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From England he came, a young man in disgrace,

But soon his fame and familiar face

Were known throughout outback Australia,

Where he earned for himself the name of the Breaker.

There wasn’t a horse he couldn’t break in,

And his ballads were published in The Bulletin.

Balladist and horse breaker

Was he, and we’d have to grant

That there were none who were braver in all of Australia

Or more skilled, than brave Harry Morant.

And when South Africa erupted in war

The Breaker enlisted to fight the Boer,

Where he rose to hold the King’s Commission,

And on horse on the veldt when out on a mission

The Boer commando was no match for the Breaker,

And the horsemanship skills he learnt in Australia.

In the Bushveldt Carbineers he was told

By Captain Hunt, his friend from old,

That under the conditions of guerrilla war

He was to take no prisoners amongst the Boer.

The Breaker

But this order he did not carry out

Until Captain Hunt was brutally killed

When Breaker Morant upon his mount

Took swift revenge on those less skilled

Than himself amongst our foes in the war.

And as a result of these events,

The Breaker was court martialled for the offence

Of murdering the captured Boer,

And shooting prisoners of war.

The charges the Breaker vigorously denied,

And when asked what rule he had applied

The Breaker replied that he

Had ‘got them and shot them under rule 303!’

And although the case against him was scant,

They sentenced to death brave Harry Morant.

The judges decided to send the Breaker

On a one way trip to meet his Maker.

He was sentenced to be shot at dawn,

And this was done without further ado,

Leaving Australia forever to mourn

The end of the Breaker in nineteen hundred and two.

1

