BRINGBACKBREWSLETTER NO. 7  &   NAUSEOUSNETBALLNEWSLETTER


COMBO








An occurance as regular as a laxatives happened once again last evening, Chookless Heads lost.





Final Score - CH 62


	         Them 100





A maaaaaaaarvelous effort that, considering that we were as likely to win as Heccies under 10's playing the Bears in Brizzy, even though the cheeky bastard behind the counter at ICA said "....should be a good game....", yeh right!  As Grog correctly pointed out, "you wouldn't pick us on form" and "if we were a horse we'd be put out to stud", he said as he munched on some more hay whilst managing to de-shoe himself.





With Jase "Oh, by the way, I'm in Victor Harbor and I can't make it tonight" Skewes, Damian "Netball is a real game" Ryde, Stuart "I shoot goals out my arse" Saint, out of the selected Chookless 8 (to be known as C8 from now) and Pete "I can't play good stuff on the jukebox, so I'll put shit on" Bolton injured, our task was difficult to say the least.  Imports, Dave "I may look like I know what I'm doing but I really don't" %$&@%, Luke "Babyface" Woolman, Randal "I fly because I can" (bastard) Abbott included made the side look OK, but deep down we knew experience would take it's toll....oh, and the fact that Pete was forgetting to bowl on the blue stuff again! 





The first pair of their's batted poorly, the girly getting out less just a tad less often than the guy from Cypress Hill, final tally 14.  Unbef...enleivable performance, seeing as the first batting pair of every other team has reversed those numbers at least (and then some).  Great bowling from  Paul "I should play only every second week" Woolman, Aaron "I used to wear linoleum shorts in the seventies" Gardiner, Luke "It's OK if I bounce the girly, isn't it?" Woolman and  Dave gave us hope (a word we haven't seen grace the pages of the brewsletter's recently).





The second pairing struggled to come to terms with our "consistent and well thought out bowling attack" by Mr Valiumapidis, politely increasing the score to 35 after 8 overs, superlative bowling by Randal "I bowl roundarm, not overarm" Abbott and some seductive fielding kept us in the game.  A comment by myself to Stu at this time "yeh, but the one in front of the 35 isn't working", Rydy and Stu were most amazed by this fact, and unfortunately now, must be evicted permanently from the C8.





The third pairing of  Pete's mate Summopousis and Michael (who filled in for us last week, we now think that he wasn't playing, he was spying, taking notes, photographing secret documents - like the brewsletter, getting inside our minds before last nights game).  They systematically collected, compiled, gathered and accumulated their runs, 38 in fact, whilst we were keeping our spirits high by the fact that the game wasn't actually over before now.





The fourth pairing of Michael Slater esque, Simon and the guy that looks like Kramer combatted against some swift upish deliveries toward the facial area to make 27.  Great catch at the back net by Randal "If I can fly a jet, I can catch a cricket ball no probs!" Abbott, kept them to 100 - oh, also, a great stumping by Grog off the last ball too!


At this time, all hell broke loose, I ran off to combat the Checkers at Netball, Azza batted in the customary Schlong-Grog position so he could accustom myself to return to cricket when he had finished batting.  All that aside, and the fact that the opposition didn't turn up for netball until 0.42 seconds to go into the first quarter, all went well.





As Chookless Too gained the upper hand quickly and decisively, through precise passing and tight defending by Stu "Get out of my face with that shit!" Saint and Tracy "I want to divorce my parents" Gardiner, accurate shooting from Lea "This is just a warm up for basketball" Little and Damian "Belinda who?" Ryde kept the score ticking over on an all too frequent basis.  At half time (when I left), C2 were 15 to 1.





As I returned to cricket, I saw the score down to 7 with Grog and Schlang becoming more and more frustrated our hopes of a stirling  victory almost shattered.  Earlier, lusty hitting from Azza in the new and unaccustomary role as opener gained an early advantage, getting to the mid 30's before plummetting a la the Crows in Melbourne to 20.  





Meanwhile, the score at netball ceased to change for the opposition with Leanne ringing the changes in attack, midfield and defence, me off, Azza on to continue doing the job on the dwarf-with-no-idea centre.





Back to the cricket, Grog "Gee this grip is slippery" Fuller and Pete "Retirement is upon me" Bolton took the score to 15 after 8 overs.  





Thirdly, Dave "Lefty" @(#$&* and Randal "If Stuy aint playing, I'm gonna go the hoik" Abbott, stunned the scoreboard into submission as they practically made nothing, I recall 10 or so being mentioned somewhere, I feel that this may have preempted the amount of jugs to be brought upstairs.





As I went to bat, the chaos continued, I asked Grog to tell Lea that she had to run off to basketball, after all, netball was well and truly over, the score as I went to bat, 21 to 1, her problem, it was 7.20, a 7.30 basketball "tip-off" beckoned, as did the grogski's and jukeboxski's upstairs.





Luke "I'm gonna test the tension of the back net out" Woolman and Scott "I'm only gonna slog every second ball" Amos slogged 30 odd to not only become the highest scoring partnership this week, but for many, many weeks.





Final score in C2, 22 to 1.  Checkers got flogged, C8 got not so flogged.  A happy medium performance by all.  Not so good a turn out by the folk so much loved upstairs with just Grog, Schlang, Stu and myself gracing the delicate halls of the Stepney Saloon.  The bartender was seen during the game, forlornly standing at the top of the stairs waiting for his beloved C8's to make him busy, his ears fondly awaiting to be bled dry by the sounds of "Chirpy...", "It's not the way that you want it" and "Dancing Queen".





A double header of the greatest kind was played in high spirits and all involved were heightened by the involvement of others not so fortunate as to play for Chookless on a regular basis.





A good "mediocre" performance by the C8's, both upstairs and down (as usual), we can look forward to more ordinary efforts both on the scoreboard and in the brewsletter.





Once again, enough drivel for one week.





Please appreciate this, as it has taken all friggin day!





Yours in vain











Gadj





One of the only editor's that actually writes a brews these days!!!!!


