There was movement on the DECK for the word has passed around

That the champion known as the MOOSE was going away

And what a loss he was to be – one of the best men pound for pound

So the cry went up “how can we get him to stay?”

All the Bushmen scholars gathered from near and far

For they knew it was time to think

They gathered on the deck of course where the best thoughts always are

And as chance would have it, the boys also had just a little drink

But Moose was not the only one that was rumoured to be leaving the flock

Billy, Spanner and Moey were off interstate

It seemed that that more were dropping by God with every tick of the clock!
Snatcha and Hinzey retired – “there’s not many left now mate”.
Chungers to the Dolphins, Maysie to NZ and even Hayden’s on his way out west

No longer will we hear the Ibis cry

When Parkey, consumed with Bushmen passion, would yell out one of his best.

Surely the Bushman spirit was not about to die?
Another to hang up the boots was the big man and big hitter Kingy

Nathan that is, not the suave and sophisticated Chewy

The Bushmen were in more trouble than Steady Eddie captaining a leaky dinghy

And any more losses would have us firmly in the pooey.
But wait a minute – Matho’s gone before in anger a ball has been bowled 

The Tarantella’s no longer pres, the committee is goooone!

Clay, Blakey and Roscoe are all leaving mid season we’ve been told

The heart of the Bushmen is bleeding and torn. 

But wait there is a silver lining around this big black Mudgy cloud

A new committee has stepped up headed by Norm

Without a doubt the Mudgy song will be sung this season with voices loud

And a new generation of Bushmen will weather the storm.

The new coach has been appointed, a man who doesn’t smoke, drink or swear

It’ll be right brother the opposition will stumble and take the gas

We’ll bat in phases, bowl the right areas, and the Bushmen badge with pride we’ll wear 
The young fellas in the club will step up and the deckies will support en mass 

Cam has volunteered to play, and Jorgan and Swanny are sure to succeed
Dylan, Mitch, Chappo and Josh have hearts bigger than Pavarotti’s bum
Deeds, Doogs and Butts form a bowling attack with absolutely no case to plead 

And the old stagers Fox and Scuba the opposition they’ll have under the gun.

Wayno the legendary bushman himself has turned back the clock
He is seeing the ball so well

The man could score runs batting with his …… sock

While expanding his story history will tell.

So here we sit at the top of the table with 2 games of regular season left to play

A bunch of young fellas out there to have fun
Palmy, Boganholme and Broady – made ‘em all look a bit gay

Slowly built pressure and had all the opposition on the run.

The story of the Bushmen vintage 2009/10 has a little way to go not yet past the post
There are mountains still to climb; the boys will fight until dead
Rightly so the mighty Bushmen are the envy of all cricketers on the Coast

There is really not much more to be said.
Except:

Out we come, out we come, out we come to play,
We fight to win, we don’t give in, we always seize the day!
Lots of fun upon the deck enjoy yourselves today,
cause the Mudgee boys can’t be beat, when they come out to play

So join in the chorus and sing it one and all,
Join in the chorus, the Bushmen are on the ball.
Good old Mudgee, we’re champions you'll agree,
The Bushmen will be premiers just you wait and see Oy!
