Some Town songs from down the years
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Bless em all,
Bless em all,

The long, & the short and the tall,
Bless Colin Dobson and Joe Harper too,
Bless all the boys who are wearing the Blue,
And we’ll sing this song as we watch,
The Huddersfield Town Together.

And we’ll sing this song as we watch,

The Huddersfield Town Together.
(the last 4 lines | am not sure of the actual words we used to sing but as | have typed
them they fit for the ‘All Together Now’ campaign very well)

In Dublin’s fair city, where the girls are so pretty,
| first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone,
As she wheeled her wheel barrow,
Through the streets broad and narrow,
Singing 2,4,6,8,

Who do we appreciate T-O —W- N,
TOWN

Daisy, Daisy give me your answer do,
I’'m half crazy all for the love of you,
It won't be a stylish marriage,
| can’t afford a carriage,

But you'll look sweet,

Upon the seat,



Of a bicycle made for 2,
4, 6 8, who do we appreciate, T- O-W- N,
TOWN

Oh wanky, wanky,

Wanky, wanky, wanky, Worthington.
Oh wanky, wanky,

Wanky, wanky, wanky, Worthington.

We all live in a Blue and White Cowshed,

A blue and white cowshed,

A blue and white cowshed,
We all live in a blue and white Cowshed,

A blue and white cowshed,

A blue and white cowshed,

And the team are all aboard,

John Coddington lives next door,
(the next lines | can not remember atall . . .

Who'’s that team we call the Hudders,
Who's that team we all adore,
Oh we play in Blue and White.
And we all know how to fight,
We will follow the Hudders.

We love you Huddersfield we do,

We love you Huddersfield we do,

We love you Huddersfield we do,
Oh Huddersfield we love you.

There’s only one Jimmy Nick
There’s only one Jimmy Nick
Walking along, singing this song,
Walking in a Nicholson wonderland.

You are my Hudders,
My only Hudders,
You make me happy,
When clouds are grey,
You'll never know just,
How much | love you,
So, please don’t take my Hudders away.




Hark now hear the Huddersfield sing,
The Liverpool ran away,
And we will fight for evermore,
Because of Huddersfield.

Jingle bells, Jingle bells,
Jingle all the way,
Oh what fun it is to see,
The Huddersfield win away.

We will follow the Hudders,
Over land and sea,
We will follow the Hudders,
On to victory.

From the green green grass of Leeds Road,
To the Isles of Sicily,
We'll fight fight fight for Huddersfield,
Till we win the Football League.
To hell with Liverpool,
To hell with Man City,
We'll fight fight fight for Huddersfield,
Till we win the Football League.

Hello, hello we are the Cowshed boys,
Hello, hello we are the Cowshed boys,
And if you are a City fan,
Surrender or you'll die,

We will follow the Hudders.

And it's Huddersfield Town, Huddersfield Town FC,
We're the greatest team in football, the world has ever seen,
And it's Huddersfield Town, Huddersfield Town FC
We're the greatest team in football, the world has ever seen.




We hate Nottingham Forest,
We hate Liverpool too,
We hate Man City,

But Huddersfield we love you,
-altogether now,

We hate Nottingham Forest,
We hate Liverpool too,
We hate Man City,

But Huddersfield we love you,
-altogether now,

El El EIO,

Up the Football League we go,
And when we win promotion,
This is what we’ll sing,

We are Hudders, we are Hudders,
Nicholson is our King.

Oh mi lads, you should have seen us coming,
Finest team in the League, just to see us winning,
All the lads and lasses all wi smiling faces,
Walking down Leeds Road,

To see Mick Buxton’s aces.

Long time ago in Huddersfield in Nineteen Hundred & Eight,
By the light of a gas lamp, this famous club was born.
Hark now hear the Huddersfield sing,

A new Club born that day,

Whose name will live for evermore,
Huddersfield Town.
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Stand up, if you hate the scum, stand up if you hate the scum.
Repeat as much as you like!.

Run, scum wherever you may be,
We are the famous HTFC,
We don’t give a xxxx whoever you may be,
We are the famous HTFC

If I had the wings of a sparrow,
And the dirty great arse of a crow,
I'd fly over Weeds tomorrow,
And sxxt on the bxxxxxxs below.

He was only a poor little weed
His face all tattered and torn,
They make me feel sick,

So | hit em with a brick,

And now they don’t sing anymore.

Fxxk em all, fxxk em all,
The red, the white and the green,
We are the Hudders,
We are the best,
We are the Huddersfield,
So fxxk all the rest.

There is a circus in the Town, in the Town,
Where Dxx Rxxxx is a clown, is a clown,
Silly Brexxxxr, Peter Lxxxxxr too,
and the scum are going down, going down.




