






JACK LEMKUS SPORTS 
SPECIALIZE IN 

• TENNIS, BADMINTON and SQUASH RACKETS. 
• GOLF, FOOTBALL, HOCKEY and CRICKET EQUIPMENT. 
• FISHING TACKLE. 

The most convenient Sports House in Cape Town. 

UNION CASTLE BUILDINGS, 49a, ST. GEORGE'S STREET, CAPE TOWN. 
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U. C. T. 
INTER-VARSITY SONGS 

THE U.C.T. ARE HAPPY. 
The U.C.T. are happy, and the U.C.T. 

are free, 
And the U.C.T. are sober when they go 

on the spree. 
They never, never quarrel, they never 

disagree, 
For the motto of the U.C.T. is "come 

and have a drink with me." 
Say, bo, can you put one down? 
Can I? - Hell!!! 

HERE WE ARE ONCE AGAIN. 
[Tune: "When the Seargeant-Major's 

on Parade." 
Here we are once again- U.C.T.; 
And we'll gain victory, wait and see. 
And you'll say it beats the band, 
The. way they handle the ball is grand. 
As we add to our score more and more, 
Two by two, three by three, four by 

four, 
Everybody will say, "U.C.T.'s won the 

THE CAPTAIN OF BRANDIES 

"OLD MARKOTTER." 
Old Markotter he had a little farm, 

Hey-hi-hey-hi-ho! 
And on that farm he had some Maties, 

Hey-hi-hey-hi-ho! 
With a rick-tick here and a rick-tick 

there, 
Here a rick, there a rick, everywhere 

Down by the sea (Ladies) (Repeat-
men shouting.) 

Where the Saxons go (ditto) 
They dare not go. (ditto) 
Their Ma's will say (ditto) 

Have you ever seen a Matie with red 
bow tie 

Singing Hey-hi-hey-hi-ho! 

SING OF OUR VARSITY. 
[Tune: "Anchors Aweigh."] 

Sing of our Varsity, 
Saxons all are we, 
And when we're on the field 
We never, never yield. So - o - o ! 

Never despail:, my lad; 
Fight for victory. 
Come then, ye Saxons, 

ARME MATIESPAN. 
[Tune: "Betty Co-ed."J 

Arme Matiespan, ons kry jul jammer. 
Ons is die lekker kerels van die 

Kaap. 
Kyk na ons V-rse, Frisse, Vorse 

houding, 
slaap. 

Maar julle lyk vir ons maar aan die 

Arme Matiespan, vandag bly jul le. 
Versoen jul met die werklikheid, 

Vandag sal ons jul Coetzenberg se stof 
laat byt, 

Siedaar die Kaapse Uniwersiteit. 

SAMOA. 
Some more, Samoa, Samoa, Samoa, we 

say. 
We'll add up the score: Samoa, Samoa. 
Matie lads can never win the day, 
For we will show them something 
That will make them less gay. 
And then Samoa, Samoa, Samoa, we 

say. 
We'll win by sheer good play. 
Oh, the Maties will cry, for whatever 

they may try, For there's nothing that can beat tha 
U.C.T. We'll give Moa, Samoa, Some more. I 

day," 
And we will win Intervarsity ! 
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Continued 

U. C. T. 

INTER-VARSITY SONGS 

ALL AROUND 'EM. 

[Tune: 'Beer Barrel Polka.] 

All around 'em, 
All around 'em, 

Hear the Saxon thunder pound 'em, 
Till our vocal chords have drowned 'em 

And astound 'em. 
How we sound 'em. 

To the left there, 
To the right there, 

You can see the Saxon might there: 
All applaud together 
The men of U.C.T. 

Then the Saxon ranks begin to sway, 
For they've every reason to be gay 
With such a team that none can beat, 
A team that never knows defeat. . 

So ... go for the try-line, 
We'll give them hell by the ton; 

Go for the try-line, 
We've got the reds on the run. 

We shall dismember 
Fifteen who now make a set: 

Give them something to remember 
What the Ma ties can never forget! 

CAN'T YOU HEAR THE PEANUTS 
CRACKING. 

[Tune: "Blighty."] 

Can't you hear the peanuts cracking 
When the Maties come to Coetzenberg? 

Look at them over there 
Tearing out their hair. 

Firsts or Seconds or Thirds or Fourths, 
Well, we don't care. 

They will see that we're the best team, 
Running them off their feet we'll score 

again. 
SO!! Hi-ti-tiddly-ighty, 
Carry off the Matie, 

Why the hell did he come here? 

FILL UP YOUR LUNGS. 

[Tune: "Blaze Away."] 

Fill up your lungs, 
Now let her go, 
Raise your voices high, Oh . . . 
We all belong to the great University 
Called the U.C.T. 
It isn't hard to see 
That we are proud to be 
From the U.C.T. Oh ... 
Such a fidelity is a necessity 
Of the U.C.T. 
We shall endeavour now and ever 
To defend her name. Then 
Do your best for Varsity 
Write her name in history. 
Vive la! Vive la! U.C.T. 
Oh the days of our youth are far the 

best! 

Then hold your heads on high, ye 
Saxons, 

And defend your worthy name, 
And remember you're the crack ones 

Who ascend right to the top on 
wings of fame. 

Then pull together all ye brothers 
Of the Cape Town University, 

And you'll conquer others 
Who lack our strength of unity. 

'CAUSE WE'RE TOUGH. 

[Tune: 
" Tough, mighty tough, in the West."] 

'Cause we're tough, mighty tough, at 
Groote Schuur! 

We could sink an ocean liner in our 
beer! 

And SCI, don't mistake it, 
Let us see how you can take it! 

'Cause we're tough, mighty tough, at 
Groote Schuur. 

'Cause we're tough, mighty tough, at 
the Cape. 

Maties, trembling, know it now, there's 
no escape. 

When our score has reached the 
hundred 

Old Markotter knows he's 
blundered, 

'Cause we're tough, mighty toug·h, at 
the Cape. 

Singing "Yea, Sacs, vat horn - boema
laka wa!" 

Showing all you silly suckers what the 
Saxons really are. 

OVER THE LINE BOYS. 

[Tune: "Song of the Marines."] 

Chorus: 

Over the line, boys, and score. 
We're beating them up, we're beating 

them up once more! 
O Matie lads, don't look sore. 
We're beating you up, we're beating you 

up once more! 
They can't play for cheese -
They shake at the knees. 

Markot and Roos 
Don't break loose. 

Our score is mounting more and more, 
you see, 

We're heading right ori to victory. 

Verses: 

We'll fight till all the Maties fall 
And splutter in the sand, 

For Varsity's out to win to-day 
On field as well as stand. 

The Maties always bluff themselves 
That they will win the day, 

And then they see our forwards rush 
And where the heck are they? 

Chorus again: 

We're heading right on to vict'ry, 
heading right on to vict'ry, 
heading right on to vict'ry. 

LET'S ALL SING TOGETHER. 

[Tune: "Shipmates forever."] 

Let's all sing together, 
Why should we despair, 

Varsity's tough as leather, 
Such energy is absolutely rare. 

Now our hearts are hamm'ring, 
Who will win the play? 

Varsity or opposition, 
What is your own supposition? 

Varsity, any day. 

Varsity, stand together, 
Cheer with all your might. 

Fair or stormy weather 
We won't give up, we won't give up 

the fight. 
Pull together, fellows, 

Stick to it, we say. 
Varsity's got no opposition, 

That is our own supposition, 
Varsity's won the day. 

FOOTBDLLEBS • • • • It is harder 
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a Castle 
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MATIES 
INTERV ARSITYLIEDJIES 

AAN DIE BRAND. 
[Wyste: ,, I'm ze Guy."] 

Aan die Brand! 
Ja-nee, ons spanne is net moeilik aan 

die Brand, 
Jul sal nog uitvind hoe moeilik; 
Daar is een, twee, drie, vier spanne wat 

speel 
En vir Ikeys maar weer net een te veel. 

Oor die wall 
Met al die Ikeys se spanne. 
Kyk hul is nou reeds al fiou. 
Soos jul weet is daar net een span, 
Wat vir Ikeys altyd pypkan: 

Dis ons Maties, 
Aan die Brand! 

VANDAG KRY DIE IKEYS 
OP HUL BAS. 

Vandag kry die Ikeys Cop hul bas) (2) 
En alreeds is hul spelers Cvan die gras) 

(van die gras;) 
Want die Maties gee die pas 
En die Ikeys loop hul vas: 
Vandag kry die Ikeys op hul bas. 

Met Die Maties is gebier 
En Ons bly die lkes se tier. 
Soos altyd Matieland 
Is ons nog aan die Brand, 
Nomoah bly nog staan. 
Ons roem op Voetbalfaam. 
Die Besem is weer hier. 
Jul moet keer. Hoor, Ike! 

Kreet: 
Rah! Boero! 
Roekataka! Roekataka! 
Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Ike! 

HOL, IKEY, HOL. 
[Wysie: ,, Run, rabbit, run."] 

Hol, Ikey, hol, Ikey hol, hol, hol. 
Hol, Ikey, hol, Ikey hol, hol, hol. 
Ike, Ike, Ike, Ike, Matie sal jou mol. 
Hol, Ikey, hol, Ikey, hol, hol, hol. 
Hol, Ikey, hol, Ikey, hol, hol, hol. 
Matie se telbord is vol, vol vol. 
Ons sal weer die terpentyn kom smeer, 
So hol, Ikey, hol, Ikey, hol, hol, hol! 

UMPA. 

From our village green and leafy 
Came our sportsmen strong and beefy. 

Ta, da, da-da-da-da-da-da. 
Umpa, umpa, umpa umpa. 

From the slopes of Table Mountain 
Came some Ikeys who thought they'd 

wipe them. 
Ta, da, da-da-da-da-da-da. 
Umpa, umpa, umpa umpa. 

They all speak in the Yiddish lingo, 
But we'll swipe them, oh! by jingo! 
So, dear old Ikes, 
Just a bit of good advice. 

Chorus: 
Oh! by gee! by gosh! by gum! 

by Jim! 
Oh! by jingo, Ikes you'll have to 

move. 
Oh! by Jove! you'll get it hot 
If you try to put on pot. 
We'll knock your billycock 

hats to nothing, 
Then we'll make you eat the stuffing. 
By jingo! Yes, by gosh! by gee! 
By jiminy! Just you wait and see! 
And we'll all go away singing: 
Oh! by gee! by gosh! by gum! 

by Jim! 
By gee! What an intervarsity! 

IKEYBOET. 

Jy probeer rugby speel, Ikeyboet! 
Maar dit kan ons nie skeel, Ikeyboet! 

Julle speel is maar laf, 
Ons gaan lekker oor jul draf. 

Matieland bly maar tog steeds jul baas. 

Wat weet jy tog van wen, Ikeyboet ! 
Jy wat net neerlaag ken, Ikeyboet ! 

Weerstand kan jy tog nie bied; 
Sing dan maar jou afkloplied! 

Matieland ! Altyd bo ! Matieland. 

Jou sukses op die veld, Matieland, 
Moet die Ikes weer ontgeld, Matieland ! 

Hul bestaan nou nog wel 
Maar is lank nie meer in tel! 

Rugbyspeel is te veel vir ou Ike. 

Ikeys kla nou al weer steen en been, 
Elke jaar is dit mos soos voorheen. 

Voor hul nog weet waar hul is 
Speel die Maties hul disnis ! 

Matieland sit jou toe, arme Ike. 

IKEY'S SOUVENIR. 

There's nothing left Ikey 
Of poor old U.C.T. 
It's just a memory 
Among your souvenirs. 
Some ribbons white and blue, 
A jersey torn in two, 
And Matie scores you count 
Among your souvenirs. 

And some more tokens rest 
Within your funkey breast. 
And though we do our best 
To bring you consolation, 
You count your scores apart. 
And as the tear drops start 
You find a broken, 
Conquered, vanquished U.C.T. 

IKEY'S FUNERAL. 

So stand by your team-mates steady, 
We live in a world full of tries, 

Here's a toast to your dead already, 
And hurrah for your next team that 

dies. 

M ·A - T •I - E. 

M-A-T-I-E spells Matie, 
That's the team that always plays the 

game. 
A forward or a back, 

A wing or a half, 
We like a little joke 

And we like a little laugh. 
But when the game is over 
And we all go home to spree, 

O! it's nice to remember, 
From January to December, 

You're an M-A-T-I-E. 

RIEKATIE, SAMA, KABOE. 

As die Mattes begin te speel, 
Riekatie, Sama, Kaboe ! 

Maak hul nie kwaad, hul verdra nie 
veel. 

Riekatie, Sama, Kaboe ! 
Hou jul vriendlik en gee liewers pad, 
Want loop hul jul storm 

Dan loop hul jul plat, 
Want so het ou Mark 

Hul geleer met sy lat. 
Pas op! Kaap'r.aars, ~~· op! 
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