
Sharks V Dinosaurs 5th May 2018 
So I woke up Saturday morning and was checking some of Mark Zuckenburg finest work when a Shark 
Alert came up in Dalyellup. A frenzy of Sharks had been spotted heading in the Dalyellup direction. The 
opportunity to see a gathering of Sharks of this age, in my own back yard was too hard to resist. Upon 
arrival to Jurassic Park I saw a number of slow moving Dinosaurs herding together at the edge of the room, 
prime pickings for a frenzy of Sharks with this level of experience. I could see it, I could feel it, a blood bath 
was on the horizon and these old Stegosaurus’s couldn’t even see it coming. While the old Sharks were 
slow and meticulous in their approach to Jurassic Park, one of the foreign sharks in all his youthful 
enthusiasm had failed to bring the appropriate attire for the second time in three events. Lucky for the team 
we were close enough to home base for this pup to swim home and suit up. This avoided a repeat of the 
previous stealth mission to Wongan Hills that was thwarted by his attempt to lairise by attaching fluorescent 
lures to his fins. 

Pre-game niceties were exchanged and we headed out to our positions. Jurassic Park by Name, Jurassic 
Park by Nature. While the Sharks were struggling to find their way out of the un-manicured grass that 
resembled a forest from the Mesozoic era, the Dino’s hit the scoreboard with a goal that would have made 
Lionel Messi proud. After the Sharks found their way out of the jungle they were on the attack with smooth 
ball use that mirrored the execution of a Navy Seal team. This precision saw Heater kick one from the just 
inside the 50m arc, little did Heater know while he was talking up his goal, which had now pushed back to 
inside the square that these lines are for the juniors, and are closer to 30m than 50m. Captain Smithy 
backed this up with another goal that turned more off the deck than Shane Warne’s delivery to Mike Gatting 
in 1993, lucky, considering he sold out more open Sharks players than Murray Wharton, when he left for 
the Dino’s. The Sharks were up and about winning the contested ball through the midfield before Mad Mick 
succumb to one of the razor sharp blades of grass, to sustain a gash in his leg reminiscent of a Monty 
Python film. Word on the street is he had 8 sterri strips from the Nurse at the hospital, two for the gash, six 
to keep him quiet. 

The second quarter saw the continuation of a great contest, that saw the ball move from end to end with all 
the precision of an Auskick game. Johnno copped a low blow to the ribs (I mean literally not figuratively) 
that slowed the little master down. This saw a new look midfield with the Pink Flamingo rucking with Heater 
China and Hairsy in the centre square. Centre clearances are always good to win, but even more important 
when you’re playing on an oval the size of a Basketball court. The Dino’s may have had run through the 
midfield but the Sharks had Elma Fudd in the forward line, who was channelling his inner Tony Locket to 
keep us in the game. I had the opportunity to push into the midfield late in the half, unbeknown to me China 
is more protective of the centre circle than the South China Sea. This saw the execution of an Astro Labe 
like head-but to ensure it was known I was not welcome back in there for the short term. The Sharks went 
into the half time break with plenty of confidence after scoring the last 3 goals of the quarter. Des once 
again failed to bring a safety step to hold up the board for the half time coaches address. In fairness he has 
now added a pirouette to his repertoire of half time antics which is sure to get him a call up with the touring 
Kirov Ballet team. 

The second half continued with much of the same spirit that dominated the first half. Hynesy showed why 
his is the premiere centre half forward in the competition having the ball on a string, which solidified why the 
Dino’s leadership team only handed over a performance based $1.30 match day cheque to his opponent. 
Hansel and Zoolander had been separated for the game, playing at the opposite ends of the field. Both 
were seen peacocking after some fancy aerial work, unfortunately their footwork wasn’t quiet as efficient off 
the runway. Herman Munster and our backs were solid in the air with sublime kicking skills out of defence 
which helped unleash the run of JC and Laney to push the ball up and into our forward line. Overall the 
third quarter saw an efficient Sharks team take advantage of its opportunities to go in to the huddle a few 
goals up. 

The last quarter saw the Dino’s mount a comeback as the long grass; small ground and scrappy play 
weighed in on the Sharks. The battle intensified as the inner competitiveness came out of the seasoned 
warriors. This was highlighted by a contest out on the back flank, which saw more slapping and heavy 
breathing than a Japanese Sumo convention. The Sharks backline was peppered with repeat entries. 
Lucky for the Sharks, Terry’s experience and Crowdies youthful exuberance coupled with Vossy’s aroma of 
calmness that permeated through the backline, enabled the team to come together to nullify the Dino’s 
forward advances. As the final siren rang across the ground, the match finished with a controversial draw, a 
fitting end to a fierce rivalry. 

Not unlike the game, a few Dino’s were left carrying their team mates as the Sharks received a second 
wind to make a beeline for the esky. The recent introduction of the United Nations to repair relationships 
between the age old foes had reaped the benefits as the banter pushed up to the pavilion. It was great to 



see the Dino’s put on a delicious spread and it was great to see a number of Sharks stay into the night. We 
look forward to reciprocating the favour when we host the Dino’s at Atlantis. 
 


