your sleepy eyes.  

All the birds are calling. Rise!  

All the birds are calling. Rise! Rise! 

Open wide your sleepy eyes.  



All the birds are calling. Rise! 

 

Clement Williams (spoken): Bangee Rang An-An-Ah, a hunting song.  

 

Bangee Rang an-an-ah, dthiblurrah. 

Bangee Rang an-an-ah dthiblurrah.  

Bangee Rang an-an-ah.  

Willy nurry no. Urmunday wo wo wo. Injia co mookooloo.  

Dthooroo wookoo nin.  

Bangee Rang an-an-ah dthiblurrah.  

Bangee Rang an-an-ah.  

Willy nurry no. Urmunday wo wo wo. Injia co mookooloo.  

Dthooroo wookoo nin.  

 

(translation of the above given in the sheet music). 

 

Join the hunt today, come away.  

Join the hunt today, come away. 

Join the hunt today.  

Spear and Nulla strong.  

Bring along, join the throng.  

Resting none till the sun sleeps to end the day.  

Join the hunt today, come away.  

Join the hunt today, come away.  

Join the hunt today.  

Spear and Nulla strong.  

Bring along, join the throng. 

Resting none till the sun.  

Sleeps to end the day.  



6. Haere Tonu (Maori war song). Words by Ernest Denis Hoben and music by 

R.A. Horne. Ernest McKinlay on vocals, accompanied by Gilbert Dechelette on 

piano. Recorded in Sydney, April 3, 1928. Released on Columbia 01060.  

 

In the days that now are gone,  

When our fathers went to war.  

They fought with axe and spear  

And patued many a score.  

And as they drove the foeman  

Beyond the hard held pa,  

Cried Haere tonu! Haere tonu!  

Haere tonu Ra! 

Chorus. 

Whitiki taua! Whitiki taua! 

Haere tonu Ra!  

Haere tonu Nga Motu 

Haere tonu Ra! 

Whaia to mana! Whaia to hoa! 

Haere tonu Ta! 

Ake! Ake! Kia kaha! 

Haere tonu Ra! 

 

But here we fight strange foemen,  

In lands far, far away, 

Beside us sons of foes of old 

Our blood-bound friends today 

And as we clear the trenches 

As once we cleared the pa,  

Cry, “Haere tonu! Haere tonu! 

Haere tonu Ra!” 



7. Pokarekare. Performed by the Aoteara Quintet with guitar accompaniment. 

Recorded in Sydney, May 24, 1951. Released on Parlophone A-7777 

 

Pokarekare ana 

Nga wai o Waiapu 

Whiti atu koe hine 

Marino ana e 

 

E hine e 

Hoki maira 

Kamate au 

I te aroha e 

 

Tuhituhi taku rita 

Taku atu taku ringi 

Kia kiti to iwi 

Raru raru ana e 

 

E hine e 

Hoki maira 

Kamate au 

I te aroha e 

 

They are agitated 

the waters of Waiapu, 

But when you cross over girl 

they will be calm. 

 

Oh girl 

return to me, 



I could die 

of love for you. 

 

I have written my letter 

I have sent my ring, 

so that your people can see 

that I am troubled. 

 

Oh girl 

return to me, 

I could die 

of love for you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8. Moon of Manakoora. Composed by Frank Loesser and Alfred Newman. 

Performed by Johnny Wade and His Hawaiians, with vocals by Johnny Wade. 

Recorded in Sydney, July, 1954.  

 

The moon of Manakoora filled the night 

With magic Polynesian charm 

The moon of Manakoora came in sight 

And brought you to my eager arms 

The moon of Manakoora soon will rise 

Again above the island shore 

Then I’ll behold it in your dusky eyes 

And you’ll be in my arms once more.  

 

(Musical Break) 

 

The moon of Manakoora soon will rise 

Again above the island shore 

Then I’ll behold it in your dusky eyes 

And you’ll be in my arms once more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9. Isa Lei (Fijian Farewell). Popular song written and arranged by Lieut. A. W. 

Caten but based on a traditional Fijian farwell song. Performed by Johnny 

Wade and His Hawaiians, sung by Johnny Wade with Neville Kahn on electric 

steel guitar. Recorded in Sydney, April, 1946. Released on Regal Zonophone 

G25002.  

 

As sung by Johnny Wade: 

 

Isa, Isa, you are my only treasure.  

Must you leave me, so lonely and forsaken?  

As the roses will miss the sun at dawning.  

Every moment my heart for you is yearning.  

Isa Lei, the purple shadows fall.  

Sad the morrow will dawn upon my sorrow.  

Oh forget me not when you’re far away.  

Precious moments beside dear Suva bay.  

 

Original lyrics in the Fijian language, of which the above was based: 

 

Isa, isa vulagi lasa dina Isa. 

Nomu lako au na rarawa kina. 

Cava beka ko a mai cakava. 

Nomu lako au na sega ni lasa. 

Isa Lei, na noqu rarawa. 

Ni so sa na vodo e na mataka. 

Bau nanama, na nadatou lasa. 

Mai Suva nanuma tiko ga. 

 

 



10. Marui Girl. Composed by Ernest McKinlay. Performed by William Flynn 

and his 3DB Radio Orchestra with Max Blake on vocals. Extract from the 3DB 

radio programme “The William Flynn Show”. Recorded in Melbourne in 1951 

onto radio transcription discs (not commercially issued). Track courtesy of 

Geoffrey Orr.  

 

Radio announcer: On the southern-most isle of New Zealand dwells a race with 

a music their own. It’s hauntingly sweet; its romantic beat is recaptured now by 

Max Blake, Marui Girl.  

 

I love a pretty Marui girl who lives at Waikapu.  

With rosy cheeks, and pearly teeth and hair of nut-brown hue.  

Her waist is oh so slender, her eyes so full of glee.  

Of all the wahines I have met, sweet Mari’s the girl for me.  

 

My love for you, uahiki no, your love with me pela no. 

Don’t tell mama kuli kuli, she’ll tell papa luli luli.  

Nui nui pili kia with me now… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11. Malo Lelei (A Tongan Blessing). Composed by Phil Skinner. Performed by 

Keith Branch and His South Sea Islanders with Colin Mace on vocals and Keith 

Branch on electric steel guitar. Recorded in Sydney, June 20, 1947. Released on 

Regal Zonophone G25131.  

 

As sung by Colin Mace: 

 

When you’re called away from the one that you love.  

You’ll be safely guarded from harm.  

My unseen hands from above.  

And wherever you go, near or over the sea.  

All our hearts repeating the prayer  

Malo lei lei.  
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