
Bobby Shafto 

 

Bobby Shafto’s gone to sea 

Silver buckles on his knee 

He’ll come back and marry me 

A bit like Shaun and Perry 

  

Simon Drage is on  roll 

Same as ever just one goal 

Another filly’s now in foal 

But it’s nought to do with Simon. 

  

Captain Morgan’s on a flight 

Flight of fancy ? you’d be right 

He’s so always full of chivalry, 

We love Simon Morgan. 

  

Wickets fell to our 3 Pauls, 

But Hendo’s 5 in just 12 balls! 

Will he answer England’s calls 

To take the place of Swanny ? 

  

Mister Stacey  popped his cork 

When Badsey batsman wouldn’t walk 

His fingers formed a sort of fork 

When we finally  bowled him. 

  

For Paul Johnstone have a care 

For one  with just so little hair 

But he dazzles bats men with the glare 

From his shining forehead. 

  

Captain Ben should win the lot 

Every shield and every pot 

But captain Drage is what he’s not 

So he gives them to his team mates 

  

Chris O Riley’s  sometimes snide 

In biting wit he takes a pride 

He conducts his players  far and wide 

But not himself in public. 

 

The chairman’s batting has been poor 

( So)  let him bowl 2 overs,  just on tour 

3 wickets later, strike rate 4 ! 

The best bowling of the season. 

  

Richard Johnson’s disappeared, 

This is all so very weird 

Flown to  Helmund , grown a beard ? 

It’s the only explanation ! 

  

JOHNNY Lambdon’s been exiled 

Since when his scorebook’s been defiled 

I hear a law suit has been filed 

From distant Saint Helena. 

  

Is that buzzing mobile phones ? 

No, it’s the sound of creaking bones 

From tony Timms and Richard Jones 

Whenever they are bowling 

  

But do our youth sir have a voice ? 

Yes ! have you not heard Laurence Boyce 

But don’t despair, you should rejoice ! 

He brought along his brother! 

  

Bevan’s off form , cat it be ? 

He’s lost the knack to score so free 

No! He’s crammed too much of Orla’s Tea 

Which can be very filling! 

  

Hawkins Hawkins it would seem 

Are forming over half the team 

Like a surrealistic dream 

Where you’re overrun by Hawkins ! 

  

Roll up I hear  Jolly say 

I’m your tour  judge today 

And I’ll dearly make you pay 

When I smoke my roll ups! 

  

Philip Morris’s writ a verse 

To try and ease the chairman’s curse 

But is it better or is it worse ? 

I give you Philip Morris 

 



 


