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Roast 08
End of season, you know it’s time.

Hanging shit on someone will be the crime.

“Who’s left?” you ask. Surely everyone’s had their turn.

Ah, your naivety astounds me, there’s something you need to learn.

Our club is special, some say it’s bliss

But there’s plenty of people here demanding I take the piss

This is the fourth roast I’ve done.

A little tongue in cheek fun.

For those who don’t know what’s in store,

Ask around, these roasts are club lore.

Every year a certain someone is called on,

To have their character mauled upon.

Apologies in advance if I do offend,

My apologies to my roastees I do send.

This year I hold two roasts in my hand.

I’ve raised the bar, two people will be shit canned.

I’ll give everyone a chance now, some time to think.

If you think it’s you, you better have a loooong drink.

Do you know who the first is, I think you just may…

Aaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh okay!

Nick De Luca please, lend me your ears.

Here’s a little something from one of your peers.

Surely you knew this was on its way.

You’ve dodged this bullet, some may say.

Where do I start, so many memories abound.

You are the king of injuries, you should have been crowned.

Knees, ankles, back and ribs have been your Achilles heel.

Ironically, your Achilles may be the only untouched part of the De Luca deal.

We shouldn’t speak too soon, the night isn’t done,

You might do it on the dancefloor, take it easy son!

Injuries haven’t been the only highlight you’ve provided

We all know there’s another talent you’ve got in which we’ve delighted.

It’s your penchant for helping I don’t want to broach,

Everyone, how good is he as an assistant coach?

Senior coaches have moved on over the years.

But one constant has delayed our fears.

De Luca on the sidelines in the coach’s section.

Have you noticed he always answers a question with a question?

All jokes aside, you’ve been a pleasure to have at the club.

Whether it’s the week that was or as an assistant sub.

But now we shift our attention to next in line.

The recipient of the other half of this roast needs a sign.

After all he’s been everywhere eaten paprika,

Visited temples, slept in Africa.

Quite a voyage, quite a passage,

Who could forget that memorable massage?

If you don’t know who I’m talking about, if you don’t have a cluey.

Look around for a guy called Uey!

His mesmerising runs, his love of bugs and ants.

How good are his penalty earning face plants?

You’re such a good player, you should’ve gone somewhere that earns,

But no other clubs provides the lower playing fields with all those worms.

You’ve been a champion, forward, midfield and sweeper.

Hell, for the oldies, you’ve even been a decent goal keeper!

While your body has declared a curtain call and has decided to forget,

One question remains, Uey, have you been home yet?

In closing, so there it is, this year’s roast,

No doubt people here think you guys are the most.

Finishing up your playing days can be kind of sucky,

And in the words of the great Nick De Luca, UNLUCKY!!

