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Welcome

Well, here it is, the first ever issue of our bi-annual
newspaper - La Gazzetta dello TRiCKETT.
We genuinely had no idea how to make or write a
newspaper or magazine, so we just decided to fill it
with stuff that we would like to see when sat in a café
in Bologna sipping an espresso / sat on the toilet.
We have articles about Italian football (obviously),
a recipe for the ultimate cheese toastie, an ode to
football shirts, an interview with Paul from S.E.H Kelly,
photography from Joe Swide and lots more besides.
We even had a TRiCKETT lookbook shot by our friend
Alex De Palma especially for this first issue. Look at us,
acting almost like we know what we are on about. So
thank you very much for taking the time out to buy and
read our humble magazine and see you in 6 months…
...maybe.
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Shop Review: Al Bazar

Shop Review:
Al Bazar
Al Bazar,
Via Antonio Scarpa,
9, 20145 Milano,
Italy.
Words: Iain Trickett
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There are very few shops in the world that
embody a person, their style, their passions and
in some ways, their soul. Al Bazar is just that.
Situated to the west of Milan’s centre, this shop
contains enough inspiration to keep a normal
bloke going for decades. Lino Ieluzzi is the chap
who owns and runs the show along with several
other exceptionally well-dressed and attentive
members of staff. Lino owns a happy, lived-in
face and a wave of thick, grey hair. Usually
wearing his signature bangles, Patek watch and
cowboy belt, Lino is the epitome of someone
who has taken years to develop his own style
and it’s infectiously cool. Unfortunately for
me, as much as I’d like to adorn myself with
accessories à la Lino, I’d probably get some
funny looks in the Accrington Asda…
You may have seen Sig. Ieluzzi strutting
around Pitti Uomo (A men’s fashion trade
show, but we will cover that elsewhere) dressed
in his beautiful, frustratingly effortless way. He
plays pied piper to the imitators and ‘wannabes’
of everyone that goes to Pitti and is a regular
subject of the Sartorialist’s (Scott Schuman)
photographs. A definite mention must go to the
Sarcastialist at this point, one of the best Twitter
accounts that there was / is / will be.
By no means a reflection of the usual
chic Milanese, in fact almost the complete
antithesis, Al Bazar is in the classic mould of
the fantastic Italian menswear haberdasheries
that are peppered throughout Italy, especially
in the cities. Often we are all too overwhelmed
(especially if we are British) by the colours,
textures and amount of stock on offer to ever go
into these shops. However, once immersed, you
never look at clothes (and customer service) in
quite the same way
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The shop offers literally everything that you
(or the stylish man in your life) could ever
want, from € 1000 jackets made from Loro
Piana cloth, all the way to room diffusers and
cupboard fresheners. The first time I ever went
to Al Bazar, Lino was stood inside the shop near
the front door smoking cigarettes with friends.
Now for me, a bloke smoking cigarettes inside a
shop was mental enough, but smoking inside a
shop with so many flammable items just made
me fall even more in love. Greeted at the front
door with quizzical eyes and a friendly “buondi”
I was transported to what I imagine my
Grandma would have expected from shops. The
smell of cigar smoke and citrus fruits lingering
in the air, wood and glass cabinets throughout,
with photos on all the walls of customers and
Labradors. Under foot was a mixture of parquet
flooring and tartan carpet, perfectly broken in,
which made me wonder how many well-made
pairs of shoes had stepped across it.
The shop is merchandised in an eclectic, ‘old’
Italian style, where everything sits together with
an understated nonchalance that is typical of
Milan. I opted for a beautifully made bottle
green polo shirt which was selected for me, tried
on and purchased all in the space of 10 minutes.
The bag was packed up along with, naturally,
a lemon-scented wardrobe freshener.
Need I say more?!
I gave Lino a pair of TRiCKETT socks,
looked at the Labradors one more time and
walked back into the quiet, residential area
where the shop is situated. I skipped back
to Pagano station for a 70¢ cappuccino and
thought to myself, ‘Crikey, that was good!’…
The shop, not the coffee… but to be fair the
coffee was pretty ace too, like.
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Joe Swide
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El Deporte
Nacional
Words and Images: Joe Swide

A couple of years ago, during a winter break
from graduate school, I made the somewhat
irresponsible choice of using my student loan
money for a three-week trip to Cuba, under the
even less responsible motivation of wanting to
be a professional photographer. I had very little
photographic experience or knowledge, but
inspired by LIFE Magazine photographer Mark
Kauffman’s images of the Cuban professional
baseball league in the 1950s and graffiti artist
Futura 2000’s photographic journey through
the ballparks of all thirty Major League Baseball
teams, I knew I wanted to make my way around
the country and photograph games at each of
the eight ballparks of the second stage of Cuba’s
54th Serie Nacional.
And so with my old Nikon SLR camera and
a few big Ziploc bags of Kodak 400 color film,
I touched down in Havana in early January
2015 to set out on a project that was more
of a personal quest than anything else, going

in without even the knowledge that I could
complete it, let alone execute it at any sort of
interesting level.
When I look at the pictures from that trip
now, I can see clearly the missed opportunities
and the frames wasted on exploring visual ideas
that weren’t strong to begin with. However,
I did manage to come back with some
pictures that I’m proud of, and even get them
published, earning my first small paycheck
for photography. But more than anything, the
pictures remind me of being mostly on my own
for three weeks, focused entirely on getting
places and moving through those places to take
pictures of something that interested me, how
pure a feeling that was, and how after shooting
the last game in Pinar del Rio at the end of that
three weeks -- before I even saw the developed
images -- I knew with no doubt that this
was what I wanted to do with my life for the
foreseeable future.

The Ultimate Cheese Toasty
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Interview: S.E.H Kelly

Interview:
S.E.H Kelly
Anyone who knows us, knows that we
flipping love S.E.H Kelly. Their take on British
classics, mixed with superb photography and
excellent use of the English language, make
them a real TRiCKETT favourite.
If you don’t know who they are, hopefully
this interview will shed a bit of light on their
world. We took time to chat with Paul, who
does all of the running around and making tea
for S.E.H Kelly.

Everyone loves a sandwich for lunch and for
me this is the ultimate. In the States they call
it a ‘grilled cheese’, we call it a ‘cheese toasty’,
either way there are not many things in this life
more satisfying than chowing down on this feast
of melting, gooey cheese.
When you have made something as special
as this, just opening a bag of crisps seems like
a bit of an anti-climax. Therefore, here are also
two glorious sides worthy of accompanying
your sandwich. This recipe is a perfect summer
lunch, which both looks and tastes amazing
without putting in too much effort.
First, make your killer ‘slaw. There are no
rules about how you chop up your ingredients
but it goes without saying the more effort you
put in the better it will look. Quarter up your
cabbage and finely slice, use a mandolin if you
have one but be warned - the last time I did I
ended up at the walk in centre. Same with your
onion, but the apple and carrot look good in
matchsticks if you have the patience.
The mustard you use is up to you but I would
recommend using English, a heaped tablespoon
should do the trick. Then add a couple of
tablespoons of mayonnaise, just enough to

bind everything you do not want to drown
your ingredients in it. Mix together with some
chopped fresh parsley, salt, pepper and add a bit
more mustard or mayo if you think it is needed.
Next up get your potatoes gently poaching in
salted water and get a griddle pan on a medium
heat while you get started with your sandwich.
On the inside of your bread spread some cream
cheese then layer your selection of cheeses, my
preference is Gruyere, cheddar and parmesan.
I often put in some sliced white onion at this
stage but it is not for everyone. Then butter
the outside of the bread and place into the hot
griddle, I usually then put something heavy
on top to squash it down. After a few minutes
butter the top, turn over and squash down.
You want two things, a beautiful golden
brown colour on the bread and cheese oozing
out of the sides so may have to repeat this
process to get the intended result. If your pan
is too hot though you will get too much colour
without the melt on the cheese so could take
a few attempts for you to perfect this. Worst
case scenario you end up with a few more
sandwiches to eat.
Drain your potatoes and cut up into cubes,

slice your spring onions and add along with
two tablespoons of lemon juice and 4 or 5
tablespoons of crème fraiche. Finely slice your
chives then add with a generous amount of sea
salt to finish. If you are feeling adventurous you
could always add some anchovies.
Plate up, crack open a cold beer and enjoy
being told what a culinary marvel you are.
Cheese Toasty

Killer ‘slaw

Bread
(ideally Sourdough)

1 White cabbage

Salted butter
Cream cheese
Gruyere cheese
(or if not available
Emmental or Gouda)
Cheddar or
Red Leicester
Parmesan or
similar hard
grating cheese

2 Red onion
2 Carrots
2 Red apples
Mayonnaise
Mustard
Fresh parsley
Warm
Potato Salad
12 Charlotte potatoes
8 Spring onions
Lemon juice
Crème fraiche
Chives
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Iain TRiCKETT: Hello Paul, how are you?
Paul: I am very well. I have just sent
a new overshirt development to print,
and hope to accost a pattern-cutter
later to get her help in making it a
real thing.
IT: That’s nice to hear. Did you know that you
were in the first 10 people to buy something
from our shop that we didn’t actually know?
P: I didn’t know that. I used to have
a keen eye for these things. I can’t
remember how I found TRiCKETT,
but ... perhaps you found me first, on
Twitter. I don’t know. I was struck by
how you had good taste, but were also
at the same time evidently bonkers.
IT: What does an average day look like in the
world of the brand?
P: Wake up, reply to emails, get train
to workshop, pick up things, get train
to a factory, drop off things, reply
to emails, run around chasing up
any problems with cloth or patterns
or making, eat, reply to emails,
wrap and pack orders, print order
documentation, walk to post office
to send orders, walk back to factory,
tie up loose ends, tidy up, get train
home, eat, update or fix website,
reply to emails, bed.
IT: Here at TRiCKETT HQ, we love S.E.H
Kelly for various reasons. Be it the microscopic
detail that you go into about buttons or the
fact you have the most hidden shop in the UK.
What do you think endears you to people?
P: I hope some people like the design,
some people like the quality, some
people like the brand -- how we
behave, talk, the passion with which
we communicate -- and some people
like all three.
IT: Making in the UK seems pretty important
to you, tell us though, why?
P: It is the nucleus of the brand, and
stems from when Sara (co-founder
and the real brains behind the
operation) worked on Savile Row
and dealt every day of the week with
British mills and factories. I was
awestruck by their marvellousness.
We are clearly puritanical and decided
somewhere down the line to stick
unwaveringly to working with and
only with them.
IT: I like watching your adventures in sourcing
cloth, where is the wildest place that you have
been to in the pursuit of fabric?
P: We have walked the wrong way
down many country lanes with poor
visibility, but most other-worldly is a
little island off an island off an island
in the Outer Hebrides. Astonishing.
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IT: Making mistakes is part of running your
own brand, so what is the biggest one you have
made? And what advice would you give to any
budding clothier?
P: Sara is cautious and frugal to a
preternatural degree, so we haven’t
many follies in our history. I would
advise anyone starting out to be
cautious and frugal, too. Measure
twice and cut once, and all that.
IT: What is coming from S.E.H Kelly that
I should be saving up for?
P: The donkey jacket is the thing
I am most excited by. It is rooted
in a traditional, salt-of-the-earth
garment, but both simplifies and
updates it in ways we hope are novel
and interesting.
IT: We have many things in common, not
least our love for orthopaedic shoes and ‘90s
Italian football. So first off what are your three
favourite shoes of all time?
P: I have a utilitarian approach to
footwear these days and am happy
with whatever gets the job done;
if something comes along which is
better-looking or better-made, I will
switch in a heartbeat. No loyalty any
more. However, with a gun to my
head, the Clarks Desert Trek would
be the standout, followed by the
Tricker’s x Old Curiosity Shop shoes
that they sell in Japan, and those
perforated Jacoform moccasin things.
IT: You knew that this was coming, so who is
your all time 11?
P: It would be this lot, lining up in a
n amorphous total football formation
-Giuseppe Bergomi, Franco Baresi,
Branco (the one who played for
Genoa about 20 years ago), François
Omam-Biyik, Roberto Baggio,
Darko Pancev, (Brazilian) Ronaldo,
Peter Beardsley, Gianluca Pagliuca,
Kanu, and Dennis Bergkamp.
A massive thanks to Paul for taking time out of
his day to answer these questions, he’s a good
lad. If you would like to ask Paul anything
about the brand or why Paolo Maldini wasn’t
included in his squad, you can speak to him
via the website sehkelly.com or via Twitter /
Instagram on @sehkelly.
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A Summer Holiday by the Sea

A Summer
Holiday
by the Sea

Photos: Alex De Palma
Model: James Round
Ice-Cream: Notarianni Ices, Blackpool
Chips: Aquarius Fish Bar, Blackpool

Here at TRiCKETT, we spare absolutely no expense when it comes to
photo –shoots, whether it’s shooting images in our back garden, driving
to car parks in the Ribble Valley or standing against walls down the road
from HQ.
So this Spring / Summer we went all out and drove down the road
to the Fylde Coast. Taking in some ice cream, walking alongside the sea
and standing on a beach in a towel, we got some crackers for our photo
archive! So prepare for Skegness in style and pack your bag with lots of
lovely TRiCKETT things.
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Jermichael Finley - An NFL Tragedy

Jermichael Finley
An NFL Tragedy
Words: Paul Mortimer
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Act One

Just before heading to College, Jermichael
Finley was described by scouting journalists
as “a man amongst boys” on the football field,
where he played a whole host of positions. He
was also named as district MVP for basketball
and was a star on the running track too.
After being placed in the all-state football
team by the Texas Sports Writers Association,
college scholarships came rolling in. His size,
power and pace meant he had a table full of
offers to pick from. But he chose his home
team, the Texas Longhorns, becoming their
record catching freshman in his position.
A year later, he broke the record for one-game
reception yards, as a sophomore Tight End, and
got a notable mention in the esteemed All Big
12 Conference.
The time was now. He put himself forward
earlier than usual for the NFL Draft, forgoing
his final two years of education to go and take a
shot at the big time. This was a gamble, but his
iron was hot so one worth taking.

Jermichael Finley - An NFL Tragedy

He was selected for the Green Bay Packers
in the third round. Fans were purring at the
prospect of Aaron Rodgers, their Future Hall
of Fame Quarterback, having such an athletic
TE/Receiver hybrid in his already impressive
arsenal.
At the NFL combine, his six feet four and
a half frame and 243 pounds of athleticism
blitzed across the first 10 yards in an eyecatching 1.65 seconds. Finley was an explosive,
combative addition to the already potent
Green Bay offense. The stage was set.

Act Two
Finley’s first starting season was 2009, making
a steady 676 yards and 5 touchdown catches.
A year later, in the 15-1 2011 season, he was
key to the most exciting and near unstoppable
offense in the league with 767 yards at a whisker
under 14 yards per catch.
And these two seasons were sandwiched
around a Super Bowl winning 2010 for Green
Bay, albeit one where Finley missed the final
two thirds of the season through injury.
The Super Bowl win saw him make 301 yards
in just the first five games, before being hit with
a season ending knee injury versus Washington
in October.
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History would like to remember Finley as a
dropper, but he caught 21 of the 26 passes slung
his way before that injury. He was finding his
groove and ready to enter his prime.
Commentators at the time were in love with
what he brought to the Packers’ offense. But
Finley’s numbers have to be read in full context,
steadily impressive as they already are.
He was part of a diverse receiver group. He
was part of a team with an MVP Quarterback
who could throw the ball in any direction and
find a first class receiver waiting. Finley didn’t
exactly receive the ball on a drip.
There were grumblings in the press and
fanbase which stemmed from this issue. People
love a story and for a good while, sport-gossip
columns had it that Finley and Rodgers disliked
each other.
Looking at interviews the pair gave over
the years, following them both on Twitter in
the days before PR managed accounts and
their behaviour on the field, this ‘row’ can be
summed up as this.
Finley found it hard being a small fish in a
big pond and was reluctant to dance to Rodgers’
demanding tune, Rodgers didn’t have time to
pander to every teammate’s minute wishes and
couldn’t excuse people not being as obsessive
over the fine details as he was, Finley and other
injured players were snubbed from Super Bowl
press shots and he called them out on it, but the
pair realised they had to find a way of making it
work. And they did.
Following the 2010 Super Bowl press
day snub, the next season saw the Packers
steamroller near-all before them during the
regular season and Finley put up good numbers.
When you’re one of eight genuine receiver
options and you play Tight End; 767 yards is
decent. The trend for Finley was this; he was
learning and improving, and was pretty much
keeping pace with the leader in his position,
Rob Gronkowski. He’d also learned that when
you’re in a Future Hall Of Famer’s offense,
you shut up and get on with learning to play
his way. Putting his ego to one side meant the
world was his to conquer.
The way things were going, he was set, along
with Aaron Rodgers, Jordy Nelson and Clay
Matthews, to enter the list of Green Bay greats
and bring some more championships back to
Title Town.
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Act Three
It’s now October 2013. It’s six weeks into the
regular season and Finley already has 300 yards
to his name. All the troubles of past seasons are
long forgotten and Green Bay are once again
one of the early picks to go all the way, just like
three seasons ago.
In a game against Cincinnati, a hard tackle
from Tashaun Gipson leaves Finley in a
sideways heap. The Bengals’ defenders celebrate
a big tackle and a big stop of a big player.
But Finley is still down.
There’s no feeling in the upper half of his
body. His neck cannot move and the whole
stadium is fearing the worst.
He’s eventually carted off the field in full
strapping with what turns out to be a spinal
cord contusion. He suffers from temporary
paralysis and gets checked into the intensive
care unit at hospital.
Vertebrae get removed, drained and fused
back together so that the bruising can go down
so Finley can once again move his neck. The
former man amongst boys and now important
part of a league leading attack was facing the
possibility of never being able to walk again.
Despite the severity of the injury, he went
through a tough, slow rehabilitation process.
He tried for two years to get back to his elite
performance level. Offers from other NFL
teams eventually came following his Packers
release.
But the player said in interviews that the
money wasn’t right. He intimated that the teams
weren’t offering the right amount of money
for his skillset. But you can’t help but wonder
how much extra a person would need in their
pay check to go and put their body back on the
line having already sampled what permanent
paralysis would feel like.
Using his career earnings and a cashed in
$10m insurance policy for funds, he now
runs kids’ coaching camps and provides
complimentary coaching sessions to wannabe
pro players in the small town where he lives.
From self-confessed big mouth in his playing
days, to philanthropist coach and family man,
Finley says he is at peace and in the best place
he’s ever been physically and mentally. It seems
that only Packers fans are left wondering what
might have been.

Notarianni’s Ice Cream of Blackpool
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Notarianni’s
Ice Cream
of Blackpool
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Notarianni’s
Ice Cream
of Blackpool

Words: Iain Trickett
Images: Alex De Palma
The word ‘institution’ gets thrown around
a lot for places that have hung about for a bit
or have outstayed their welcome. A bit like
Andrea Pirlo’s football career - as nice as it was,
sometimes it is best just to give up.
Conversely, there are places and people that
have been around for years and adapt and
change to the times. The perfect example of
this is Notarianni Ice Cream in Blackpool.
Established in 1928 by Luigi Notarianni, after
leaving the warm bosom of Southern Italy
behind, the company set about creating their
unique recipe of vanilla ice cream. Almost 80
years later, and the exact same recipe is used by
the same family.
Now in the capable hands of the third and
fourth generations of the family in the shape
of Michael, Luca and Maddalena Vettese, the
famous Blackpool parlour seems to be going
from strength to strength. Be that through their
imaginative specials (changed every 2 weeks),
the delicious milkshakes or their unwavering
loyalty to the ‘you can have any flavor as long
as it’s vanilla’ Fordian mantra.

Luca regales me with tales of people
complaining that the shop only makes one
flavour and how he and his father can’t fly
on the same aeroplane as they are both the
custodians of the secret recipe. He also goes on
to describe the somewhat archaic methods that
his grandfather used to produce the ice cream using elaborate systems involving hosepipes and
naked flames. All of which seems a far cry from
the immaculately clean and modern factory that
we find ourselves in.
Luca then comments on the the very recent
phenomenon of people photographing their
cones, sundaes and milkshakes and sharing
through social media.
“It’s almost like, you haven’t had a Notty’s
if you haven’t put it on Instagram.” The family
realises that this has only helped to boost their
reputation in Blackpool and even further afield,
with some fans from London even having
refrigerated vehicles pick up litres of the ice
cream and delivered safely to them at their
homes. This all still comes as a shock to Luca
and the rest of the staff who regularly have to

contend with queues that are sometimes 20-30
minutes long depending on how brightly the
sun is shining. They met their record again
recently for the third time, selling 150 gallons
(682 litres) of ice cream in a single day, which
Luca is still humbly coming to terms with.
“Crazy, really crazy. But, I know it makes
people happy and that’s all that matters.
I am just proud to be involved.”
The future is something that Notarianni’s
are aware of and they certainly adapt to the
changing times, but their feet being in the
present and their knowledge firmly rooted the
past is what makes the parlour an institution.
It all seems effortless, but the family are
aware that hard work, along with passion and
pride, are ingredients for success which are as
important as those in the ice cream itself.

Notarianni Ice Cream
9 Waterloo Rd
Blackpool FY4 1AF
notarianni.co.uk

Per l’amore del calcio
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Per L’amore Del Calcio

I love Italy. And I love football. It’s probably a
good idea to let you know this from the outset.
I don’t know what it is - the food, the language,
the fashion, how beautiful the landscapes are but something about that Italian tricolore strikes
a chord with me. I’m going to keep this initial
ramble about my love affair with Italy as short
as possible (I could talk about it all day, and
night, and into the next morning) because that’s
not what I’ve agreed with Iain to write about.
I’m just about the right age to vaguely
remember sitting down with my Dad on a
Sunday afternoon to watch Football Italia.
Unfortunately, I can’t really remember a great
deal of what I saw, but one thing I do remember
and have never forgotten is that theme tune.

Gooooolaazzzzoooooo

classic. It wasn’t until 20 years later that I’d
get my first live experience of calcio, and it was
worth the wait.
On my most recent trip to Italy, which is
almost 2 years ago now, I was desperate to get
to a game. My girlfriend and I were staying
near Venice, about a 15-20 minute drive from
the island itself, near the town of Mestre. Now,
there really isn’t much to see in Mestre, but its
location and rail links are brilliant. The fixtures
seemed to be against me though, with only 2
Serie A teams in a relatively close proximity
playing away (both Verona clubs) I ended
up looking for an alternative. Turns out that
between us and Verona there’s a city called
Vicenza, and their football team play in Serie B.

They were playing at home against Como result!
If you’re travelling around northern Italy, I’d
recommend stopping off in Vicenza. A small,
quiet city with plenty of character and beautiful
architecture, also home to one of the best pizzas
I’ve ever eaten. I’d say that’s enough to warrant
a visit there.
We found the stadium after a couple of
wrong turns, with about 90 minutes to go until
kick off there was plenty of time to buy tickets.
Forgetting to carry any form of identification
meant that I was almost denied entry, but
thankfully some broken Italian/English got me
on the database and in possession of a ticket.
If we ever meet I’ll tell you the full story.
It was a clear day and just shy of 30C, perfect
weather for a game of calcio. The Curva Sud
was packed, a sea of red and white, the club’s
colours. Banners draped behind the goal, flags
waving and whilst the stadium wasn’t exactly at
full capacity, I haven’t heard a noise like it at a
match before.

Vi...
Cen...
Za...
Vi-Cen-Za!
Vi-Cen-Za!
Vi-Cen-Za!

Les Petits Vélos
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Words: James Zajciw

Bloody hell, this lot are LOUD. It made
the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.
What an atmosphere. The game didn’t
disappoint either, 3-3 the final score with some
questionable defending from both sides.
But for me, I found it hard to take my eyes
off the Curva at times. And ultimately, I think
this is one of the reasons I love Italian football
as much as I do. The colour, sound and
passion found on those terraces up and down
the peninsula every weekend is infectious.
I can’t get enough of it.
As we jumped on the train back to Mestre,
I was giddier than a child on Christmas Eve,
much to the frustration of my other half.
“Did you enjoy that? Great wasn’t it.” I was
buzzing and couldn’t wait to go to another
game, even though I had no idea how long it
would be before I got the opportunity. But I
didn’t care. I was more than satisfied with what
I’d just witnessed. In fact, I’m pretty sure I didn’t
stop talking about it all night, and even into the
next morning.
Unfortunately for Vicenza, they’re really not
very good, and have just been relegated to Lega
Pro after a horrendous season, finishing in 20th
place with 41 points and only 3 wins in 2017.
It would be nice to see them bounce back with
a strong campaign next season. If they aim todo
that, then they could use some of what I saw
in the Curva that afternoon translated onto
the pitch.

Forza
Vicenza!

Les
Petits
Vélos
Words: Iain Trickett

Here at TRiCKETT we are pretty huge fans
of toys. We were obsessed with Teenage Mutant
Ninja Turtles when we were younger, and we
we saved up our pocket money to go and buy
WWF figures from John Menzies back in the
day – we were dedicated to collecting from the
start.
Anyway, our current obsession is with our
lovely metal cyclists. I first saw these when we
went on holiday to France and my dad pointed
at a group of them making their way up a hill in
a toyshop window. My dad bought me one and
it all started from there. This cyclist was a rider
in a pink jersey, black shorts and black shoes,
most likely channelling his inner Giro leader /
Pantani. I still even have it now, a little battered
and bruised, but he has pride of place on my
bookshelf.
These cyclists have been produced in France
since the early ‘50s and *shock* the models

aren’t wearing helmets, implying a distinctly
laissez-faire attitude to health and safety. They
are cast in zamak (or zinc alloy) if you are a geek
and painted by hand, in-house.
The original manufacturer even went through
a period of letting inmates in French prisons
paint them. They have been a toy that many a
French child and adult have been enthused by
over the decades and they don’t show any sign
of disappearing anytime soon.
Each cyclist is completely different, be that
through the casting process, the painting of
the rider or the fact that they always get a little
battered in transit. The cyclists come in 4 poses:
The rider – riding the bike (the most popular
pose); the drinker – drinking a bottle on the
bike; the sprinter – hunched over the handlebars
(I always think they looked a bit odd) and
the celebration rider – arms aloft, celebrating
victory. At the end of every Tour de France, a

new rider or colour combination is introduced
into the collection and another dropped, so
collecting them is a deliciously never-ending
task. There are now hundreds of collectors,
‘diorama-ists, photographers and re-painters
dedicated to the little, metal riders.
We at TRiCKETT even had our own cyclists
manufactured for our second birthday. You’re
lucky if you have one of those! There is also a
fantastic book by Janol Apin titled “Les p’tits
velos,” which will take your geek level up a
notch or two after reading.
So whether you make your own peloton with
hundreds of the cyclists, display one or two on
your bookshelf or just keep one that your dad
got you a few years ago, they always raise
asmile.
Allez les petits velos!

For the Love of Shirts

LA GAZZETTA DELLO TRiCKETT

For the Love of Shirts

As a young lad, having your dad say this
about your enthusiasm for the great game
may seem a little upsetting and, at worst,
emasculating. However, when you are a boy
from Accrington obsessed with the aesthetics
in everything football-related, this seemed to
be the absolute truth.
The above statement was made to a sports
shopkeeper in Bolton, when buying the
1995 Arsenal away kit by Nike, which had
navy and blue lightning bolts through it and
Arsenal written on the reverse hem. I spoke
enthusiastically to the shopkeeper, even then,
about how much I loved the crew neck mixed
with the collar and the water marks in the
fabric. I just think he (the shopkeeper) thought
I was a bit weird, which I am.
We made off back to the car, where I studied
the hang-tags, the authentic patch, the woven
labels in the neck and THAT FABRIC! This
wasn’t the first or the last time that I would
become obsessed with a football shirt, but it was
in that same summer, that the greatest football
shirt / piece of sporting apparel, like, ever, was
released.
I open my copy of ‘Shoot’ to see a man
with bright blonde hair and a matching set
of eyebrows clutching a copy of the same
magazine with a pair of black adidas tracksuit
bottoms with what can only be described as
a life changing piece of apparel tucked into
his perfectly pressed trousers. The man was
Warren Barton and the piece of apparel was the
Newcastle United 1995-1997 home shirt by
adidas.
The cotton collar, the 4 buttons on the
placket, the short distance between the 1st and
2nd button, the black mesh stripes, the more
solid white polyester stripes, the pattern where
the black and white stripes met, the woven
authentic and adidas logos, the three stripe
woven tab in the side seam, the blue piping
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on the three stripes on the arms, the ‘Made
in England’ adidas logo in the neck, and not
forgetting the Brown Ale sponsor on the front,
this shirt created what can only be described
as my first moment of real joy. Something
that I try my best to replicate with every piece
of clothing that I make with my own brand,
TRiCKETT. That is before we even get onto
the socks and shorts.
The fact that NUFC were the ‘nearly men’
for two seasons, beat Manchester United 5-0
and that Les Ferdinand (my all time favourite
player) was at his absolute peak in this jersey,
only helped to cement cult status for the shirt,
not just for me, but amongst fellow enthusiasts
also.

I wanted. What I did have, though, was an
unwavering passion for discovering everything
I could about football shirts.
The moment where things started to slow
down for me was the 2002 World Cup.
Templates (one basic design which has different
colours and badges applied to it according to
which team is wearing the shirt) have been
used for football shirts since the very early ‘80s.
This World Cup was the one where less and
less effort was made to hide the fact that all the
teams were wearing similar kits, just in different
colours. Nike, with their angular ventilation
points and adidas with their boring side mesh
(special mention to Puma, however, for the
sleeveless ‘banned’ Cameroon shirt) meant that

From that point, my addiction to football
shirts spiralled. I would get up at 6AM on a
Saturday morning to watch Transworld sport,
just for the opportunity to see a South American
team play in a wild shirt, or see a Swiss Cup
highlights reel, I would then make notes and
then go down stairs to carry on. I would turn on
sky (we had a really dodgy Sky Satellite, that, for
some reason, picked up German TV channels)
and watch the German football highlights and
make a note of shirts that I liked and would love
to have, what made them different and how I
could get hold of them. Then Sunday would
come along and I would get to watch one match
plus some highlights from the most glamorous
league in the world (1990’s Serie A) on football
Italia. Watching Batistuta, Zidane, Baggio,
Davids, Totti, Vialli et al playing against each
other in beautiful shirts and training gear that
I had never seen before made me feel like I was
part of a cool club that nobody else understood.
From getting my Dad to send faxes to
Borussia Dortmund in the ‘90s for Stephane
Chapuisat shirts, stopping in rural French
villages to get Paris Saint Germain shorts,
phoning Subside Sports in Devon for Fiorentina
Nintendo jerseys, going to Leeds to look at a
random shop that had Jamaican world cup
tops by Kappa or getting friends in Stuttgart
to send Fredi Bobic home kits to me, I had an
insatiable appetite for everything to do with
football shirts.
This wasn’t something I started to grow out
of either, as I went to secondary school I wanted
rarer and rarer shirts, I wanted to know who
designed them, where they were made and
why Kappa used their wonderful and elegant
technologies on teams like Blackburn Rovers.
All I wanted to do was learn. I couldn’t draw
(and still can’t), I didn’t know the technical
names for things (I know a bit more now) and
I certainly couldn’t afford all the shirts that

my interest began to wane considerably. This is
a trend that has, sadly, become more prevalent,
most notably with adidas supplying 4 separate
teams (Armenia, Faroe Islands, Luxembourg
and San Marino) at the 2017 Under 21
European Championships with the exact same

shirt, just with a different crest. However all
of the major sports companies are just as bad
with Nike’s recent ‘mismatched sleeve’ template
and Puma’s ‘stripe’ template. There are still
some gems being launched, but you have to
dig a little deeper. I love the new Juventus one,
probably because it looks like the Newcastle
United 95-97 shirt - maybe this is a good time
to wrap this all up?
I have owned really nice items of clothing
in my life. I have bought, made, designed and
worn lovely things and will continue to do
so. However, the excitement and joy that the
Newcastle shirt stirred in me has never been
surpassed. Be that because I was a weird kid or
whether I thought the football shirt thing was
something only for me. Whatever it was, it set
me on a path, which I am still trotting down to
this day and I couldn’t be more grateful.
trickett-england.co.uk

