
PRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT="An old boy writes 

Dear Ric and fellow Villagers,

Kia Ora. Tatou. 

I'm deeply disappointed not to be with you tonight on the memorable occasion of Village's 21st Birthday Celebration, especially as I understand that the company (Village Store Inc.) these days has a vastly bigger operating budget than in the old days, and feel sure that you could have easily forked out an air fare for me to be with you up there in the (doomed) Northern hemisphere. In fact, I'm sure British Caledonian airways would have flown me back half-price if you said that it was Graeme Souness returning to salute the flag of the team he played all his best games for! Never mind, because I can see by the list of names of attenders you showed me (Tilley, Jackson and the rest) that there will be a good turn out of my era, even if it is only the SECOND eleven that can make it! 

Ah yes. I can see you all lined up there now, aged and wrinkled and professionally distinguished no doubt, but as always in the old days, if there's a pint involved, the turn-out is always high. I remember even Doug Carroll used to turn up regularly for training just because of the incentive of tainted bitter at the Selly Park Tavern afterwards - he even used to make room for the beer by frequently being sick after just one and a half sit ups. Oh dear, that's really started off my nostalgic memory banks. Doug didn't win many caps for Scotland or trophies for village - this would have involved an energetic walk to collect them, for a start, and so was probably beyond his effort quota for any particular game. But we all remember Doug as a classy midfield player of great vision and touch. Well, actually, most people remember him as the PLAYING PARTNER of a classy, touchy midfield genius, but we'll let that pass for now. Doug's vision did get a bit perverse, though, at times, didn't it? Do you remember how for about six games running we got into good positions in the opposition's box, with only the finishing kill to be put to the kind of stunning one-touch passing move that preceded Liverpool's immitation moves in this area, when Douglas, for reasons known only to himself, developed the tendency to stroke a classy 80 yard PASSBACK to Ric? This was suitably visionary,of course, but not too clever really. And the sort of thing that friendly, appreciative rivals such as Sporting Black Horse would respond to by up-yer-arse-Jimmy hand gestures and the dropping of the famous Black Horse shorts. For the record, though, we need to say that only about HALF of those passbacks actually resulted in own goals, as Ric usually played much better when confronted with a firmly struck passback than he did when confronted with mishit, bobbly nutmegs from fierce attacking foes! 

So who else is there, trying to pretend they're young and fit. Well, Dave Tilley of course. The only broad-speaking Geordie to be adopted as a token West Indian (Continental Star people used to say of Dave: He-heh mon, y'know, dis guy him spek like one of us, hinny!). Dave was an inspiring captain of course, and let's face it, only Dave could have been capable of passing the baton on, when he left, to an even BETTER captain. So let's be thankful for that if nothing else. His only fault being that he came from a wicked place that gets Scotland a bad name, being so near to its borders, Dave was five foot nothing of sheer character (and not a little skill). I remember early on in my Village days, he caught me out ducking a tackle, pretending my lace had snapped just as some lunatic Mike Seaborne-type lunged mentally towards our goal area. Dave would grab me by the jersey, looking fiercely up at me from all the way down there where he stood and say: (Geordie accent) 'WHEER wur yee, wheer WUR yee, ya wee (WEE?)fookn Jocky fookn shitebag' That's the kind of captaincy that the country needs today - firm but sensitive. And I had a major moral lesson too, because I never, ever saw Dave T duck out on anything. (though I don't think I'd want to live with him!) 

There were prestigious intellectuals in the team of course, even in those days, and this rightly led to the reputation we had in the league of being namby pamby poofterish Village People, just the sort of wierdos that made normal, adjusted folks like Sporting Black Horse drop their drawers and drool for blood.I recall Gentleman John Marzillier talking about psychiatry during matches - yes, mostly in relation to Sporting Black Horse! And Baz Jackson, that Pele of the biochem labs, used to closely examine blades of grass for photosynthesis traces after some young winger had run rings round him and left him flat on the turf. And then there was Mick Billig, scourge of fascists everywhere, and not always kind to midfield players either. I play a bit of golf these days, and every time I hit a wild slice with my nine iron, spoooning it a hundred foot in the air, I think warmly of Mick, for even when we in midfield were screaming blue to have the ball delivered to FEET, on the GROUND, over TEN YARDS ,so that we could start to build one of our typically classy, visionary moves, what we tended to get instead was Mick's inimitable impression of the nine iron slice, heading for the far corner post! 

Well, I could go on all night in this fond vein. I could tell of Glen deMello's occasional thundering thirty yard goals (they started to get very occaional indeed). Of how John Llewellen got so hard in the tackle that he would crunch wingers ruthlessly within just one minute of kick-off - (and these are the people who are teaching our CHILDREN???). Of Mike Seaborne's impersonation of a Patriot missile. Of Jim King's beutiful way of tying everyone, including himself, in total knots when he wandered down the left. Of Paul Henry's incisive thrusts on the right wing, but also his rather cunning way of getting a lot of FREE GIFTS. Whenever he lost his scintillating form, Paul used to resign from Village, get a present, join the Army or something else you could get out of easily, and then, when his form returned, he would show up and say 'I'm back Ric, any chance of a game?? 

Well, 'mates' as they say down here, I think I'll leave it there. What can I say. Those were great days,and you were great players and great buddiess. I'm sure you'll be giving 110% on the night, as always (or 55% in Doug's case). Save a space for me in the relic team photo (seriously!), and hey, we could make a comeback even now you know!! 

To Ric and the newer Villagers, keep up the proud tradition. 

Greg (Gregor McLennan) . 
