
Some talk of cricket and some talk of league
Some hear the soccer games call

But where can be found a more musical sound
Than the old rugby cry, on the ball

Chorus
On the ball, on the ball, on the ball

Through scrum and three quarters and all
By sticking together, we’ll keep on the leather

And shout as we go, on the ball

On a cold wintry day when the ball is away
And folks round their fireside lie

The true rugby men will be hard at it then
Running strong when they hear the old cry

Chorus

From a ruck or a maul there is always a chance
To score if you play the right game

The poor weary soul may at last get the goal
That is every true footballer’s aim

Chorus

Back he comes for his kick
Three-nil the score so far

As a hush comes over this vast crowd now
This huge crowd as Clark moves up and Clark kicks and listen

It’s a goal, it’s a goal
Chorus

This life’s bit of scrum we cannot get through
With many a kick and a blow

Then in the end though we dodge and we fend
Old referee death lays us low

Chorus

Remember then boys as you journey through life
There’s a goal to be reached by and by

He who runs true is sure to get through
Perhaps kick a goal from his try

Chorus x2

On the ball

On The Ball




