Extract from Nick Allen’s Diary
02 Jul 2010

Some days you wish had never happened, today was one of those. I didn’t have much on at work today so I nipped home to watch the Brazil v Holland game. A good game, unfortunately I had £20 with Ladbrokes for Brazil to win the World Cup. But all was not lost, I had a date; a lovely divorcee called Helen. I’d seen her couple of times on the train from work, we got talking and she agreed to let me take her for dinner. It was all arranged, meet at 5.30 at the Six Bells, have a couple of drinks, a nice meal and see what happens.  If it didn’t work out I could stay there and watch the evening game. She didn’t show. I waited till 6 o’clock then decided to go for a walk through Verulamium. Then talk about déjà vu, what do I see, my favourite cricket team preparing for a match and who were they playing? Why, Alvin’s All-Stars. I recognised Alvin straight away but what I didn’t note last time was how posh they were. They all spoke with these upper-class accents and they were jolly friendly. Anyway someone had decided to make Big Al captain again, I thought the idea was to share it around, but what do I know. So Alvin and Big Al greeted each and discussed the rules and the like. Although it was Alvin’s All-Stars home fixture Big Al stated that should be forfeited because they had forgot to bring any stumps or a decent ball, so he should make the rules. That was rejected, but the discussions finished as both parties wanted – Alvin’s All-Stars would bat first. I looked at the team, I was now becoming familiar with the players, but I was disappointed not to see the Jock. Some of my other favourites were there, Wilkie, Tiny Tim and Postie. The players I hadn’t seen before were called Brains, Nettles and two youngsters called Godders (who looked Prince William with hair) and Little Willie whom I was told was The Dab’s son. Both had just finished uni. Godders got a 2:1, I didn’t hear what Little Willie got. So the scene was set; would Big Al put one over the All-Stars again or would Alvin take revenge on what was the worst defeat in their history. As usual Big Al called his troupes for the customary huddle. First he gave the usual pep talk, explaining about the fast outfield, body behind the ball stuff etc. Then he recited the last verse of a poem he wrote fours years ago. I remembered it because I found it quite moving. It went like this:

Now we’re getting older

One day we shall die

The angels will sing

Our lovers will cry

Our sons will tell they sons

The stories world wide

That team was a legend

With Jock on its side.
He went on to explain that legends don’t lose to teams called Alvin’s All-Stars. As usual Big Al had his tactics carefully worked out and written on a piece of paper. Hit them hard from the beginning; don’t give the time to settle. The innings was pretty uneventful, Tiny Tim and Godders opened the bowling. Tiny Tim bowled well as usual finishing his 2 over spell with 1 wicket for 8 runs, whilst Godders finished with 0 for 15.  Fozzy and Little Willie both bowled well each finishing with figures of 0 for 6.  The other bowlers were Wilkie 3 overs, 0 for 10, Rookie 2 overs, 0 for 14. Big Al 1 over 0, for 10. The Dab 2 overs, 0 for 11, Nettles 2 overs, 0 for 17 and TPO 2 overs 1 for 12. Alvin’s All-Stars finished 119 for 3. The other wicket coming from an excellent run-out by Wilkie. Overall Big Al was well satisfied, a target that was within easy reach. The fielding had been reasonably tight with Big Al leading by example with numerous stops using his body. How does a man of his age do it? Has he no feeling left?
Again Big Al had decided to go for it, put in his best batsmen, get the runs and have an early visit to the pub. Fozzy, who had been in excellent form this year opened with the ever reliable Tiny Tim.  Fozzy was bowled for 4, Tiny Tim caught behind, no score, Wilkie followed, caught for 2, then came Godders, caught for 1.   Little Willie came and started to score a few runs. He was joined briefly by Brains, bowled no-score. The score was 25 runs for 5 wickets. Big Al, who had elected not to bat so that all the other players could, stood chin on chest as he umpired at square leg. He reminded me of how Napoleon must have felt at the Battle of Waterloo.; he looked a broken man. Rookie made a brief appearance scoring a quick 7 before being caught. In next was The Dab, and what followed next will stick in my memory for a very long time. Father and Son batting together to save the day; I think Garden Fields would have won this game if the pair could have continued. But rules are rules and both retired after making their 25 runs. Little Willie did return at the end and was caught straight away, he finished on 26 whilst The Dab was 27 not out. The Dab particularly caught the eye using his full repertoire of Dab shots and a few fine 4’s. What touched me most was when either of them hit a four they would walk to each other and touch gloves.  A beautiful thing. TPO came in and hit a spirited 11 before being bowled. Postie came in and failed to deliver ironically being caught behind. Finally Nettles, who is a better batsman than he thinks finishing 10 not out. So a spirited fight back but just finishing a few runs short. 
Both teams then retired to the Six Bells for the customary pints of whatever you fancy and sausage and chips. The talk was mostly about a forthcoming 300 mile bike ride to Devon, all I can say is good luck chaps (mad bastards) I wish you well. One point to note was when the very buxom barmaid came to collect the glasses TPO definitely said ‘Ding-Dong’.
