











MATIES
INTERVARSITYLIEDJIES

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 wal!
Met al die Ikeys se spanne.
Kyk hul is nou reeds al flou.
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 (op hul bas) (2)

En alreeds is hul spelers (van 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 Ikes 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! Boem!
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 youll 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, Tkeyboet!
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=I1-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 liftle 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 Maties 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.
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