
. .. .. ·• .• ··•· . .. 

A long and enjoyable footballjoumey. 
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Introduction. 

People may ask "Why have I written this?" A gentleman, Jack Leber, who I had known for over 60 

years in one way, or another passed away some years ago. He had led a very interesting life in 

general, including Army and Australian Football. Many, many years ago a friend told him that he 

should write his memoirs which he did. There were sections on his life in the Twenties, Pre and Post 

World War II years and football. Unfortunately, following his death access to these stories and 

football memorabilia was not available to the NSW Australian Football History Society. It is a shame 

that these stories were lost as they would have had many interesting details to be recorded by the 

Society. 

I certainly do not see myself anywhere as interesting a person as Leb, but I feel that there may be 

something in my footy life that could be of interest. I would also encourage others to record their 

lives or part thereof as history is as important as the now and the future . 

In these pages I try not to cast aspersions or tip a bucket on any one person or club. I therefore have 

tried to avoid the use of peoples' names or names of clubs unless it is public information or essential 

for the story. 

Well, what about me? James, born to Irish parents Daniel and Norah Mc Sweeney, on 19th February 

1934 in Marrickville where I went to school at De La Salle College (DLA), leaving in 1948. I had an 

older brother John, sister Julia and a younger brother Daniel. Moved to Mortdale in October 1949 

and then to Loftus in December 1963. As a child I believe that I could be best described as a shy, 

weedy kid. We were a family of Leprechauns, each at some time being the smallest in the school or 

class. Even when Babs arrived on the scene, she also carried this distinction. My favourite sports 

were Rugby League and athletics. My last three years (12,13,14yo) were spent in the 35kilo team. 

My sporting interest in 1949 was social tennis. I enjoyed this because I had virtually grown up on my 

Aunty and Uncle's tennis court, playing nearly every day during school holidays. I also helped with 

court preparation for weekend competitions. In 1950, my first year with Trans Australia Airlines, I 

joined with the aircraft apprentices to play against the Qantas apprentices in a couple of games of 

Rugby League. In the mid-60s, whilst working for Nestle, Sydney Branch and Head Office decided to 
play each other in a Rugby League match. The organiser was an ex-Rugby Union player and at the 

time was an officiating Rugby League referee. I was the designated referee for the match and after 

many years of playing it was the first time that I had seen a book of rules. It was an interesting match 

played at Moore Park and people still spoke with me on the Monday at work. 

What kind of person am I? This question could be hotly debated by many over some interesting 

refreshments. In my early days as a teenager, working in Internal Audit, I was likened by a senior 

person to being like a bulldog, in that if I got the smell of something amiss, I would not let it go until 

everything had been resolved . Babs very often "loving'' referred to me as "a bloody pigheaded 

stubborn Irishman". On other occasions she would take "delight" in reminding me that I was not on 

the football field. One would think that she possibly knew me better than anyone else. 
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Terminology 

Thankfully over the years the shape of the ball, playing field, the goal and behind posts and 

boundary lines do not appear to have changed. Even though internal markings have been 

introduced. 

There have been many changes in the names of different competitions Sydney Football League, 

Metropolitan Cup, Sydney Football Association, Second Division, etc. 

Football levels are often referred to as Reserves or 2Nd Grade, Third Grade or U19 or U18. 

We have umpires who have been referred to by the same term as Field or Central umpires. Now we 

have Controlling and Support umpires. We did have one umpire who we maintained was a true 

Central umpire as he seldom left the centre of the ground. Trumper was his favourite place to 

umpire. 

A controlled stoppage in play was originally called as "Time on" in that time was to be added. It is 

now called as "Time off" in that time is to be stopped until the umpire signals "time on". 

If any of my terminology causes confusion it is not meant to do that. Just th ink how I have felt about 

all the rule changes over the years. Please, have a kind thought for those junior umpires who have to 

contend with varying modified rules at different age groups. 

Early days. 

Early 1950 I felt that I should get back into competitive sport. One Tuesday evening I attended Rugby 

League training with my old school friends at Marrickville CYO. Then on the Thursday night I trained 

with my brother John's old club Sydenham RL. On Friday whilst talking at work with Jim Murphy, ex

next-door neighbour at Marrickville, I said that I did not know which Rugby League club to join. Not 

knowing anything about Aussie Rules, except for brainwashing by the Brothers at school, I said that I 

would like to give it a go. Jim replied, "Col Harris down there plays for St George". The next day I 

watched my first game of Footy at Hurstville Oval and the following Saturday I played my first match 

for Kogarah Marist Brothers there against Mortdale PBC. I was hooked. 

In 1950, coached by Harry Quinlan, I played U16 for Kogarah Marist Brothers, arch enemies of DLA in 

Rugby League, as well as U18 and open Age for St George. Sometimes all in the one day, but 

unfortunately the U18's did not play every week. We were quite successful in U16 and held our own 

in Ul8. We were pretty much cannon fodder in Open Age as most of the team were U16 and U18. 

Three other teams in the competition were very good and gave encouragement to us. The fourth 

was a different story, one might say "bullies" who gave us youngsters a very rough time. One 

weekend St George senior players had a bye, and some came along to help us out on the field. 

Needless to say, we did not have any further problems with this particular team. 

Unfortunately, in 1951 there was no local competition for U17, some of us went on to play senior 

football mainly in 2nd Grade except for one who was a regular 1st Grader. My first match was in a 

preseason Round Robin competition at Liverpool Showground. Umpires on the day were Joe 

Armstrong and Roy "Shorty" Thomas. During the season proper I was fortunate enough to get one 

r_un in First Grade against Sydney Uni at Henson Park (DLA's athletic field}. 
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Barry Fairfax, ex U16, and I were de facto coaches with some of the junior teams and I umpired a 

number of matches. My brother Dan who played U14 for Mortdale PBC still tells me that I never 

gave him a free kick. 

I did not get to play in the1951 2nd Grade Grand Final, but it was great to be part of a Premiership 

team. A highlight of my season was my best ever kick. Playing against North Shore at Hurstville Oval, 

I was awarded a free kick quite some reasonable distance from goal. As I lined up, this old fellow 

(most likely mid-twenties) from Norths said, "You have no hope sonny" . For some reason I decided 

to do a drop kick which can be a beautiful kick if done properly. If not, you can look like a proper 

peanut. Well, I did connect beautifully, and it sailed direct to the goal and was touched on the line 

for a behind. Whilst I did not score a goal, I was elated to have been able to execute what I saw as a 

beautiful drop kick and showed the 'Old fellow" that "sonny" could give it a damn good go. I must 

also admit that most of my senior football was played in the backs. 

Over the previous few years, I was fortunate to go through a very strong growth spurt and apart 

from a few centimetres I also moved up to 53kilos. Now I was able to stand eye to eye with some 

people who had towered over me previously. 

1952 was a different year as mid-April I entered National Service until early August. However, I still 

managed to play a few games during the season. It was nice to be involved for a full season of 

football in 1953. 

I was slack in returning to play in 1954. One Friday afternoon I told Col Harris that I would be back to 

training the next Tuesday. Low and behold late on the Saturday whilst playing tennis I went for a big. 

smash on the net. Came down on the outside of my right foot resulting in a sprained ankle and a 

fractured foot requiring eight weeks on crutches. The plus side of this was that spending so much 

time on crutches I was able to build up to 60kilos, a weight that I have been able to retain since. In 

later life I was diagnosed with Osteoporosis. 

Through the rest of 1954 and the next two years I only participated as a spectator. The light shined 

again in 1957 when I returned to playing until 1959 when I played 2nd Grade matches and a few 1'1 

Grade matches. I chose to stop playing in the latter part of the season. 

My brother-in-law, Ted Hennessy, was a teammate at St George for a number of years and I umpired 

him in 1960. He, like my brother Dan, most likely never got a free kick! 

During 1958, Allan Gibbons a St George teammate and one of the founders of Miranda AFC asked 

me to umpire junior matches, umpiring my first match at Lincoln Oval, Sutherland. This was a great 

change in direction which has prevailed for well over sixty years. 

Umpiring life. 

First up in 1960 was a Round Robin competition at Rosedale Oval. A comfortable way to be 

introduced to Senior Umpiring. 

My first weekend of Senior Competition was Saturday 2nd Grade Newtown v Sydney Naval, at 
Erskineville Oval, and Sunday 3rd Grade Liverpool v Bankstown and then 1st Grade boundary at 

Rosedale oval. At this period, teams were 16 a side, making a very fast game on the two largest 

grounds in the competition, with no boundary umpires in Seconds and Thirds, umpires were 

required to throw the ball in themselves. Fortunately, on this day the clubs did provide boundaries 

for the 3rd grade. At the end of the Sunday matches I was somewhat spent. So, no shower and get in 

the car and head for the comfort of home. 
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After six matches I received my initial First Grade appointment. Saturday match, Sydney Naval v 

Bankstown at Trumper Park which was easily won by the home team. I can ensure you that I did not 

require any Epsom Salts during the build up to the game. One Bankstown player gave me a rough 

time during the match and came out on the rough side of my whistle, several times. At the end of 

the game, I found out that he was the son of the Umpires' Appointment Board (UAB) member who 

was assessing my performance. I must have done alright as I got a 1st Grade the next week. In 

hindsight I have often wondered whether the annoying son was a setup to test me out. 

The following year I was still in the 1st Grade panel. I had asked If I could only be appointed to 

Sunday matches so that I could also umpire juniors on Saturdays. I was not completely successful in 

this request and accepted whatever came along. In July, because of an incident between a goal 

umpire and the UAB chairman the umpires went on strike. For many reasons, I and some others 

continued to umpire and were suspended from the Umpires Association and continued umpiring 

junior football during this suspension period. Because of several commitments, I was not able to 

meet with the Association Management Committee till late in the 1962 season when my suspension 

was lifted, and I returned to the senor ranks in 1963. 

I was elected to the position of Secretary/Treasurer of the Association in 1965 which became a very 

busy year. Babs was expecting or first child, Paul who finally arrived on New Year's Eve. He always 

says that she should have held on for 24 hours because with two-year age groups he was always the 

youngest on the ground every second year. The Association had our first coach/advisor appointed, 

Jack Armstrong, with training one night a week. I spent the last ten weeks of the season travelling to 

Newcastle for work on Mondays and returning on Friday evening. I had a good run of First Grade 

appointments throughout the season. I was surprised to receive Jack's award for the most consistent 

trainer for the season. I think that a number of others were not really committing themselves to the 

benefit of a good coach. 

One of my best seasons was 1969. Our new coach, John Miller, introduced two nights training for 

umpires. After a number of seasons umpiring 1st Grade, at the start of the season John told me that 

I would be a 3rd Grade umpire. I could not repeat the thoughts that passed through my mind or 

muttered under my breath. Maybe, John was a master motivator as I umpired many 1st Grade 

matches during the season. 1st Grade umpires, who were appointed to Sunday matches were 

expected to umpire U16 matches on the Saturday. On the last weekend of the Home and Away 

season, I was appointed to an U16 match which was a social between a local team and a visiting 

interstate team. The field was in poor condition, and I badly twisted my right knee. Unfortunately, I 

was not able to umpire my 1st Grade match the next day. This put me behind the eight ball for finals . 

At least I got a 3rd Grade emergency appointment in the Grand Final. 

I had mixed results over the next seven years, but still managed a good number of First Grade 

matches. Midway through 1976 I stood down and acted as interim coach because the appointed 

coach had a heart attack. This was an interesting and challenging period for me. 

I picked up the whistle again in 1977 and continued umpiring seniors and/or juniors through to 1985. 

During this period my commitment to senior umpiring was to umpire wherever I could be useful. 

This allowed me to umpire as a mentor for younger umpires and to umpire many lower grade 

matches. Some of these matches were very interesting and involved some interesting characters. 

The higher grades do not always produce the best and enjoyable football. 

My last senior match was during the Finals period 1985. After watching my son, Paul, play in an U20 

finals match for Sutherland at Trumper Park, I made my way to Gipps Road for the first time. The 
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match was between Holroyd Parramatta v Bankstown, Second Division. The reason why it was been 

played was that if a particular Bankstown player rece ived Best & Fairest votes, he would win the 

Best and Fairest for that Division. Not having umpired these teams previously, I did not really know 

who he was, and I do not even recall if he received votes. The match was very drawn out, with a 

stretcher case in the third quarter, which seemed to take a very long time before the unfortunate 

player was taken off the field . Then late in the last quarter, the young umpire that I was umpiring 

with went down in the goal square with cramp. This tended to take up some more time and it was 

late when the match finished and getting close to dark. 

During my years with the Umpires Association, I was often on committees to redraft/update the 

Associations constitution. An interesting and at times challenging task. 

Masterules. 

Late in 1984, Stan Mccloud, ex North Shore, organised for Peter Hudson to come to Sydney to 

discuss Superules, i.e., football for over 35's, with interested parties. Unfortunately, I was not able to 

attend this meeting, but expressed my wish to be involved when matches started. 

Early in 1985 the first Superules (Footy for Fun) match was played at Wagner Oval. Matches were 

generally he ld ever fortnight. There were a reasonable number of retired pt Graders plus others in 

attendance and it was exciting to be involved in this opportunity to be active with people who still 

wanted to be involved in our wonderful game but with some reasonable restrictions. The first 

interstate match was against ACT at Football Park in Canberra. This conflict continued for many 

years following that first match in 1985. 

In the late 1990's the Superules title was changed to AFL Masters. 

Apart from local matches and playing against ACT, Intrastate matches have been held in Sydney, 

Wagga, Albury, Newcastle, Coffs Harbour, South Coast and Oberon. National Carnivals are held every 

year and are rotated through all states. National Carnivals are exciting events and I have fortunately 

been able to attend nine of them with the last being in 2014. 

I may be considered controversial with regard to my comments regarding the current Masters 

competition (circa 2020) being played in Sydney. I have umpired both Footy for Fun Masters (FFF) as 

well as the competition matches. The original Masters was designed for people over 35 who wanted 

to still play AFL but not in a highly competitive manner. The competitive competition is entirely 

different in that it is precisely that "competitive" . As an example, one match that I co-umpired 

reminded me of testosterone packed and egotistical charged 2nd Grade matches. People did not 

want their space to be invaded or to be pushed and wanted to retaliate on more than one occasion. 

At one stage there was a large melee that almost caused the match to be called off. Fortunately, the 

rest of the match continued without incident. 

A few weeks later I was co-umpiring a match between Sydney Rocks (The original Masters team) 

with the presence of players from other teams. I noticed that there about eight players from each of 

the teams in the previous fiasco participating. We spoke with all the players about FFF before the 

match. It was one of the most enjoyable matches that I have umpired, and it was evident that the 

players also enjoyed it. I have no problems with those older players who want to be competitive and 

say well done but remember to maintain a sense of responsibility to others as well as to yourselves. 
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Coaching Football. 

Like must parents with children playing sport, it was inevitable that at some stage I would become 

involved in coaching. Well, it happened when Paul was in his first year in Ull, then U13 and UlS. I 

remember coming home on the first training night. Babs asked me how it went. My reply was "Give 

me a beer'' . 

I am not sure that umpires have the right aggressive attitude to be successful football coaches. 

Although it was great to see how the young fellows played with pride and enthusiasm on many 

occasions. There were times when I was prouder of them when they had put in a wonderful effort 

but were beaten by a much stronger team. 

Miranda FC had an annual U13 interchange for the Hardy/Emerton Trophy with Combined Catholic 

Schools Pascoe Vale, Melbourne, who were always very professional, well coached, and never took 

their foot off the accelerator. I had umpired many of these matches over the years. In 1978 I was 

fortunate to coach the team and make the trip to Melbourne. Babs, Paul, and I had meet Kevin 

Sheedy, a wonderful person and Babs' heartthrob, some years earl ier and had kept in touch. 

Richmond were playing at the MCG on the Saturday and I had arranged with Kevin for any of the 

Miranda team at the game to visit the Tiger rooms after the match. Arriving at the Richmond door, I 

explained to the door steward what had been arranged. Kevin arrived at the door and said, "Hello 

Jim stay there" and disappeared with the boys into the "inner sanctum" for some reasonable time. 

The following day the boys played their game at the Port Melbourne ground as a curtain raiser to the 

Port Melbourne VFA match. Tom Hafey and some Richmond players were in the grandstand. Our 

boys did not have a good first half. They fought to get back into the game after half time and did an 

extremely good job to bounce back. That night, excited and worn out we were on the train back to 

Sydney. Paul had been named by the opposition management as the best Miranda player in the 

match. Yes, I was proud. 

Barracking. 

Many people object to barracking. I generally support barracking provided it not too personal. I think 

I gave my worst display of umpiring, "what was that?", at a selection trial where there was very little 

barracking. Admittingly, I had umpired a 1st Grade match the previous day. That is my excuse. 

In my playing days, as a spectator, I was an ardent barracker myself. It was only whilst the subject of 

my comments was inside the White Line. At an early Umpires Assoc meeting, Roy "Shorty" Thomas 

came up to me and asked who I had played with? When I told him St George, his reply was "I 

thought I recognised the voice" . 

There is some wonderful barracking out there . Umpiring a match at Picken Oval, Babs was parked on 

the trotting track with our son in his little seat in the back. After the match Babs asked me if I heard 

what a woman had said to me. I had not heard anything and asked Babs as to what was said. The 

comment was "You mongrel Mc Sweeney, I would not let you shit in my front garden". I asked Babs 

if she had wound the window up so that Paul did not hear anything. Her reply was " No, I got out of 

the car to hear whatever else she was going to say" . 

An outstanding barracker was Mrs Kemick who loved her Bloodstained Newtown Angels. I had 

umpired 2nd Grade and was standing in the race near one of gates to the playing area. 1st Grade 

was Newtown v Wests, which were generally full on matches. The Central umpire had his hands full 

with a highly contested match . Mrs Kemick had been giving him a large amount of advice and then 
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she turned to me and added "You are not any better Mc Sweeney". I must admit that it was a classic 

and I had a good chuckle about it. 

One Day I was giving Wally and Ruby Craig a lift to Trumper and the subject of barracking came up. 

Now, Wally was completely bald well before it became a fashion statement. I had been told that he 

wore a beret when he was playing for South Sydney. Amongst other harsh comments, Ruby referred 

to Wally being called Biro by barrackers. I put my hand up and pleaded guilty. Fortunately, I was 

driving and did not get a good pounding. 

There have been some interesting barrackers out there who have kept everyone on their toes. 

Racial vilification. 

I have only experienced one instance of racial vilification which has no place in our game as well as 

our society. 

In the 1970's a very talented aboriginal player had soundly beaten a ruckman in a contest. The 

ruckman made a very disparaging remark to the other player. I stopped the play and addressed the 

ruckman telling him that his conduct was not acceptable and that he was starting to be in a position 

where the outcome would not be in favour of his conduct. I am sure that he got the message. 

Fortunately, this was the only instance when I have had to take this approach. 

Team Sheets. 

No doubt many coaches and team managers have found them to be an annoying piece of paper. 

They are in fact very important for Best and Fairest votes, player statistics and of course if details are 

required for reports. 

I do hope that modern day officials are more professional in their approach to this important aspect 

than those in past days. 

I know that on more than one occasion there have been irregularities with team sheets. 

Umpiring a 1'1 Grade match, I had very good knowledge of who the players were. I had selected the 

1,2,3 by number and when I consulted the team sheets to check numbers and names there was an 

irregularity with the home team's details. I had selected 1 and 2 as players of the home team. Having 

good knowledge of the players over many years, I realised that the players I had selected did not 

align with the team sheet. I spoke with the Ground Manger, who was the President of the home 

team, and told him that because of the irregularity I was unable to give his players any votes and the 

visiting team would get the 1,2,3. He shrugged his shoulders and said OK. 

I do wonder how many times this may have occurred with this club and others over the years. 

Best and Fairest Votes. 

One of the aspects of umpiring that I least enjoyed. Lots of people believe that full forwards should 

get the votes, others think midfielders, and a few may even consider the backline players. Others get 

it right and pick the most constructive player on the ground. It was great when finals started as you 

did not have to worry about B&F. 

An interesting situation in junior football where parents are roped into selecting B & F. A young 

player who was very good at his task was for many years rated high in the B&F votes, unfortunately 
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had a badly broken leg and never played again. For some weeks thereafter he received the No.1 

vote. 

During one season the League published the Phelan votes in the newspaper each week. The Umpires 

Association felt that this put extra pressure on umpires as well as players who could receive 

unwanted attention from opposition players. An objection lodged by the Association with the 

League did not manage to get this situation changed. On the final weekend of Home and Away 

matches the normal matches were played as well as washed out matches to be umpired by the 

original appointees. 

On the Saturday I was appointed to a match at Trumper with one player rating very high in the 

voting. Naturally, he was legally tagged by the opposition and was not able to achieve his normal 

standard of achievement. Unfortunately, he did not receive any votes. On the Sunday the washed 

out match was played at Rosedale, with original appointees to umpire. Again, he was heavily tagged, 

but managed to overcome this to some extent and achieved one vote. I understand that he won two 

Phelan Medals. I would like to think that one was during this season. 

Some players make it very easy with B&F votes and very often stand out with a good performance 

throughout their games. Others at times let you down at the last minute. 

On two separate occasions I have had a player well in front into the last quarter and bingo, I was 

back to the drawing board. 

The first time was after a centre bounce, a ruckman was kneeling on the ground and the opposing 

rover struck him heavily in the face . At the Tribunal hearing, the rover explained that the ruckman 

had grabbed him in a very sensitive part of his lower body. Knowing the ruckman over many years I 

could well understand this scenario. The charge was dismissed, and I was satisfied with the outcome. 

The second time, a player took a very good chest mark and was very heavily and unfairly checked by 

an opposing player. I blew my whistle to indicate that there had been an infringement as well as a 

mark. The offended player took a small step backwards and delivered a strong blow to the face of his 

opponent who fell to the ground in a very dazed state. At the tribunal I explained that the reported 

player had been heavily and unfairly tackled. He was given a reprimand for his action with no 

suspension. I believed that this was a fair outcome. 

It just goes to show that you never know what will happen in the next moment of a football match. 

Also, it is not enough to have 1,2,3 in mind. You still need some spares just in case. 

Tribunals. 

As with marks and penalties, I always believed that unless you had a clear view of a reportable 

offence, you should not report it. This can often be unfortunate for the offended player, but if you 

did not see it, you should not guess about it. There can be times when you may need to think about 

your positioning around incidents to ensure you are in the right spot. 

I only had twenty- five reports throughout Senior and Junior Football. Twenty- three found guilty, 

one charge dismissed and another in Juniors was found not guilty. There were rumours of pol itical 

intrigue with regards to this last case and I still strongly believe the rumours. 

I did attend Tribunal hearings many, many times over the years as Umpires Advocate . Tribunals can 

be unsettling for the umpire as well as the player. Most umpires have acquitted themselves very well 

whilst others have appeared to have not given enough thought to the details of their report. 
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One of my most notable Advocate experiences was at the hearings regarding the 1987 Grand Final. 

This was a mega production, which lasted over a few weeks, with numerous players, club 

representatives, umpires, and the Tribunal Members. Each club produced many video clips in 

evidence. At one stage a Tribunal Member said to another Tribunal Member, "Is that the incident 

that we are considering". Reply was "No". "Well, we may need to come back to that one" was his 

comment. 

What really did happen? 

Often at tribunals, one wonders if all parties are discussing the same situation. Players at times give 

a completely different story about the event to that reported by the umpire. Understandably, they 

want to have the charged dismissed and maybe they embellish their story slightly. Sometimes, under 

the pressure of the game they no doubt believe in what they say. 

As an example. The umpires shared training at Trumper with Paddington Colts Rugby League. Whilst 

we were doing laps of Trumper, I was accidently cleaned up by a Colts player, unseen by myself. 

Later, reliving the incident with fellow umpires I told the story as to how I believed it happened. The 

umpire who was running behind me interjected to say that what actual happened was slightly 

different to what I believed. It goes to show it is only those who see it, know how it happened. 

Scoreboarditis. 

Winter brings many different complaints such as Influenza and Whiteline Fever amongst them. One 

of the serious effects of White line Fever is the more serious problem of Scoreboarditis. This can turn 

sensible and rational people into rather strange and unpredictable people. 

As an example, I must relate a story from 1959/60. Mid 1959, I was umpiring an U16 match early 

morning at Hurstville Oval. At the end of the match, I was approached and told that the 3rd Grade 

umpire had not turned up. I was asked if I could umpire the game, to which I agreed. The official 

umpire arrived by quarter time and took over whilst I prepared myself to play 2nd Grade for St 

George. During the 1st Grade match, I was introduced to the President of the visiting club as the 

person who stood in as umpire at the start of the 3rd Grade match. He thanked me very much for my 

effort and said that more people like me were required in the senior umpiring ranks. I thanked him 

very much and indicated that senior umpiring was not on my agenda. Fast forward twelve months to 

Trumper and I was umpiring that visiting team against a very strong Sydney Naval istGrade team 

who won the match. After the match as I was leaving the old timber grandstand, I met up with the 

said president and his entourage. He went on to tell me how bastards like me were holding the 

game back. Oh, what a difference a year makes! 

The Little People. 

The Little People. To be sure! To be sure! What is the problem with us vertically challenged people? 

Do we think that if we do not make enough noise we could be trodden on. It always seems that the 

smallest players make the most noise. 

The captain of a 2nd Grade team was noted for his continual verballing of most things . Playing at 

home he within the Laws challenged the numbering of the visiting team's jumpers, in that a number 

was duplicated. At the first opportunity I stopped play and requested that the visitors line up. Would 

you believe that not one number was duplicated but there were three such duplications. I requested 

the captain to decide which players would go off for replacement jumpers. As this was happening, I 
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also requested that the home team line up for checking. Lo and behold, there was one number 

duplicated. The same message was relayed to the home team captain, and I then restarted the 

match. Ah! There is such a thing as karma! 

Umpiring at a Masters National Carnival in Tasmania on a very miserable day, rain, sleet and cold. A 

Tasmanian player who also had a lot to say went to a very soggy ground with the ball. A teammate 

and an opposition player both hit the ground at the same time, one to the right and the other to the 

left. Unfortunately, three heads coll ided at the same moment. As no one was individually at fault, I 

called a ball up. The player in the middle was not satisfied with my decision and carried on a bit. 

From the ensuing ballup t he ball went to ground. The player in question also went to ground and 

was quickly sliding backwards over the boundary line when he decided to take the ball with him. 

Whistle, "deliberate out of bounds". He was last seen running around the ground calling for the 

coach to take him off. His appeal went unnoticed. 

Then there was the rover who felt that he could break up two wrestling ruckmen better than I could. 

In a very few words I informed him that his presence was not required in that area . This is part of the 

section Things Said. After the match, we both had a chat and a good laugh. 

In fairness to the Little People, there are a number of those bigger people who can be a problem. 

One of those two wrestling ruckmen was also well known for his non-stop verballing of anything and 

everything. After the first few minutes of the match, I found it necessary to explain to him that his 

comments were not required and that he was likely to eventually come to grief for his actions. Yes, it 

did work, and he took notice of what I had said. 

There was a Masters player who always seemed to complain about everything and anything. At one 

match he complained that the opposing player was holding onto his shirt. I always have 

endeavoured to be in position to watch for these types of infringements and had not noticed 

anything untoward to that stage or afterwards. 

My final day of umpiring was at a Masters Mini Carnival with four other umpires. At one stage I was 

not sure how many games I had umpired or how many games were left to play. As it turned out I 

eventually co-umpired six of the eight games. 

It was the second last game, and this player was at his normal complaining level, but never clear 

about his complaint. In the last quarter I noticed that his gums had blood on them. In concern for 

two reasons, i.e., the blood rule and his own welfare I asked him about his gums and for my concern 

I received a tirade about heaven only knows what. The ball went further upfield and I approached 

him and said that he for some reason was not satisfied with my umpiring and that he had a choice of 

leaving the ground of his own accord or for me to take a coloured card out of my sock. Shortly after 

this the fina l bell sounded. I must say that this did not take any enjoyment out of my next and final 

match. 

At the other end of the spectrum there are some players who have a way of getting their message 
across without being offensive. Jack Harding, captain of Sydney Naval, a big man who often moved 

like a rover had his own way of showing his concern with decisions that did not satisfy him. 

There never was a verbal complaint. He would just look at you and give a polite smile. Even if his 

summation was incorrect, it made you think more than if many ill-chosen words had been spoken. 
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Things 

Football fields introduce many interesting things over the years. During quarter time breaks, 

youngsters often like to show how good they are by obtaining possession of the ball and kicking at 

goals. During the 1950's at Trumper there was a young teenage girl who always wore a dress, and 

possibly barefooted, who competed strongly with the boys and had many kicks. I often wonder if she 

watches AFLW on television and says to her granddaughters "I used to do that!" 

I saw Sydney Naval fullforward Jim Cracknell take many place kicks for goal. Another Naval player 

was the great cricketer Keith Miller who displayed the same strength and determination on the 

footy field as he had done on the cricket pitch. 

I have always likened 3rd Grade to an epic movie. With great directors Cecille Be De Mille and 

Stephen Spielberg as coaches and 36 gladiators as players. Anything can happen!! One Sunday 

morning I took to the field with the gladiators who followed the script for a while then they broke 

the peace and quiet when a melee formed. One player, obviously a seasoned street fighter at this 

tender age, took off his jumper and got into the fracas. I approached him and told him that unless he 

put his jumper back on, he would need to leave the field. He accepted my advice and replaced his 

jumper. Everyone then returned to playing. No doubt the two directors had to wait for another day 

to finish their epic movie. 

I was appointed to a 2nd Grade match in Second Division out in the backblocks of Penrith. On arrival 

at the ground a tall fellow in T shirt and jeans came up to me and introduced himself as the home 

boundary umpire. I thanked him for this. He then asked about his involvement if a melee started, 

should he run in and grab someone? I thought, what the heck is going on here. I explained to him 

that if melee started and he touched a player from the opposing team, he would be in serious 

trouble. The game went on and was an enjoyable experience. The only excitement was to see two 

aging captains carrying on like a couple of aging roosters trying to impress the hens in the fowl yard. 

Needless to say, neither featured in the Best and Fairest voting. Unfortunately for the Bounty Hunter 

on the boundary, he did not get a chance to get his man either. 

Goal umpiring is not an easy task and on occasions they can unintentionally make mistakes, just like 

anyone else. Umpiring a match in the SFA between Sydney University and Combined Services, a 

University player kicked the ball from about 30 metres out and there were no other players between 

he and his opponent and the goals. I was in an ideal position to view the disposal area and saw the 

ball easily cleared without being touched. The ball carried on without any player near it on its 

passage to and through the goals. I called "all clear" and signalled a goal. The goal umpire, a club 

umpire, signalled a behind. I approached him and said that it was very clearly a goal as there was no 
way it was touched. He refused to agree with me and told me his name and very senior rank in the 

services. I told him that I was not interested in his name or rank and that it was a clear goal, and he 

should signal as such because I was going back to the centre to bounce the ball. The next time the 

play came back to that area, I noticed that there was a different goal umpire officiating. 

Apart from assisting inexperienced goal umpires in junior football this, thankfully, is the only time I 

have had to overrule a goal umpire in a senior match. 

In the days of the old greasy mullet, I was umpiring a 3rd Grade match and awarded a free kick to a 

Balmain player when a Western Suburbs player grabbed him by the hair. Teammates came from 

everywhere and were pulling their own team mate to separate them. Whilst this action was 

admirable, the real problem was that the Wests player's hand was firmly embedded in the mullet. It 

then took me some time to physically untangle this mess before I could direct the Balmain player to 
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take his kick. When I blew my whistle to restart play, I suddenly realised that my whistle was covered 

in hair. Not a very tasteful situation! I have always been a strong advocate for umpires to carry a 

second whistle. On this occasion my taste buds were more than happy with the second whistle. 

Amazingly, after the match a spectator came up to me and congratulated me on the manner in 

which I had sorted out the situation. 

I only umpired one local schoolboys' match. It was between a well-known sports school and an inner 

city school which enjoyed a strong Rugby League history. As the game progressed it was obvious that 

the city boys were not very well versed in Aussie Rules. The sports school quickly advanced their 

ever-increasing score with the city lads only challenging the goal umpires to occasionally wave a 

single flag. Later in the game some of the "sporties" were developing an overbearing attitude and I 

had to apply a 50m penalty to one player. His immediate attitude resulted in an additional 50m 

penalty, placing the city lads in the goal square. My comment to the offender was that I could send 

him off, however I felt that he should stay on the ground and feel the wrath of his teammates for the 

only goal being scored against them. It worked. 

Does size matter? As a scrawny 16yo whilst playing Open Age for St George against West All Stars, I 

ran into a scrimmage and connected with West's big ruckman. Fortunately, my bump connected 

with his arm and pushed his elbow in under his ribs. There was a loud escape of air as he sunk to the 

ground. Obviously, he did not realise that the scrawny little kid had put him down and he spent the 

rest of the game chasing our ruckman. 

On another occasion whilst boundary umpiring pt Grade at Picken Oval, a melee occurred on the 

bowling club wing. I got between two ruckmen to try to quieten things down. Eventually, things got 

back to normal and play continued. After the game, the UAB representative asked if I was going to 

report the two players for trying to strike me. Obviously, they were still trying to hit each other 

above my head. There are times when size does matter. 

On 4 April 1970, I umpired Macquarie University's first competition game which was against South 

Sydney at Erskineville Oval. On 18 July 2020, I was invited to toss the coin for the start of their 50th 

Anniversary match at their home ground against Southern Power. It was great to catch up with some 

old familiar faces amongst the spectators. 

Whilst working with Nestle, in Foveaux Street, I would park in the streets of Surry Hills and wander 

through the back lanes to the rear entrance of Nestle. At this time there were a number of Sydney 

Naval players who worked for Sydney City Council as garbos, serving the back lanes of Surry Hills. We 

often had a chat about the game or games to be played. It was one of those special moments 

associated with Footy. No full brown paper bags were exchanged, nor a garbage bin left on top of 

my car. 

Whistle or shirt. 

Apart from the umpires, very often there are a number of players on the field who believe they have 

a greater knowledge and application of the Laws of the Game than the officiating umpire. Generally, 

their purported knowledge is smartly dismissed without problem. 

However, there are times when they have persisted with their claims. On some occasions, I have 

offered my whistle or shirt to them and asked them if they wished to continue umpiring. Strangely 

these "kind, generous" offers have never been accepted and no more "knowledgeable" advice has 

been forthcoming. 
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On a lighter note, I was umpiring a Masters match, Sydney v Wagga, in Wagga and at three quarter 

time, the Wagga captain, who also was a local umpire, came up to me with a cheeky grin on his face 

and said, "Its, your turn now. Here is my jumper, give me your shirt and whistle". Well, I did enjoy 

the last quarter and had a few positions and disposals and did not give any advice to the umpire or 

get penalised. However, I have never moved so quickly in all my life as there was no way I wanted to 

be caught by any of those Sydney buggers. Ah! Footy For Fun. 

Bastard. 

What a strange word! It can be used in a derogative manner or in a friendly/acceptance manner. 

Used in a derogative manner on the football field it normally results in the offender's name being 

written on a report form. 

Used in the second manner it can bring a smile or even a laugh. One season way back, pt Grade 

umpires were required to change their uniform at half time to come back out looking fresh and 

smart and ready to put a full effort into the second half. At one match before the start of the third 

quarter a player, who looked as though he had worked very hard in the first half, came up to me and 

said, "You bastard, you have had a shower". I explained that I had only changed my gear and 

combed my hair. He gave me a strange look, shrugged his shoulders, and walked away. 

In my last National Masters carnival, a Vic Metro player came up to me before the start of a quarter 

and said that they had been discussing ages during the break. This no doubt is an odd thing to be 

discussing during a quarter break. However, this was the true Footy for Fun. He went on to explain 

that he was 72 and felt that I must be 76. I told him that I actually was 80. He then gave me a wack 

on the shoulder and walked away muttering "You bastard". I hopefully accepted all this as a sign of 

acceptance. 

One evening in the role of umpires' advocate at a tribunal, a young player had been reported by a 

goal and a boundary umpire for striking. I did notice some conflicting evidence in their presentations 

and worked hard to distract any deep questioning about this matter. Finally, we were dismissed for 

the Tribunal to consider the matter. Whilst waiting, the player's advocate approached me and said, 

"You bastard, you have hung us". This was said in friendly tone, and I accepted it that way. 

Obviously, I had not worked hard enough, as a "B", to distract the Tribunal from the conflicting 

evidence and they rightfully dismissed the charge. Whilst umpires must no collude in presenting 

evidence there may have been a different outcome if the umpires had put more detail in their 

reports and they could have been heard as two separate charges. 

Umpiring a 2nd Grade match at Drummoyne Oval, the visiting team's full forward had served many 

years in the top grade and was now helping younger players in the game. He gallantly contested a 

mark in the goal square without success. I called "Play on". He turned towards me and said "Come 

on umpie. Us old bastards have got to stick together". Footy is great fun. 

Abuse/Threats 

If you get through a season without some abuse from a player, coach, or spectator it would be a 

miracle. Threats are another matter. You do not want to be the subject of them or hear that they 

have been made to another umpire. 

Following one match, a player threw a drink bottle in my direction. After the match, Babs said to me 
in a concerned way, "That player threw a bottle at you". I explained to her that it was not a real 
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problem as he did not have the ability to even kick that far. She appeared to be more at ease after 
this explanation. 

One fellow who I had played with, knew socially and umpired was captain coach of a 1st Grade side 

that I was umpiring. Unfortunately, he and his team were not enjoying a lot of success on the field . 

Umpires trained on the same ground and evening as this club and a couple of umpires had been told 

at matches not to come to training on Tuesday. I knew that one umpire, with reasons known only to 

himself, did not attend training. 

Whilst umpiring this match, the player in question competed unsuccessfully in a boundary throw in. I 

called "Play on" and was about 30 metres away when I heard a booming voice, "You f@#$%" b+)(*& 

Mc Sweeney do not come to training on Tuesday" . I thought "hello". What do I do as I could only 

recognise him by his voice as I had my back to where he was situated? Tuesday morning was cold 

and miserable with heavy rain. I put on my oldest suit not wanting good gear ruined if I was 

rumbled. Off I went to work and training without any improvement in the weather. 

The club selectors used the same room as the umpires for their team selection deliberations. When I 

arrived in the cold room there was only one person there. Yes, the player in question. We greeted 

each other by name and discussed the "beautiful" weather. End of story. I have sat and had many 

discussions and ales with him since. Also, I did not hear of anymore threats from the club's players. 

When I got home, I told Babs the full story and she said, "I wondered why you wore that old suit this 

morning?" 

There was a period when a club president, who was very passionate about his team, did not appear 

to enjoy the way I umpired and never left any doubt to that matter. Following a match where his 

club was the away team, I had completed the paperwork with the ground manager and was 

returning to the umpires' room through the away team room. As I went to close the door, he, in the 

company of his big son, used his foot and very big body to stop the door closing. I explained that the 

umpires' room was a private room, and he should remove himself from the doorway. He had a lot to 

say, none of which I absorbed as I was all the time directing him to leave the room. It was obvious 

that I was not going to receive a Christmas card from him. After what seemed an eternity, I gingerly 

turned my back on them and proceeded to pick up my bag and jacket and get out of the room as 

quickly as possible. 

After a match a few years later, he gave me what I firmly believe was a backhanded compliment. I 

must admit that it was good feeling. 

Monday, 12 June 1961 

What is so special about that day? It was the Monday of the Queen's Birthday Weekend. St George 

were playing Liverpool at Hurstville Oval. Jack Armstrong was the central umpire. I had performed 

central duties earlier in the weekend and was appointed as a boundary umpire for this match. 

This was the first time that Babs had attended an Aussie Rules match. Previously her interest was in 

Rugby League. After we entered the gates, I explained to her that she should ignore any derogatory 

comments made about the umpires and not get involved in disputes. She faithfully gave me support 

as an umpire for another 53 years. Only on two occasions did she become involved with spectator 

comments. Would you believe, both times were at junior matches. Generally, she took the 

comments on board, had a chuckle, and often asked me if I had heard them. 
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She enjoyed her footy and spent many, many years timekeeping local Superules (Masters), Mini

Carnivals and National Carnival matches. In fact, I am sure that she watched more footy on television 
than I did. 

Her support for me was recognised by the Umpires Association when they introduced the Barbara 

Mc Sweeney Award, for services to the Association by a non-member. She was also awarded Life 
Membership by Sydney Rocks Masters Australian Football club. 

Injuries 

Injuries are part of life however some have more bearing on life than others. As a kid I am sure that I 

was Mum and Dad's worst nightmare. Fractured arm, dislocated elbow, stitches in a finger, stitches 

in the head and many grazed knees. 

Not all were football related, e.g., fractured foot playing tennis, back problems three times from 

sailing and other situations. I am fortunate that I have been able to work through these and still 

enjoy life. 

Returning to football in 1957 I developed hamstring problems in the first training run. This 

continued, left then right, through the next two seasons. In 1958 I badly sprained my left wrist in a 

fall on Hurstville Oval. 

When the 50m penalty was introduced, I was co-umpiring a 2nd Grade match at Rosedale Oval. There 

was an incident that required me to apply the 50m penalty. As I turned to run downfield to the new 

mark, I collided with a player and went Head over Turkey, executing a perfect handstand. As I 

landed, I realised that I had damaged my right ankle and then proceeded to run downfield as far as 

my ankle was prepared to go. At the next quarter break, as I sat bandaging my ankle, my young co

umpire said, "Jim that was only 25m not 50m". I was very patient explaining that under the 

circumstances I was lucky to be able to run that far. 

About ten weeks after umpiring my last Masters' National Carnival in 2014, I had a quadruple heart 

bypass. I was determined to get back to umpiring at some stage and had to wait till June the next 

year. I must admit that I was very apprehensive about it. However, as once I made my first decision, I 

felt pretty good and was able to relax and enjoy the rest of the game. 

Early in the seventies, I had problems with my left knee, in so much that every now and then it 

would collapse under me. Sometimes very embarrassing. I was pointed in the direction of a sports 

doctor, Sid Sugarman. He diagnosed it as floating kneecap caused by deterioration of the tear drop 

muscle in my thigh. Some physio and exercises to build up the tear drop muscle corrected this 

problem. 

In 2000 a few weeks before the National Masters Carnival, my planned last at that time, another 

knee problem arose. Walking home one day, an excruciating pain occurred in my right knee. By the 

time I had walked about 700m home I was in a very bad state, thinking at least cartilage damage, 

and had serious doubts about my participating at the Carnival. Attending the physio, the next 

morning, I was very relived to be told that it was another floating kneecap problem. Exercises and 

strapping my kneecap in place whilst running saw me through the Carnival and no further problems. 
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The injury that has been foremost in my problems has a strange twist to it and has a sideline that has 

always been important to our life particularly on this occasion, dancing. Some may say what has that 

to do with football. Well, we loved to dance and have done so in some wonderful and strange 

places. In our lounge room, our kitchen, on top of Lindeman Island, in the cockpit of our little yacht, 

on the deck of a clipper ship in the middle of the Indian Ocean, in a park in Vienna and in the din ing 

room of the Stanley Hotel in Nairobi. 

Enough of dancing, back to football. From the mid-sixties to the late seventies, I had suffered 

continuing calf problems, mainly in the left calf. Many unsuccessful attempts had been made to 

correct this nuisance. I even remember having medication to get me through a preliminary final at 

Trumper. 

Late seventies I was umpiring an Ul 7 match between Ramsgate and Cronulla at Tonbridge Oval, 

Ramsgate, which had a poor sandy surface. About ten minutes before full time, a Cronulla player 

transgressed out on the western wing. As I ran over to place him on the mark I propped and 

suddenly there was a severe stabbing pain in my left calf, this left me in considerable discomfort as 

the game continued. Ramsgate player Wayne Johnstone asked me if I was alright. With tears running 

down my face I replied that I was okay. 

After the match, I stopped at a service station and obtained two bags of ice and then returned 

home. On entering our house with ice bags, Babs with a concerned look said, "What have you 

done" ? I to ld her the story and then set to replanning the evening to some extent, as we were going 

to two balls. The Rockdale Lord Mayor's ball and the Umpires Association ball a few kilometres away 

also in Rockdale. 

As planned, I took Paul and Anne out to Babs' mother after stacking ice in my sock. Returning home, 

I proceeded to shower then wrap my left leg from ankle to knee in cotton wool and a compression 

bandage and then put on my dinner suit. We then took off to the first ball for a couple of hours and 

then to the Umpires Ball for many hours. Yes, we did dance many times. I would not have been 

game to tell Babs that I could not dance considering our dance enthusiasm. Once I was up on my 

toes the pain was not that bad. Yes, we did have a wonderful evening. 

Some weeks later after much physio, six laps of Trumper and prayers, I was able to run again. 

Through this time, Dr Sugarman ascertained that I needed to be fitted for orthotic insoles. This was 

done and only once since then, in the nineties, have I had a problem with my calves. This problem 

was caused by not wearing the orthotics for a few days. 

Dummy spits. 

No doubt we all have dummy spits or moments of dissatisfaction at sometime or other and consider 

leaving it all behind. I did have a few. 

The first was at the end of the 1965 season which had been a good season for me. During the finals' 
series, I did not even get an appointment as the orange boy at any game. This made me feel very 

frustrated. I got the distinct feeling that one of the Umpires Appointments Board (UAB) did not have 

any confidence in my ability. I felt that the effort and commitment I had made was not worthwhile 

and felt that I would not umpire again. As it turned out, there was a change in the UAB structure, 

and I did umpire in 1966. 
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Some years later, I did not feel comfortable with my umpiring and felt that something was lacking. I 

was appointed to 2nd Grade at Erskineville Oval and the chairman of the UAB was in attendance. 

After the match, I explained my concern to him, and he reassured me that I was performing well. I 

must admit that I was not as reassured as he was. I was appointed to 2nd Grade the following week 

with no observer present. The following week I was appointed to 3rd Grade. Needless to say, I was 

far from happy. I contacted the chairman and explained my concern about the situation and our 

prior discussion. He replied, "You have not been going well". I explained that was exactly why I had 

asked him. His reply was, "Did you want me to crucify you?" My reply was, "I would have preferred 

to be crucified rather than you be twofaced about it." 

Strangely by the end of the week, without any explanation I was reappointed to 2nd Grade. 

I had been successfully umpiring at all levels of senior and junior football for many years and arrived 

at Lincoln Oval to umpire a Ul 7 match. I was approached by one of the people responsible for match 

appointments, after exchanging pleasantries he said, "Of course you could not be classed as a good 

umpire, because you have never umpired in Melbourne". Decency prevents me from printing my 

actual reply to this comment. However, I am sure that he was left in no doubt as to how I felt about 

his state of mind regarding this ridiculous statement. I still got appointed the next weekend. 

The appointments for the 1998 Masters Carnival left a bit to be desired. I think that the organiser 

felt the Masters term only related to the players and he continually endeavoured to appoint me as a 

goal umpire. I made it quite clear to him that I was there to be a central umpire, although I would 

have done goals if necessary. I got my central appointments and had a chuckle one day when a much 

younger umpire in the match following mine broke down. I was asked to take his place for the 

remainder of that game. I did have serious thoughts about the end of my umpiring days. 

On the last day of the Carnival, I was umpiring Vic Country, a good hardheaded group of players. 

After the match, some of them came up to thank me and to say, "See you at the Darwin Carnival 

next year". This was one of those magic footy moments and removed any thoughts of dummy 

spitting. Unfortunately, circumstances prevented me from attending the Darwin Carnival 

I actually retired from umpiring at the end of 2000 season. But, like old racehorses and racecourses, I 

contracted a bad case of Sherrinitus and continued with the whistle for many more years. 

Unable to finish. 

There were two matches that I was not able to complete as an umpire. It is interesting that in a 

normal match, players generally like to give umpires a lot of advice. However, in both of these 

matches it was obvious from the manner in which the players spoke to me that the realised that 

things were not quite right. 

Appointed to a 1st Grade match at Picken Oval, I should have known that things were not quite right 

on the drive there. I had stopped in a left turn lane waiting for the green light to turn red so that I 

could complete the left turn. During the first half, I realised that my performance was well below par 

because of the way I felt. Before half time I had decided that I was not in any state to complete the 
match. I arranged for a message to Laurie (Floater) O'Conner, the 2nd Grade umpire, to take over. 

Laurie umpired the rest of the match, for which I was very thankful. I am sure that he never forgave 

me, as he had been in West's club enjoying some liquid refreshments after his earlier game. 

The other match was I believe in 1967, 2nd Grade Newtown V St George at Erskineville Oval. The 
boundary umpires were Chris Huon and David Shannon, both of whom I had been using as Central 
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umpires in junior football. As the game progressed, I realised that I was not feeling well for some 

reason or other which obviously was impeding my performance. 

I knew that Chris had the ability to take over the match. This was due to his performance umpiring 

junior matches and the fact that he knew a large number of the St George players, as a teammate or 

opponent in juniors. I discussed this with Umpires Coach, Wally Craig, and he agreed to this 

proposal. Chris performed well and went on to be a most successful 1st Grade umpire. 

There also were two matches that I never even started. For the first I was appointed to a l51 Grade 

match on a Saturday at Erskineville Oval. Early in the day a very serious bout of hay fever took over. 

By midday I was in a very poor state and tried unsuccessfully to contact the UAB Chairman and the 

Umpires Coach. I knew that Chris Huon was umpiring at Rosedale on the Sunday. In desperation I 

rang him and asked I he could take over the Erskineville match. He agreed to do this even though he 

had just consumed a favourite Saturday midday fare, frankfurts. Obviously not the ideal pre-match 

preparation. 

The Umpires Coach was attending the match and was critical of Chris' efforts. Which was somewhat 

unfair considering the most unusually hurried preparation time in the build up for the match. Chris 

was instructed that he still had to umpire the next day. 

After a hard match on the Saturday, Chris did not feel up to another big ground on the Sunday and 

we agreed that provided my hay fever had cleared up, then I should umpire. There must be a bit of 

rebel in both of us. 

I was all clear on Sunday and umpired the match. In fact, a player who I had known for many years 

said that it was the best he had seen me umpire. Chris, the footy gods can be most unfair at times! 

The second was also in 1969 and was the last home and away weekend. I had injured my knee 

umpiring a junior match on the Saturday and pulled out that night. No whereas an intere·sting a 

story! 

1,2,3. 

I have been through the full count over the years. Whilst at times gladly accepting change, there are 

times that I did find it difficult to accept some changes. 

Single umpiring is a very special feeling. There is a great adrenalin charge and a sense of 

responsibility, in that you alone need to consider the complete manner in which the game is played 

in decision making, safety and fairness. 

So, a change to two umpires was a great challenge. One season after introduction of the two

umpire system, I was only umpiring juniors and was approached by the umpires' organiser who said, 

"You will not have to run so hard next year as we will be introducing the Two Umpire System for the 

U17s". My reply was, "That is good as I will enjoy umpiring UlSs by myself'. 

It was, in fact, a good opportunity to have a developing umpire mentored by a more experienced 
umpire. It was a worthwhile move, because the style of playing the game had gone under 

considerable change over the years. 

Once again, I was not excited with the introduction of three umpires. I must admit that I am still not 

completely sure about it. However, if all matches were played in the same manner as the State of 

Origin in early 2020, then three umpires are essential. 
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Of course, I really am thankful for these changes, without them it is very doubtful that I would have 

ever managed to continue umpiring our great game and enjoy my involvement. 

Colours. 

When, I started playing it was quite simple . Club colours did not clash, and umpires wore white. Over 

the years, there was an explosion of colour. There were more colours appearing on the football field 

than on a painter's white overalls after a few days' work. We now have alternative jumpers and 

special occasion jumpers. 

Umpires have gone from white, to white with different shoulder stripes on the shoulders or shorts 

representing the league involved. Then there were the heavy blue and red stripes on umpiring 

uniforms. Sydney umpires even wore blue at one stage to promote a particular brand of beer. Then 

we had orange and lime. 

I have umpired Newtown, in South Melbourne colours, many, many times when wearing white. 

There were only two occasions when I was mistaken as a Newtown player. On both occasions, a 

Newtown player directed a handball in my direction. My immediate reaction was to call Play On and 

not accept the well-directed handball. 

These colours have led to "affectionate" terms for the umpiring fraternity. "White Maggot", "Jaffa" 

and "Slimy Limey". I suppose that it is easier for spectators to give umpires encouragement this way 

if they do not know the umpire's name. 

I have had a long-term footy friend, who always greeted me publicly with, "Gooday Jimmy, you 

White Maggot" . This I firmly believe was said in a manner of acceptance. 

On my last day of umpiring, I co-umpired six out of eight matches in a Masters' mini-Carnival. I 

started in Lime until halfway through the day and am very pleased to say that I wore White for the 

remainder of the day. It was well accepted by those present and of course I was greeted with a few 

"WM" comments. 

Now with all the rainbow colours on jumpers, occasionally we see umpires with blue shirts and 

heaven forbid even WHITE. 

Inspiration, encouragement. 

I was fortunate in my first year of Aussie Rules to have a very good coach in U16, U18 and Open Age. 

He was Harry Quinlan and was very patient and appeared to enjoy developing the skills of his young 

charges, some of us were raw recruits. As a player I looked up too many of the St George greats 

including Col Harris and Peter Taylor. I was also impressed with the skills displayed by notable 

players from other clubs. 

In 1958, Alan Gibbons, a St George teammate, encouraged me to umpire junior matches, mainly 

with Miranda FC. After the end of season 1959, Peter Neil, also an ex-teammate encouraged me to 

join the senior umpiring ranks and was my mentor for a few years. 

It is amazing how you can be inspired by someone whom you only have met a couple of times. These 

meetings were at Umpire Association Life Members Nights in the 1970's. Fred Bradley was the type 

of person who seemed to have a special aura about him, and it was an enjoyable feeling to be in his 

presence. History Society records show that he was one of the top five central umpires in the early 

1930's. Not a bad effort in the one umpire system. 
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Bill Hunkin was a UAB member in 1960, my first year of senior umpiring. He was a quietly spoken 

schoolteacher and fair in his comments, but, when he spoke it was with a conviction that made you 

take notice. I believe that in 1947 he umpired a match, at Lithgow, between RMF and Newtown. At 

the end of the match each team lined up and clapped him off the field singing "For he is a jolly good 

fellow". That is special appreciation and respect. 

When I was fifteen and before I even thought about Footy, I started working in a store in the city. In 

the next department was this tall, impressive auburn-haired gentleman by the name of Mr Leber. It 

was quite some time after I started playing Footy that I realised that Mr Leber was a first-grade 

umpire and a bloody good one at that. His approach to all aspects of the game was most 

professional and when I started umpiring, I tried to follow his commitment to the craft. I do hope 

that I did not disappoint him. 

Our first umpiring coach and organised training was in 1965. Jack Armstrong was the coach who had 

been an exciting player and then tried his hand as an umpire, which he did most successfully. Jack 

was always straightforward and fair in his comments and was always prepared to listen to you and 

be helpful and encouraging. 

Our coach in 1967 /68 was Wally Craig who had been a central umpire, goal umpire and UAB 

member for many years. Wally was another straightforward person, and everything came straight 

from the shoulder. If he thought you were not up to scratch, he would certainly let you know. If you 

were concerned about something and asked him, you would get a straight answer. At times a kick in 

the pants or praise and a word of encouragement. A special person. 

In 1969 we moved to two nights training under John Miller who was a fitness fanatic. He helped us 

to realise that we could do better than we thought we could. I am sure that he had a good 

knowledge of reverse psychology. He would often put challenges in front of you and this no doubt 

developed some inner strength and belief in yourself. 

Throughout my prime umpiring years', the benchmark in umpiring was Mal Lee. He was a true 

character both on and off the field. In my opinion, one of the best in Sydney and by far the best 

bounce in the competition. It was always a challenge to think you could maybe just once knock Mal 

off that top spot. 

I must confess that at times I moved outside the box for inspiration. Often there was a prayer before 

the start of a match and occasionally a very quick prayer when things may have become stressful 

during a match. 

Club influences. 

Do clubs have any influence in the appointment of umpires? NO, they should not, however, they 

should have the right to make legitimate complaints about umpires. "He is no bloody good" or "He 

does not give us a fair go" does not cut it. The complaint should be pertinent and detailed for action 

to be taken if necessary. 

I was having a good season of umpiring in 1965 and had a strong feeling about my performance, 

without being bigheaded. Some matches were being televised that season and I felt that I may just 

be able to umpire one. I believe that I had performed well the weekend before a scheduled televised 

match between club A and club B and thought "maybe". As it turned out I was not a TV star and 

enjoyed a match elsewhere. Later I asked Jack Armstrong, our coach, if anything had been said about 

me umpiring club A. He replied that they had said they would prefer that I did not umpire their 
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games. I did not ask why as I considered it unjust on their part and I did not have any bias towards 

any club. 

In 1972, the grand final was between Western Suburbs v East Sydney. In those days the officiating 

umpire was known to everyone well before Grand Final Day. Ian Sonnemann was the nominated 

central umpire. Easts were displeased with this appointment and took some drastic measures to 

highlight their displeasure. Many fences in the Trumper Park precinct and within the ground were 

painted in their club colours and naming the umpire as their opponent for the day. The first ten 

minutes are considered as vital and full on for the start of any match. For a grand final at the 

cauldron of Trumper between two old rivals the pressure was much greater as well the normal 

pressure on the umpire had increased by the personal public attack on him. The first ten minutes 

really were full on and required some very strong umpiring to keep control. I can only imagine the 

pressure that Ian was under, because, I can say that as a friend and president of the Umpires 

Association I was exhausted when things finally settled down. Wests won by 69 points! 

Then we had the 1974 Umpires Boycott. Western Suburbs gave the League an ultimatum that they 

would not play if a certain umpire was appointed to their games. The Umpires Association were 

notified of this, but no reason was given. This led to a long and well debated Association meeting 

with some umpires calling for a full walkout. Finally, it was agreed that all clubs should not suffer 

because of this ultimatum and only matches between Wests and their opponents would be 

boycotted. The matter was resolved after the weekend and things returned to as normal as possible 

in the football world. 

As I said earlier, yes complain, but be sure that it is in the interest of the game and those involved. 

Often, it may be necessary for those complaining to look inward to clearly identify the problem. 

The BOUNCE. 

Our game has some exciting moments such as the long kick, spectacular marks, clever hand balls, 

great shepherds, the cleaver gold sneak who slots a goal from an impossible angle. Also, two 

ruckmen contesting a centre bounce to start a game with one of them knocking the ball to the 

advantage of his rover. 

Fans say, "We need to be there for the opening bounce". Coaches say, "Remember you are in this 

game from the opening bounce" . Umpires know that they need to be alert and on their toes from 

the opening bounce. So, the bounce plays an important part in our game. 

My friend and long-term running partner Theo Haughan often said that many good umpires were 

kept out of the game because of the bounce. It is hard to argue against his statement. The thing 

about the bounce is the uncertainty of its flight. This in my opinion is what makes it a challenge for 

the ruckmen. With the centre bounce the ruckmen come from opposite sides of the centre circle, 

thus they really need to concentrate on the flight of the ball to use it to advantage at the start of the 

game or after a goal is scored. 

In field ball ups and boundary throw ins, the ruckmen are required to stand one metre apart before 
the ball is thrown up or in and the flight should be predictable on most occasions. Many of these 

rucks often become a wrestling contest instead of a contest to knock the ball to advantage. Is a 

metre a challenging distance between two footballers who measure over 180cm? To watch a good 

ruckman in action is great and it can open up the game. 

When I started umpiring, I used the unusual style used by my friend Peter Neil. It worked well for 

him, but not for me. I then had to work out how to bounce the ball. There was no instruction manual 
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for this unique trait . Many people said, "You are not bouncing the ball properly", but none came up 

with the solution. I persevered and managed to get through somehow. Many years later when 

umpiring Masters, Max Jolly a player/umpire from Albury spoke to me about this and was most 

helpful with comments and some instructions. I finally was able to be much more confident about 

my ability. I did feel somewhat disappointed a few years later when it was decided that the bounce 

was not to be used in Masters anymore. 

There are many different styles of approach to bouncing. Some have a natural talent, and some 

need to work harder at it. Watching television, it is interesting to see the different styles of 

approach. There is the standing bounce, the soft shoe shuffle, the long stride, the fast approach, etc. 

One umpire even appears to swing his arms across his body as he bounces. 

Whilst I did have some problems in this art, amazingly I have been able to help many younger 

umpires to develop the skills required for the bounce. 

Many years after I stopped using the bounce, I was being assessed and measured for new orthotic 

innersoles and it was found that my hips were out of alignment. Well, that is my excuse to all those 

complaining ruckmen who have stood over me for many years. Let's keep the BOUNCE! 

The Holy Grail. 

Well, there we are, The Holy Grail that all umpires try to achieve, a senior Grand Final, preferably in 

1st Grade. Unfortunately, not everyone manages to achieve this in their career. 

I have umpired many, many junior Grand Finals as well as several Masterules Grand Finals. I have 

been an emergency umpire on a few occasions in senior football and even performed as a boundary 

umpire in a 3rd Grade Grand Final, but never achieved the big one. Most of my peak as a senior 

umpire was in the single umpire years when we had some excellent umpires on the field, so 

competition for the big one was always very tough. Even though I missed out and was disappointed, 

I never felt that those who were appointed did not deserve their honour. 

What would I have done if I did have the honour to umpire a ist grade Grand Final? I may well have 

said "well done" and found a spot in the garden to say farewell to my faithful Thunderers. If this had 

occurred, I may not have been in a position to continue on this wonderful journey and gain many 

years of joy and friendship. 

One thing about football that umpires must keep in mind is that if a match is a Grand Final, a normal 

competition match in a big stadium or on open parkland, it is still very important to those involved 

and be umpired accordingly. 

What's in the bag? 

No doubt every umpire's bag contains much the same contents, but generally several essential items 

must be there. Babs normally went through a virtual dressing routine with me well before leaving for 

a match. The check list would go much like this - shoes, socks, tape to ensure that socks stay up, 

undies, shirt, shorts, sweat bands, whistles (three soaking in a container of water, peas do dry out at 

times), handkerchief, sunscreen. Other contents were - The Laws of the Game, report forms, carbon 

paper (before sensitised pads were introduced), pens/pencils, Send Off cards in latter days, 

notebook, track suit, various strapping, Vaseline for the lips and above the eyebrows to divert 

perspiration away from the eyes (yes, it does work very well), drink bottle, soap, towel, studded 
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white boots for bad weather. Of course, no bag would be complete without a few packets of 

common sense, confidence, sense of humour, tolerance, humility, and respect. 

Also included in my bag was a pump. Over the years during football training, we often had to train 

with poorly inflated balls. To overcome th is frustration, I purchased a pump which was well used to 

ensure ball pressure was right. When I started umpiring a pump remained in my kit and was 

occasionally used to ensure that match balls were correctly inflated. 

The check list worked well. Naturally, like every system there is the problem of a slip up. Arriving at 

Olds Park to umpire 1st Grade, St George v Balmain, I realised that my white shorts had failed to 

make the trip. Fortunately, it was during the days of home team in black shorts and visitors in white 

shorts. A hurried and embarrassing discussion with Balmain officials saved the day. As the saying 

goes, "Be nice to people on the way up as you may need their help on the way down". 

The only other time I recall a gear problem was on an umpires' training night. As I changed, I realised 

that I had no socks. I thought this may prevent me from training. The coach was very understanding 

and insisted that I wear his socks. Bugger! 

Three Matches. 

Football matches fall into many categories. I always have in my mind three particular matches, they 

are The Most Uninteresting, The Hardest and The Most Enjoyable. 

The Most Uninteresting. 

Having umpired 1st Grade on the Saturday our team was required to umpire a Sydney U16 selection 

trial on the Sunday morning at Moore Park, opposite the Bat and Ball Hotel. Any barracking was only 

for individual players by the few parents in attendance. There was no barracking for the teams which 

led to a very dull atmosphere and was a bit of a letdown for us after our match on Saturday 

afternoon. No matter how hard we tried to properly motivate ourselves I believe that this led to 

what may be described as a below par performance by us. Whilst some people are at times critical of 

barracking, I believe a certain balanced amount does create an interesting atmosphere. 

It is possible that this type of situation goes with the type of match. Nineteen years earlier I was 

fortunate to play in the same selection trial on the same ground. For myself and some others, it was 

not a very interesting match. I played on the wing marking a player named John Locke who later 

played for Balmain. Throughout the game each of us only had an opportunity to touch the ball about 

four times, the other wing seemed to be where all the action was. Needless to say, I did not make 

the selected team and I think John may have missed out. 

The Hardest. 

I was appointed to a 2nd Grade match at Trumper Park between Newtown and Western Suburbs. The 

make up of the teams was a large number of players who had competed against each other for 

many years in 1'1 Grade and many hard-fought Grand Finals. I always said that if a group of players 

wanted to create a riot there was not a lot one umpire could do to stop it. The Appointments Board 
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must have had some premonition about the game, and I was blessed with two excellent Boundary 

Umpires. 

On the first bounce a Wests ruckman gave a Newtown player a very soft slap across the face and I 

awarded a free kick to the Newtown player who immediately spat in the direction of the Wests 

player missing by a long way, fortunately for all concerned his spitting ability was a long way short of 

his kicking ability. I blew my whistle and said to the two players "You obviously have a lot of things to 

square off about. Leave the youngsters alone." I restarted the game knowing that the Boundary 

Umpires would ensure that they would keep a very keen eye on any action away from the play. 

It was a match that certainly kept me on my toes and alert, and I must admit I enjoyed the pressure. 

The match continued in a spirited manner and there were no more obvious indiscretions. 

Umpiring training the next week was on the same evening as Newtown at Erskineville Oval. After 

training we attended the Kurrajong Hotel to rehydrate. Newtown players were also there. Laurie 

McAnulty a great Newtown goal sneak with many, many years' experience came up to me with a 

satisfied look on his face and said, "You know Mac that was the hardest game I have ever played ." 

This made umpiring feel worthwhile. 

The Most Enjoyable. 

Towards my later years umpiring senior football I umpired wherever I could help and enjoyed it 

tremendously. Some lower grade matches can be as interesting as top-grade matches. 

In the early 1980's I was appointed to a 2nd Grade match in Second Division between Liverpool and 

St Ives at Rosedale Oval. On the drive out I was complaining to myself about being appointed to this 

match as I also had to umpire a 3rd Grade match between Wests and St George the next morning. 

After many, many grumbles to myself, things started to fall into place. A few weeks earlier Liverpool 

and Pennant Hills 2nd Grades had both been reported for misconduct. So, my appointment was 

possibly to utilise my experience to ensure that teams behave themselves. I had never umpired St 

Ives at that stage but had umpired Liverpool (5th Districts) many times over the years and knew a 

number of their players very well. Being early at the ground I took the opportunity to catch up with 

and chat with the Liverpool players that I knew and also introduced myself to St Ives coach, etc. 

Rosedale is a great ground to umpire on and produces some wonderful football. The game 

progressed without any incidents, and it was a joy to be involved with . I was never interested in 

scores during matches as I always felt that there was enough pressure on an umpire during a match 

without worrying about three or thirty points difference in the score. On preparing to sign the score 

cards I realised that the scores were even at the end of the first, second and third quarters and 

Liverpool won by three points. How good can it be? It does not have to be an AFL Grand Final to be 

great, every match stands on its own importance. 

It was one match that Babs was not able to attend and on my return home she, as usual, asked how I 

got on? I was pleased to be able to tell her how great it was, and the only blemish was that I had 

three bad bounces throughout the match. 

Where? 

Having married a woman who was very happy when she was travelling somewhere, it was great to 
travel to many areas during my umpiring career. Whilst we visited WA and the NT a few times they 

were the only areas not involved in umpiring adventures. 
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I have umpired at a countless number of grounds in the Sydney basin. For some reason, I was never 

appointed to Gore Hill. I should not complain about this, as most who were appointed in the early 

years would often have a lot to complain about the ground condition. 

Other NSW areas that I visited were Oberon, Coffs Harbour area, Wollongong area, Nowra, Wagga 

and Albury areas. In the ACT I officiated at Phillip, Tuggeranong, Weston Creek, Manuka, Duntroon. 

I spent a couple of training nights with VFL umpires at Royal Park in Melbourne. Masters carnivals 

were held at Junction Oval and Kardinia Oval. Action in Hobart was at Lindisfarne Oval and Pontville. 

Queensland grounds were at Tallebudgera, Labrador, Zillmere. My last carnival match was in 2014 at 

Westminster College in Adelaide. 

Worst grounds/best grounds. 

One experiences many different grounds over years of football. Some are not very good some are 

reasonable, and others are better. 

Worst: 
I have two grounds that fall into this category. 

The first is Lionel Watts Reserve, Belrose which, in 1969, had an extremely poor surface. I was 

appointed to an U16 match on the last Saturday of the senior Home and Away season. My 

appointment for the Sunday was l51 Grade at Rosedale. The U16 match was not even a competition 

match but a social match between the local club and a visiting team from Brisbane. 

1969 was a very good season for me and I possibly had a reasonably good chance of umpiring a 

senior Grand Final. Throughout the game I managed to not get caught in any bad sections of the 

footing. As luck had it, I managed to put my foot in a hole in the later stages of the match and cause 

considerable damage to my knee. This resulted in me having to stand down from my l51 Grade 

appointment on the Sunday and reduce my chances of a Grand Final appointment. I did manage to 

be appointment as emergency umpire for 3rd Grade. 

The second is Tonbridge Oval at Ramsgate which had a very sandy surface. In the mid 1970's I was 

umpiring U17 between Ramsgate and Cronulla. With about 10 minutes to go a Cronulla player 

infringed out on the wing. I ran out to position him on the mark and as I propped on the sandy 

surface at the end of my run, I suddenly realised that I had suffered a very serious tear in my left calf. 

I did finish the match but did not umpire for another six weeks. 

Atmosphere: 
Of all the grounds that I have umpired on the one that stands out for atmosphere is Trumper Park. 

Certainly, not the best ground for football, but it came alive on big Sunday matches, when bookies 

and punters were present. Also, the tempo always went up a notch or two when Grand Finals were 

played there. 

Best: 
Playing on Mascot Oval in 1950 was a wonderful experience as it had a beautiful lush green surface. 

Though not much good for umpires trying to bounce the ball. 

Erskineville and Rosedale Ovals were well surfaced and large which generally enabled good quality 

football which also made umpiring easier. 

Another oval that is large and has a very true surface is Kelso Oval. 
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Lincoln Oval, Sutherland, was closed for a season in 2017 when new drainage was installed and the 

ground resurfaced. I am sure that it will eventually become one of the better grounds in Sydney. 

Well for the best ground that I have ever umpired on, i.e., Junction Oval, St Kilda. I and a Queensland 

umpire were appointed to the opening match of the 1990 Masters Carnival between NSW and 

Queensland. Arriving at the Oval nice and early I was surprised to see a heavy roller being used all 

over the ground. When the match began, and I started to enjoy running on the beautifully prepared 

surface I had to remind myself that there was a match in progress and that I should come down out 

of the clouds. 

We are fortunate to have the opportunity to be able to play our game on so many great grounds and 

must be thankful to those people who maintain them in all sorts of weather. 

Things said. 

There are times when umpires are faced with situations where they do not have time to sit and 

reason with a player as a parent might sit and reason with a naughty child. On these occasions the 

umpire may say things that are not actually covered by the Laws of the Game so as to get the 

desired and immediate effect. If any inexperienced or junior umpire should consider taking this 
type of action, I would strongly suggest that they take a step back and consider if umpiring is their 
forte and maybe they should consider something else, possibly needlework. 

Before I obtained my first car, I was walking down Barton St, Kogarah, to umpire an U16 match at 

Scarborough Park. In front of me were a group of players from the visiting team. As usual when 

young people get together the vocal levels increase many degrees thus allowing me to hear their 

game plans. These plans went along the lines of "I am going to do this to so and so" and "I will get 

the other fellow". The match started with much testosterone flowing. Early in the game a local 

player was tackled to the ground and as the tackler was over him, the tackler raised his fist in a 

threating manner and then realised that I was right there. I gave him a very stern look and said, "Go 

on let it go" . Fortunately, I was pleased that he did not follow my suggestion and the testosterone 

flow slowed right down for the rest of the match. 

A number of times when players have become overzealous and have not responded to a reasonable 

request, I have said something along the lines of "P#%% off and stop stuffing up my game". 

One match between Auburn Redlegs and Penrith, there was a Penrith ruckman who had a 

reputation for being a mouth. Every time I made a decision, whether in favour or against his team, 

he had something to say even though his team was much stronger and had a commanding lead 

within the first few minutes. After Penrith had goaled again and I returned to the centre, I put the 

ball on the ground and walked up to him and said, "Your continual disputing of my decisions and 

other comments could be considered as preventing an umpire from performing their duties and is a 

reportable offence, and I am just that type of mongrel bastard who would report you". Apart from 

any normal chat one would expect from a player, he did not have much to say for the other three 

and a half quarters. 

Later in the same match after Penrith scored another goal this ruckman and his opponent started a 
"I'm better than you are incident" in the centre. Whilst I was settling this down the Auburn rover ran 

in to take over the proceedings. I turned to him and said, "P#%% off". His reply was that I could not 
talk to hm like that. I said, "I can, now get you're a&$% out of here". He departed and we got on 

with the game. After the match, I was completing paperwork with the Auburn ground 

manager/coach/captain and the rover came up and apologised for his actions. I thanked him and 
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playfully told him that it was OK as I had been told that he was a wanker. He and his coach (in 

particular) enjoyed this little piece of banter. There are some fun moments in football! 

I have been fortunate that none of my comments have backfired. Although things may be said to 

players, it is important that respect between players and an umpire is very important. 

1961 Umpires Strike and I. 

This was my second year of Senior Umpiring. I still had a strong tie with Junior Umpiring having spent 

some time as President of the St George & Sutherland Junior Football Association in 1960 and having 

umpired Junior football since 1958. 

During 1960 the Umpires Appointments Board (UAB) consisted of five experienced ex-umpires. For 

some reason this structure changed in 1961. Apart from the Chairman, I had no idea of the rest of 

the UAB if any. One of the previous members had retired and the others had returned to goal 

umpiring. Possibly naively, I was not greatly concerned as long as I was able to keep umpiring at both 

levels and had asked the Chairman if I could be appointed to Sunday matches so that I could umpire 

juniors on Saturdays. 

I was happy with the matches I was appointed to but on most occasions, they were Saturday 

matches. I, on several occasions, reminded the Chairman of my original request, but nothing 

changed. This disappointed me in that I was not able to devote as much time as I w ished to junior 

football. 

Later in the year, one of the pervious UAB was not happy with his goal umpiring appointment and 

complained to the Cha irman using some unacceptable language. The Chairman, understandably, was 

not happy with this and stated that the said umpire would not receive any appointments until such 

t ime as he apologised for his abusive manner. Naturally this apology was not forthcoming. 

I do not recall any Association meeting to discuss the matter, but umpires were advised that until 

such time as the umpire was appointed the Association members would be on strike. I felt that the 

strike was detrimental to both Senior and Junior football at a time when great efforts were being 

made to develop the game at Junior level. 

I personally felt that we could show "no confidence" in the Cha irman by using the expertise w ithin 

the Association, i.e., previous UAB members, to make our own appointments. Without the 

availability of emails and mobile phones at that time it was not possible to get this notion through in 

sufficient time. 

I was approached by two senior people at Junior football level who were also concerned with the 

negative impact the publicity would have and asked if I would umpire. I agreed to do so knowing 

that there would be some personal consequences. 

The matches were played on 15 July and I and any other Association members who umpired were 

immediately suspended until we met with the Association Committee. Due to personal 
commitments, this was not possible for me at that particular time. 

My match was at Picken Oval. The only other senior umpire that I knew was involved also had a 

strong involvement with Junior football. In fact, he was the person who first got me involved with 

Senior umpiring. Later on following his period of suspension, he was eventually reinstated to the 

Association . 
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During the following year,1962, I was attending St George TAFE 3 nights a week and Ultimo TAFE 1 

night a week. This made it difficult for me to meet up with the Association Committee to discuss the 

matter until late in that season. I had a fair hearing and was asked by one of the Committee, Jack 

Armstrong, if I would do the same thing again. I replied "Yes. If the circumstances were the same" . 

He thanked me for my honesty. 

I was then reinstated to the Association, but it was felt that at this late stage in the season I should 

not return to Senior umpiring until 1963, which I did. 

It should be noted that the goal umpire in question received his appointment the week following the 

strike, this settled the strike, but he never umpired again. 

It is also interesting to note that two of the earlier UAB members returned to that function in 1963. 

One filling the position of Chairman for a number of years, the other after some years on the UAB 

having two successful years as Umpires Advisor. Over sixty years later I am still involved with the 

Umpires Association as well as coaching Junior Umpires. 

Umpire knocks himself out. 

The true story is that it did not happen. How do I know? I was there. I was the umpire. There within a 

few words the record has been put straight. Even though this headline was only four words it 

covered a larger story. 

It is 1960 I was fit, had white shirt and shorts, black socks, white boots, two trusty Acme Thunderer 

whistles, a shirt pocket copy of The Laws of the Game (33 of them. Law 34 Common-sense did not 

make the printed version) and had two years' experience, umpiring junior football. Wow! It was my 

first year of umpiring senior football. 

I was fortunate that after a handful of 2nd and 3rd Grade matches, I was promoted to First Grade. A 

different story. Longer quarters plus time on. Almost an extra quarter in running time. There was no 

Umpires' Advisor nor official training. There was some feedback from Umpires Appointment 

Members and an occasional chat with other umpires. Like our early aviators it was fly by the seat of 

your pants. 

One of my early First Grade matches was at Erskineville Oval, South Sydney v East Sydney. Due to its 

size this was a great ground to umpire on as it produced some good football. It was an enjoyable 

match except for an accidental incident were a South Sydney great Kevin Batchelor's face collided 

with the bottom of an opponent's boot. Unfortunately, boots in those days had the dreaded leather 

studs with nails which could cause considerable damage. 

I was very impressed with the ability of one of the South Sydney players who gave his best all day 

against strong opposition and rated him best on ground. When it came to preparing the Best and 

Fairest votes, I realised the player was Wally Speed. Wally a few weeks earlier had stomped on an 

umpire's foot and was given six weeks suspended sentence. 

We are now into July, and I am appointed to the second match between these clubs. The match was 

at Trumper Park a much different playing arena to Erskineville. However, Trumper did have a special 

atmosphere especially for Sunday matches with a large number of enthusiastic fans and at times 

punters. 
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In the first quarter, Souths were attacking the Glenmore Road end of Trumper. Wally Speed went up 

for the mark just outside the goal square. He was struck heavily behind the right ear by Mike 

Camilleri, Easts, who was reported. Wally was not in a very good state, this was well before 

interchange was introduced, and was not able to take his kick. Jack Atkins, South's coach, 

understandably wanted to take the kick. The Law at the time was if unable to take the kick a ball up 

would occur. My ruling was not very well received as a kick would have ensured a goal for Souths. 

In the second quarter Wally legally tackled an Easts player who was in possession of the ball. 

Unfortunately, Wally added a good clout to the face as well and was reported. Bob Carter, Easts, 

came in to defend his teammate and he and Wally subsequently traded blows. Two more reports. 

At one stage the ball was bouncing towards the boundary and four players and myself were line 

abreast following it. Suddenly, the second player from me fell to the ground. Yes, I was up with the 

play and had a clear view of the ball, but I was not really in a good position to see what the players 

were doing. Good positioning is vital at all times to maintain proper control. 

The third quarter was progressing well until a short while before three-quarter time. A goal had been 

scored and I was taking the centre bounce. I realised that the ball was curling over behind me and 

that any backward movement by me would end in trouble. Looking straight ahead I could see an 

escape route. Wrong, Trumper on a late winter afternoon and the sun is starting to get low over 

Darlinghurst and Kings Cross. In that glare was East's second ruck, Geoff Shone, who was intent in 

getting involved in the play. Yes, we collided, and I received a knee in a very vulnerable area. Had I 

been half an inch taller this could have well been the end of the tale and me. Although, for the next 

three days I had to take at least six steps before I could stand upright. It is important to have your 

back to the sun on centre bounces. 

As I spun through the air, I managed to blow my whistle and indicate a stoppage to the play. 

Suddenly, Jack Atkins was asking me to give the All Clear as Souths had kicked a goal. He was not 

impressed that I had stopped the play. Whilst I was on the ground someone was pumping air into 

me whilst the two rovers were carrying on like a couple of Bantam roosters and I was telling them to 

behave themselves. Three-quarter time could not come quick enough. No more bouncing for the 

rest of the game. 

The last quarter was uneventful until I was leaving the ground surrounded by a large group of people 

which included an Easts player. I realised later that he was Kevin Little a police officer. There were a 

number of people waiting at the umpires' gate who seemed to know my name very well. One was 

the South Sydney second grade captain, R Edmonds, who apparently knew much more about my 

parentage and other things. I deemed this was worthy of another report. I heard later that had I not 

reported him the League Secretary would have. 

Now to complete the reports which were required in three copies, and this was before the 

introduction of presensitised report pads. The ground manager only had one piece of carbon paper 

which required each of the five reports to be written out twice. Lesson learnt, carry your own carbon 

paper. Also, I was leaving the next morning for a business trip for four weeks to Brisbane and 

Gympie. Not a holiday as reported in the newspaper. It was agreed that I return the following 

weekend for tribunal hearings at Trumper on Saturday morning. 

I returned on the following Friday evening, and I am grateful to my employer at the time, Nestle, for 

bearing the cost of the airfares. The findings were Mike Camilleri, two weeks, Bob Carter, two 
weeks, Wally Speed two weeks on each charge plus suspended sentence a total of ten weeks. R 

Edmonds twelve weeks. I returned to Queensland the following day. 
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The Right Decision! 

The scene was Olds Park quite some years ago. Third Grade match St George v Visiting 

Team. Single umpire system. No appointed goal or boundary umpires. 

A player was kicking the ball from the northern end of the ground towards the southern end 

(Forest Road}. 

I had taken up the proper one umpire position well to the side of the flight of the ball whilst 

still controlling the disposal area and with good view of the possible receival area. At a time 

when the ball was possibly mid flight I was heavily struck from behind across the back of the 

neck. 

I was slightly stunned and then blew my whistle to halt the game. On turning around the 

only person there was a visiting player. I doubted if there could have been any other 

fleetfooted player who had scampered off. However, I did not penalise or report the player 

as I could not honestly say that he had struck me. 

Short of physical retaliation I fixed the said player with a very stern look and said, no doubt 

incorrectly, "Don't you go near the ball for the rest of the game". 

I restarted the game with a ballup from which a scrimmage ensued. 1 am a firm believer that 

many times in scrimmages an infringement occurs. Yes, a player on the ground was 

infringed and I awarded a free kick. 

When the scrimmage broke up I realised that the recipient was in fact the prime suspect in 

my assault. To say I was displeased was an understatement. 

Needless to say this player did not rate in my 3,2,1 votes at the end of the game. 

Whilst prior conduct can be taken into account in controlling an incident it is important to 

remember that each decision needs to be made on the merits of that particular happening. 

Reluctantly I feel that I had made the right decision . 
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My experience level certainly increased during this period. I had a crash course in learning and 

development. 

I also began to understand the umpire/player relationship. For some time after this I would hear 

other umpires complain that they would have to umpire Wally Speed the following weekend. If I was 

umpiring and Wally became a bit overzealous, I would remind him how well he could play. He would 

say "sorry Mac" and get on doing what he did best. These were the magic moments one experiences 

in football. 

At this time, I could possibly have been justified in saying enough is enough and find another pursuit 

such as needlework. This did not happen, and I continued to enjoy the challenges, demands, 

friendship and abuse that went with umpiring for another 59 years. 

Oh yes, what about that headline? Sometime later I caught up with the author Ray Judd who was 

associated with Newtown AFC and asked how he came up with this story. He replied that Newtown 

were playing Wests at Picken that day and as he had not heard that I reported a player for striking 

me, he assumed that I had knocked myself out. Well done, Ray. I am sure that it managed to sell a 

few more newspapers. 

Three disciplines. 

There are three distinct disciplines in umpiring, they are boundary, goal and central. Each naturally 

are completely different roles, but they all operate as one team. 

Boundary: 

If you love to run, then boundary umpiring is great fun. When I was much younger, I thoroughly 

enjoyed boundary umpiring. Not just for the joy of running, often I would ask if I could run the 

boundary for certain umpires because I felt that they were the best and that I could learn a lot by 

watching them close up. As a boundary umpire, it is important to realise that you are part of the 

game at all times and to concentrate on everything that is happening on the field. 

Goal: 

Goal umpires are a much-maligned group of people who often are not really appreciated for the job 

that they do. I have goal umpired many times in junior football and have stood in a few times in 

seniors. At times it can be very boring if the game is one sided and play is a long way away. This 

requires total concentration and awareness. The pressure on goal umpires when there are 

scrimmages in the goal area are tremendous and requires a lot of agility and awareness. 

Goal umpires are human and can make mistakes like anyone else, but I have only seen one blatant 

incorrect decision made by a club goal umpire in senior football which I overruled. Details of this are 

recorded in the area titled Things. 

Goal umpiring is not just a walk in the afternoon sun. It is demanding and at times it can be quite 

dangerous. I feel sure that if statistics were available, they would indicate that because of intense 

activity in the goal area, goal umpires may suffer more injuries than central or boundary umpires. 

Central: 

In my sixty years of active umpiring, I was able to run a number of boundaries and an occasional 

goal, but my heart was always in central umpiring. Whilst my comments may seem biased at times, 

it must be remembered that all three disciplines are important and perform as a team. 
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A central umpire must firstly, have very good knowledge of the Laws of the Game. Apart from 

knowing the Laws, and possibly being able to run them off parrot fashion, it is equally important to 

fully understand the application of the Laws. Fitness is also an essential ingredient as are an alert 

mind, balanced self-belief, confidence, concentration, tolerance, self-respect, respect for others, 

common-sense and a sense of humour. I call these the pH level, get them all in line and umpiring 

should be a lot of enjoyment. 

Night matches. 

Early July 1966, I was asked by Rodney Tubbs, Secretary of Sydney Uni AFC, if I would umpire a night 

match between Sydney and NSW universities. I had not heard of any previous night matches and 

readily accepted his invitation. The match was an annual contest for the Shell Cup. It took place at 

Uni No I Oval on a cold Wednesday night later in July. 

It was an interesting experience to umpire under lights for the first time. NSW, who were having a 

successful year, were the eventual winners. 

As I said, it was cold, maybe very cold and was before protection such as Skins. I actually wore two 

shirts. One advantage of the single umpire system is that you do not stand still for long periods. I 

must admit that my contribution in the workplace for the next two days was not at what I would 

consider an expected level. 

Wagga Wagga was another area where I was involved in night matches. It was considerable colder 

umpiring these matches. 

In my last season, 2018, I umpired a Masters Competition night match at my favourite ground, 

Lincoln Oval, Sutherland. 

Fortunately, by this stage I had long discovered thermals and managed the night air successfully. 

However, the same night air seemed to make some player egos extremely brittle which served to 

keep the umpiring team well occupied over a couple of quarters. 

Notable matches. 

Naturally there are many matches during an umpiring career. But some do stand out. 

1989 was the Public Schools Sports Association National Carnival. 

Masters National Carnivals were umpired 1989, 1990,1992, 1993, 1995, 1997, 1998, 2000,2014. 

A memorial match for Bill Mc Bride was held in Brisbane in 2004. 

AFL International Cup at Blacktown in 2011. 

The National Police Carnival was held at Picken Oval in 2013. 

The Bill Mc Bride match was very special as Bill grew up in Zillmere, where a park was named after 
his father, and where he started his footy days. He joined the Navy and moved to Sydney where he 

played U19 with Western Suburbs. His naval career saw him make many moves throughout Australia 
always playing footy. I may have umpired Bill in U19, but my first recollection of him was as a very 

good Maters player. Unfortunately, Bill passed away suddenly at the age of 49. At the time of his 

death, he was the longest serving Aboriginal in the Australian Navy. It was decided to celebrate his 

life with a memorial match to be played at his home ground at Zillmere. 
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Some weeks before the match, I was talking with Steve Trump, a Sydney umpire, and he said that he 

had played U19 with Bill and was going up to Brisbane to umpire the match. I thought how great this 

was to be able to celebrate the memory of their teenage years. Sadly, a week later, we heard that 

Steve had passed away in his sleep on the Saturday night. This naturally was a great shock to all 

concerned. I asked if it would be in order if I was to take his place as a Sydney umpire. This offer was 

accepted, and I shared the umpiring duties with an ex-Geelong umpire, Ray Hocking, and a Brisbane 

umpire, Gary Schultz. 

His old club, Windsor Zill mere, had a home game against Southport. The 2nd Grade match was 

transferred and played at Southport, so that the Memorial Match could be played as a curtain raiser. 

There was a team made up of players who came from other states as well as Queensland, whilst the 

second team consisted of other Queenslanders. 

As well as Bill's family, there was a large group of high ranking and other Naval personnel including 

the Navy Band. Also in attendance were many parliamentarians and other officials and of course 

footy supporters. 

I received the match ball which was delivered by a Navy helicopter. I had prepared a penny with 

Bill's year of birth on it for the toss and presented it to his sisters who did the toss. 

It was an enjoyable day and was a wonderful way to celebrate Bill's wonderful service to Footy and 

his Country. 

Babs and I travelled to Melbourne to watch the first AFL International Cup, a wonderful concept, in 

2002 and again in 2005 and 2008. It was great to hear that the first week, of the 2011 Cup, was to be 

held in Sydney. I was keen to umpire and put my name forward for an appointment and was 

fortunate to be appointed to the match between the Irish Banshees and the Canadian Northern 

Lights. This was also pleasing due to my Irish heritage. 

This match involved several one and only situations for me. These were, umpiring at Blacktown 

International Sports Arena, the International Cup, with an American umpire, with a female umpire 

and a female footy match. The match was enjoyable and of a good standard. The Banshees won by 

eight points. Babs and I travelled to Melbourne the following week to have a day of watching a 

number of the last matches. The Banshees and the Northern Lights faced each other again in a 

strongly fought match. They were both evenly matched throughout the game, with the Banshees 

again the victors by eleven points and the Cup Champions. 

The female umpire was not just an umpire, she had great umpiring talents. Her name was Vic 

Lawrence a senior Sydney umpire. A few years later, Sydney first grade coaches voted her as the 

best central umpire in the Sydney League. In the same year she was presented with the NSW 

Umpires Association Jim Mc Sweeney Spirit of Umpiring Award. Not a bad type of a person to share 

umpiring duties with. 

Number of matches. 

St George playing statistics show that I played 67 matches. I don't think that this count included 

matches in Open Age and U18 played under the St George banner. U18 did not play every weekend 

and at times we played the three grades in the one day. Together with U16, I believe that matches at 

this time are estimated at 29. This would have given an interesting figure of 96, not quite a hundred. 

Statistics can be very interesting. There is an old saying about statistics, "Lies, lies and more lies". 

Unfortunately, for a large number of my games, statistics were not always recorded. Consequently, 
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some estimations have been made. I have tried to be fair and sensible in these estimates. I feel 

fairness is most important for many reasons. One reason is, Babs was a statistician for a large 

international company and a Government Department and accuracy was always very important to 

her. I am sure that any unreasonable figures would result in a very strong lighting strike very close to 

me. 

NSW Umpires Association figures show that I have umpired 674 matches, of which 152 were in pt 
Grade. 

I umpired Junior football for a total of 16 years of which 8 were part time. My estimate for this 

period is 176. 

Masters Football covered 34 years of which 18 years were part time. Total estimate being 361. 

There were another 5 special matches which gives the total of estimates to be 1,216. Even if, I was 

very careless in my estimations by 25%, the result would still be over 1,000 matches umpired. 

I am happy and somewhat humble to say that I have been able to contribute to our great game by 

umpiring at least 1,000 matches. 

Positions. 

Coaches talk about playing positions. I think that I have played all positions, even ruck. One Saturday 

in U16, the coach, who must have had a bad Friday night selected me for ruck. True story. 

I am always talking to junior umpires about position on the field. I was told early in my career that 

proper position was essential to making correct decisions. 

Then there are all the other positions, those on committees that are essential for controlling many 

aspects of our game. I have been fortunate to work with many good committee members over the 

years and have filled several different positions, which appear below. 

Treasurer and interim president of St George and Sutherland Jnr AFA. 

Umpires' appointments for same body 1961-1965. 

Assistant treasurer of St George AFC. 

Committee member and president of Miranda AFC. 

Umpires' tribunal advocate over many, many years. 

Committee member and secretary AFL Masters NSW. 

Secretary Treasurer and later Secretary of NSW Australian Football Umpires Association. 

Selection Committee for NSWAFUA Hall of Fame. 

President of NSWAFUA for which, to my knowledge, is a record of six continuous years. Others have 

bravely spent longer in this position but not continuous. 

Recognition/ Awards. 

I suppose one of the most enjoyable recognitions that you can receive is a genuine pat on the back 

and a true 'Thank you". However, there are times when it is nice to receive a cake with a cherry on 
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the icing. Greater still if there are two cherries. In all seriousness it is important to remember that 

awards should not be your main activator. Doing as well as you can to achieve what is required 

should always be the driving force. I have been fortunate to receive a number of awards over the 

years, some have been for five, ten and thirty years, service, others have been for various reasons. 

1965 - I received an award from Jack Armstrong, Umpires Coach, for being the most consistent 

trainer. 

1972 - Life membership of the NSWAFUA. 

1982 - Life membership of Miranda AFC. 

1989 - NSW AFL Appreciation Award for umpiring PSSA National Carnival and Superules through the 

season. 

1997 - Life membership of NSW Superules. 

1998 - Inducted into National Superules Hall of Fame. 

1998 - AFL Merit Award for services to the game. 

2000 -Australian Sports Medal for services to AFL. 

2000 - Special award from NSWAFUA for service to umpiring 1958-2000. 

2003 - Inducted into NSWAFUA Hall of Fame. 

2009 - Life membership of Sydney Rocks Master Rules for Babs and myself. 

I have been honoured to have three awards named after myself. The first was a shield introduced for 

competition between Sydney and ACT Superules. This later included competition with areas such as 

Wagga Wagga and Albury. Competition for this shield lapsed after a number of years. 

The NSWAFUA have named their Spirit of Umpiring Award as the Jim Mc Sweeney Award. 

Miranda AFC introduced the Jim Mc Sweeney award as an encouragement for junior umpires who 

were also players of the club. To achieve this award, they must satisfy all umpiring requirements as 

well as contributing to the ethos of the club. 

There is another award that I regard as somewhat special. It shows that there are people who are 

interested in all aspects and levels of football. 

Through the 1960/70s, there were a group of gentlemen who attended Sunday matches at Trumper 

and who, I am sure, added to that wonderful atmosphere of excitement and tension that existed in 

those days. One of those gentlemen was Ted Coombes who had an interest in a shoe store in George 

Street. Ted arranged with Mal Lee, Umpires Coach, in the early 70s to present an award to the best 

2nd Grade umpire, for the season on Sundays at Trumper. I and I assume other umpires, were not 

aware of this arrangement. 

To my surprise, at the end of the season, Mal tapped me on the shoulder and said that I should get 

down to George Street and select a pair of shoes. I was very humble and pleased to do as directed 

and selected a pair of black Raoul Merton shoes, very popular at the time. I still have them as my 

special occasion shoes. In fact, my bow tie and dinner suit will not go out without Raoul Merton 

support. Thank you, Ted. 
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Family involvement. 

I have already mentioned my brother and brother-in-law's involvement in the game and Bab's great 

contribution. My son, Paul, played with Miranda FC for ten years and coached for one year. He then 

played U20s with Sutherland AFC for one season before moving on to play and coach basketball and 
volleyball for several years. 

Daughter, Anne, played in one game. That game was a challenge match by Miranda U13s against 

their sisters. She, as well as many of the sisters, performed well. Some teenage male egos were 

slightly dented on the day. About this time, Anne discovered horses and had a successful career in 

the equestrian field as a competitor and breeder. 

Anne's daughter, Samantha, played one season of AFL when she was attending high school in Young. 

Kye, Paul's son, is in his nineth year with Miranda AFC and acquits himself very well on the footy 

field. 

Anne's sons Cody and Noel have not accepted the AFL challenge but do very well in their chosen 

endeavours. 

Being a grandparent does have some special moments, like when the grandchildren are born and as 

they grow, develop, and have special achievements. These may not always be in the AFL arena. Like, 

8-year-old Noel skilfully navigating a kayak, Cody excelling as a goalkeeper on the hockey field, 

Samantha winning the State U16 200m Hurdles championship. 

During 2021, Kye, at fifteen and a half, was playing his first year as an U17. He was positioned on the 

wing and seemed to be able to tick most of the boxes. He at all times kept the ball moving in the 

spirit of the game, shepherd well, was constructive with his handball, kicked with both feet, kicked 

to the advantage of team-mates, marked well and took one mark whilst lying on the ground. Of 

course, he missed two shots at goal, but then so do the top AFL players. I told him that this was his 

benchmark game. 

The Now. 

2014 was not one of the most enjoyable years. Babs passed away on 29 July and I underwent a 

quadruple heart bypass on 23 December. This date was the 53 rd anniversary of the first time that I 

had taken Babs home. Strange things do happen. 

I was looking forward to an enjoyable 2015, waiting for a reasonable recovery period from my 

bypass so that I and my Thunderer could get back on the field. Also, I was looking forward to 

watching my grandchildren in all their activities. Their sporting interests were many. AFL (of course), 

hockey, athletics, soccer, touch football, equestrian the major ones. 

On 14 June, my tranquillity suffered a heavy blow. I saw, possibly, the worst display of umpiring that 
I had ever watched. It was an UlO match that Kye was playing in. Whilst agreeing with what was 

said, I spent most of the game reminding nearby parents of "The Code of Conduct" that is required 

at junior matches. In fairness to the players, parents, and the umpires themselves, I felt that 
something needed to be done about this. I sent an email to Karl Fletcher in the Umpiring 

Department at AFL Sydney, with constructive criticism of seven problem areas. Karl accepted my 

criticisms and replied, asking if I was prepared to help. Fair enough, put your money where your 

mouth is. Well, here I am eight years later assisting in coaching junior umpires in the St George and 

Sutherland areas. One stipulation that I made was that having missed a number of Paul's matches 
due to umpiring commitments, watching my grandson's matches was my priority. 
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This has been a very rewarding time in assisting the head coaches and seeing the development of 

the junior umpires. Most of these young people are also playing and do a wonderful job in their 

commitment to umpiring and their clubs. They seem to have something special in their character, in 
that even through COVID interrupted times, they still displayed strong commitment and enthusiasm 

to their duties. They also do a great job in adapting to umpiring positioning as compared to playing. 

Unfortunately, as happens in late teenage years, work, study, and other distractions cause people to 

take a different path. Fortunately, though, a number of our juniors have gone on to play in the 

senior ranks and more importantly, a good number have continued in the umpiring ranks, 

progressing to senior umpiring, administration and junior coaching. 

Now in 2022, I am not sure how much longer I will continue in this roll. However, I will always be 

more than happy to offer advice to any umpire, as long as they are prepared to accept a truthful 

reply. As I have stated elsewhere, I asked for advice one season, because I felt that something was 

lacking and was fed bulldust. One year, a senior umpire asked me how he performed. I truthfully told 

him that his performance was good except for one t hing and explained the problem. He did not 

speak to me for some weeks. What he was doing wrong, was a common positioning problem for ex

players turning to umpiring and was something that I had initially done myself. 

It is difficult to final ise a story about a long journey when there will still be a few more kilometres for 

the completion. Anyhow, now is the time to get most of the story recorded in print. 

I must say thanks to the New South Wales Austra lian Football History Society for access to their web 

site . It has helped me to confirm many facts and dates also to help fill in some gaps. Ian Granland 

and his team have done wonderful work in establishing a site full of information and continue to 

increase its scope. 

The critics. Yes, they do a good job, often misguided, but still worthwhile. They help to keep your 

feet on the ground when you conduct regular self-analysis of your efforts. 

I have always said that when an umpire goes onto a field it is important that their decisions and 

performance are appreciated. This can only be done if they put in the best display of umpiring that 

they can produce. If an umpire makes friends during their umpiring career, then this is a bonus. I 

humbly think that I have made many friends in the football sphere and thank them for their support. 

Paul and Anne have been tremendous with their support over the years. As toddlers, they were 

dragged off to matches to see Daddy do his thing. As they got older and went to high school, on 

Mondays they would quite possibly share classrooms with people who I had umpired on the 

weekend. They both have watched me umpire in 2018, my final active season on the field. 

Well Babs, you said that I was a Bloody Pigheaded Stubborn Irishman. I would never have argued 

with you on this matter because you were often right on important matters. Your support with my 

umpiring days was something special especially at times when my football commitments took up a 

lot of family time. Unfortunately, you were not physically part of the journey over the past few 

years, but I am sure that spiritually you have been keeping an eye on things. Had I not met you this 
journey may well have been a much shorter jaunt. Thank you for your patience and support along 

the way. 
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