
On the first day of Christmas 
the Senate gave to me: 
Some news about my family tree. 
 
On the second day of Christmas 
the Senate gave to me: 
Eric Abetz  
Meets A World Where The Gay Can Mar-ry. 
 
On the third day of Christmas, the Senate gave to me 
Hanson defections 
Two by-elections 
And a resurrected Barnaby. 
 
On the fourth day of Christmas the Senate did decree 
Katy Gallagher 
Is not from 
Ecuador at all 
Turns out she’s just another Pom-my. 
 
On the fifth day of Christmas the Senate came to be 
Sheer anarchy! 
Section forty four  
Shows the door 
To a dozen more 
Even President Stephen Parry 
 
On the sixth day of Christmas, ASIO had a lead. 
Six spies a-chasing 
Das-ty-a-ri! 
Took the Beijing cash 
Had to dash 
Was a little rash 
In some comments on the South China Sea 
 
On the seventh day of Christmas, the Senate gave to me 
Brandis goes berserk a… 
Bout a Hanson burka  
(Oh, what a guy!) 
Tell me what’s the time 
Two Oh Nine? 
Is that Mister Pyne 
Tweeting images of porno-gra-phy? 



 
On the eighth day of Christmas the Tele said to me 
AC: “Geoffrey Rush….” 
LS: Crabb, I don’t think that one’s a good idea. 
AC: Yes, copy that. Could be expensive. Let’s scrap it, hey. 
 
On the ninth day of Christmas I switched on my TV 
George Christensen is 
Thinking of resigning 
Just like the last time 
When he didn’t do it 
Tell Andrew Bolt! 
Malcolm isn’t shy 
Calls up Sky 
Tries to sack the guy 
And ends up all over page three. 
 
On the tenth day of Christmas the PM said to me 
Royal Commissions  
Are not my mission 
But the Nats are wankers 
So I’ll screw the bankers 
They can all afford it 
Poor Anna Bligh! 
Took a cushy job 
For a few bob 
Now an angry mob 
Has her in the dock in-def-i-nite-ly. 
 
On the eleventh day of Christmas, down in Bennelong 
I went for a gander 
John Alexander  
Felt a little skittish 
Oh my God I’m British 
But do we really  
Need some more Keneally 
In our lives? 
Howard’s feeling smug. 
I’m no mug 
No one ever dug 
Any dirt around my family tree. 
 
  



On the twelfth day of Christmas, the Parliament agreed: 
Gay grooms a-leaping 
Lesbians co-sleeping 
Don’t tell Bernardi 
Let’s just have a party 
Rings on every finger 
Even in Warringah 
Call the bell-ringers 
Will You Marry Me? 
Homophobic guys 
Who make pies 
Hereby stand advised: 
It’s a new brand of matri-mo-ny. 
 


