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Sidcup CC in Menorca 2007 

 

Personal Memories of Sidcup CCôs Tour of Menorca, 20-27
th
 April 2007. 

Or 

ñThe Reluctant Leaderò 

 

When Ray shocked the world of Sidcup cricket by announcing he was having an 

operation and would be unable to go on tour, little did I know that he had me in 

mind to take his place as Tour Manager!  I expected Smithers to be champing at the 

bit to do it, but it seems he was too busy!! 

 

So after some discussion and the laying down of various conditions (later, 

completely ignored), I reluctantly agreed.  Brian was going to help as well, which 

seemed acceptable. 

 

It is a funny thing and something that I had noticed in the past, but never really 

thought about, but once you are a designated ñleaderò, previously self-sufficient 

people suddenly depend on you to tell them what to do and where to go!  Bizarre!!  I 

hoped it wasnôt going to be like that! 

 

Anyway, after some of us had attended the South Thames League Presentation 

Evening on the night before our 3am departure, I left early, via Rayôs, with his 

handsome trophy, and went home for three hours kip.  I arrived back at about 2.30 

am with Brenda, to find most people already there, including those that had been 

there all night, playing table tennis, drinking and watching who-knows-what on TV!  

Well done Gerry for deciding to clean out the pipes overnight!!  We had two late 

additions to the party, to replace Ray and Julie ï Paul Hackshall, a friend of John 

Miller  and captain of their local cricket club, and Roy Sams, a friend of mine, who 

captained Blue Bell Hill to league glory last season. 

 

Having already phoned the coach company a day or so earlier, I was pretty sure our 

bus would turn up and it duly obliged.  A quick head-count or two to make sure we 

were all aboard and off we went.  An hour and a half to Luton surrounded by 

slightly inebriated and very tired bobbing heads.  The tedium was lifted slightly by 

the occasional breaking of wind by some of the comatose ñall-nightersò! 

 

We arrived at Luton airport without mishap and disembarked, to be advised that the 

driver would meet us at the same place on the return journey.  We had an exciting 

wait to book in, as we were a bit early.  However, there was some amusement to be 

had, as certain individuals with golf bags and huge cricket bags had to take their 

stuff to the ñOutsize baggageò desk.  A certain member of the party was heard to 

suggest that one or more of the touring party may come into the outsize category!!  

Unbelievably, there were no extra fees for weight, so we made our way to the 

Departure Lounge.  The ñBig Brunchò sign attracted most of those who you would 

anticipate to be interested in such a thing.  Some of us had Starbuckôs coffee and 

cake!  Eventually we got the call and flocked to the plane, most of us managing not 

to sit in our designated seats, which caused a bit of confusion for the stewardess for 
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a while.  Itôs no fun being six foot four in a normal seat!  We arrived on time and 

disembarked onto a scorching tarmac!  Phew!  At least the weather looked good.  A 

couple of headcounts and a load of waiting about later, we exited the airport, to find 

ñJuanò with the coach.  He was the first of many with that name that we met on our 

travels.  Unfortunately, not all the kit and golf clubs would fit in the storage space, 

but we managed to get the residue inside the coach.  Half an hour later, at about 

11am, we arrived outside the very attractive hotel and I found that being ñin chargeò 

has its uses, as I pushed my way to the front of the mob to announce our arrival and 

promptly got served and sorted first! 

 

Nice hotel.  Nice rooms.  Balcony.  Cool tiled floor.  Twin beds!  Aircon not on and 

the extractor fan in bathroom non-existent. The latter of these would cause some 

distress during the week in a number of rooms, I felt sure! 

 

The plan for the afternoon and evening was to eat and drink, as you would imagine. 

Most of us wandered along the coast, having dipped the odd toe in the hotel pool to 

test it, and found the Bar Reina Isabel.  There we had a pleasant lunch, with Estrella 

Damm beer, which was very palatable.  And the weather was very hot.  Woohoo!  

This was looking decidedly good.  We returned to the hotel and adjourned to the 

bar, testing the various drinks on offer.  Estrella was there (and everywhere else we 

went).  We found that the barmanôs name was Juan (really!) and he was a miserable 

git!  Phil and Dave tried the pool, reporting back that after their bodies had initially 

shutdown, due to the extreme cold, they managed to move a bit and it was actually a 

pleasant experience.  I had to try this out, as I do like a bit of a swim when Iôm on 

holiday and found, not surprisingly, the report was somewhat exaggerated.  It was 

only slightly freezing and quite enjoyable after a few seconds.  That got the lethargy 

out of the system and I returned to the bar invigorated. 

 

Eventually, it was time for dinner and we found the restaurant.  Joy of joys, it was a 

buffet service.  There were little faces lit with happiness all around me!!  The food 
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was magnificent all week.  That is the only word I can use, as there were any 

number of quality choices for every course.  It was not unusual to see tour members 

enjoying three or four main courses and the same number of desserts during the 

week.  Luckily, we are all thoroughbred athletes, in complete control of our bodies 

and what goes into them, so there was never going to be a problem with dietary 

control.  Lucky that! 

 

Breakfast was the same, as it turned out, with a huge choice of different types of 

breakfast.  Something(s) for everyone!  Including sparkling wine!! 

 

I digress.  We managed to make it back down to the bar after dinner, where we 

remained for a bit too long, as you would expect, eventually going to bed rather late.  

Some were to say that they had little recollection of the afternoon and evening, due 

to sleep deprivation!! 

 

The plan for Saturday was to go to the ground to watch the opposition and sample 

yet more alcohol!  The hotel had laid on a little bus each day, so the driver, ñJuanò, 

did two runs for us.  Others in the party had hire cars and had made other 

arrangements, like a round of golf, or sightseeing, so it was the hardcore cricketers 

and an occasional ñother halfò (Brenda!) who watched Menorca beat Tô Roses.  The 

Dutch side, De Kieviten also turned up later.  We witnessed a side needing over 100 

to win, with a few overs left and quite a few wickets down having to bat with nine 

men on the boundary.  Talk about negative.  The competition, if you are interested, 

Dear Reader, is played in a league of four teams.  Forty overs, eight per bowler.  No 

other restrictions.  Play each other once. 

The good thing about the cricket club, apart from it being a fantastic little place, is 

that beer costs £1 a pint!!  Yes.  You guessed it.  Estrella!!  However, it is the 

cheapest bar on the island.  ñHappy Days!!ò  As one member of the party was heard 

to utter on more than one occasion during the tour. 

 



4 

It was during the game that a number of things happened, one of which may have 

significantly affected our performances on tour. 

Having entertained the crowd at tea time with their rugby prowess, including a 

brilliant solo try by my spin twin, Smithers, the boys decided to work their way 

round the ground with their rugby ball during the second innings.  Unfortunately, 

they donôt play much rugby in India, which was to have disastrous consequences for 

one of our overseas playersé  Seeth (Yes, it was he) misdirected a spin pass over a 

wall topped with barbed wire.   ñIôll get itò, he said.  Before the others could stop 

him, he was up a handy ladder and over the wall, returning triumphantly with the 

ball.  ñWell done, Seethyò they cried, leaving him to climb down the afore-

mentioned ladder.  Oops!  Seethy fell off, the ladder fell on him and although only a 

light aluminium one, a hitherto unseen sharp corner ripped his left inner calf open 

below the knee.  Messy!! 

 

Luckily, El Presidente, Alick had arrived with his car and play was stopped while he 

drove across the ground to pick up Seeth and drive him to hospital.  Needless to say 

both were fined on the last day.  Seeth for being cut and Alick for driving on the 

ground! 

 

That dampened spirits a bit.  But, they werenôt away for long.  He had ten stitches, 

but it was a clean cut.  Lucky boy!  But he couldnôt play cricket for a while, ñJuanò 

the doctor said. 

 

I can also report that Allen ñTrigò Osborne was the first Sidcup member to get a 

wicket on tour, as he umpired in the game we were watching!  The first of many, as 

it turned out.  ñTrigò did tell me the sure-fire way of being given ñNot outò, but I 

cannot possibly reveal that here.  Did you also know there are eleven ways of being 

out?  Go on then.  Name them! 

 

Anyway, it also transpired that the Reluctant Tour Manager was also the Reluctant 

Captain!!  I hadnôt skippered a side since about 1748 and never regularly, so was a 

bit short of experience.  ñNo matterò, the boys cried.  ñYouôre skipperingò.  We had 

a selection meeting and came up with what was probably the strongest side available 

to play last yearôs winners, De Kieviten, the next day.  That included me, as I 

obviously had to play!!  Early night, in preparation for the big game?  No chance.  

However, some pre-match tactics were employed, with the crafty Dave Bastin 

buying a bottle of red for the opposition skipper and ensuring he drunk it!  I donôt 

drink wine, but a bottle of cheap Spanish red seems to be something even wine-

drinkers should avoid!  So we got to bed far too late and very drunk! 

 

When Sunday dawned, a bunch of bleary-eyed cricketers had a hearty breakfast and 

managed to get on the mini-bus to the ground.  It took three trips, but we all got 

there in plenty of time.  So more rugby practice and bowling on the matting/concrete 

wicket to see what it was like. 

The ñDutchò boys turned up soon afterwards.  When I say ñDutchò I mean it in the 

singular, as the rest were Aussies, Welsh, English and Swiss!!!  They had a 
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professional Aussie, who was their coach.  But we didnôt know that until days later.  

Hmmm!! 

 

Their skipper, Mohammed, known as ñMooshyò to his team, went out with me to 

toss up.  Mooshy tossed a ñJuanò Euro coin, I called wrong and we were fielding!  

Good start! 

 

Well actually, it wasnôt too bad.  If my memory serves me correctly, they were 125-

2 off 20 overs and looking good for a par score of 280!! 

However, skipper Mooshy, who had opened the batting with Aussie ñSeisoò, retired 

ill, due to the influence of cheap Spanish red wine.  He had fifty-odd.  ñSeisoò 

looked good, but had gone to a good low catch by Phil Robinson for 44.  All of a 

sudden, with the spinners Smithers and Robbo on, the runs were stifled.  Another 

funny thing.  I felt reluctant to bowl!  There were others in the team who could bowl 

and we were on tour.  Maybe I should have bowled earlier.  Who knows?  Anyway, 

we approached the last over in good shape.  Mooshy had returned a couple of overs 

previously.  The score at the end of the 39
th
 over was 199-7.  Not bad.  But there 

was a problem.  I had miscounted!!  A few overs earlier, it had become clear that we 

were going to be one over short at Philôs end.  I was on at the other end.  Brian was 

bowled out.  Dave Bastin was suffering from alcohol-induced flu (again!).  Bob was 

bowled out and Neil had stiffened up after a good spell.  Should I take off Phil for 

an over and let someone else bowl one to fill in, or should I wait until the last over 

for the one to be bowled.  Also, who could do it?  I decided to wait until the end, as 

Phil had them in knots and could easily take more wickets. 

 

I looked around and I spotted Beggy prowling about on the cover boundary.  Ah-

ha!!  He could be my man.  Not too slow and not quick enough to be nicked for 

four.  I had a word.  ñBeggy!  I have miscounted and need one over bowled at the 

end.  Could you do it?ò  ñNo.ò was the response.  ñBeggy, I wouldnôt ask if I didnôt 

think you could do it.  Itôs a difficult thing to do and they will try to get after you.  

Have a think.ò  Next over.  ñWell Beggy.  Are you up for it?ò  ñOK Skip.ò  ñAre 

you sure?  I donôt want to force you into doing it.ò  ñYes Skip.  Iôm happy.ò  ñGood 

man.ò 

 

So Beggy bowled the last over and they score 19 runs.  It wasnôt his fault, but it was 

a sobering lesson to the Reluctant Captain.  Count the effing overs carefully!!  By 

way of recompense to Beggy, I told him he could open, as he had carried out the 

role so well at Rainham last year.  He seemed unconvinced, but got ready to bat 

after tea.  He opened with Roy, who is a batter in the Shanks mould, but with a light 

bat.  Roy did not wear any headgear, though the Beggster was resplendent in his 

blue helmet. 

 

Roy took the first over, bowled by ñSeisoò.  It was to be the fastest spell of bowling 

anybody had seen for a while.  I later spoke to the first slip, who was astonished at how 

fast he bowled.  Each ball of the first over, slips and keeper went back a yard at a time 

and ended up halfway to the boundary.  It was the fact that Roy was not wearing a ñlidò 

apparently.  Coupled with the fact that they had a rather under-par score.  The first ball 
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was homing in on Royôs nose, before he got out of the way.  The rest of the over was 

similar!  Unsurprisingly, Beggy refused any quick singles.  Mooshy opened the bowling 

at the other end and he too was a decent pace.  Beggy left a couple of overs-worth, 

before the straight ball got him.  Meanwhile Roy was having the time of his life at the 

other end!!  He did latch onto a few full-pitched balls for some boundaries.  He had by 

now donned a helmet, as he decided discretion was definitely the better part of valour!  

He was struck a blow on the thigh and he and the wicketkeeper exchanged words about 

the fact that he rarely wears a thigh pad.  ñAt least youôve got a box on.ò  Roy put his 

hand on his crown jewels.  ñOh shit!!  I havenôt!ò  To guffaws of laughter, he made his 

way off the field, to shove the missing security item in its intended place. 

 

ñSeisoò eventually slowed down a bit, while Roy scored a really good 28.  Everyone 

there, including the opposition, was impressed with his guts and determination.  

Even if his memory is a bit dodgy!  He was caught in the deep as he middled one, 

the Reluctant Captain causing a slight stir as he cried ñShot!ò before realising his 

mistake!! 

 

Phil Robinson scored a superb 

61, which seemed like so much 

more.  Dave Bastin, emerging 

from his stupor, scored a 

thunderous 34.  There was a bit 

of an incident during his 

innings, as Mooshy and Seiso 

had to come back on, mid-

innings, in an attempt to stem 

the flow of runs.  Mooshyôs 

first ball was a foot outside off 

stump and short of a good 

length.  That meant it was in the 

slot for Dave.  With a full swing of the bat, he dispatched it magnificently over mid-

wicket for six.  Out of the ground.  Once the ball had been retrieved by their players, 

who managed to get over the wall and back without injury, Mooshy looked very 

focussed as he ran in to bowl the second delivery.  Whoosh!  The beamer flew past 

Daveôs head, as he took evasive action.  An accident?  In my opinion, No.  There 

were words spoken on the field of play.  ñYou effing twatò said Dave.  ñWhat did 

you call me?ò was Mooshyôs clever response.  Seiso started laughing.  ñTwat!  I 

love it!ò  Eventually, the over was complete and the two of them shook hands, but I 

donôt think they spoke again. 

 

Wickets fell and despite some gallant efforts, the task was a bit too much and we 

lost by 16 runs.  Hindsight.  What a wonderful thing?! 

 

We had some new supporters!  Bill Leask, ex-Sidcup Rugby Club President, and his 

wife, Pam, had come to watch.  They have a lovely house in Menorca and had made 

sure they were on the island at the same time we were.  They were to see more 

cricket than some of the tour members, before the week was out.  Bill and HBW 

Phil hooks Seiso 
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(and their families) had known each other for longer than they cared to remember 

and other long-standing cricket club members on tour also knew Bill.  It was very 

good of them to come and support us and we got to know them much better over the 

next few days.  Bill and HBW had both played together as centres in the 1
st
 XV 

some (many) years previously... 

 

We had some beers with the spectators, the opposition and the Menorca CC 

members, but the bus arrived a bit too soon, so we had to go.  We later asked for the 

bus to collect us an hour later on future match days.  More valuable cheap drinking 

time!  The ñDutchò told us later that it was the best game they had had for a while 

and they expected us to beat the other two teams. 

 

After the usual feast, we adjourned to the Reina Bar, where the dayôs play was 

discussed in ever decreasing circles...  Tô Roses boys were singing like Northern 

people do, whenever they are out in a group.  We were no match, but we gave it a 

go, before we got bored!  I think it was around this time that Brian coined Royôs 

nickname ï ñRandomò.  Never a more appropriate one, we all thought!  How good 

Brianôs psychic powers are is not clear, but he could be related to Mystic Meg!!  

Read on to find out why... 

We also had a selection meeting, as Dave and Phil were leaving in the morning.  In 

came HBW and John Miller.  HBW was concerned by the bounce and had bought a 

helmet with him.  He had been seen practising in it, not only at nets, but in the hotel! 

 

It was around this time that Brian discovered an interest in Licor 43.  A vanilla 

liquor, better known as Galliano in the UK.  I drink it with coke, but due to a mix up 

with Juan (the real one), he had lemonade in his.  It tasted good, so he didnôt change 

it.  We had drunk the hotel out of Licor 43 by Monday night.  The Reina Bar ran out 

by Wednesday.  The cricket club ran out of Pimms on Thursday.  At least that lasted 

the week! 

 

Monday arrived.  We were playing Menorca.  They had looked a decent side, but so 

had we.  I went out to toss up with ñBomberò, their skipper.  I might be doing him a 

disservice here, so apologies Bomber if you ever read this, but he looked like a 

surfer and therefore strangely out of place in Menorca and on a cricket pitch.  

Around forty years of age, six foot tall, big build, with shortish spiked hair, blond at 

the tips, with a little blond tuft in the middle of his lower lip.  Shades, bling, 

fashionably ripped jeans and trendy shirt. A larger than life character and a damn 

good cricketer.  He had scored a century against TôRoses on day one.  He also had 

the most unusual bowling action I have ever seen.  Not because he bowled with a 

weird action, but because he ran up to bowl off-breaks, over the wicket, from nearly 

ninety degrees and put his front foot down next to the wicket.  As a result, his action 

needed to have a big swivel, to get him facing the right way, which resulted in his 

right leg going up and over the stumps, before landing in the crease as part of his 

follow through.  It didnôt look odd from a distance, but once you got the right angle, 

it suddenly became apparent what was going on!  It was strangely compelling to 

watch.  Would he kick the umpire and/or the stumps!? 
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Back to the plot.  Bomber tossed.  I called ñJuanò again.  I 

called right!  We were batting!  I should explain that the one 

Euro coin has someoneôs head on one side and ñ1ò on the 

other.  In the spirit of our new little in-joke of Spanish 

punning, obviously, I had to call ñJuanò! 

 

Roy and HBW opened on another scorcher of a day.  HBW 

was helmetless!  What was all that practice for?  Probably 

seemed like a good idea at the time!  We batted nicely and 

without too much alarm, Roy scoring an interesting 41, 

middling just the one ball properly, which nearly broke mid-

onôs leg!  Roy was eventually caught again in the deep, with 

the Skipper yet again praising the shot loudly, as the ball was pouched!!  John 

Miller played a dogged innings of 46.  Or to be more precise, ten dogged innings, 

averaging 4.6!!  I think the tally was six dropped catches and three missed 

stumpings or run outs!!!  Neil Bastin scored a good 35 and Alan ñSlaterò McCawley 

slapped 26 not out.  We mustered 199, which seemed creditable against the home 

side and was more than the ñDutchò had scored against them.   I still donôt know 

why Alan ñSlaterò McCawley refused to run two on the last ball, I had reminded 

him it was the last ball.  He struck it to long on and we ran.  I turned, saw it was 

being dallied with by some old boy, and bellowed, ñYes.  Yes.  Yesò and set off.  I 

made it to the non-strikerôs end, where Al was standing saying ñNoò!!  I looked at 

him quizzically.  I may have uttered an expletive or two.  The ball was still in the 

outfield.  He wasnôt going to run, so I trotted back to the other end.  Then the ball 

arrived at the non-strikerôs end!  So doesnôt that count as two, as I ran three!?  I put 

it down to too many early nights!  I donôt think he stayed up after 9pm!! 

 

So we didnôt get the 200 I wanted, but I thought it was enough, if we bowled 

properly.  And we did bowl properly. 

 

We took the field in good spirits, after another team photo.  This time I counted 

correctly, but it was a tense game.  At 15 overs, we had been on 64, one run ahead 

of their score, both with four wickets down.  Richard ñBeggyò Begg took 3 wickets 

in his spell, bowling some magnificent in-swing.  Their skipper came in at six.  I 

knew he could bat, as he had told me earlier he had put on 150 for the last wicket 

against the ñDutchò last year.  He was the teamôs slogger.  And slog he did.  At first, 

it did not matter too much, as the batsmen at the other end was only semi-

competent, but as time passed with no breakthrough, even he began to play his two 

shots quite well!  The skipper had three shots ï a hoick to mid-wicket, a hoick to 

wide long-on and a hoick off the outside edge which never failed to fall in a gap on 

the off side.  He scored an exciting 83.  His first two scoring shots were to long on 

from the first two balls he received!  They put on 91 frustrating runs and my 

inexperience was beginning to show.  However, I resorted to using the tactics 

Menorca themselves had used on day one.  All nine on the boundary.  The 

difference was, they needed 35 off 10 overs with 5 wickets left.  Eventually, Mr 

Semi-Competent was dismissed by Neil for a creditable 32.  Thereafter, we attacked 

with close fielders for the new man and nine out for the skipper.  In the end, he lost 

Bomber 
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the strike and couldnôt regain it, by taking foolish singles and not taking on the 

bowling himself.  We took the last five wickets for 15 runs, thanks to an inspired 

spell of slippery medium pace bowling by the afore-mentioned Neil Bastin, who 

took 3 for 15.  A good run out by Scott Bradshaw, who also took the last wicket.  A 

good win, which at one point, I thought we had blown. 

 

So, the next time you are set the following trivia question, youôll know the answer...  

Who was the first Sidcup captain to win a game overseas? 

 

It would be fair to say that there was also an ex-president of the rugby club who was 

very excited as well.  It turns out that he actually loves cricket, though never played 

after leaving school.  Letôs hope we see him at the club during the summer.  

Unsurprisingly, there was much drinking carried out after the game.  A certain 

person was very inebriated.  Donôt know who that could be?  In fact so pissed, that 

he couldnôt get changed and went into dinner, upon his return to the hotel, still 

dressed in his whites.  A heavy fine was incurred for that on the last night!  But, 

hold on!!  I donôt want to mislead you, Dear Reader.  I do not want you to think that 

I was solely responsible for our magnificent victory.  Far from it.  In the team there 

were any number of experienced cricketers, who were offering advice to me.  I do 

not think it is possible to captain in isolation.  Cricket, tactics and captaincy is 

instinctive, up to a point.  If somebody has an idea, it must not be ignored.  Better to 

have a thinking team, aware of the situation, than a bunch of silent players.  I donôt 

know if I would have done the same things without the benefit of the advice, so the 

tactics leading to the victory were very much a team effort. 

 

Did I mention that I was fielding at forward short leg during the last few overs?  

ñGetting in their faceò, is the modern terminology, I believe.  Did I also mention 

that someone suggested to bowler Scotty Bradshaw that a slower ball might be in 

order to the old codger wicket-keeper, who was playing a straight bat to everything.  

Scotty duly obliged and the old chap couldnôt resist it - swatting it straight to, 

youôve guessed it, forward short leg!!  The boys were treated to the sight of an 

athletic rolling catch!!  Woohoo!!  I love cricket!  These are my memories, so Iôm 

unashamedly biased!!! 

 

There were some unbridled celebrations that night.  Had to go the Reina bar for 43 

and coke/lemonade, due to the shortage in the hotel.  It was here that Brian had also 

discovered the shock value of a full glass of vodka with a dash of orange juice.  It 

was meant to be a vodka and orange, but orange juice must cost a lot more than 

vodka out there!!  You should have seen his face when he first had one!  A long and 

entertaining session was underway, though Brenda went back a bit early, as she was 

feeling under the weather.  Tô Roses sat in what had become their usual corner on 

the patio and sang the usual songs! 

 

Before we left the bar, Beggyôs birthday arrived!  Thirty seven?!  We had a very 

sensible discussion.  Obviously, he had to go in the pool, but being sensible 

cricketers, we had to worry about stuff that might get damaged!  So he gave us his 

watch, wallet and phone.  We set off back to the hotel at about half-past midnight, I 
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think.  Upon reaching the pool area, we grabbed Beggy and carried him in 

traditional fashion to the side of the pool.  ñHold on.ò  Someone shouted.  ñWhat 

about his jeans and shoes?ò  So we took off his shoes and jeans and threw him in. 

 

In the melee, there was an additional splash, followed by a small tsunami, as 

Smithers also went in.  We roared with laughter, thinking he had jumped.  But wait!  

There was a stern look on his face as he surfaced.  Expletives rent the hitherto silent 

night!!  ñRandomò Roy, who had been so prophetically named by Brian, had struck.  

All the kerfuffle of getting Beggyôs ñbitsò sorted and ñRandomò had just nudged 

Brian in without so much as a ñby your leaveò!  The future of the cricket club was in 

the balance...  Brian had his phone in his pocket!!  The cricket week fixture with 

Blue Bell Hill was postponed mentally.  Brian went very quiet.  A bad sign.  

ñRandomò apologised profusely.  Racked by guilt, Roy didnôt know what to do.  

This was beyond even his normal antics.   Brian gave me the phone.  I tried to get 

the back off, but being the worse for wear, couldnôt do it.  ñScotty.  Youôre under 

thirty.  You can do this!ò  Scott duly obliged.  He dismantled it and I dried the 

battery and case on my shirt.  Scott took the clever bit and used the hair dryer in his 

room, apparently.    Some of us sheepishly went to bed.  I thought I heard Roy 

bleating somewhere... 

 

No hangovers on Tuesday, so we all had a massive breakfast, though some were 

more cheerful than others. Luckily Scotty had a spare phone which he had lent to 

Brian, while the other one dried.  ñRandomò was keeping a low profile, not just 

because of the phone incident, but because he had being playing poker very late 

with the ñDutchò boys.  He lost!  Beggy was ably assisting, I later heard!!  I had 

breakfast with Smithers, as Brenda was having a bit of a lie in.  He was grim.  

However, at some point during his third plate of cooked breakfast, he got Scotty to 

dismantle the borrowed phone and tried the sim card in his own phone.  There was a 

deathly hush in the restaurant.  Everybody had somehow realised that this was a 

crucial moment.  He pressed the power button.  A brief pause and...  ñItôs workingò.  

The whole restaurant let out a sigh of relief.  A slight smile flickered across Brianôs 

face.  ñThe screenôs not quite right yet, but it looks like it will be OK.ò  The future 

of Sidcup CC was safe again.  Which was just as well, as he had umpteen phone 

calls and texts from UK during the week about selection, fixtures and ñWhat do I do 

now?ò 

 

ñHappy Birthday, Beggyò was the phrase on our lips, during the morning.  The 

Beggster looked suitably demure.  

 

So we were to have a day by the pool, while the ladies in the party, with HBW, took 

the bus to Mahon.  There was some girlie shopping to be done, I believe.  They also 

met up with Bill and Pam and went out in Billôs car, visited their superb villa, with 

pool, and returned later in the afternoon.  Brenda and I were going to go to Mahon 

the following day, or so we thought.  Other tour members were golfing or 

sightseeing, or both! 
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We chaps made our way to the pool.  It was warming up nicely.  It was really superb 

in that heat, with nobody there except a dozen of us and two or three other people 

sitting about. A very exciting game of water polo took place, with Lifeguard 

Bradshaw and Skipper Shaddock taking on The Beggster and Brian (sounds like a 

pop duo) in a tense, if rather wet tussle.  Seeth ñDonôt get my leg wetò 

Krishnamurthy was in goal on the poolside, between two chairs.  You can imagine it 

canôt you...  Anyway, after an early exchange of goals, the taller of the two teams 

started to pull away.  A flurry of late goals meant that the red hot combination of 

Bradshaw and Shaddock finished up winning 7-4, or something similar.  Who cares, 

it was fun! 
 

I forgot to mention Mr Begg getting into the pool.  Up to now, everybody had just 

jumped or dived in the deep end.  Not Beggy.  He tiptoed down the steps at the 

shallow end, making very girlie squealing noises.  In the end, it was so painful 

watching him that I had to rugby-tackle him into the water.  He thanked me later! 
 

Brian and I had some shopping to do.  We were collecting 15 Euros match fees per 

player, per game, so we would have 75 Euros left at the end, after paying Menorca 

CC.  We had to buy some prizes and other awards.   There was one shop open in the 

resort, luckily right next to the Reina bar, so Brian had spotted it.  We had a look 

and found it to be full of the usual souvenirs and tacky stuff.  However, it had 

exactly what we wanted, which was reasonably priced Menorca stuff.  We managed 

to get everything we needed for exactly the right price.  Good job!  We also needed 

to get stuff for Ray and Julie, so Brenda was keeping her eyes peeled in Mahon.  

However, she could not find anything.  
 

We arranged, surreptitiously, to meet in the bar at 7.30, so we could give Beggy 

some presents and cards.  Ray and Julie had given us a card for him and Brenda and 

I had had a polo shirt made up with appropriate words on.  Brian had bought a very 

tasteful pack of cards in the shop in SôAlgar, which we hoped Beggy wouldnôt show 

his mum!! 
 

So at the duly appointed hour, the party met up.  Beggy was presented with a few 

greetings cards and the goody bag with shirt and playing cards in.  He had to wear 

the shirt, which bore the words ñIôm Rich and itôs my Birthdayò on the front and 

ñDoes anybody want to sleep with me?ò on the back.  I can report that one offer was 

forthcoming ï one of TôRoses players was sufficiently desperate!!  

We all made our way to the restaurant, where the usual bunfight 

took place.  There was an additional course on this day, however, as 

Brenda and Rona had arranged for a birthday cake to be presented.  

The hotel didnôt have enough candles, so Beggy only had one to 

blow out!!  The cake was a very interesting chocolate one, different 

to the ones we have at home, but very tasty. 

 

It was later reported by Mr Begg, that his room-mate could not 

restrain himself later that night.  No, no!!  Dear Reader!!  Please do 

not let your puerile, twisted mind run riot at this point!  I was merely 
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going to report on Brianôs demolition of the cake.  Literally by the handful!  Can 

you imagine the state of his moosh after shoving in lumps of the stuff??!  Happy 

Days! 

 

We went, yes youôve guessed it, to the Reina bar, where there was football being 

shown on the big screen.  First leg of the Man Utd ï AC Milan semi-final.  

Followed by World Cup cricket.  A good time was had by all, except Brenda, who 

was not at all well by now and went to bed early again.  TôRoses supported Utd and 

then sang songs. 

 

Wednesday dawned.  Beggy looked human at breakfast.  Surprisingly!  He was 

actually getting a useful tan.  I think he is one of those people who just stroll out in 

the sun and instantly look like theyôve been on holiday for weeks!  The boys were 

going to Mahon, whilst the golfers were playing around with each other and others 

were sightseeing.  Brian was going to do the shopping for stuff for Ray and Julie 

and would phone me if we needed to have a conference.  Brenda and I didnôt go to 

Mahon, as she was still unwell.   I blamed Neil, as he started it off with a sore throat 

and the like.  We spent the morning by the pool.  Well, somebody had to do it!  We 

also strolled along the coast to the next village, Alcaufar.  I took a couple of photos 

of the bay, which was quite picturesque.  However, the walk back on the volcanic 

rock took its toll and the old war wound started playing up.  Copious quantities of 

alcohol were urgently required!  However, the boys were back, so a dip in the pool 

on the way past was necessary.  Anyway the cool water helped the injury!  

ñRandomò and Smithers were talking, so all was rosy in the team garden again!  

Brian had found some suitable items for Ray and Julie in Mahon and the bulk of the 

money we had collected was still available for spending in the airport on some 

alcohol, etc. 

 

Brenda went for a siesta, while the rest of us had lunch at the bar.  Very pleasant in 

the sun.  Afterwards, I have to admit that I too had a siesta, as events were catching 

up with me. 

 

We had a selection meeting at some point that day, as the last game was due on 

Thursday.  Where had the week gone?  Into the team came Paul, for his first game, 

in place of John Miller, who was exhausted after numerous unsuccessful rounds of 

golf and his ten innings!  Seeth had also declared himself fit, having popped into a 

local clinic the day before.  I donôt think they would have agreed to him playing, 

had they known, but he is an NHS professional, so he made the decision.  Bob was 

rested, as he had injured his back.  Not sure if that was during the previous game or 

because he was sleeping with Neil.  Hopefully, weôll never know! 

 

The presentation evening for all Menorca Cup participants and supporters was up 

the road that evening.  It was only a fifteen minute walk, so off we went.  Some of 

the less mobile members drove. 

 

We arrived at the other end of the resort, slightly warm after our stroll.  We were 

going to a complex, with a function room.  The place was not open yet and was 
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manned by the staff from the hotel!  The air conditioning was not working and the 

doors to the pool were locked, so it was a bit hot in there.  Eventually, the aircon 

units were turned on, so we were able to cool down.  The food was nice.  I, 

personally, had half a lamb, though it was only supposed to be a shoulder!  

Eventually we came to the speeches.  There was the usual stuff from the home club 

president, who did cause me some panic when he said all the captains would be 

required to speak!!  One thing I cannot normally do is stand up in front of a crowd 

and put together a sentence or two.  Luckily, our president, Alick, had prepared a 

little off the cuff spiel, for just such an eventuality. 

 

The other captains did their thing, thanking all and sundry.  All my 

lines had been used up anyway!  We were last on.  Alick took the 

mike.  He made everybody sit up and take notice.  ñI have something 

very serious to talk aboutò, he stated.  ñIt is to do with events that 

took place in Barnsley in 1964ò.  Everyone was silent, looking at 

him.  You could hear a pin drop.  What was he going to say?  I 

should mention here, that Tô Roses are from Barnsley.  ñWas anyone 

in this room in Barnsley in 1964?ò  Ten hands went up.  ñDid 

anybody in this room play cricket in Barnsley in 1964?ò  Eight hands went up.  ñDid 

anybody in this room meet a girl called Jennifer Lewis, in Barnsley in 1964?ò  

Three or four hands went up.  ñShe was a tall leggy blond.ò  A couple of the hands 

went down.  ñDid a cricketer in this room sleep with a tall leggy blond, named 

Jennifer Lewis in Barnsley in 1964?ò  One hand went up.  Alick walked over to me.  

ñWell this is your son!ò   I held out my arms and called out ñDad!ò  The room 

erupted in loud and long-lasting laughter.  It was a priceless moment.  I later asked 

him what he would have done if nobody had put their hands up for the crucial 

ending.  He had not even countenanced that option!  Phew! 

 

So it turns out that my long, lost ñdadò is the president of Tô 

Roses, so I also had to present him with our club cap and tie, 

in my capacity as captain.  That raised another laugh as we 

embraced!  The joke ran next day as well, as we were 

playing Tô Roses in the last game.  ñEee!  I taught óim 

evôrythinô óe knows!ò  I had received an engraved silver 

platter from Tô Roses and a nice engraved shield from 

ñMooshyò.  Nothing from Menorca CC.  Wait until 

tomorrow! 

 

So after the presentations, including the ñDutchò boys being crowned champions, as 

they had won all of their games, we made our way to the Reina bar for the last time.  

There we drank long and hard with the boys from the ñDutchò team.  Tô Roses just 

sat in the corner of the patio area and sang the same bloody songs again!  Bizarre!  

The Dutch were going home on Thursday afternoon.  Shame they won all three 

games, as it would have been more interesting on the last day! 

 

Yet again, we made it to the next day without a hangover.  Thursday.  Our last 

game.  And the last full day on the island.  Sob!  We got the mini-bus driven by 
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ñJuanò.  Seeth and I sat up front, where Seeth continued his week-long conversation 

in pigeon-Spanish.  Neither of them really knew what the other was saying most of 

the time, but it sort of worked!  Well today we found out that ñJuanò was actually 

Jesus!!  Imagine our surprise!  We were being ferried to and from the ground by the 

Son of God!?  (Apologies if I offend anyone here.  I am not religious).  This 

provoked some discussion in the charabanc, with the general consensus being that it 

was a good thing we had come after Easter and maybe he could have healed Seethôs 

leg!!  Also, it explained why he was such a crap driver!  Nice bloke though. 

 

We were early again.  But it gave us time for a net.  Eventually Tô Roses boys 

turned up.  I went out with their skipper, Gaz, to toss up.  I tossed my 1 Euro coin 

this time.  He called heads.  I knew I won it, as ñJuanò was my lucky number this 

week.  ñJuanò it was.  ñWeôll bat.ò  I said.  Yes!!  The boys were happy.  It was 

probably the hottest day of the week and very humid with it. 

 

The team had changed slightly, with Paul Hackshall coming in for his mate, John 

Miller, who was exhausted after his golfing exploits, and Seeth coming in for the 

injured Bob Pierce.  Seeth had declared himself fit, after a strenuous test!!! 

 

We got off to a reasonable start, with Roy and HBW looking like a good partnership 

again.  However, both were out while we were in the early twenties and we were 47 

for 4, with Seeth and Neil at the crease.  We were then treated to a great display of 

batting by these two, particular Seeth.  They put on 98 in good time, before Neil was 

out for 38 and 20 runs later, Seeth was out for a cheeky 65.  They had run some very 

good singles and twos and Neil was absolutely knackered when he came off, so I 

assured him he probably would not have to bowl.  A bit of a flourish at the end and 

we closed on 182 all out in 40 overs. 

 

As we had not had Seeth before this game, I thought that he could surprise them 

with his quick spinners.  So he opened with Beggy.  Both bowled well.    Beggy got 

3 for 31, but Seeth was unlucky, though was very entertaining! 

 

On this occasion, I decided to bowl myself earlier.  Though not before Paul had 

almost set the record for the longest over of all time!  Once he got it right, though, 

he was virtually unplayable!  He only took one wicket, but it could have been three!  

The previous games I was reluctant to bowl, but today was the day.  I even put 

myself on before Brian!  It worked too.  I took 3 for 4 and Brian 2 for 2!  All out 84.  

One of Tô Roses batsmen abused me, I thought.  I turned to their umpire for a 

translation of ñYer a canny fooker, are you.  Yer bowl shite.ò  Or words to that 

effect.  The translation was along the lines of ñYou know what youôre doing and are 

hard to get away, bowler.ò  That raised a laugh or two.  Little did they know! 

A good win anyway.  The early finish meant there were a couple of hours before 

Jesus came to get us! 

 

But what greeted us as we staggered off the pitch, exhausted?  You may well ask, 

Dear, Long-Suffering, Reader.  It was the sight of a brace of past and present Sidcup 

Presidents, cricket and rugby, bearing dozens of jugs of the much adored Estrella 
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beer!  I gratefully received the pitchers and did the rounds of the oppo.  I was well 

trained.  Well done Bill and Alick!  For it was they.  A superb gesture, much 

appreciated.  It wasnôt long before there were other jugs of beer coming round and 

then it was jugs of Pimms.  ñHappy Daysò, someone said! 

 

 
 

I thought Iôd better get a skipperôs jug of Pimms.  I went to the bar and ordered it.  

Big Phil the barman poured the Pimms into the jug.  When he had put the usual third 

of a jug-full in, he stopped.  He went to replace the bottle on the shelf.  ñHold on 

there, Philò, I cried.  ñThereôs some left.  Not enough for another jug, but a decent 

amount, all the same!ò  ñShall I put it in this jug?ò  Was his response.  ñWhy yes, 

Phil!  I shall give you 15 Euros for the jug, instead of the normal 13.  Is that OK?ò  I 

replied.   He poured the rest in!  That was a strong one and no mistake!  At this point 

I should refer you to the Sidcup Sports Club bar version of a jug of Pimms, with its 

carefully measured 6 tots and 4 pints of lemonade!!  Just a bit of difference! 

 

There was the matter of the final presentations.  The Dutch had already won the cup 

and gone home, so the rest of us were eagerly awaiting ours.  Luckily, I was not too 

far gone at the time and managed to receive the lovely cut glass bowl for being 

runners up.  I also had to present Bomber with the third place glass mug, who in turn 

presented TôRoses with the wooden spoon!  This may be the last year of the 

competition and Tô Roses have been to all 16.  This was the first time they had come 

last! 

 

I was suddenly very popular, with people taking photos and getting quotes.  It was 

actually quite good fun.  However, I would make a point of not looking at the 


