
Maybe the Country will Remember our Sacrifice by MCRS. 

In the 80s we were the toast and the jewel of the crown. 
The lifeblood of the country, providing a vision for the town. 

People moved and communities shifted. 
All to be part of this great industry - one of the gifted. 

To secure your position on the rig was really a ticket of gold. 
For it would see you and your own until you all grew old. 

The work was always dirty and the days were always long. 
For 12 hours of which you’d have to go at it, literally, hammer & tong. 

A hard days work wasn’t just paid for in human sweat. 
It was with blood, limbs and bodies that our targets were met. 

All the while we sacrificed for the greater good. 
Not just for our families but to provide the country with food. 

As our fledgling industry grew so did all our pride. 
To know we provided and gave so much was worth it - just to be on 
your good side. 

With every oil rig that was built and every reservoir tapped, another of 
your dreams were eventually uncapped. 

Society asked and we provided. 
The impact we made cannot be divided. 

The boom was immense and we gave you the world. 
But as time went on your toes obviously curled. 

Thirty years on and my how society’s view of us has changed.  
Instead of admiration or pride towards us, people become deranged.  



Once we were the heroes, saviour of the masses. 
We gave you the ability to provide healthcare, jobs and education 
classes. 

At a time when nothing else was there, we well and truly provided. 
But as the nation grows and prospers, all that support has gone and 
totally subsided. 

You turn your back on us because we no longer fit the mould. 
But just remember who we were and what we did out in the dark wet 
and cold. 

Whilst we understand that green may be the only realistic future. 
We truly are not what you think us to be - the enemy, devil or butcher. 

Remember without us none of your dreams would be realised or here. 
And to get to this position we all lost time with those we hold dear. 

We sacrifice half our lives, just to keep the world in motion. 
It’s a big price to pay to provide the ungrateful with cars, oils and 
lotions. 

So next time you fill up your car or your shopping basket. 
Remember the (wo)men who gave offshore - weeks, months, years or 
for some - even the casket. 


