THE  BREWS





Well it was yet another ordinary display of competition that the crowd was faced with as the Chookies entered the arena.  'Who the hell have we got this week' and 'Can we double our score of 180 odd from last week?' were cries coming from the sidelines.  This later question would not be answered until further in the night as the opposition 'Clarence Park' (what kind of pathetic name is that for an ICA cricket side) were batting.  After the first four overs, and much ballroom dancing down the pitch, the score was totalling -1.  This was thanks to some suburb bowling by the Chookies, with a lot of help coming from Scott 'Swampy Marsh' Amos and his antics behind the crease.





The second batting pair looked as if they knew what they were on about and the quick jibes and antics seemed to mellow as the Chookies appeared to have serious opposition.  This pair managed to tick the score over comfortably and a competitive score was pending.  However this was very much short lived with the final two batting pair not providing much resistance and allowed players like myself to amend our pathetic bowling figures from the first spell.  Final score 93. 





It would be Scott and Randall to open again and as they strolled out cries of 'We'll declare when you guys score 94 and head up to the bar and get stuck into some beers'.  After several swashbuckling strokes and some cheeky singles from Randall 'I like to make sure fast bowlers don't take my head off'?????? our observations were confirmed - These Clarence fellas were Duds.  The only decent player was the 'Phillopousis' of cricket with his scud bowling proving difficult to dispatch.  However he spent the rest of his time proclaiming that he had nothing to do with the team and he was just filling in.  A score of 42 was collated after the first four overs.





Second off the rank was the pairing of Damien and yours truly.  A steady start had led the bowlers to find other means of collecting wickets - and completely dudding that up too.  Rydey spent the majority of the four overs trying to break the world record for consecutive Whooooshhhhhhhkaaaaaa'sssss, while only succeeding to give the top net a bit of a workout.  While down the other end, and after harsh criticism in previous weeks, the crossbat hoiks were slowly turning into carefully placed glances.  The final verdict - 46 runs.





What came next was something to behold - out strolled Gregg 'I like to bowl to leg slip' Fuller and Peter 'It's not that hot tonight' Bolton.  'Swing Batter Batter.......Swwwwiinnnngggg!' was the cry and a normally composed pair took all before them and compiled 70 odd runs.  'Bloody hell it is hot' was the cry from the Schlang after their innings and both of them then proceeded to leave the building like a flock of Elvis's. 150 odd was the score and the Clarences had their heads well and truly in the sand.





Wooly and Vlad were once again set a hard task of ensuring they didn't make minus 50 odd and lose it for the side.  Luckily enough they were as sturdy as the Sydney Harbour Bridge and put the opposition to shame with a Derryn Hinch touch about it.  SHAME Clarence Park, absolute bloody SHAME.  They managed to add to the score and the Chookies finished off with 180 odd (Yes there's the 'ODD' again - unfortunately the editor was in such hysterics at winning that his reporting memory somewhat lapsed in the final minutes).





(Con't)


Onto the bar for another round of beers and a foolish attempt to provide entertainment to the surrounding patrons, trying to hear themselves think. 





STU.


