
My Three Players  -- by Luke Greenfield 
Despite my relatively short time playing in Leicester league, I have had the opportunity of 
facing a large variety of focused and competitive opponents and, more importantly, some 
extremely humble and welcoming people. From slug fests in the bowling alley of Syston, to 
the defenders nightmare at Thringstone. Battling in the comparative bright lights of 
Knighton Park to the what seemed like days long pilgrimage to Arnesby which I’m convinced 
is somewhere in mainland Europe. I could’ve chosen many players however I have tried to 
make choices that will explain some of my experiences of the Leicestershire county league. 
Therefore, a special mention to the Ian Browns, the Harry White’s, Trevor Kerry’s, Adam 
Pettitt’s and many more. While slightly over the top and dramatic, hopefully this serves as a 
bit of a laugh in the challenging times we all find ourselves in.  
 
Maurice Newman 
2017 and my first season in the county league. Everything was new, pints were being drunk 
and freshers had come and gone. I was finally free of the constraints of small island life and 
felt on top of the world. I was warming up as the Thringstone team entered the Unicorn 
home arena preparing for a fight having been informed they were a strong outfit. Even I 
couldn’t have predicted the way things would unfold. We said our hellos and even at this 
point you could see the competitive edge in the eyes of the veteran Leicestershire player 
and this clash was the first match up. Across the table from me stood the Thringstone no 1 
Maurice Newman, who had hardly managed a rally in the warm up, but who I now know 
was luring me into a false sense of security. With my Athletics Union jumper acquired so 
early in the year, a few of my flatmates had decided to attend the spectacle to access my 
ability. The first set went much better than expected, 11-1 to myself. The second even 
better with 11 points scored in succession with no reply. While experience had told me 
never to celebrate to soon, surely the match was mine to lose. What happened next was so 
quick I had no chance to react. Suddenly, a man 3 times my senior was bounding around the 
table at a speed I could only imagine whipping forehands wide past my outstretched bat 
and punching backhands so hard I still have nightmares to this day. Before I knew it the 
score had been tied and despite a valiant fightback in the fifth game I ended up losing. 
Something of a gatekeeper of the Leicestershire league, Maurice was always a boogey 
player for myself in that no matter how well I’d been playing in the weeks up to our bouts, 
he would always seem to put me back in my place. Friendly on and off the table but always 
utterly determined to ruin your average at the slightest opportunity. In the 2019-20 season I 
managed to grind out wins in both our encounters, but it is safe to say that if I let my 
standards slip for even a second, Maurice will be back to embarrass me in front of my 
friends and teammates soon enough.  
 
James Lancaster 
Had I never made the long journey into the southern depths of the county, I would have 
assumed that James Lancaster was a strong division 1 player and as is the case with his 
whole team, a pleasure to talk to and play against. But I have made that journey. And I don’t 
know what they put in the water in Arnesby but I have witnessed some of the most 
ridiculous table tennis I have ever seen. While in the previous entry Maurice at least let me 
feel in control of the match before snatching the game away there was no such luck here. 
For a brief ten-minute spell, I felt as though I was not in the village hall of a small town, but 



in the world championships of table tennis where just returning one shot was worthy of a 
celebration. While usually I would be upset with such a performance, on this occasion  
as worldie after worldie flew past me from James’s bat, I could do nothing but applaud the 
execution, audacity and quality of the shots I was facing. How you can hit a winner so fast 
from under the height of the table I will never know. The only slight comfort I could take 
from the experience would come a year later as I watched my teammate Craig befall the 
same fate. I concluded that if he couldn’t block those powerful strokes, then what chance 
did I have. On both these nights, James proved to be a different animal all together. 
 
Jack Rogers 
What’s harder than facing one member of the Rogers family? facing two of them on the 
same night. As the Unicorn 2 team improved and became stronger, our clashes with the 
established elite of the Leicestershire county league became real points of anticipation and 
excitement and nothing embodies that more than my encounters with Jack. Due to my 
connections with a fellow Islander, I regularly made journeys up to Nottingham Trent 
University to train in my first year. It was here I was paired with Jack in a warm up, however, 
this was short lived and I never got a real gauge of his ability. It would take me until my 
second season to play against the Knighton Park first team where the younger Rodgers was 
on top form beating me 3-0. Since then, we have traded victories with one each per season 
with the winner usually swaying the tie in their teams favour while simultaneously slowly 
improving our overall averages. Our differing styles seem to match up quite well for the 
neutrals and produce a tight and competitive game. I have also had the pleasure of playing 
in the county 2nd team with Jack where I was able to watch his matches as a team mate with 
the whole team putting together some impressive victories and finishing mid table in the 
division. Hopefully, if we are good enough, I will have the chance to play with him in the first 
team as well. He certainly has the ability to keep rising up the rankings and I doubt he finds 
it too difficult to locate a suitable practice partner. Who knows, if he works hard enough he 
might reach his father’s level and maybe even surpass it.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


