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This year is certainly a landmark in the history of the Old Parks cricket section. Sixty 
years of dedicated hard work behind the scenes which enabled the club to function. 

Whilst we travel to other clubs which have been heavily funded by Camelot, or have 
been the recipient of a well off benefactor, the majority have a long way to go to 
match the playing surface at Holm Lane. 

We are all aware of how much effort Dave, Ted, Mike & the rest of the lads put in 
during the year, which result in us having one of the best wickets on the Wirral, & 
the league. 

All this dedicated hard work is the legacy of previous members, some of which are 
still with us, left the club, country, or no longer exist. However, bearing in mind 
what input they made to get the cricket section up & running, is a great testament to 
all their endeavour, and long may it carry on, hopefully for the next sixty years. 

I`ve only been a member of this club for a relatively short time but I have seen major 
improvements at the ground. Mr Chairman & his dealings, puts James Garner`s role 
as the scrounger in the film The Great Escape, to shame. 

He has managed to come by such a selection of Tonka toys & containers that one 
could mistake Holm Lane Memorial Ground for Tracy Island. A very resourceful 
man is our chairman when he needs to be, & a very valuable asset to the club, as are 
his dedicated assistants. 

Once again gentlemen, on behalf of the club, players & officials we are indebted to 
you for all your excellent time consuming efforts.  

 

Thank you. 
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Let`s see who we can draw upon to mark this special year in Old Parks History. 

First & foremost, a man for all seasons, Ritchie Statto Beckett, a diamond geezer, if ever there 
was one, & a diamond mine of information, whether you want it or not.  

Then there`s Carl, a diamond dog, if ever there was one, indeed the term could have well been 
created for him.  

There`s Will Walker whose cavalier attitude towards batting would be more at home on a 
diamond, with the petulance of Anne Diamond, when given out. 

Keeper Dave & his tone behind the stumps, who is certainly no Neil Diamond. 

John Cable came to us as a bit of a rough diamond, since, he has put in a number of polished 
performances. 

The term diamond also relates to the number 60. 

This brings to mind, veteran Jon Orr who runs between the stumps as if he`s 60. His last 60 
being achieved on a dart board. 

Dave Roscoe who is nearly 60, but is far more agile than Jon. 

Yours truly, gave up 60 ciggies a day, 60 months ago &  put on 60 lbs in the process. 

My lad.(apologies Ritchie) The last player to take 60+ wickets in a season. 

Stewy a child of the 60`s has also been called upon to bat out the last 60 balls. 

Peter Fearon, a class act, but has the annoying habit of being, Gone In 60 Seconds. 

Lou, who tries to score 60 in rapid time, but can take 60 balls to get off the mark. 

Evo`s fryer which has an oil change every 60,000 portions of chips 

Mr Chairman who still turns out at the age of 60+  

Dave Colborne who captained the first XI 60 times, it must have felt like it. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Ground Staff 

                       

“well Ted, I`m afraid it looks like the game will have to be called off” 

“boll**** sir, open pod 4 & get the hog out” 

 

 

“yes Ted you were right, please except this token of my appreciation, ok don`t f----- milk it” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                              
A more likely looking Ralph & Ted 

 



 

                                     
              CCCP                                          CCCP                                                                                       

              OPCC                                                                                               OPCC 

 Umpires Review of the Season 2010 
*Старые Парки начинают другой великолепный пяти-летний план с двумя новыми 

капитанами Дейвами (Толстой) Colebourn и Andre (Борис Мокслей). 

*Old Parks start another glorious five year plan off with two newly elected, non autocratic 
captains, Dave (Tolstoy) Colebourn & Andre (Boris) Moxley.  

Comrades, let us pay homage to our glorious leaders as they attempt to revolutionise the 
decaying Old Parks Julian manifesto. We don’t want land, peace or bread, we demand fifers, 
centuries & silverware. By carrying out these demands, they will also serve to wipe out the 
western capitalist chairman. 

                                                                         

Two fine figures of men, I`m sure you will agree although it may be a good idea if Comrade 
Colebourn used the traditional club bat for such an occasion, rather than his own, & it appears he 
would rather drink from the poisoned chalice  than hold it! 

 Meanwhile Boris receives his well earned accolade from the Tsar, surrounded by images from 
our glorious past. 

The two comrades in question have replaced exiled & abdicated captains. who were both sickle 
of being hammered for their tactics, although comrade Carl has Putin self back amongst the 
prols. At least somebody is aware of their station in life.  



 
However exiles have been known to return when the heat has died down! So beware & watchful 

of                           

 K Leicester, G Dawson & B Whales.  

Meanwhile, 

 

Under Steve`s Supervisory Role,   

 Carl Continues Catching Poorly 

 

 

 

The Tsar & the Western Capitalist keeping up the regime of the corrupt old boy`s 
network.(WHAT no aprons) Mind you one horse`s head in one`s bed is enough for anybody.   

On Monday 12th April I ventured down to Birkenhead Park with a new recruit, an Aussie, named 
Darren. It was nice to see a good turn out, with a completely different regime being carried out. 
Different disciplines of the game being carried out, rather than the norm of running in to bowl & 
just batting. But more importantly, these new dynamics will hopefully be beneficial to the club. 
Although unfortunately in hindsight, they did benefit ten other clubs. 

One could not help but notice, Jon Orr, Stuey, & Peter Fearon managing to maintain the standard 
of last season`s slip fielding. But I`m sure their shins & finger tips will have recovered come the 
24th April! 

 



 

 

ACT 1 

Away at Northwich 

Today`s fixture marks young Andy Moxley `s debut as 2nd XI skipper.( Uneasy lies the head 
that wears a crown) The poisoned chalice has been passed down to him from Carl. that was the 
CAT-astrophe Brannon ( or King LEER)  who was somewhat surprisingly not selected for 
today`s fixture, (it gives him more of an opportunity to add to his list of  Merry Wives) as were 
three others from last season but, they had been promoted to the first XI. 

Meanwhile the 2nd XI also had an unfamiliar line up with a couple of the first teamers & new 
members replacing the young pretenders. The wind of change one suspects. 

This fixture has tended to produce controversy, as their are no Love Labours Lost, between the 
two rivals, this fixture was no different. The hosts tend to create their own version of a winter of 
discontentment when once more into the breach went, Old Parks. Crying, "God for Mini! 
Prenton and Saint Wessey!".(God for Harry, England & St George) 

Although the new skipper lost the toss! Old Parks were given the opportunity to bowl first, 
which was the option if they had won it. Unfortunately, they became masters of their own fate. 

Firstly, Phil, Void of Menace, who making his club debut was throttled by nerves bowling wide 
down the leg side, but he did not waver in his efforts, while old warhorse Stuey plodded on at the 
other end, bearing gifts, had to be reminded that the buffet comes between innings, not during. 

The late arrival of Chris Hitchell meant the skipper had to wait 20 minutes before promoting him 
to the front line attack, without his riot shield & baton, it must be stated. By then, the hosts had 
moved on to 50 from 12 over`s scoring freely & easily. 

However, with the introduction of Plod with the Plodder changing ends, produced a much 
needed change, having suffered the slings & arrows of outrageous fortunes. From being 70/0 
after 14over`s the Plodder bowled out 3 batters to leave them on 100/3 off 25. Alas, poor Stuey 
also had a couple dropped, leaving us all goblet free.  After 14 consecutive over`s Stuey was 
deservedly allowed to pasture at long leg & long on. 

Meanwhile the Plod continued with his non stop salvo, finally being rewarded with a wicket, 
caught at square leg, by Mike, & a much improved Mike Marnick also got in on the act by 
removing the 5th & final batsman of the innings. 

But, there was a sour taste to behold. The opener who scored a not out 70, did not walk at 52, 
much to the disgust of all, yours truly, at square leg heard the nick, he carried on flaying his bat 
of deceit. In a later scene Jon(Shylock) Orr was to exact revenge & get his pound of flesh.  



 
The home team had posted a score of 209 off their allotted over`s, alas, surely a breach to far. 

A rather sumptuous tea was thouest  laid before us, somewhat lacking was the fluid type, 
(Taming of The Brew) for which thouest can not knock Peter for. The two teams were seated 
across from each other whilst one could hear a pin drop, perchance. 

The second salvo commenced. Mike Beckett & Jon Orr came to defend the honour of Old Parks. 
The first ball was dispatched to the boundary by Jon, using the trusty thick edge of his blade, 
unfortunately the fourth ball saw his demise. caught behind going for a similar stroke.  The most 
unkindest cut of all& off he walked, Just Like an Egyptian. 

Next in was the Boy King, in his salad days, he to perished as his off stump was uprooted by a 
straight one. The left Parks on 14/2 off six. Mike & John Cable put up a dogged resistance with a 
partnership of 30 when Mike went for a widish delivery which he managed to get a top edge to, 
& off he went before one could administer the dreaded finger. One considered if the oppositions 
top scorer might heed the lesson that was so apparent. !!! 

PC Hitch thence came to the middle & looked at home against the fired up bowlers who had the 
scent of victory within their nostrils. He & JC put the opposition to the sword. Boundary 
followed boundary. As the run total rose, so did the temperament of the fielding side, till of 
course the wicket of JC relieved their anguished souls. 

The next scene saw the entrance Peter Fearon the Dence of Primark. He was sporting a new pair 
of boots which are probably destined for Oxton`s ground come September, but I would suggest it 
may be more profitable to sell them to a deep sea diver. 

Although the total was now out of reach, the lads dug themselves in with the dogs of war 
mentality which in turn frustrated the enemy. Parks had just lost Chris, who went off for a well 
earned Hamlet, when, Alas, Poor Marnick strode to the crease, joining Dave Gallaway. 

Parks had 10 over`s in which to survive & only four wickets left in hand. The skipper in his 
desperate wisdom changed both more than useful bowlers for a pair who were quicker, nastier, 
but utterly brain dead. It was to be or not to be. 

As mentioned, J Orr in his capacity of umpire, turned down an alleged plumb LBW appeal, only 
for the same batsman to be bowled out two balls later. This allowed Mike Cardus  to join Rob 
Marnick. 

The two bowlers continued to charge in, bowling wide after wide, no ball after no ball, bye after 
bye all in a vain attempt to intimidate the batsmen, while all the time the runs were amassing, 
their energy was sapping & Tempests were rising. So much so, one had to intervene on one 
occasion & warn the fielder at mid off, for which he did apologise to me & the batsman. It was 
Much To Do About Nothing, but it had to be nipped in the bud quickly. 

 A wicket a wicket! My kingdom for a wicket seemed to be the skipper`s plea, what light 
through yonder window breaks, a fact that the skipper was not aware of. Ball after ball came 
down to him & passed him, but still the yonder light was dim. 



 
Mike`s off stump was ousted, but fortunately for him, so was my right arm, which gave further 
rise to the temperature. However, the bowler did eventually manage to dismiss Rob, leaving 
Park`s two remaining batsmen to face eight balls which they did without any further problems. 
So Alls Well That Ends Well. Parks managing to scrape seven points with dogged resistance. 

I was contemplating. Shall I compare this fixture to a Summer`s Day, feud between the 
Capulet`s & the Montague`s. My past experiences have shown the home side to be very 
sporting & accommodating when they win this fixture, but somewhat reluctant to display the 
same spirit when they do not. As much as the ground & facilities are excellent: 

“a  plague a' both your balconies”. 

 

 

ACT II 

Away at Stretton 

I have been selected to umpire the first team game at Stretton this week, which means I have 
managed to avoid Evo`s tea. I have also been fortunate to be teamed up with me old mucka 
Ritchie &I also received payment for my efforts because........... I`m Worth It.  

The days proceeding started with a pleasant drive to Warrington with Ritchie & Nick Hitch. We 
arrived at 12:30 hoping for an early start, but unfortunately a couple of the home team players 
were late on parade. 

Stand in skipper Greg won the toss & invited the hosts to field. Out to the middle strolled The 
Hitchell brothers Tim & Nick, who proceeded to take on the bowlers. My chauffeur Nick 
survived an early LBW appeal, when yours truly assessed the situation & came to the conclusion 
that my walk would be a lot longer than his. 

Although the ground shots found the fielders, the aerial route provided a fortunate source for 
runs. They quickly posted 50 runs after only 13 over`s when a mini collapse occurred. 

Nick was dismissed with the score on 55, followed by Will Walker, at 60, Tim at 68 Lou, then 
John Cable on the same score. All this occurring within 7 over`s which prompted one to 
consider, will the forthcoming drinks break become tea? 

The arrival of Mike Hitch & Greg saw the momentum swing back in Parks favour with Mike 
scoring 10 off the first two balls he faced. The score progressed to 121 before Greg was caught, 
slapping the ball to mid on & was quickly followed by his partner, who was followed just as 
quickly by Dave Fletcher. 



 
At that point the visitors found themselves at 140/8 off 39 over`s. While the wickets were falling 
at one end, another Hitchell in the form of Chris was doing his utmost to help Parks reach the 
desired target of 170. A feat he managed to achieve with the aid of Adam Westwater, & an even 
greater effort from Mike Leonard, who was bowled with 3 balls to spare, giving Parks a total of 
173 to defend. 

After an excellent tea, Parks went about their task in a positive & attacking mode, with a bit 
more luck & a lack of teflon the job in (or should that be out) hand would not have been less 
arduous.  

By the 17th over the hosts were 65/5 with Will Walker & Dave Fletcher taking the wickets, 
although a couple of catches went down, to their credit, their heads did not. 

However, to his credit Stretton skipper Adam, kept his head & composure & collected a red 
inker of 85 to see his side home by 3 wickets. 

 

Act III 

This week I was due at Mere with Old Parks 2nd XI, however due to the antics of the hosts, my 
services are not required, as they have to be provided with panel umpires in an attempt to curb 
their behavioural difficulties. 

On a more positive note, the Meller Braggins Umpire head, Geoff Young has appointed me to 
officiate at Wirral for their fixture with Pott Shrigley.   

I must admit, that umpiring a fixture which does not include Parks removes any bias mentality 
from the game, as well as the moaning & groaning from certain Parks players. 

The Sunday Friendly Matches 

There is no need for yours truly to report on these matches as the skipper is more than capable of 
informing everybody of his achievements. When played of course. Unfortunately the 4th July saw 
the last of the Sunday friendly’s at Holm Lane. On that note I think it best if I close the issue. 

 

 

Act IV 

The Second XI play hosts to Barnton 

This was a game one had to witness, it was way beyond the realms of any tabloid journalism, 
even they would not have dared to invent such a farce, even on FA Cup Final day. 



 
Parks lost the toss & were invited to post a score. The first five batsmen gave the impression that 
they were more concerned about the 90 minutes in London rather than the 90 over`s in which 
they were involved in. It was sheer Madness. 

 

Derek, always to be seen at his traditional spec every Saturday afternoon. 

The first column to move on the scoreboard was the middle one, & it managed to keep pace with 
the other two. By the end of the 10th over, Mike Beckett, Jon(Westfield) Orr, Carl  Danish Kaneria 

Brannon & Primark Pete were all back in the hutch with the score on 14, it could have been 
worse as Carl was dropped of a very wide delivery.  One could have been forgiven for thinking 
this was a Sunday fixture, with the tail opening the innings, or was a bit of match fixing afoot. 
But Parks began the slow process of dragging themselves back into the game, & by drinks were 
61/5 off 22 over`s, which became 65/6 two balls into the next over. 

However, what was to follow was even more extraordinary, to say the least. Mini & Tony 
Berkenstien put together a partnership of 88 for the 7th wicket before Tony holed out at long on. 
Then with the aid of Rob Marnick, who is always happy to help, Mini put Parks beyond the 
desired target of 170 reaching 184 in the process for the loss of only 7 wickets! 

It must be stated that the visitors, although very disappointed, did show their appreciation of 
what the skipper had achieved, to a man, keeping within the true spirit of the game.  

After tea the still stunned Barnton openers came out to the middle & struggled to get the ball off 
the square. By the 9th over they had reached 18/1but a partnership of 68 off 12 over`s gave the 
impetus back to the visitors, that was until Mini came on to bowl, with the aid of Jon Orr who 
pulled his finger out, literally, by dropping a regulation catch in the slips, however he did make 
amends by taking 4wickets, as did the skipper. 

With 3 over`s to go the visitors were only 28 away from their target with 5 wickets in hand 
which meant all 3 results were possible. It then became 14 needed off 2 over`s with 4 wickets in 
hand. The influential skipper the proceeded to take two wickets in the penultimate over, who 
incidentally is on a hat trick & Bad Finger took the 9th wicket with one ball to go, the last ball 
however failed to complete what would have been a remarkable come back, but on reflection, 
both teams contributed to an exciting & dramatic game for which they should be rightly 
applauded. 



 
My Old Parks man of the match went to Jon Orr for his all round team performance, with ball, 
scoreboard, drinks jug & umpiring. 

 

 

Act V 

The second XI away to Oakmere. 

This proved to be an interesting fixture in more ways than one. On our arrival we got chatting to 
a couple of players who informed us that last seasons promotion was scarred by unsporting & 
abusive behaviour  from teams in that the higher division. We were also informed that Oakmere 
were now blending a few youngsters in their team, which is good for the game, but alas, not on 
this occasion. 

My observations showed, as the game wore on, that our hosts had appeared to have embraced 
some of those unsporting characteristics that they had been victims of. Unsporting & ridiculous 
appealing, bowlers snarling at decisions that were not given in their favour, & interfering 
spectators at the drinks interval, giving their interpretation of events in the middle. 

Whether it was for my ears or not, I simply reminded one of them that : 

“ I had never seen a square leg umpire giving the batsman out LBW, never mind from the cover boundary, were 

you were situated.  If you would like to don the white coat & be my colleague when Oakmere are batting you 
would be more than welcome to do so & make those same judgements” 

The offer was turned down, in the manner I was expecting, but I heard no more. Not the sort of 
behaviour one likes to see & hear, never mind on one`s birthday, in the baking heat. 

Meanwhile on the field of play, stand in skipper Orr managed to drag a reluctant squatter 
DRoscoe to play along with a special appearance of a former 2nd XI skipper Graham Moxley, 
who had not held a bat in anger for 3 seasons.  

The pair opened the innings with a slow but sure attitude, till Graham tried to cut one that was a 
bit too full, & lost his middle & off stumps @ 10/1. Things could have improved for Parks if 
Dave had not been dropped in the 2nd over, however Carl was snaffled with the score on 20, & 
Dave followed him back to the changing rooms 2 over`s later with the score on 32/3. 

A partnership of 58 was produced by John Cable & Peter Fearon when John skied one & the 
bowler took the catch on the strip, this was quickly followed by Peter`s wicket being taken. The 
score became 93/5. The next two batsmen produced a well constructed partnership of 72, Dave 
Gallwey & Rob Marnick just failing by one run to reach their target of 170. 



 
Then another unsavoury incident took place. The bowler, in his lack of wisdom, called to Dave 
& Rob, “all that for f--- all”  which was met with the dignified contempt it deserved. 

After a splendid tea, the skipper & a younger member of the team opened the batting. The 
youngster got a nick to a ball which Dave took standing up to the wicket & promptly walked 
without a finger being raised, however, the captain was also a victim to a similar downfall, but 
stood his ground, while the abusive bowler in the white coat said, not out. The skipper went on to 
reach his 50, but the justified silence on the field of play was deafening, to say the least. 
Nevertheless it was a good test match innings. 

Apparently I was given the unwarranted nod of approval for being honest by no balling Mike 
Leonard with a wicket taking ball. (apart from me, who would have been any the wiser?)That 
partnership for the 2nd wicket produced 110 runs before Maxi Mox took his wicket. 

To put this one to bed the hosts reached their target with the loss of  5 sorry, 3 wickets & with 10 
over`s to spare. 

 

Act VI 

Old Parks 2nd XI entertained Alvanley 

Due to the rain this fixture was reduced to 40overs per side. Parks stand in skipper Jon Orr 
elected to bat first on a good wicket. His choice almost proving to be the correct one. 

Mike Beckett & Ray Charlie Allen opened the batting for Parks both giving the innings a much 
needed momentum which provided a springboard for an impetus that continued throughout Parks 
innings. If they continue with that positive attitude then they can look forward to a good season. 

Charles lost his wicket in a somewhat strange fashion on 46. Sorry to hear about your uncle by 
the way. 

 

“what, out on 46, the silly arse” 



 
The 6 wickets that Parks lost during their innings went down at 38,79,87,128,156, & 179, which 

shows that being positive can be rewarding, but they need to maintain that believe within 
themselves. The visitors managed to drop a few catches but the batters kept up their salvo.  

Without being too disrespectful, the lack of Jon Orr & Dave Roscoe as early batsmen enhanced 
the momentum which never dropped. As we are aware, these stalwarts of the club can sometimes 
slow proceedings down when the anti should be upped. That is an observation, not a criticism. 

 

“I wish Keith Leicester would teach me to slip field” 

“I wish Keith would slip you to a field in Leicester”  

However, on another positive(rather than his usual negative suicidal outlook) note, Peter Fearon, 
inspired by events, managed to remember what his bat was for by producing a not out 50+  
which gave Parks a daunting total of 187/6 off 40 over`s. 

After an Evo teatime special we took the field for the second innings. Alvanley approached the 
game in the similar way as Parks had done & catches were also dropped. Carl being the victim of 
letting a dolly that slip through his hands at slip. Which reminded yours truly of the stance 
portrayed by a certain Mr Twist. 

                                                     

             “skipper, can I have a drop more”     “don’t you think you`ve f ----- dropped enough, what the Dickens are you playing at” 

So much was made of the merriment between myself & a number of fielders Jon Orr delivered 
an 8 ball over.  

Carl also questioned a 6 which was hit over the long on boundary. For someone who fails to see 
a dolly from 8 inches & then to question something that happens 80 yards away, would seem a 
little ambitious, to say the very least. Perhaps wearing a pair of 3-D glasses may improve things. 



 

 

However, brisk hitting by the visitors saw them reach 105/3 off only 23 over`s meaning they 
were well on target but, a stoke of genius was implemented by the stand in skipper. By taking 
Mike & Rob out of the attack meant that the fielders got a well deserved rest.  

The introduction of a not so umble Fagan Jon Orr, saw him began to weave his old magic, 
gradually gave Parks, Great Expectations. Within 13 over`s he had managed to pocket 6 wickets 
leaving the last 2 batsmen to see out the final four over`s needing 36 runs for victory in the light 
rain & the fading hope light, which they managed. 

This was the second home fixture on the run were Parks bowlers have just missed out on a 
maximum points total due to the lack of taking that vital last wicket. 

On the whole an excellent game of cricket, played in the right manner, spirit & with the usual 
mickey taking banter. 

Sunday Friendly v Chester County Offices 

On was determined not to include these fixtures in this years review however, one could not 
dismiss the : Cultural Event of the Sporting Calendar, that is.  

The Anal Annual Sophisticated Sleaze & Wine Festival 

Although one was reliably informed that the toilets were used for what they were initially 
intended !........for this year anyway. 

Where for a deposit of £12 (all inclusive) one can indulge in gay repartee & later the more 
sartorial elegant F in & C in.  An occasion, not for the faint hearted, but nevertheless, can be. 

rather entertaining, from a distance. 

 

“ we`re stayin in here, its all inclusive”  



 
Ritchie & I were to be partners in crime out in the middle today. I had this feeling that perhaps 
Ritchie did not fancy getting involved with events off the field, possibly due to events of the 
night before. ? or perhaps his past cheese & wine experience told him to go out into the middle.? 

The game started with the guests being invited to bat first. After 12 over`s they found themselves 
on 52/5, which meant Parks skipper Deano had to somehow spoon feed them at least another 100 
runs. 

The introduction of Terry Marnick & Mike Cardis did the trick however, they also had to be 
replaced to give the fielders a well earned break. Chester reached 183 at tea leaving Parks 
something of a decent target to chase. 

We went in for tea, to join the suaveness of the occasion. All was fairly civilised, not the usual 
turn out this year, although one was lead to believe that the toilets were not as congested as they 
were during last years Sleaze & Wine event, in which a certain unconnected couple 
were, to their inconvenience, caught out trying to connect, just above the knee tremble rolls. 

On offer today were a fine selection of mature cheeses on offer this year. Dairylea triangles, 
dunkers & lunchables, Kraft slices, Cracker Barrel & not forgetting good old Philli which tends 
to go a lot further than the others. 

Memo to self. Must remember not to have cheese butties at tea next week.  

To compliment them there was also a fine selection of plonk, Chateau de Nerves, Apairofteef & 
for the ladies the good old frisky Blossom Hill, always guaranteed to get you laid, or laid out. 

 

“cheese & wine...my arse”, it looks as if its been nicked off a mouse trap, & this is piss” 

There was also a drop of claret, but that was spilt later on. 

We went back out, & apparently Parks won by 7 wickets with 10 over`s to spare, “which was 
nice” 



 
Meanwhile back at the ranch, the wine had now been quaffed & the cheese became missiles. The 
wrath of grapes were being unleashed. Yours truly found himself retreading the grape into the 
tiled floor, whilst a weary punter waltzed around me with a mop. (the silly twat) 

One person managed to strike claret on his fathers face, & wanted to repeat the act on his 
brother. Meanwhile one of the good ladies of the club dropped their guard by shouting , 

“ f--- off home you drunken bastard”. 

“me drunk, I`ve only had four bottles of wine”, one cannot beat sophisticated class. 

One lady, if that is the correct term to use on this occasion, even gave us all a running 
commentary on the birth of her children. Obviously fuelled up with the odd vat, she described it 
as, “pushing a 50p piece through a polo mint” One could not help wonder in awe that perhaps 
now the polo mint had become similar to one of our chairman`s  tractor tyres, but being the  gent 
that one is, I decided not to interrupt the bawdy description.  

                            

           “cheese & wine, bollox”                                                             “use yer own bogs” 

Elegance personified, wit & charm, which all proved to be amusing to us & our visitors, & long 
may it continue to do so.  

 

 

Act VII 

Today the crew travelled to Winsford, braving the wind & the rain, who this year put on a treat 
for us by providing a pitch with grass on it, obviously the tide had not reached this far just yet. 

Parks gave their new East Indian Co acquisition Tas, his debut, a fast left arm bowler, who will 
provide the team with another source of attack. Dave Gallwey was not available due to an injury 
which meant balls hands on deck for the Jolly Rogering Carl Brannon to reclaim the gloves. 



 
Parks were invited to post a score & were going along nicely, Mini survived a passionate LBW 
appeal as the Captain tried to Hook, but a bottom edge saved him from the dreaded walk. Then 
Jon played an Orrful shot, for which he should have been strung up from the yardarm by his 
buccaneers, to short mid off who took an easy catch leaving Parks on 28/1 off 9 over`s. 
However, Carl & the captain laid into the somewhat meagre bowling & produced a partnership 
of 60 within 10 over`s before Mini skied a top edge which was gratefully swallowed by the 
keeper. 

In the very next over John Cable was sent back, bowled off his pads Francis Drakish style 
without adding to the score. This could have been an issue for desertion, as an anchor role was 
needed at that stage. So 85/1 became 85/3, which then became 93/4 Carl losing his middle stump 
after a swashbuckling pieces of eight. 

Out came Rob Marnick with his cultured carved plank & set about the bowling till he too was 
caught going for the big heave, for which he should have been made to walk the plank, the f-----
plank. 

 

                                         

“what! carve a bat from this, how?” “just like that”                              “argh shiver ye timbers & walk” 

Next in was P Fear-not, or Moby Dickhead. He promptly started to have a whale of a time 
cutting & swinging, but lost his bearings to a strait one, this was put down to the lack of grog, 
leaving the score on 128/6 off 30 salvoes. 

Tas came in next & plundered a rapid 14 before he too became a victim of his own needless 
slashing, but looks to have something about him. A press ganged Mike Marnick followed before 
he too became a perished soul. After 37 discharges Parks had been reduced to 159 for 8 leaving a 
frail tail to reach the desired 170.The two Mike`s Cardis & Leonard not only reached the 
destination, but surpassed it by 39 runs, before the latter holed out in the deep. In for tea, & a 
buxom beauty Miss Purity had put on a fine spread indeed. She gave the impression that she had 
devoured more seamen than the Bermuda Triangle. 

 



 

 

                                                                       “howzat yer varmint” 

In the first over after vittles Carl screamed for an LBW which resulted in yours truly getting a 
stern look from behind & to the side of the stumps. Fo'c's'le said Carl, well that`s how it sounded  
however, the ball was travelling down the port side, the exact same colour as The Jolly Rogerer`s  
face, who has had many a rough crossing on many an old salty  dog. 

Rob & Tas continued their onslaught on the openers but success was not forthcoming till an 
LBW decision went Tas`s way, & we all know how our colonial cousins interpret the LBW law 
!, which brought a yo ho ho from yours truly, “at square leg it must be stated”. 

The barrage continued, using different techniques but the Winsford crew held their own, they 
were not going to Davey Jones`s locker without a spirited fight, although Parks bowlers did 
manage to pillage four more wickets from the scurvy dogs but, it was not enough. 

 

Once again Parks hopes were scuttled. Failure to take all10 wickets meant only a share the 
booty. 

 

                                                          “evenin viewerths”              no no, not that Scuttle 

 Meanwhile, Carl`s Continuous Calamitous Catching is Causing Critical Concern  

 

 

 



 

 

Act VIII 

Or Would you Adam “n” Eve it.Or Would you Adam “n” Eve it.Or Would you Adam “n” Eve it.Or Would you Adam “n” Eve it.    

Today`s parable sees the second XI play host to our old brethren Runcorn, who also bring their 

own umpire, Billy, & scorer Ron. Both of whom always make more than a useful contribution. 

My son Dave has been selected to play, apparently, in an effort to gee him up & give him some 
sense of commitment!, however, I would look at it from a more positive angle, he is the 
component that the 2nd XI have been lacking, an extra wicket taker who could finish the innings 
off & give Parks their first victory of the season? We shall see. Alas for the lads, that opportunity 
has been deprived due to a cry off. 

The clouds parted & a voice from above decreed Dave had to once more to return to the fold 

from whence he came. The exiled scapegoat had been sent for by him on high. 

 

“suffer strike bowler, come back unto me” 

Meanwhile the lesser mortals were made to grovel & scratch the stoney ground for a couple of  
players to make the Numbers up. Then as if it were told in the prophesy, the chairman appeared.  

 

 

 



 

Hallelujah, glory to the saviour, our prayers had been answered. 

 

 

Saviour & one of his converted flock. JC no less ! 

He who begat Adam who begat Colin & all that propaganda shite, would make up the 

Decalogue (ten), most of which were to be broken at regular short intervals thus creating the 
traditional Exodus. 

The omens were set & came about because of  Brother Tony, who decided to go against his 
culture & upbringing, by getting stuck in to a sandwich that contain amongst other things, pork , 
on his Sabbath too. Or perhaps he is one of those unorthodox yids? 

 

The guilty Red Sea pedestrian  

The covers  parted, the strip which had yielded nearly 400 runs the previous week, would 

become stony ground for the batsmen, even stonier for others. Mini won the toss & elected to 
fight the good fight. However, he lost his off stump in the first over with the score on nought. 
Carl (the noah`s ark) was the next to meet his maker with the score on six, followed quickly by 
Dave  on 13 then (simple)Simon Peter, Fearnot, who looked as if he had spent the night on the 
alter wine, had to take up his bat & walk with the score on 15. 



 
They were quickly followed by John (Herod) Orr & The Bagel Cruncher, who was still 
complaining about the lack of a FREE hit, (not in this format) who managed to snip a jaffa to the 
slips after a short circumspect innings. 

 Terry was the next to leave, however he did complain of a back injury, perhaps he should not 
have taken up from his bed, & walked. All in all it became another slaughter of the innocents, 
Parks managed to post 83 all out in 33.1 over`s. The not out batsman being the comfortable 
Chairmen who managed to fend off & attack when it was the right time, whilst all around him 
fell. 

I thought it would be useful to beseech Colin, the Runcorn skipper to ease off the taking of 

the wickets in order to give the chips a chance to reach the required cooking directive. 

 “Forgive them Wessey for they know not what they do” 

 

Sorry skip, but somebody was going to get crucified for such an unholy performance 

The hymns fell at  0,6,13,15,28,30,48,72,77 & 83,(not a bean on the lottery either) but the service 

was not as long as it should have been. However, The Holy Grail they seek (first win) looks to be 
getting further & further beyond them at the moment. 

The Last Supper,(Whoops to you ASDA customers)) consisted of the 

traditional bread & fish & the changing of water into what has been described as tea. Its a 
testament to his job that Peter is quite adept at making a sow`s ear from what was initially a silk 
purse, but we all have our crosses to bear. 

The second innings began with Stuey, who was given the opportunity to cast the first ball, 
unfortunately his seven deadly over`s failed to produce a wicket, Judas the keeper being one of 
the culprits, whilst Herod produced a 13 over stint which proved unlucky for six of the Runcorn 
batsmen. One of which was given the opportunity to walk but his conscience would not let him. 
Any guilt or remorse he may have felt was quickly removed by yours truly after one hit him in 
line right in the confession box. 



 

The next batsman was convinced that the ball had hit his pad before being caught by Dave 

down the leg side, the poor misguided fool was not aware that his attempted immaculate 
deception was virgin on the ridiculous as it came off the edge first. 

Jon managed to take  a Michele + one as the visitors reached the promised land with the loss of 
seven wickets, taking 26 over`s in the process. The very early finish meant we had to endure  
another pantomime on TV. 

                                                                                               

 

                                                             Its behind you 

On a brighter note, the golden goal raffle collection yielded £45. 

If this team/club wants to stay in the promised land, then they are going to need a lot more than 

divine inspiration, because at the moment it is easier for a camel to shit through the eye of a 
needle than Parks, though they walk through the shadow of doom, seeking maximum points. 

Its a miracle, Old Parks tail finally wags....they are the dogs bolloxs                 

 

                                   Hear endeth the scrotum sermon. 

Amen 

 



 

 

Act VIIII or IX. A Disco Inferno 

Today I DISCOvered that there had been more than a woman little bit of DISCOord within the 
camp. This produced a little bit DISCOmfort within the troops. However, the skipper refused to 
be DISCOuraged & selected a new breed of men, who will certainly not be DISCOunted in the 
future This was the only error of  DISCOnfirmation  one made today ? 

  

Parks have devised a new pre match routine. Not as colourful as the language ! 

The second XI or X as it turned out headed for Stockport, yours truly, under duress was asked to 
drive, but unlike some of the Jive Talkin gob-shites who put themselves out of contention for 
selection, I decided to put myself out. My passengers were 4 youngsters who never had a C.R.B. 
between them. 

However, it was one of those lads who used his iPhone (google map) to get us to Stockport`s 
groovy ground, with no thanks to the other two herberts who were driving, who new I did not 
know the exact route. The Mellor Braggins book gave us a route to follow, it was just that the 
signs were lacking at the point which would have been of some assistance. It wasn`t a case of 
being lost, we just didn`t know where we were, but as Mike found out, we were about a mile 
away. 

We reached the ground, a very pleasant surrounding & an old fashioned pavilion adorned with 
hanging baskets which added to the ambiance. The changing rooms were underground which 
resembled a labyrinth, & very spacious. 

Parks were invited to bat first. After last weeks Carry On, one could not help thinking, tea lady 
start the kettle, but that proved to be not the case. Apart from Jon (Revoltin)Orr waltzing across 
& being hit in mid stride right in front with the score on 8, there was a much improved discipline 
with Parks batting Stayin Alive. 



 

                                 

go, go Jonny go go go      

Mini & Carl took the score to 41 before Mini tried to take the bowler on, managing only to get a 
black bottom edge to a ball which took out his off pole. JC & Carl carried on regardless & took 
the score to 79 of 26 before JC was nailed in front. 

 

Carl was now in a time warp, boundaries flowed from the bat, with the aid of Dave Roscoe, who 
continues to do the ockey cockey with his left leg in & out, put on 40, before J Orr ordered Dave 

to do the Lambeth Bloody Walk, his left leg did not shake all about, but his head did. 

 

By that time the score had moved to 129/4 of 39, which became 5when Carl was out on 75, to an 
excellent catch at mid on. The fall of Carl`s wicket inspired the traditional Conga, the next 5 
batters getting a touch of the E Bee Gee Bees making a right Cossacks of the innings, they 
played like bunny hops, leaving Parks in some sort of Limbo, at 155 all out in the final over. 

  

 

On a positive note, they doubled last weeks total, & out scored the first team, who managed to 
emulate the second XI previous score, on the same track! 

After cha cha cha  Rob Marnick & Stuey opened the bowling, Rob passing the bat on more than 
one occasion, gave Parks a semblance of optimism, however, 14 over`s later the hosts had 



 
reached their target losing only a single wicket, Mini taking it courtesy of a great catch by Rob in 
the covers. 

In truth, Stockport`s innings was a Ballroom Blitz, they were positive & their quickstepping 
between the stumps & numerous boundaries proved to be a cakewalk in the end. The fielding left 
nothing to rave about. 

 

while the bowling lacked any consistency. 

 

The Sunday team were due to play Burton today, however, due to today being Fathers Day, they 
could not muster a team. Methinks the day itself has caused bewilderment & confusion in the 
land that time forgot. 

 

 

 

                                                        Act X 

 

The second XI entertained Hale Barns. Who also brought with them an umpire & a scorer, which 
made life a bit easier all round. 

There was a return to the second XI for Lou & Tas while, the skipper was not available, & even 
more incredible, I was made aware that the stand in skipper, Jon Orr ,was a supporter of that 
fuckin mad woman Thatcher, the working class traitor. Rest assured brothers, if its going down 
BLACKLEG or not, he will be getting made redundant. Now I know why he gets on with Terry, 
the ex Thatcher Boot boy in blue.  



 

 

“in my dignified unbiased point of view, that would of taken out the middle & the right without a shadow of a doubt” 

 Please excuse the deviation. This was the day that Parks had been waiting for all season, their 
first victory, which was achieved in style. 

Now that Thatcherite, 2 cars, rent boy Orr uses his van, (expenses guilt?) he & his sparring 
partner Mr Roscoe make a right pair.  

 

“I`m not f----- opening yer tory t---“ 

In fact Dave went down the order to the place where that mad woman should not have been 
allowed, No10. 

Parks invited Hale Barnes to post a target, whilst Stuey & Tas were set the task of restricting 
them. 

                                                                        

Stu & Henry quietly waiting for minced morsels                                         whilst Tas came steaming in 

In the first over of the innings Stu, bowling from the ex Bell end, struck the opener on the full & 
in front which produced a deafening silence. I just stood their waiting for the traditional 
hallelujah chorus but it never came, even the opener at my end felt that his partner should not 
have been there. At the conclusion of the over I enquired as to whether Parks had misplaced their 
song sheets. Messes Gallwey, Orr, Brannan & even Roscoe, the victim of such a dismissal many 
times, never uttered a word, while Henry Stuey just kept on tucking into his minced morsels. 



 
In his very next over Parks found their voices, &  Stu delivered two similar balls & the hosts 
found themselves 19/2 & the devilish Tas also found his line & length & after 10 over`s saw 
Hale struggling on 39/3 & by the drinks break found themselves 66/6. This was not the last 

omen of the innings. 

As the norm, drinks brought runs, though not in abundance, as Parks kept it tight. Hale reached 
100 before they lost their seventh wicket &scraped to 111 when they lost 8,9 & 10, nine & ten  
also being  0 men. 

Taz & Stu taking 4 wickets apiece , Lou getting in on the act with 1 & yours truly noticed the 
final batsman wandering lonely as a cloud outside his ground as a host of golden daft-dills 
appealed howzat. 

The lads had done the club proud in all aspects of the fielding side of the game. Now it was up to 
them to drive their hard won advantage home. They certainly performed a 100% better than the 
pampered pussies in South Africa, they showed fight, determination & a will to win.  

Following the tea interval Parks openers took the field needing 112 to win off 53 over`s.  

Carl, who made his Marx mark last week with a brilliant if in vain 75 took the field with Lou. 
The two set about the bowlers & put on a more than useful 37 when Carl missed a straight one & 
lost his middle peg. The next man in was Mike Cardus, he & Lou took the score to 61 before 
Lou holed out at cover, which brought in Tory Boy Orr. 

He was also hit on the full, but not in front which, inspired their skipper to question the decision 
of not out, his nod of the head inspired me to answer, “the 12th man is in Greasby, not here” & 
that being at mid on is not exactly the best view to make such a decision. However, if I had been 
aware of his Hague vague political bent, I would have met the skippers demand. 

 

Jon Orr class traitor. String the Thatcherite bastard up 

Needing only 50 of the remaining 33 over`s, with a conservative effort, Mike did all the spade 
work while Tory Boy Orr  did not overly tax himself , playing only cuts & slashes. The coalition 
managed to cross the line with the majority of the over`s being LEFT. 

After the game the lads all celebrated their first win, none more than this pair of gits. 



 

 

Fred & Alf Gitt Dave & (tory boy) Jon celebrating the teams first win of the season 

 

 

Act XI 

Second XI away to Ashley 

WAGWAGWAGWAG    invades last privilege of male strongholdinvades last privilege of male strongholdinvades last privilege of male strongholdinvades last privilege of male stronghold. 

Players stumped as keeper oversteps boundaries of moral etiquette & decency. 

 
such behaviour will not be tolerated during the tea interval. 

The second XI sorry X (again) travelled without a full team. We were also the victims of a major 
incident. The last male dominated bastion had been infiltrated by no less than a female member 
of the species. However it would be grossly unfair to make this person the scapegoat or indeed 
attribute her attendance to events on the field of play.   

Yes Mr Chairman I know she should be but, past results tend to show a consistent pattern. 

What the hell possessed the whimpish keeper to bring his maiden of the lesser breed on one of 
our only remaining pleasures, the Saturday away trip.  He should have left her bitchin in the 
kitchen. Not even Carl would have overstepped such a transgression & he is far less subtle than 
Dave. However, he must be more forceful in implementing her HIV  programme (Hoovering, 
I roning & the Variety of domestic tasks her role justly demands) 



 
After last weeks excellent performance Parks were looking to maintain their new found form. 
They were invited to post a target however, on today`s showing the majority would be hard 
pressed to post a letter. 

Mini & Carl opened the innings. The second over saw Mini bowled going for a pull, whilst Carl 
quipped “it wasn`t there for the pull”. There speaks a man of experience in that department as 
he`s usually caught out going on the pull. 

After adding 5 runs to the total Mike Cardus was the next to be caught on unlucky13, Carl was 
caught out, in a different mode, on 27 & Primark Pete was pouched at 40.  

The coming together of the two Ronnies Jonnies, Orr & Cable proved to be the backbone of a 
somewhat spineless innings. One incident of note came when J Orr was facing a left arm over 
the wicket bowler, who tried to convince me by commenting, at the non strikers end that the ball 
was starting to come back. The very next ball Jon launched it past me to the boundary, which 
made me drop my anti depressants, to which I replied to a disgruntled bowler, that one certainly 
came back . 

The pair put on 44 before the vice captain, backing up a bit too far, was run out by the fielder at 
mid off. Somewhat farcical one may ponder, & you`d be spot on. 

Was all the good work of last week being undermined by a presence that should have not been 
present, ! the plot thickens I mused. 

The villain of the piece arrived in the middle, no doubt grateful for a bit male company, or was 
Parting such sweet sorrow. Whichever, he quickly received his just rewards.  

O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me! He cried. Or something to that effect? 

King Richard III (V, iii, 179) 

For fuch sake, its a cricket field not Bosworth Field. 

The next three wickets perished within 3 over`s adding a total of 6 runs, leaving the hosts 93 for 
victory with the added bonus of eleven extra over`s in which to get them.  

At tea one considered that the interloping damsel maybe of service in the kitchen after tea 
however, another lame piss poor excuse for a man volunteered to do the necessary.  

He`s in the kitchen sink wondering why his hands are so soft while she`s sitting outside in the 
sunshine listening to her iPod, when she should have been at home carrying out the duties her 
station prepared her for, using her iRon etc. Good god what`s the world coming to I surmised, 
they`ll be standing to attention at the urinals next discussing Marxism. 



 

 

no no you silly but pretty little brain dead thing you, not that type of Markism 

On the resumption of the game Lenny & Stuey opened the bowling & both started with maidens,  
the only exceptable ones. Unfortunately, that was as good as it got. 

In Stuey`s third over two catches went down, the bowler being one of the guilty party but, in his 
next over he took the first scalp with the score on 11 after 8 over`s, he then managed to hang on 
to one off his own bowling to leave the home side on 28/2 off 14. 

Mini came on (to bowl that is) & proceeded to take 2 wickets in his first over leaving the hosts 
on 33/4/off 17. But a fifth wicket partnership of 50 put paid to any chance of an unlikely Parks 
victory. 

On a more positive note, after enduring today`s performance perhaps the Wicketkeepers 
Alarming Gaffe in question will think twice about a repeat of her sexist violation.  

Whilst the only Wag which should be permitted are batters 4,5,6,7,8,9,&10. 

 

Act XII 

 

The 2nd XI as they are this week, played hosts to Northwich, not the most popular team in the 
league  according to some accounts. Parks included. Jon Orr was missing from the line up for 
reasons better known to himself, making way for the surprise inclusion of Andy Evans. 

The skipper arrived with only 10 minutes before the start, this was due to a flat battery, but he 
won the toss & elected to put the visitors in first, whose batting lacked flattery, which was 
followed by even less than flattering batting in the second innings. Having stated that, perhaps if 
Parks start playing with the traditional eleven rather than the normal ten then their fortune might 
improve.  

Lenny & Stuey opened the bowling for the home side with the usual early chance going to 
ground however, the team never dropped their heads & produced an excellent performance by 
dismissing the visitors for 95 of f just 34 over`s Stu taking 6 of those wickets, deservedly so, 
leaving Parks to accumulate 96 off 56 over`s.  



 
Yours truly has been the guilty party of allowing 5,7 & even 8 ball over`s to be bowled, but 
today I was the witness of an 8 run ball, (run 4 & 4 overthrows)which arguably could have been 
a major influence in today`s result! 

We went in for tea, & were given an unexpected extra hour, due to the rain. As the time factor 
came into play so, the over`s gradually reduced. Parks still needed the desired total of 96 but they 
only had41 over`s& 9 wickets to get them. 

Bearing in mind, J Orr, D Roscoe, T Berkson & S Blackwell all gradually arrived as spectators, 
you don’t need me to spell the situation out! 

The second innings began with Carl & Mini opening their shoulders however, Mini was run out 
going for a second run which normally would have been achieved but for a spot on throw at the 
stumps from a deep long off. By the end of the fourth over Parks were 36/1 & looking odds on to 
reach their target. But by the 24th over the game was over as Parks were all out for 89.  

Yours truly had to endure the constant inane appealing from one of our colonial cousins. He 
constantly pleaded on his knees for mythical wickets, so much so that I was tempted to say, 
Allah is over there mate. But one has to try & retain some sort of dignity & decorum. (cheatin 
bastard) Just call me Darryl Hair. (a man who I admire)     

 

Come come old boy play the white man cos you aint sendin me down no swanee river 

The visiting captains excuse was, he`s very keen, to which I replied, very Roy Keane. 

 

“what der reckon Fletch” 

“he may get more of a response facing east” 



 
The day finished off well for yours truly. A generous bowl of Chris Hall`s chicken curry & rice, 
which, went down a treat. 

 

Super Six`s 
This proved to be a fun day with an excellent turn out, mainly due to the rugby lads & their 
lasses. The lasses winning the opening game of the tournament, which proved to be their 
downfall, as the wine flowed, & quite rightly so. 

The most remarkable sight of the day saw Tony Berkenstein cooking  foreskin fritters pork 

sausages & hamburgers on a gas barbeque. Does this man not possess any sense of moral or 

ethical identity or dignity?  

 

 

“circumcision anyone. Oi voi somebody has to bring home the bacon, already” 

 " שוין , בייקאָן די היים ברענגען צו האט עמעצער וואָי אָי

B R E A K I N G   N E W S 
Parks keeper makes Trent Bridge debut for Pakistan. 

      
Eddie    Kamran Akmal    & Alan                                      Carl f--- f--- f--- Brannon ! 

Very difficult to tell them apart…… on the field of play. 

 



 

 

Act XIII 

                    The 2nd XI X away at Barnton                        

This game, was on par with the header poster. Amongst the starring roles were Old Paks, 
Barnton & yours truly who also made a couple of contributions, although my parts were one for 
each side for which, I can be excused. Refer them if you can, was also my get out clause. But it 
was still my fault.! 

However, the two teams contributed to what can only be described as, the classic comedy of 
errors. The hosts won the toss & invited Mini & his men to do their worst in the field, a task that 
is never beyond them at any given time, or venue. But this was classic buffoonery which kept a 
growing crowd & yours truly amused for a few hours. 

The game started with Mike Cardus making his debut behind the stumps, dis abily assisted by 
three slippers who were quickly dispersed to other parts of the field but that did not dilute their 
performances, they Carried On Regardless. 

Rob & Stu opened the bowling for Parks, & it was Rob who forced his father, (collectively 
known as Meandad) into action diving to his right at square leg & stopping a certain boundary, 
one would have thought, that by making up such ground the flying pig may as well keep hold of 
the ball, but no, once again, the long arm of the law let their target slip through their hands. 
Nevertheless he was to later make a very impressive arrest by taking a catch whilst once again in 
the air, while his team mates looked the other way, I`m sure the arresting officer has done similar 
with the hierarchy, off the field. 

Meanwhile, Carl, Dave Terry & June Jon entertained the crowd & I with their Rob Greenesque 
fielding, as we Carried On Laughing. 75/1 shortly became 94/2 when Mini put down the batters 
middle stump, this was quickly followed Stu taking a much deserved wicket on appeal, which 
displeased the batsman, as always, with the score on 97. 

The hosts Carried on Cruising as the  next 10 over`s yielded 60 runs when Fee Gee took a 
blinding catch injuring himself in the process, but he managed to Carry On at Long On. This 
episode seemed to inspire Parks as Rob Marnick  took a further 3 wickets in quick time, 
followed by Jon who managed to snaffle two but, the hosts managed to post a score of 191 off 
their allotted over`s. 



 
This week Jon decided to change his weaponry by using spin rather than  pin! 

                                                               

After the tea interval Carl & Mini came to the middle. Carl quickly turned about face, his gate 
being left open, while his gait was followed by his traditional Carry On Screaming expletives, 
having lasted one ball more than Hitler possessed. He was quickly followed by the skipper, who 
was out on appeal after one kept low. JC was not far behind, being caught in the gulley with the 
score on 13/3 off six, leaving Parks Up The Khyber 

To cut a brief innings report even shorter, cast your mind back to the Pakistan efforts at Trent 
Bridge & Edgbaston, the picture should become clearer, except Parks reached 3 figures with 
their batting effort.  126 for 9.with 9 balls to spare, before Fee Gee Carried On his innings, but 
Lost His Head by holing out to mid off. 

Hopefully if someone from the powers that be are reading this, will realise the Carry On Theme reflect the club`s demise & 
their handling of it. These SIX guys over 45 should not be running around for 45 over`s, they should be in the coaching role 
teaching the youngsters, as do every club we meet. 

It`s a testament to their loyalty to the club that they carry on representing it. Some may say no other club would have them 
however, without them Parks 2nd XI would be well & truly fucked, just like the 3rd XI & currently, the Sunday XI But that is 
another issue for which the reason, has not been addressed.     

Act XIV 

Second XI Home to Oakmere 

 

 اس�می جمہوريہ پاکِستان

                                                                                       

Old Paks Calamitous Catching  

Old Pakonians quite rightly kept faith with Mike Kardis behind the stumps, while C Beckett & S 
Blackwell where added to the team, Chris was somewhat restricted by injury, which meant Paks 
were lacking another bowler who could have shared today`s heavy burden. However, the home 
side did have eleven men this week & still invited the opposition to post a score.  



 
In attendance today was the club chairman who took his place at the Royal Container end, & it 
was noticed that his hat never reached the ground all day, owing to the fact he wasn`t wearing 
one.  

Although the Pakis Parks only managed to take one saad wicket, they kept the score down to 43 
off half the allotted over`s, that wicket being snaffled one handed by Blackie at square leg. 

 It was after the drinks break that things got a little confused, shall we say. 

 

 

Malik McEwan  dropping a dolly off his own bowling started proceedings.  Pete (Imran Fatwat) 
at gulley spilled a straight forward chance, then the usual suspect, (Younis Khan)Useless Carl  
grounded a pair,(yes, it Wasim again) followed by Lee, then to cap it all, the skipper dropped a 
skyer off his own bowling. These were the easy chances that went begging, meanwhile the 
batting side had reached 128 for the loss of the early wicket in only 18 more  over`s. 

The next seven over`s produced 53 runs with the loss of 5 wickets, four of them being run outs, 
whilst Orr Ma Gawd took his second wicket of the innings. Meanwhile, Parks had managed to 
manufacture a score of 181for 14. 

 

Waqar Younis. &  Imran Khan More like Useless Wanker & Imran Can`t 

All in all I suppose the visiting team were pleased to go in at the interval with a score of 181 
after an innings & a half. They also made a major contribution to their hosts bowling points by 
inducing four run outs, for which they could afford. Meanwhile Mini looked to be in a mean 
mahmood with his team during tiffin, so much so that he took part in Ramadan. 



 
After the feast of evo, asif, Mini Mansoor & Mohammed Yousless came to the middle. 
Goodness gracious me Mini left us on 13 which brought in Abdul Blackwell, meanwhile Carl 
was playing a rather responsible innings, while Blackie went at 33, Jon Kabul on 44, finally Carl 
on 85 after 34 overs, who was very quickly followed by HAMed Roscoe who was given out 
LBW by the skipper, who created another soor man, to his credit both bat & batsman left the 
field unified, praise be to Allah. 

The game became rather tense with Old Paks trying their best to lose it. A needless dismissal 
caused by Orr ma gawd saw Ghengis Kardis  IM ran out going for a needless second run. Which 
brought Vijay out to the middle & between them saw out the remaining over`s to give Old Parks 
a draw. 

However, there was an issue with ball tampering by Parks but, what they get up to in the showers 
is not my concern. 

ــر   ال  ا oakmere ونیدوســرے گھ

पुराने Pakonians काफ	 ठ�क ह
 �टंप के पीछे माइक Cardis �व�वास के साथ रखा है, जब�क सी एंड एस बेकेट !लैकवेल जहां ट
म को जोडी गयी , �&स कुछ चोट 

(वारा )*तबं,धत �कया गया था, िजसका अथ0 हम एक ग1दबाज जो आज साझा �कया है सकते थे ` कमी भार
 बोझ है. ले�कन, घर क	 ओर 8यारह पु9ष इस 

स;ताह और अभी भी �वप= के >लए आमं?@त �कया एक अंक के बाद था. उपि�थ*त म1 आज Bलब अCय= जो रॉयल कंटेनर अंत म1 उसक	 जगह ले ल
 , 

और यह देखा था �क अपनी टोपी तक पहँुच है, कभी जमीन सारा Fदन वा�तव म1 वह ` एक ट
 wasn पहनने के कारण �कया गया था. 

हालां�क Pakis पाक0  केवल एक �वकेट लेने म1 कामयाब रहे हH, वे 43 अंक नीचे बंद रखा आधा ` पर आवंFटत क	 है, �क �वकेट वग0 एक पैर पर !लैक	 (वारा हाथ 

snaffled जा रहा है. इसके बाद IJBंस Kेक है �क चीज1 एक छोटे से उलझन म1 है, हम कह1  >मला है. 

Stuey अपनी ग1दबाजी से एक पुतल
 छोड़ने क	 काय0वाह
 शुN कर Fदया. gulley पर पीट (इमरान Fatwat ) एक सीधे आगे मौका ,गरा Fदया है, तो हमेशा क	 तरह 

बेकार काल0, संदेह एक जोड़ी आधाPरत , ( इसे �फर से वसीम ) ल
 (वारा पीछा �कया , तो यह सब टोपी, क;तान अपनी ग1दबाजी से एक मोमबQती को ,गरा 

Fदया. इन आसान संभावना है �क भीख माँग गए थे , इस बीच बRलेबाजी करने वाल
 ट
म केवल 18 ` एस पर अ,धक म1 जRद
 �वकेट के नुकसान के >लए 128 

पर पहँुच था 

 

Act XV 

The 2nd XI X away at Alvanley  

Once again we set out without the recommended number of players. Which has become beyond 
a joke. If it wasn`t for our chairman & Charles Allen`s day off we may not have travelled at all. 

On arrival at a rather picturesque venue, I was warmly greeted by the home skipper Nigel, who 
very kindly escorted me to my separate changing facility which was thankfully situated away 
from the rest of the travelling party. The umpire`s facilities were excellent. Tables & chairs, 
plenty of room & a carpeted floor. The only downside was that one had to lower one`s standard, 
so to speak, & share the showering facilities with the lower class plebs. 



 
 One found that such an odious experience. Coarse language, bodies that that contained the most 
vulgar of aroma`s, obscene hirsute backsides, rude tattoos, cheap shower jel, & even cheaper fly 
repelling deodorant spray. Mumsy would have cringed. 

Nevertheless the game itself proved to be entertaining with its ebbing & flowing although, it did 
lack 20 over`s. Parks were invited to bat & after the covers were removed I noticed a rather large 
damp patch just on a length, which induced the usual gaffaw of laughter but, not for long. 

Charles & Carlos opened the innings & were proceeding rather nicely with the aid of wide`s,  as 
the bowler at my end tried to pitch the ball on the damp patch but, when the ball did pitch there it 
held up & the cut shot which was there normally, wasn`t & gulley sent 4 batsmen back to the 
hutch. It could have been worse had Carl`s counterpart held the chance in the first over. 

At 95/4 after 29 over`s Parks look set for a decent score but the remaining 5 wickets could only 
muster 36 runs between them, with 3 of the wickets falling in their final over which included a 
needless run out leaving the hosts a target of 132 & a total of 51 over`s in which to reach it.  

The highlight of the innings came when Rob Marnick hit a six into a nearby garden. As it sailed 
over the fence I noticed the home side cringing, another claim I thought, but no, as a dull thud 
was the result. 

In for tea, I do the ladies a disservice by calling what was served up, as a tea. This was a 
sumptuous buffet. Freshly made on site, home made & we left nothing. 

One can always judge a good tea, when Jon Orr gets up more than once, which he did. 

As I took the field for the 2nd innings I attempted to pass the time of day with the grounds man 
who was remarking the pitch. The miserable bastard had a face as long as the wicket except the 
wicket had more life in it. 

Rob & Charlie opened the bowling & Rob got quickly into his stride & by the 11th over had 
removed 4 batsmen with the score on 43, according to Mr DROScoe at 3rd slip, the opener who 
went on to make 50, was plumb LBW. 

Charlie, because of a lack of games, struggled at my end, my arms are still aching, was replaced 
by Mini, who took a wicket then proceeded to give the home skipper a life but, made amends in 
the next over from Stu at point after the batsman requested a cap. 

 At that stage 93/6 the game became a bit more intense. Stu made it 107/7 which intensified the 
game a bit more. But despite being faced with screams of anguish, despair, frustration & 
kidology the home side reached their target without the loss of any more wickets. 

On a positive note, Parks bowlers appeared to have adopted a new successful strategy by 
bowling at the stumps rather than at the off stump or did the return of Carl as keeper play a major 
factor.? 

After the game one had to endure the aforementioned shower experience with the oiks, but one 
has now come to terms with that experience, & have decided to put it behind me & carry on with 



 
my scarred life, as no amount of compensation will comfort or ease the pain & anguish that one 
suffered on that daunting afternoon. 

 

 

Act XVI 

Second XI hosted Winsford 

Yes Mini managed to recruite, cajoal or browbeat 10 more players for this game. It was good to 
see Dean Norman, Paul Disbury, Ryan Evans & the chairman taking the field. The former 3 
making a big difference in the fielding department, while I couldn`t decide whether  Mr 
Chairman was a slipper or just a casual observer. The usual suspects Jon Orr & Rob were 
selected for the 1st team at Alderley Park where the elements dictated affairs. 

 

Bob, my third umpire & his partner in crime, who rightly seems to be concentrating more on the game, than the lens! 

However, on a more positive note. The 1st XI are just about getting a better press than Tranmere 
Rovers, at the moment that is. 

If I was to tell you that the 40th over was bowled at 5pm you would be forgiven that the weather 
had  played a major part at Holm Lane. In fact it was the last over of the match & Parks were 
batting second a rather unique experience one would have to say. 

The visitors were plagued by holidays & such but to their credit made the trip with a lot of 
youngsters, who may not have enjoyed the game but they did enjoy Peter`s chips. So much so 
that he had to dig into his stash & produce some more which may be added to the tab! 

Parks were all invited to take to the field, with Pearl Stu & Dean opening the bowling. The 
visitors got off to a flyer, but naive fielding & a touch of luck were partly to blame. Stu failed 
with a c&b in the 7th over, but regained a bit of dignity by taking 3 wickets in his next 
consecutive over`s leaving Winsford on 31/3, which became for 4 when Dean had one pouched. 



 
The wickets tumbled as the inexperience began to tell. The youngsters were not ready for such a 
stage yet. Mr Roscoe was urging Stu on with his glug glug glug motions, more threatening than 
supportive one found. Eventually the visitors were all out for 57 off 31 over`s, leaving Parks 
more over`s than runs needed, not even they could make a mess of this I mused, but the element 
of doubt remained. As the saying goes, cricket can be a funny game. Anybody who has watched 
this lot would bear that out. 

Stars of the innings were Stuey with 6/26, Dean 3/22 with the skipper getting the crumbs. Best of 
all only 3 catches went down, the same amount as Tranmere did, again. 

We took tea in the members lounge. It was a bit like having egg & chips in The Savoy but, the 
non players were only too happy to swoop up the plentiful scraps. 

Carl & Mini strode out into the middle, both found it difficult to get of the square, that was until 
Carl left the square on 0, after 3 over`s. Seven over`s later Mini also took his leave with the score 
on 56 having failed to make his ground when the scores should have been equal. 

Mr Roscoe eventually managed to get to the crease & I gave him a middle-ish guard. He then 
proceeded to put the ball over ones head clearing the rope to take us in for Stuey & Carls jugs. 

A very rare comprehensive victory gave Parks a much needed 25 points & due to the early 
finish, some of us got lashed up. Which made refreshing change. 

 

Act XVII 

 

22Second XI away at Runcorn   

We mowsyed on down to the wild west town of Runcorn to face them injun varmints. 



 

Once again thanks to the rootin tootin chairman, Parks managed to recruit a full compliment. 

Consisting of The Magnificent Jon, Terry, Dave, Stuart, Peter, Carl & Dave Wild Wessy, 

Wounded Knee as well who between them have accumulated 300+ in years, sadly. 

After a delayed start the hosts decided to have a bat while Rob partnered Stu in opening the 

bowling on a dusty trail with no REWARD just the traditional spillages. 

 

Although they went up stranger the 7 escaped capture, biting the dust via the hand.  Dysentery 

is Rife Again. Although the police may like to interview you all. 

The opening bowlers were replaced by Jon & Mini & Jon made the break through when a gun 

barrel straight one forced my trigger finger to send the opening batsman varmint 

out of town with the score on 94, he didn`t look to happy. I no speak in fork tongue 

white man.  But they never do. While his partner assured me that LBW decisions are rare on 

the slope, I simply reminded him we were not at Lords but Boot Hill, as he too shot 

himself in the foot. 

Meanwhile the hosts had a Bonanza by galloping to a score of 201/ 7 with that darn son 

of a gun Mini taking a Michele, boy (spits in can) while Parks looked as if they were to 

be the victims of another Rawhiding 

After A Fistfull of Butties & A Few Butties More Mini was able to walk off his mess 

of vittles after only 4 rounds, the bowler being quicker to the draw, while in the very next over 

Calamity Carl (The Good) followed him, followed rather quickly by the Outlaw Josey Orr, 

(The Bad) then The Primark Kid (&The Ugly) leaving Parks struggling on 56/4, which 

created The Alamo mentality, with Davey Crocket Roscoe fending off everything that 

came his way, whilst the rest performed like big Jesse`s, not James unfortunately. 

           Although the 3 share their names........................... they performed like these. 



 

                                                                                                

However, as luck would have it the threatening inclement weather reared its ugly head & it 

lashed down, leaving Billy The Yidd, Butch, Cardus, Buffalo Bill Walker, Lee 

Van Cleef Howard & Deputy Dawg Marnock all holed up.  

Yours truly, into the saloon bar  to watch the test match, there appeared to be a few no balls, 

rather spacious ones at that, now we know why. 

The rain stopped & another stroke of luck went Parks way. The youngsters, in their eagerness to 
get out of the monsoon, had not covered the strip properly, leaving, heap big problem, a rather 
long dangerous patch were the batsmen normally run. 

The skippers were of mixed feelings, as is always the case. We went back out at 7pm covers off, 

pitch unfit & the rain came again, my colleague Billy the Kidd, & I decided that would be 

enough for today. There would be no trail of tears for the visitors. 

So the Magnificent Seven Batting by the Runcorn Cowboys were all in vain, as the rain 

saved Parks scalps & we headed off home into the sunset.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Derek Roberts 1926-2010 

 

Old Parks 1st XI v Disley 

Unfortunately this fixture was to prove to be the final innings for Derek Roberts. Sadly Derek was 
dismissed just 16 away from his maiden century. 

He will be fondly remembered by both teams & umpires, taking up his regular positions, either at 
extra long gulley(as in the image), behind square, extra long off or extra long on although the 
picture suggests Derek appears to be ready & able for slips duty. 

He & his son Steve regularly joined us for tea, a plate of chips being the order of the day & a cup 
of tea to finish them off with. 

If one may be so bold as to add a story of an event in 2007. 

Old Parks were at home, & I was umpiring at my traditional end, the once was, the Clubhouse end. 
Bob & Derek had taken their vantage points when Bob decided he needed to powder his nose, 
consequently he forgot to rejoin his co spectator, who subsequently fell asleep in chair. 

Meanwhile Parks chairman, who was strolling around the boundary found Derek fast asleep, but 
for some reason could not wake him Dave, thought the worst & panic ensued even on the field of 



 
play, suddenly Derek woke up & enquired what was the score & Dave`s face & trousers both 
changed colour. 

Methinks Derek was too much of a gent to relate to the events on the field being the reason for 
him dozing off. I vividly remember the game because I very nearly joined him. 

I`m sure others also have a fond tale or memory to tell about our regular observer Derek. 

We hope we gave you many hours of pleasure. 

 

 

Home to Windsor Wesleyans Sunday Friendly 

After the demise of the Sunday team mainly thanks to the previous regime, I managed to recruit 
a somewhat motley crew to fulfil the chairman`s request. It was the club BBQ & Dave felt that a 
game should be played in order to enhance the occasion, or create a better ambiance. 

We were also fortunate to have had a bright, warm sunny day. All 3 ingredients made the day a 
success, whatever happened after the booze kicked in, I am not yet aware. 

I thought a recruitment campaign might be a good idea to assemble a team. Lesser subs, a non 
existent Evo tea, no chips but a tea created by not the most pretty of tea ladies, Chris Hall but, 
pretty effective. 

I managed to get eleven players but we ended up with 9 however, the opposition brought 13 so 
we evened things up. 

Parks team consisted of The Rugby 1st team captain, a high ranking policeman who informed me 
of his drink problem, a legalised stalker, the under 11s coach, a cleaner from the local factory, a 
mature student, 2 females, one who can`t shut up & another one who thankfully can`t hear her, 
the ex Sunday team captain & 2 Pakistani`s. (steady Mr Caton) 

Parks were invited to give Windsor a target to chase. They managed to reach 149 off the allotted 
35 over`s, Chris Hitch getting his maiden 50 of the season, while yours truly had a bit of fun with 
the Paki bowlers, who were either not aware of the no ball controversy, just ignored me for 
overstepping the line, or embarrassment. 

When I no balled them legitimately I told them my money was on the previous ball, I think 
Ronnie would have been proud of me & my Darryl Hair attitude. 

In we went for tea. We thought we were at the Savoy. A buffet rather than a tea, table cloths, 
serviettes, cutlery, china plates, freshly well filled sandwiches, assorted salads, fresh cream 
gateau, fruit & tea consisting of more than one tea bag. We were baffled, as to why there was 
something not quite right, then the penny dropped. The food items had not been allowed to 
develop a vintage. Thanks again Chris for a job well done. 



 
Its a good job it wasn`t Saturday as the onlookers wouldn`t have got a sniff  but  it certainly 
hampered the side fielding second.  

Alex took out the opener in the very first over of Park`s reply & after that the tea took its toll 
Windsor reaching their target with 12 over`s to spare.  

Which meant we could all join the hostilities festivities in the bar. 

 

 

 

The 2nd XI play hosts to Stockport 

 

 

The image above is not meant as a joke it represents the state of the club`s 2nd XI. 

Not only did the skipper, Napoleon, have to press gang Dave Roscoe, Ritchie Beckett & Dave 
Westwater, he also had to recruit an outsider in order to make this fixture a bit more competitive 
against the team at the top. 

However, reluctant & petulant members are not helping the situation with their constant refusal 
to play for their club, but are only too happy to criticise the members who do turn out week after 
week. That is another issue for another time, one ponders. 

Stockport won the toss & elected to bat, whilst Stu & Mike opened the bowling, which was also 
restricted in numbers. Stu failing in another c&b, you stupid boy, the keeper also managed to 
ground one, only one though.  Don`t worry Carl I wont tell them your name.  

The visitors were struggling to get the ball away at first, but were fortunately not losing any 
wickets. The first wicket went down at 56 with the aid of yours truly & the index finger, as did 
the second on 70, Stuey being the grateful & somewhat shy benefactor.  

They did not need my permission to walk just a little guidance. 



 

 

Stu`s swing bowling was certainly in the right channel, but, at times it went beyond the Maginot line. 

Stockport managed to reach 100 after 28 over`s, however, the next 12 doubled the total as 
tiredness, inexperience & the lack of bowlers took their toll. Thankfully Stockport declared after 
40 over`s losing only 3 more wickets in the process of posting 203/5. We are all doomed. 

During the tea interval, we were made aware of the sad news, the passing of Derek Roberts. Who 
was a regular observer at Holm Lane on a Saturday. 

Once again Mike was chosen as an opener, this time with the bat, he & Carl came to the middle 
confident of getting something from the game, while I admired the sentiment I couldn`t help 
thinking that perhaps his brain is in no mans land, do panic I thought, as they took their home 
guard.Who do you think you are kidding Mr Brannon. I`ve been here before. 

Mike left the scene of the mauling at 26, he was very quickly followed by his partner on 28 who, 
in turn was followed by Dave Roscoe, who copped a rather Lowe one, with the score on 34. 
Nobody called diiiissmiss, but they were pretty smartish about it, the orrible lot. 

John Cable & Peter Fearon both made a valuable contribution of 44 till John perished by leaving 
one that came back in. Do you think that's wise, he may remember. Parks were now 77/5 off 18, 
it was a good run rate but the stupid dismissals made invasion a mere formality.  

Chris, Terry & Peter were next in line to beat a hasty retreat, back to the bunker, one bowled & 
two fingered, they don’t like it up em.(LBW) Left Battle Wounded, leaving Parks 122/8 needing 
82 with 2 wickets. 

Out strode Godfrey Beckett, sheer poultry in motion, who was caught short as usual without 
adding to the score, which left Leigh & Stu pid boy to keep the fuzzy wuzzies at bay which they 
managed to do for 3 over`s while adding 12 runs. 

The mend & make do brigade continue to do a good job & have done throughout season, in spite 
of the problems inflicted on them. They, at least are safe from the drop. So don’t panic, just yet. 

 

The 2nd XI X away at Hale Barns 



 

                                                     

This was the final suicide mission of the season, which also coincided with the 9th anniversary of 
the 9/11 attacks in the US, & the demise of the twin teams @ Old Parks.                                                                                                     

 Not for the first time this season the 2nd team have had to endure playing against the numerical 
odds, a problem that the team has bin ladened with for most of the season. 

 This auspicious day also started with a bang, Carl being the victim of a car bomb explosion, a 
western produced radiator which, after lifting the bonnet, exploded in his face causing minor 
injuries to face & left arm, which meant at one stage the game was 9 v11. However, he soldiered 
on, but his lack of mobility behind the stumps seemed to improve his performance. But we did 
lose Rob, who was converted into the heathen game of rugby but we managed to BAG his DAD, 

We arrived well before time in glorious sunni-shine. The surroundings were of a very well to do 
area, but we plebs, from our lesser hovels were not overawed by any means, although it saddens 
me to say, my umpiring colleague`s attitude was something never to be desired. The pompous, 
stuck up, upper class, plum in gob, ignorant, PRAT. There goes the second explosion.  

Parks elected to bat, & has fate would have it, with the score was 9 after 11 balls, we came off 
because of what came falling from the sky. (eerie eh) Of the 15 men who walked off, only 14 
would return, Mini being the first casualty caught behind enemy lines, who was very shortly 
followed by Carl, LBW, JC bowled & Terry LBW leaving the score on a palindromic 41 for 4 
off 14, Carl & Terry going quietly but not to happy, but that`s another storey. 

A mini collapse as the next 3 wickets to crumble were also victims of the unpopular decision, but 
Mr Fearon came a poor second to his bat on reaching the changing room as it sailed through the 
air right into the building while Messes Cardus & Westwate, having been the victims of the 
shock & awe syndrome, took their torture without a word.. Meanwhile Lenny hit a towering 6 to 
take the score up to 118, while Lee going for a suicidal drive, lost his off tower. Leaving the 
heretic hosts 911 119 for victory. 

 

A criminal image of terror never to be repeated in the second innings ! 



 
After a rather sumptuous tea prepared by Ann, the retiring tea lady, which included pots of 
yoghurt, Mullah Lite, of course. Parks went out to confront the infidels & their capitalist, 
imperialist western pig dog of a leader. 

After only 11 over`s 3 of the unbelievers had been sent to their next world with the score on 
11thanks to Stu & a brilliant stumping by Carl, the batsman out of his ground on zero. Parks 
continued their bowling onslaught, Mike taking out another western heathen. After 20 rounds, 4 
wickets had fallen to the ground while only 40 runs had been achieved. 

However, the next two batsman managed to put together a rather fortunate 67, the ball 
continually being slammed into their pads but MIraqulously missing the target ! Perhaps the call 
of hijad instead of howzat fell on a combination of deaf ears & blinkered vision. 

Parks did manage to take another batsman out before the conflict drew to a close, Lee being the 
marksman. 

 

Bollox, they don’t trust anybody. 

 

 

you think that umpires on a sticky wicket ! 

After the game I walked off with my colleague & he said. “ it was a good game, it made a nice 
change not to be abused by the opposition for my decisions” Although I obviously don’t agree 
with any abuse towards any umpire but, I can see why our friend attracts it.  It appears he is an 
instigator on the war on t error who if not careful, maybe given the fatwa treatment. 

This also reflects on Old Parks having a lot more dignity about them than most other teams. 

Sunday Friendly v Windsor Wesleyans  

Once again we entertained our friends from across the water, once again we managed to 
assemble a team to fulfil the fixture, once again we came second, once again Chris Hall did us 
proud & once again we all had a good day. 

Parks captain Greg & Windsor skipper Paul manipulated the toss & Parks invited Windsor to 
have a bat. Ex Parks old boy Keith Leicester struck the first blow in his third over with a c&b. 



 
That was his only success although he did bowl well & was also left stranded at the end with the 
bat. 

The Wesleyans managed to post a score of 111for the loss of their 9 wickets, with Alex claiming 
herself a bunny by getting Peter`s scalp for the 3rd time in as many games & Rob bagging a 
treble. 

After an excellent tea, Parks began to make inroads into their target but, their cavalier attitude 
was to cost them. Of the 9 wickets to fall 4 were ducks while Darren did his best to keep the 
innings together, Parks ended their innings 40 runs short of their target, but if yours truly had 
took any notice of the over exuberant un-showered Paki bowlers the total would have been a lot 
less, as they Loudly  Beckoned Walkies. 

 

September 18th 

,  

                                                    Batting,             Bowling,                            Fielding             & Evo`s teas 

                                                                                                         or 

                                                    Famine             Famine                                Famine               & Flatulence 

Judgement Day 

The day of reckoning is upon us. The whole issue depends on Parks first XI performance at 

Wirral, while the 2nd XI can only wait & wonder what their future holds. 

Only the complete massacre of Wirral will suffice. David & his ten commanders have a goliath 
task ahead of them. But with Chris Hitch (the hand of plod) & Mike Marnick (the son of plod) 
perhaps Parks will be able to remain in the promised land. 



 
Unfortunately, as we now know they failed in their quest, not on the day, but in the season as a 
whole. As always there are defining moments in a season which can be picked out, but that 
happens in all aspects, promotion, a cup win & relegation, the latter is always best forgotten. 

Nobody could have forecast the outcome of today`s events. Three teams on the Wirral having 
their last supper but, I`m sure the rest of the league will see it as two lesser journeys next season, 
while Parks can console themselves with a guaranteed direct debit of 50 points in next seasons 
campaign which has been the case for several seasons. 

Whilst one is sure that the teams at the Memorial Ground, Thornton Common Road enjoyed a 
hearty meal, all we had to cry in was Evo`s “ nappy contents” ( he calls it curry) & chips. It’s 
fine if you are a vegetarian, as he does a good job of disguising the chicken.  

Several complained about the lack of spice but for a dish that has more of an affiliation with the 
freezer, than the stove, what would one expect!! 

 

Poor old Carl was first out of the blocks, right into trap two it was the most purposeful & 
quickest of runs he`s completed all season, just making his ground one was led to believe. The 
running commentary went something ”its comin out hotter than it went in” As coincidence 
would have it Carl was also the first Parks batter to leave the field of play, yes, but this time he 
was caught short of the crease. 

The Second XI X IX played hosts to Ashley 

 

 

Parks had plummeted to a new depth in both instances today, league status & a dismal turn out 
for the second team, The chairman being unavailable because of his holiday, who should not 
even come into the equation &eleventh hour cry offs, but the lads rallied round as they always 
have this mend & make do season. A pattern seems to have developed in the last few home 



 
games. Teams have selected players with Asian persuasion for obvious reasons, however, the 
lack of used hot water meant big savings on the  electricity bill.  

Mini decided to bat, this would be Parks last fling with the bat in this league, & their last innings 
till next April. As mentioned Carl left us on 11, Mini followed at 25 in the 15th over & the 
procession continued  up to the 38th over with 71 on the board. 

A quick turn round saw Stewy take a fifa while Lee took a c&b. There were a couple of early 
chances that went to ground a stumping in the first over & a rasping hook shot that stung Darens 
hand at square leg. 

Ashley managed to reach their target with 30 of their alotted 54 to spare, but not without a fight 
& a fright, it must be said. 

So there it is guys, another season over . Lets hope that we get it together next April. 

 

& finally. 

 

 

                                 

Overall Assessment 

The silly twat in the pink hat who screams howzat when its comes off the bat... passes me by. 

The distraught on nought who`ve been caught when they should not have ought... pass me by. 

Victims of ducks, tales of hard lucks, who think the ump sucks, but we don`t give two f---- 
....passes me by. 

The given not outs, the benefit of doubts, all forelorn shouts & the Northwich louts...do not 
pass me by. 

Batters who have the gall, after hitting the ball, tend to stall, hoping their wicket wont fall ....they 
will be most definitely, passing me by. 

The blips in the slips, licking their lips contemplating Evo`s chips, as the ball .....passes them 
by, ..........frequently. 

Theres also the squawker, thinks he`s bowled a corker of a Yorker ... at a non walker......he 
wont be passing by 

Then there`s the mumbler, supported by the grumbler  who laugh at the stumbler but scream at 
the fumbler .. .... as the ball passes by, for more than one  bye.  



 
To the men in the field, oh what they can yield wickets & runs, not concealed, &  never 
repealed.......... wish they could pass by me . 

A call of no ball or wide can get a comment that`s snide, my time I`ll abide , they will 
eventually pass by me, bat by their side. 

Finally me on my round, hounding you for a pound before you leave the ground but if you win 
we don’t utter a sound , so I will never... pass you by. Cheers & thank you. 

Yours in Agony 

Steve Fletcher ECB ACO Umpire & Raffle pest.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


