I heard this sad song-oh 

 In the Orongorongo: 

 "There'll be no more double-bunking, 

double-bunking for me." 

 I said to the vocalist, 

 "Oh, why do you so insist, 

 'There'll be no more double-bunking, 

double-bunking for me'?"

 There'll be no more double-bunking,

 Double-bunking, double-bunking. 

 No more double-bunking, 

 double-bunking for me. 

 He said, "I've had a gutsful 

 Of tramps where the hut's full. 

 There'll be no more double-bunking, 

double-bunking for me. 

 I've weakened and lost weight. 

 I'm nervously prostrate. 

 There'll be no more double-bunking, 

double-bunking for me." 

 My tongue's covered with fur too, 

 And I can't eat my burgoo. 

 There'll be no more double-bunking, 

 double-bunking for me 

 I'm washed out like a dish rag, 

 And, I've ruptured my sleeping bag. 

 There'll be no more double-bunking, 

double-bunking for me.

My putties are back at Waeranga 

 My nails in the river below 

 I'm splattered with mud from the 5 mile 

 And my legs are refusing to go

 
Beautiful, beautiful bye-byes 


 Beautiful, beautiful bye-byes 

 
Take me home to my mattress 


 I'll never go running again
 I curse all the gorse on the Baker 

 As I stumble and roll down the slope 

 I'll be picking out prickles for months now

 And I'll think to myself what a dope

 How I dream of the biscuits and honey 

 And the fruit I would relish with glee 

 But the first thing I get on arrival 

 Is a sugarless cold cup of tea

 In tramping and marathon races 

 It looks like I never will star 

 The most strenuous exercise next year 

 Will be lifting my glass from a bar.

T'was on the slopes of Mt Alpha

 I first met her 

 'Neath the shade of a leatherwood tree 

 She had a razor-sharp slasher beside her 

 She said "Come down the Coyne Ridge 

  with me."

 She had a figure just like Cleopatra 

 Edelweiss adorning her hair 

 So I thought of the Club's reputation 

 And just left her languishing there.

 Summertime was nearly over 

 Tararua mists were around 

 I said "Lady I'm a tramper 

 And it's for Kaitoki that I am bound." 

 T'was on the slopes of Mt Alpha 

 I first met her 

 'Neath the shade of a leatherwood tree 

 She had a razor-sharp slasher beside her 

 She said "Come down the Coyne Ridge 

 with me." 

I like to go tramping around Dawson Falls

 The climate's superb and the scenery enthralls

 There's pungas and fushias and mamaku trees

 It's a swell place to go with a fast pair of skis.


When it's cold, and you freeze, 


 You can always keep warm

 
with a fast pair of skis. 
 King David lay dying and couldn't get warm 

 So they brought a fair virgin to take him by storm

 Said David, "To hell with prescriptions like these 

 Tell the eunuchs to bring me a fast pair of skis" 

A tramper in heaven was going to try on

 His wings when he noticed the slopes of Mt Zion

 He said to St Peter "I'm no good with these

 But just watch me fly with a pair of fast skis."

Way down in the land of the Antipodites 

 Where the lights of the camp-fires 

 shine bright on the trees, 

 Bushmen will tell you as night shadows fall 

 There's a ghost roams the ranges 

 with no boots at all.

   
No boots, no boots at all, 

  
 Roaming the ranges 


with no boots at all!

Way down in the city so sinful and bad, 

 There lived a young fellow, a promising lad, 

 He wanted to be a big bold mountaineer, 

 But his mother replied as she tossed down her beer: 

 Our hero, he murmured 

"Regardless press on", 

 When she woke in the morning, 

 she found he was gone 

 And off to the hills went her agonised shout: 

 "You've got no boots at all 

 if you want to bail out!" 

 He found a big mountain and climbed 

to the top 

 And stood on the edge of that horrible drop, 

 He thought of his mother all over again, 

 He could still hear her shouting that mournful refrain: 

 The god of the mountain looked down 

 from his throne 

 And saw the young climber a standing alone. 

 He said to his angel "Go down with a swoosh 

 And give that young fellow a helluva push". 

The Angel of Destiny swept 

through the pass, 

 And planted a foot fair and square 

 on his pants. 

 As over and over and over fell he 

 The angels were singing this sweet melody: 

 St Peter, he stood at the heavenly gate, 

 Checking in drunks coming early and late. 

 The Orderly Angel just dropped in to say, 

 "There's a dirty big climber a-coming

 this way." 

 St Peter came down with a bucket of beer, 

 Saying, "Sorry, young fellow, 

 you can't come in here, 

 With thousands of angels to 

Answer your call, 

 You'd be no good in heaven 

 with no boots at all". 

 The night it was stormy, the hour it was late, 

 When our hero arrived at the Satanic Gate, 

 The little black devils, they spat in his face 

 To show you, they said, it's a helluva place! 

 The devil said "Sorry, I can't let you in 

 Unless you've been leading a lifetime of sin. 

 But how could you wallow, 

 and how could you fall? 

 You can't be a sinner with no boots at all!" 

 Now all you young fellows 

 who some day may roam, 

 Be careful to stay with your mother at home. 

 With no one to love him or answer his call, 

 His ghost roams the ranges with

 no boots at all

If you stand on Lampton Quay 

On Friday night then you will see 

 Through rain and snow the trampers go 

 To the Tararua Ranges

    Away, away, with billy and pack 

   Lolloping down the mountain track 

    We'll all get lost and never come back 

   In the Tararua Ranges 


 Hear them holler and hear them call 

 as up the Marchant Ridge they crawl 

 And all they see is nothing at all 

 In the Tararua Ranges 

 Their leader's getting old and grey 

 They say he's 65 today 

 He reached that age by staying away 

 From the Tararua Ranges 


The chief guide's got so old and blind 

 He broke his neck, but they don't mind 

 He said the girls were all behind 

 In the Tararua Ranges 


 So if you're under 93 

 And find your life a misery 

 You'd better come along with me 

 To the Tararua Ranges 

