
 

 

The Boyz 
Ten men in a group 

All gathered together 
Talking about conditions and weather 

The time is right 
They're at their peak. 

 
The training is done, well so to speak 
The season has started, the hunt is on 

The smell of victory so sweet but yet so strong 
The coach is sure they'll all do well 

But (only after) time and racing will tell. 
 

Technique is right, perfect in fact 
The boat and the blades are all intact 

Rigs are on, the pitch is set 
The perfect stroke their sure to get 
Eight men and a cox rearing to go 

 
All on the start and ready to row 

Blades on the water, the starter begins to speak 
The tension mounts, a win they seek 

Competition is good, they look really well 
Only after the race will they be able to tell 

 
For it's only the start, there's a long way to go 

The starter has already said: ROW! 
The start went well, the rate is high 
The other crews can say goodbye 

They're just too good, they all row together 
 

The boat glides along, like a feather 
From the catch to the finish the power is immense 

The pain they feel is very intense 
Adrenaline rush they just can't stop 

To beat every crew and go straight to the top. 
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