Clapham Old Xaverians V Old Challoners, 0 – 1.
Team: J Williams, M Walsh, C Powell, P Rogers, R Weisz, The Crow, Mallen, P Bevins, D Croucher, J Baker & Fuzz.

Subs: P Dixon, J Beauchamp

Formation: 4:3:3 (for first 15mins) 4:4:2 (after Fallon had retired injured…)
After a hard fought victory on Weds against Salvos, Challoners had to drag their weary bodies and minds into another league “cup-final”. This time at the footballing outpost that is Clapham’s ground, somewhere nowhere near Clapham.

El Weizo, recognising the logistical challenge that this would provide for 13 grown men that had long left the security of their mother’s home badgered and nagged them like they were 11 years old again. For all this cajouling the journey proved too much for some. Jon Dixon trusted solely in his Yoda voiced TomTom and left Northampton around 20 mins before kick-off. “A good idea, that was not…”

Unfortunately Yoda TomTom also didn’t have the power to teleport the kit from Dicko’s boot to the team. Things were looking desperate. Cue various calls to the team to check what footballing apparel they did have and whether it would be a case of back to 1980s PE lessons and football in your pants. Weiszy was hopeful as he had his speedo’s…….. 
Fortunately for all those involved Weisy’s warm-up lunges in said ill fitting swimwear were confined to the changing room as we passed a sports shops on route. 10 mins later and it looked as if we had enough kit, now to hope we had enough players.

Bevins, Fallon and Croucher although much nearer in terms of geography thought it would make sense to try the M4 into London on a Saturday, another stroke of genius, not oft reflected in the OCs football…..

The ref was kind enough to delay kick off by 15 or so mins allowing the trailing few to get to the ground, and the rest of the team to inspect the latest crop from Farmer Powell, he even managed to get in a few orders for next week, a true salesman……
The game eventually started, with the pitch in similar condition to Hervines having hardened up over the last couple of weeks of relatively dry weather. Add on top the swirling wind and it was all pointing to a high quality game of football.

Both teams seemed to be looking for the ball over the top to release the front men, and even Jimbo was fancying his chances against one of the slowest centre backs in the league! OCs balls through tended to be more accurate helped by some good runs made by Fuzz as well as the midfield. There were one on ones a-plenty, but the Clapham keeper stood firm and OC’s were unable to unlock the door. Fallon had a fine chance well saved, before having to retire hurt, there was some talk of a rogue farm apple causing havoc in the pre-match warm up, a la Glenn McGrath in the 2005 Ashes….
JB was on to replace Fallon and using his pace allied with accurate passing from Bevins in the middle was able to create his own one on one, same result as before though with the keeper doing enough to prevent the opening goal of the game.

Eventually the pressure told with the ball falling to Jimbo in the area, and with a well composed volley through a sea of players the hitherto unpassable keeper was beaten in the bottom corner. OCs seemed in control from that point on with Farmer Powell marshalling the defence and the midfield restricting Clapham to speculative long shots. The score remained 1-0 to half time.
However one goal is never enough, especially for a team who like to make games interesting…

And low and behold a poor cross by the opposition which was only just kept in was smashed at point blank range against Bevins. To the chorus of appeals from Clapham the ref buckled and gave a very dubious penalty. Bevins boiled up like a volcano even whipping out his left tit to prove to all and sundry where the offending sphere had impacted. The referee wasn’t interested, although one man was seen to lean over to the late arriving Dicko on the side line and ask who this “strapping” lad was….
Jamie made various Grobbelar-esque moves along the line (although the bendy legs will need some improvement) in an attempt to unsettle the Clapham spot kick taker. He seemed unfazed however as he struck the ball coolly and firmly towards the bottom right corner, unfortunately for him and fortunately for Challoners a go-go-gadget arm popped out and parried the ball away for a corner. A fantastic save at any level.
Challoners tried to heed this warming and continued to push for another goal to effectively seal the game, but the football became more broken and the OC’s struggled to retain possession as effectively as they had in the first period. Clapham searching for an equaliser brought on further players and effectively went three up top to try and force the leveller.
There were a few periods of uncertainty in the penalty area with various legs swinging wildly to clear ineffectually, but coming into the last minute OC’s had seemed to ride out the danger. That was until a corner in the last few seconds was curled in to the far post where inexplicably (and the post match enquiry has still yet to lay blame at anybody’s door..) the Clapham striker was left totally unmarked with a free header from all of 3 yards out. Hearts were quite literally in mouths as Challoners season hung in the balance. Everything went to form though when the Clapham striker put it wide, an unbelievable let off for Challoners.

The game ended with the required win for OC’s although after the mental and physical battle of Wednesdays game against Salvos, the performance was maybe understandably below the expected levels that Challoners should be producing.

Fallon MOM: Of course can only be one, it was only 15 mins, but what a 15 mins…..Mr Benjamin Edward Fallon

MOM: Jamie Williams, for another fine display including the all important penalty save which keeps OC’s promotion hopes alive.

Jamie gives it the thumbs up to the MOM award…..


Powellie arrives on time, proof TomTom is not required……
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