Machine Guns
and

Cricket Bats
by
Jeff Grzinic

Copyright © 2012 Jeff Grzinic
All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by
any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying,
recording, taping, or by any information storage retrieval system,
without the permission, in writing, of the publisher.
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507
Houston, TX 77065
www.sbpra.com
ISBN: 978-1-62212-500-5

Dedication

This book is dedicated to:
Dad, Mum, Dorry, Michael and all my family and friends who
have encouraged and given me hope throughout my life.

Cricket—the greatest sport in the world. You have enabled
me to dream and live a life full of wonderful people and
experiences.
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Foreword
by

Simon Katich
Australian Cricketer

I

n the 1980s I was growing up in Perth’s Swan Valley, an area
rich in both southern European heritage and the wonderful
soils in which vineyards flourished. Many of these were owned
by people proud of their Yugoslav ethnicity. My father, Vince, had
his mother, Baba, living next door, and as a small child I remember
that they spoke Yugoslav. In 1980, and again in 1985, we traveled
as a family to the Old Country, then still Yugoslavia. We visited
various uncles and aunts who lived in places like Dubrovnik, Split,
Makarska, Rijeka, and Belgrade, so I was very much aware of my
Croatian heritage from an early age. Before we traveled, I went with
Mum and my sister Katrina to language classes, to give us a better
understanding for when we arrived there. I must confess, however,
that the only words I still remember are mainly swear words—and
here, of course, I can only blame the influence of my dad, who taught
me the lot!
My dad grew up playing soccer and never played competitive
cricket, but the 1980s were the heyday of the all-conquering West
Indies, and from the age of four I was watching them on television—
and I was hooked. As I grew older, if I couldn’t get Mum or Dad to
bowl to me in the front yard, I would spend hours throwing a ball
against a brick wall and hit it back, again, and again and again. By
the time I was nine, I was playing for the Middle Swan Cricket Club
in the Under-ten competition—and of course, with so many
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Yugoslavs living in the Midland-Guildford district, I played with and
against lots of kids from similar backgrounds. We were Australian
born, but proud of our ethnic roots.
From then on, I just lived for cricket. We played at school, and
often, in our spare time, my Middle Swan teammates and I would
ride our bikes down to the nets at the Swan Athletic Cricket Club
and bat and bowl till it was too dark to see. While we all had our
own heroes, and many wanted to be like Lillee and Thommo, or the
fearsome West Indies “quicks,” my personal idol was the great West
Indian Sir Viv Richards, arguably the best aggressive batsman the
game has ever produced. Indeed, still one of my greatest thrills was
when as a young Test batsman, I met Sir Viv in the UK, and we were
able to talk cricket.
As a young grade cricketer, one of my closest teammates was
current Croatian cricketer Chris Pivac- and indeed, when I was
fifteen I played with his father, Tom, in the Fourth Grade cricket
team. Later, when I embarked on my life as a professional cricketer
and went to play for Durham, Chris and I shared a flat, and I even did
some batting coaching with him. Back in Australia, we played First
Grade together for Midland Guildford, until I moved to Sydney in
2002.
The only other Australian Test cricketer of Yugoslav descent is
Len Pascoe (originally Durtanovich), and given the vast number of
Yugoslavs who emigrated to Australia, particularly after WWII, I’m
sure that elsewhere in Grade cricket, all over the country, others of
Croatian heritage have also played a role in our great sport.
I am often asked about the origins of my surname, and I am
always very proud to speak of my Croatian heritage. I look forward
to the day when I can take my wife, Georgie, and our children, to
show them all not only one of Europe’s most beautiful countries,
but also to introduce them to a large number of relatives who were
so welcoming and hospitable when I traveled there in the ’80s. Who
knows—I may even have the opportunity, as a final cricketing
challenge, to help the Croatian cricket fraternity qualify for a
promotion in terms of the ICC’s Developing Countries program!
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Jeff Grzinic, like me, an international cricketer of AustralianCroatian origin, will through this book help create an awareness
that cricket is not just a game for the playing fields of Eton, Moore
Park, and Wellington Square—places in the English-speaking world.
Readers will discover that cricket is increasingly being played in
European towns and cities, not just by expatriates, but also by the
native-born youngsters who might one day aspire to the sheer joy,
and great honor, to play for their country in front of packed stands
at Lords, the MCG, or Mumbai.
I have been a professional cricketer now for fifteen years,
working at it in the same manner as others in their jobs. It is a job
more fickle than most, focused as it is heavily on mental and physical
fitness, form, and a good measure of luck as well. As in any demanding
job, there are moments of pure heaven, but also pure hell—and
always in the public eye, so if you muck up, everybody with an
interest in cricket knows it! But it has also given me the opportunity
to see much of the world, to meet an incredible array of people, and
the chance to perform in some of the biggest sporting arenas in the
world. It is a good life, and in the words of the old adage, “I wouldn’t
change it for quids.” I hope, therefore, that this book inspires other
Croatians—or Serbians, Austrians, Germans, or indeed all European
sportsmen and women—to take up cricket. As in my case, you never
know where it might lead!
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Preface

by
Darren Maddy
England Crickets 'Mr. Twenty20'

I

t is only as I approach the twilight years of my career that I can
now truly appreciate how privileged I’ve been to play cricket at
a professional level. Cricket has always been a huge part of my
life, and from the moment I picked up my first cricket bat at the age
of two it was all I ever dreamt of doing.
As a young boy growing up in a small town in Leicestershire,
there wouldn’t have been many opportunities to travel the country,
let alone the world, so I am fortunate that my success as a cricketer
has allowed me to do just that.
Since signing my first professional contract on my seventeenth
birthday, I’ve been extremely blessed to have turned those dreams
into reality, and I’ve made cricket and travel my life. Looking back
over the last twenty years of my first-class cricket career, I am proud
to say that I’ve been lucky enough to not only have won major trophies
with my Counties, but to have also represented and toured with my
country in all forms of the game. The personal highlight from my
international career would be playing in the first ever Twenty20
World Cup in South Africa. I’ve also traveled to most of the major
cricketing countries, and in doing so have visited some amazing and
fascinating places. Along the way I’ve met some great people from
both the sporting world—and, dare I say, the “real” world—as well as
playing with and against some of the world’s greatest cricketers, who
have all shaped and developed my career in one way or another.
x
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Alongside all of the famous and world-class sportsmen I have
met over my career is a person who I admire a great deal—a man
I’ve struck a long-term friendship with since first meeting him in
Perth several years ago, I’m pleased to say.
Jeff Grzinic is that man, and from the first time I met him I knew
he was an impressive character with a drive and determination that
was clearly evident in his approach to life. And that was before I
knew of his fascinating life story! It is now obvious that these
qualities and fighting spirit are what he needed to overcome the
obstacles he faced in life, after having been involved in a car accident
when he was a small boy.
At the time, the doctors gave Jeff little chance of surviving, let
alone being able to walk again and live a normal life. After enduring
countless operations, through sheer pain and sacrifice, Jeff now
leads a full life and has maximized every opportunity and ounce of
his ability to play cricket at not only club level, but at international
level for Croatia as well. This has to be one of the most inspiring
examples of strength, determination, courage, and the sheer will to
succeed when all is stacked against you. I have the utmost respect
for Jeff, and it certainly puts the joys and tribulations of my career—
and indeed life—into perspective.
Since the introduction of Twenty20 cricket, there’s been an
interesting change in the power base of world cricket, seeing it
slowly shifting from the world’s strongest country, Australia, to
Asia—and in particular, India. The structure and format of the
modern game is constantly under scrutiny and review as the
authorities look at alternative ways of bringing more enjoyment to
the spectators and players, as well as more commercial viability.
Ultimately these changes increase sponsorship, which means more
revenue for the game. We have already seen the introduction of the
Indian Cricket League (ICL), Indian Premier League (IPL), and now
the Champions League—all of which have proved to be very
successful and extremely profitable, and all marketed from within
India.
The International Cricket Council (ICC) recognizes this and has
xi
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already introduced these types of competitions to all its members.
Maybe this will attract more countries to start playing cricket
competitively and promote another change in the world rankings.
I’m encouraged that the ICC already has ten full members, thirtyfive associate members, and sixty affiliated members from around
the world (including Croatia) playing and enjoying our game, which
means there are a lot more countries to see and traveling to do!
Whatever level you play cricket at, traveling and touring with
your team is always fun and memorable. Touring as a professional
cricketer is no different, and the banter, camaraderie, enjoyment,
and traditions are still the same, although possibly enjoyed over a
longer period of time. Sometimes the only negative aspect of being
on tour is that you only get to see the sights between the hotel and
the cricket grounds through the window of your team bus. So I’ve
always believed that it is important for your own sanity to get out
and away from the team on your days off to explore the local
surroundings and meet the local people. It’s always easy to visit the
major tourist hotspots of the area, but sometimes they never really
give you the full flavor of the local culture.
This book is an excellent example of this, and it gives you a fun
and interesting insight into some of the lesser-known attractions
around Europe. I wish there had been more books like this when I
first started out as a professional cricketer, to help me on my way.
The sights, sounds, and experiences I’ve had in my travels have
so far all exceeded even my wildest early childhood dreams. And
judging by the number of countries that are now playing cricket, I
need to get a move on and see so much more!
I hope you enjoy this outstanding cricket book. It has many
fascinating and funny insights into traveling around Europe, all told
by a remarkable and strong-willed person. Enjoy the journey!

xii

Chapter 1
Belmont to the Balkans

F

rom the moment I first represented England in backyard Test
Matches against my older brother, Dorry, when I was six years
old, cricket has been the center of my existence. Not that I
really wanted to be England—I simply had no choice in the matter.
Dorry was four years older than me, bigger and stronger, and in
the backyard he was judge and jury in all disputes. And he bowled
faster than me too. Of course I wanted to be Australia, but as Dorry
so rightly stated, “There can only be one Australia, so you’ll have to
be England.” It’s hard to argue with logic like that. More importantly,
I loved batting and bowling and generally just playing cricket. I’ve
been hooked on cricket ever since I can remember, and most of my
childhood memories revolve around the game in one way or another.
My rollercoaster cricketing existence began while attending
Belmay Primary School, in Belmont, Western Australia. Funnily
enough, my humble career is mirrored in a number of ways (and as
you’ll soon learn, massively overshadowed) by the great Dennis
Keith Lillee. Yep. Dennis and I both attended Belmay Primary School
and Belmont High School, and then went about forging our respective
(and enormously contrasting) international careers through the
Perth Cricket Club in the Western Australian Cricket Association
(WACA) competition. Of course, Dennis went on to represent
Australia in Test Matches and One-Day Internationals with
distinction and became one of the greatest bowlers of all-time and I
1
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went on to play for Croatia. Historically, aside from Dennis, the Perth
Cricket Club has also boasted many other well-known giants of the
international game, like his old pal Rod Marsh, and former English
captain Graham Gooch, to name just a couple. During my years at
the club so far I’ve been fortunate enough to witness first-hand the
cricket legend that is Adam Gilchrist and former Australian One-day
player and current Western Warriors and twenty20 star Luke
Ronchi. Also at Perth Cricket Club for stints during my career were
former England Test players Alan Mullally, Ian Ward, Paul Terry, and
Darren Maddy, along with a long list of other English and Australian
first-class players.
So how did my career start on its unpredictable and eventful
journey? Actually, my career should have been over long before it
ever began, because I was involved in a car accident at the age of
two when crossing a road. I never fully recovered from the incident,
as my back was broken in numerous places and I was neck to waist
in plaster while in a coma with life-threatening head and leg injuries
as well. My outlook for living, let alone playing an international
sport, was pretty bleak at best.
On my admission to Western Australia’s Princess Margaret
Hospital for Children, my parents were told that I would not make it
through the first night, such were the severity of my injuries. Well, I
made it through that initial night, but some time later my parents
were delivered another blow. I would be a wheelchair-bound
paraplegic or quadriplegic who wouldn’t be able to walk, talk, or
live a normal life. My parents were understandably devastated, as
my future seemed to promise only hardship and heartache.
As it turned out I made a pretty dramatic recovery, the kind
Hollywood makes movies about. I was blessed with the greatest
parents, who refused to accept anything but a child who was to be
treated as normal. There was also a heavy dose of luck, akin to
winning the world’s biggest lottery. Some suggest that while the
above is true, my persistence and determination to not make excuses
played a major part in my current physical condition and past
successes. Personally I think those people are flattering me
2
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somewhat, but any compliment is well received and humbly
accepted.
My earliest memories were of being told at every turn that I
shouldn’t seriously pursue any physical pastimes. But my love of
proving people wrong and dictating my own terms also became
very apparent to those close to me at a very early age. I disobeyed
and ignored those who knew best, passionately pursuing my
sporting interests instead—and cricket was at the top of my list.
The car accident ensured that I would never be blessed with leg
speed because of the discrepancy in my leg length, and the disastrous
misalignment of my hips, knees, and spine. However, I singlemindedly went about developing technical skills that more than
adequately made up for my other obvious limitations. Well, in my
mind anyway.
While I had noticeable physical limitations when I walked and
ran, I’ll be forever grateful that I can in fact talk, walk, and run, and I
thank God each and every night for that pleasure. However, in the
sporting arena, thanks to my limping body I suffered prejudice and
discrimination at every turn. Undeterred, I continued on with my
passion, as painful as it so often was, both physically and emotionally.
When I was about twelve, I was chosen from my local team to
play in a combined representative district WACA team. As all the
competition’s best players were also selected, I was really delighted
to be in such elite company. I remember at one training session a
former first-class player was invited down to take the coaching
session. Everybody was excited and showing off, trying to get his
attention, as kids do when a celebrity is in attendance. While I was
batting, I overheard him talking to my coach. “This kid is pretty
good,” he said. A huge smile came over my face, and I felt really
proud of myself. My coach then asked me to stop batting and to run
up and down the wicket. The coach and our guest spoke as I ran up
and down the wicket, and I heard my coach say, “He can bat well
enough, but he won’t get anywhere because, look—he can’t run
properly.” Hearing that, my heart sank, and I was left devastated.
That careless remark still motivates me today.
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People regularly saw the problem and not the person. It was
particularly annoying to me because my reason for not being among
the fastest runners was clearly out of my control. It was frustrating
because I’d played and practiced on my technical skills longer and
harder than anyone as a child, and I continued with the same
regimes as an adult. Even from a young age I worked on the mantra
of “controlling the controllables.” I realized that, while I couldn’t be
a fast runner, there was no reason I couldn’t develop my game skills
to an elite level. In my own head, I felt that these technical
advancements would more than make up for my physical
disadvantages. At least, that’s the way I saw it.
It was frustrating and it was sad, and it certainly wasn’t an easy
road to travel. But even as a child, I was aware of the fact that I had a
choice in pursuing this dream and getting treated the way I was, or
tossing in the towel and following a path of less resistance. Well, guess
what I decided? I was a stubborn, proud kid back then, and not much
has changed in the years since. People always seemed to notice my
physical limitations first, and that annoyed the hell out of me—
particularly when I was growing up and full of big dreams. What
about mentioning some of my positives as well? I’d think to myself.
By my mid-twenties, I came to realize that I’d gone as far I’d be
able to go in WACA district level cricket. My game had reached a
competent standard, and I’d turned myself into a decent club cricketer.
But as I got older, I knew the WACA mentality of searching for “the
next big thing” meant that it was all downhill from here, particularly
for someone with the physical infirmities I wrestled with daily. In a
period of reflection, I thought for all of the selection and confidence
setbacks, my career had been an interesting journey full of great
moments, great friends, and endless stories of fun and games.
With a will carved from granite, I’d spent the best years of my
life slowly climbing the local ranks and developing my game without
any fanfare, and often in the face of adversity. I guess I lived the
cliché of “First to training, last to leave.” I’d gotten myself to an
acceptable level of fitness and cricket ability, and reached a point
where I was proud of the player I had become. Of course I hadn’t
4
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played first-class cricket for Western Australia, let alone represented
Australia as I’d dreamed I would when I was growing up in Perth.
Realistically, outside of playing for Australia, there was never
going to be a level I would have been totally satisfied with playing
anyway. By the age of twenty-five I was also well past feeling as
bitter or angry as I’d been on numerous previous occasions in my
life, so that self-assessment and realization sat well with me after
much soul searching. Of course I kept a “Rocky Balboa” glimmer of
hope flickering away somewhere in my inner sanctum, but I think
people who want something as much as I did always do.
With that little voice in the back of my mind, a flame of hope of
something extraordinary occurring kept burning—a flame so
delicate at times that even a sneeze could extinguish it. But it did
keep flickering, almost pleading with me at times to “hang in there,
Jeff—keep doing what you’re doing and something sensational will
come of all this effort you’ve put in.” I must admit, even I had gotten
to the stage where I couldn’t see how.
Around the time I came to this brutally frank mental state, I got
a phone call out of the blue asking me if I’d be interested in
representing Croatia in cricket. You could have knocked me over
with a feather, because I never even knew that Croatia played cricket
in international tournaments.
That phone call changed my life.
I went on to find out that not only was organized cricket played
in Croatia, it was played there before it ever made an appearance in
Australia. I was learning not only about the Croatian cricket scene,
but also the burgeoning European cricket landscape. It was all news
to me, but very welcome news. If was almost as if this was something
I’d been waiting and preparing for my whole life. My first thought
was that these sorts of opportunities usually happened to other
people. But as it turned out, this time it was my turn.
What followed was a truly remarkable journey into the unknown.
Not only did my life change enormously on so many levels, but I
think it has positively affected those around me too, both in Australia
and abroad. I’ve wrestled with and exorcised many of my demons
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and learned so much, all while seeing the world and having one hell
of a time.
Cricket was first played in Croatia on the island of Vis (possibly
one of the most idyllic of places to ever host the game) and spread
to the mainland after the introduction of the sport by British Admiral
Sir William Hoste. It is said that his troops would play the game on
the island as part of their rest and recuperation, and it wasn’t long
before the locals embraced the sport with the same passion. Some
years later, as the British presence diminished, so too did the
popularity of the game.
The game remained a distant memory to the locals until the late
1990s, when a group of Croatian cricket enthusiasts—Robert
Dumancic, Oliver Roki, Zdenko Leko, Jasen Butkovic, and Ivan Bilic
(among others)—laid the foundation for its revival. Soon after, the
Zagreb Cricket Club was formed and traveled across the border to
play a friendly game against a Slovenian side, the Ljubljana Cricket
Club—the first international game ever played by a Croatian side.
Unfortunately, Croatia lost by five wickets.
At the invitation of the ICC (International Cricket Council),
Croatia assembled a team in 1998 for its first international
tournament, the inaugural European Representative Festival held in
Seebarn, Austria. Soon after Croatia’s first taste of international
action, the Croatian Cricket Federation was formed, and in 2001 the
ICC awarded Croatia Affiliate Member Status.
With no home ground to call its own, Zagreb CC played a few
more friendly matches with the Slovenians. In 2001 they joined the
Austrian Cricket League and regularly traveled four hours and
crossed borders to play. In 2002, with the generous help of the
Frankopans (a famous Croatian family) and the International Cricket
Council, Zagreb Cricket Ground became the new home to Croatian
cricket. Zagreb CC soon hosted Ljubljana CC in the first game at the
ground—sadly a loss for the Croatian side.
With cricket developing strongly on the mainland, 2003 saw
Croatian cricket officially brought back to its historical birthplace
on the island of Vis, where the Sir William Hoste Kriket Klub was
6
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created. Its inaugural game was played against the Saumar Strays
Cricket Club, a team from France that were said to be chaired by
Rolling Stones cricket enthusiast Mick Jagger!
Croatia has participated in international tournaments (and oneoff international playoff games) pretty much every year from 1998
to the present day, and at the time of this writing has four domestic
teams—Zagreb Cricket Club, Sir William Hoste CC, Sir Oliver CC, and
Komiza CC. Of course, the league, teams, and structures are always
being tinkered with as the game continues to grow and develop. It
also has various vibrant local competitions and a successful and
growing junior program, ensuring that the local Croatian cricket
scene is strong and here to stay of its own accord this time around—
without the British, that is. There’s certainly a ton of potential there.
I recall hearing stories of how the West Indies Cricket Board would
literally pluck big, athletic guys off their beaches and teach them to
bowl fast. Well, Croatia has athletic giants on beaches everywhere.
Hopefully we can persuade some of these guys to forget about
basketball and teach them to bowl fast instead.
I guess this is as good a time as any to say that cricket has been
my life, full stop. It has defined and guided the majority of the
experiences I’ve had in life. It has been the cause of so much joy, and
is pretty much solely responsible for keeping me on the straight and
narrow. However, it is also responsible for bouts of depression,
humiliation, self-loathing, sadness, and the greatest lows in my life
as well. Pleasure and pain, agony and ecstasy, highs and lows—
there’s been little of anything else in between. A life and a cricketing
journey of extremes.
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