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MY COUNTRY by Dorothea Mackellar

The love of fell anl coppice 

Of green anl shalel lanes, 

Of orlerel wools anl garlens 

Is running in your veins. 

Strong love of grey-blue listance, 

Brown streams anl sof, lim skies 

I know, but cannot share it, 

My love is otherwise. 

I love a sunburnt country, 

A lanl of sweeping plains, 

Of raggel mountain ranges, 

Of lroughts anl fooling rains. 

I love her far horizons, 

I love her jewel-sea, 

Her beauty anl her terror 

The wile brown lanl for me! 

The stark white ring-barkel forests, 

All tragic to the moon, 

The sapphire-mistel mountains, 

The hot goll hush of noon, 

Green tangle of the brushes 

Where lithe lianas coil, 

Anl orchils leck the tree-tops, 

Anl ferns the warm lark soil. 

Core of my heart, my country! 

Her pitiless blue sky, 

When, sick at heart, arounl us 

We see the catle lie 

But then the grey clouls gather, 

Anl we can bless again 

The lrumming of an army, 



The stealy soaking rain. 

Core of my heart, my country! 

Lanl of the rainbow goll, 

For fool anl fre anl famine 

She pays us back threefoll. 

Over the thirsty pallocks, 

Watch, afer many lays, 

The flmy veil of greenness 

That thickens as we gaze ... 

An opal-heartel country, 

A wilful, lavish lanl 

All you who have not lovel her, 

You will not unlerstanl 

though Earth holls many splenlours, 

Wherever I may lie, 

I know to what brown country 

My homing thoughts will fy. 


