WYOMING TIGERS 35E’S

While the Cats Away...

Reverend Johnathon Eden — A sermon on ‘The visiting
shark and the toothless tiger’

To Little Ben, hope thou ist enjoying thou weekend.
As for the game, the reality, life. We lost 1-0. Sanga
got into Riverdance mode this time, unfortunately
right in front of the goal. After the game Mike was
heard to ask Dyl for a refund for $44 of mushrooms he
had bought from Harris Farm. WTF? Is Dyl into some
sort of fungal ‘Farmers Ritalin” which is getting him
fired up during the soccer?

Mike was heavily marked. Two minutes into the game
oen of the Avoca players put on a blonde wig and
lipstick, put his hair in a Union Jack bandana, and
followed Mike around saying ‘fancy cider Guv’'nor?”
Strangest tactics I've ever seen. Needless to say Mike
was keen to score one way or the other.

And we got ripped off! Their goalie handled the ball
outside of the box and should have got a red card. He
got a yellow, and the ref got a ‘thanks Dad | owe you
one.” Bit suspicious.

Frankie had a cracker of a game, despite saying “I'm
buggered”, “lI just stood there”, “I've only just
recovered from having my leg practically ripped off”.
But every time he had the ball he was all class. At one
point he said “I can’t kick” to which one of the Avoca
players said “You probably chose the wrong sport
then”

Big J was solid at the back, continuously booting the
ball back. At one point J kicked the ball so high the ref
just shook his head and went off for a smoke break.
The other team asked if they could sub while
everyone waited for the ball to come back down.

Rev John for the second time said “Bye Sangas!” to Mr
and Mrs Brett Wilko as they left the venue. Bloody
idiot is as good at remembering names as he is with
his soccer.

The Half Yearly Report

Bova: Has absolutely flunked maths and his Achilles is
up the creek, so he’s failed ancient history as well. C-

Doyle: Maddman. In rare touch. Apart from picking up
a little niggle on the Wednesday night game, he has
remained injury free — start slapping wood NOW! No

more mid-week games for this fella and he’ll carry this
team deep into the finals. The Human Emoticon
Magic: Has added the pass to his repertoire this
season. Appears a marked man on field. Needs to sort
out off field relationship issues. Team player

Dyl: The Quiet achiever, loud f***ing spruiker. In
between calls of ‘Time’, ‘Square’ and ‘New York’ he’s
drinking piccolos. Circle

Jezz. Who knew this bloke was a bloody beer
connoisseur. Offered to look after the team kit, then
lost a ball. Reliable.

Bobby: Who?

Aids: Never laced the boots on before this season and
it shows when the goals are open. Nice skin

Surly: When Surly is on the field everyone behaves
themselves. Cause when he ain’t there, our defensive
mindset goes all spastic like. Angelic

Bretty: Played 30 minutes in the mid field against
Ourimbah and called for the DEFIB. Scattered Forest
Benny: Fairy. A very little fairy. Can’t dance either.
Twat

Sanga: Doesn’t mind giving the team the flick if he has
a better offer, like trips to Melbourne and Tamworth.
God

Edwardian: Softy spoken assassin. No dirt as of yet,
which means his closet is a god damn graveyard. Kids
are promising managers. Cucumber

Jay Yolk: Copper introduced to balance the inequities
of the teams failing morals. Turns out this bloke is the
biggest crook of the lot. Cyborgs rock!

Stitty: Defying crippledom by cruikshanking® onto the
field for more games than expected, and usually
cruikshanking off it in a much worse fashion. Scored
from the closest thing to a bicycle kick (looked more
like a flat tyre) and was walking back to the halfway
mark before it even went in. Cool Hand Dave

The Rev: The Heart and soul of the team. He is either
giggling or apologising out on the field. Usually for the
same thing. Love him

Kenno: Can talk. Did you hear he owns a horse?
Tawriffic

*Cruikshanking: when ones  gait  appears
uncomfortable, possibly painful, yet put to the back of
one’s mind to soldier on as if all is well.



