“Bleed Black and White”
Sung to the tune of “Wild Colonial Boy”

Who are you, who are you? 
Blackhawks!
Who are you, who are you? 
Blackhawks!
We are, we are the lads in black, 
We wear these shirts with pride, 
Our spirit will never die, 
We bleed black and white. 
Brotherhood and honor, 
Since nineteen eighty-two, 
We bleed black and white, 
We’re Blackhawks through and through. 
Blackhawks! Clap, clap, clap 
Blackhawks! Clap, clap, clap

Blackhawks! Clap, clap, clap 

Blackhawks! Clap, clap, clap

Sung to the tune of “Alabama Jubilee”

Hail! Hail! The Hawks are here,
What the hell will you do,
When the Hawks come for you,
Hail! Hail! The Hawks are here,
What the hell will you do now?  (X 2)

Sung to the tune of “Glory, Glory Alleluia”

Glory, glory Hawks united
We are, we are the Black Army
Glory, glory Hawks united
Our boys will never quit.  (X 2)
Sung to the tune of “When the saints go marching in”

Oh when the Hawks go marching in,
Oh when the Hawks go marching in,
Oh how I want to be in that number,
Oh when the Hawks go marching in.  (X 2)
Sung to the tune of “Que sera sera”

When I was just a little child

I asked my mother, what color I’d be

Will I be red, will I be blue?
Here's what she said to me.

You’ll be white and black,
Whoever you face you’ll beat
The future is bright, you’ll see
You were born a Hawk.
Que sera sera,

Whatever will be will be 

The future is bright, you’ll see

You were born a Hawk.
