LOB Senior Cup Final

Old Challoners 2 UCL Academicals 2.   UCL win 3-2 on penalties
Weds 16th April 2008
Team Challoner:
Williams, Weisz, Dixon, Raaagers, Walsh, Croucher, Phil, Powell, Mallen, Fallon, Fuzz
Subs: Beauchamp, RC, Loooooowesy

For 5 years, King Robert the Lionheart had primed his troops for battle. Every throw-in drill, every top-spin warm up, every dance move in Winkers, had been leading up to this historic moment. Tonight was to be his final crusade for the Holy Grail of football - the LOB Cup.
Billed as the ‘Fracas in Potters Bar’, the pitch looked like it had already taken some punishment; bobbly and uneven with a tantalizing slope. But Challoners are well known throughout the Amateur Combination League for being able to adapt to their surroundings like goal- hungry chameleons.
However, as the game got underway it was UCL who came out of the traps like rabid whippets, playing some succulent football and creating a few half chances. Sensing their heroes’ backs were up against the ropes, the huge Challoner fanbase among the capacity crowd knew they had to take action and they sung with all their might. Inspired by this, Challoners began to raise their game.
Fuzz, up front on his own (Jimbo Baker had accidently booked a holiday during the most important week of the season) was in devastating form. In the 27th minute, he shimmied, danced and cajoled his way into the UCL box, then fired off an unstoppable shot into the bottom corner of the net. 1-0 to Challoners.
When God handed out goal sniffing awareness, Fallon was right at the front of the queue. And he nearly put it to deadly use when unleashed by a defence-splitting through ball, but the UCL keeper dived bravely to extinguish the flames in Fallon’s feet. 
The centre midfield trio of Powellie, Mallen and Phil were controlling the game and the Challoner defence was mopping up any spillages like really good kitchen roll. With UCL restricted to long range pot shots, everything was looking rosy for the team from Amersham. 

Then in the 40th minute, disaster struck. Powellie went down clutching his massive foot. He had dislocated his big toe - and when your toe’s as big as most peoples’ leg…that’s got to hurt. It was time for Weisz to exercise all his managerial muscle and justify his salary of minus £5 a week. Bollax was thrown into the mix and Croucher was moved across to centre midfield. It worked like a charm.
Both teams needed the full 10 minutes rest at half-time, the officials needed 15.

Challoners picked up where they had left off, everyone was on the top of their game and hungry for victory. Each cog in the Challoner machine was fitting together to produce some kind of unstoppable cyborg from the future – stomping around, treading on everything in its path, whilst dribbling a football the size of a car. 
It took a long ball from UCL in the 66th minute to change everything. The first defensive lapse of the game allowed the UCL striker to latch onto the ball over the top and calmly lob the onrushing Williams to even up the match 1-1. 
As extra time loomed large, both sides went in search of the goal that would win the cup. The pace of Fuzz, Fallon and Bollax was a constant threat, but the luck seemed to be against Challoners. So too was the random number generator that the referee was using to make his decisions.
Stalemate – goals + whistle = EXTRA TIME

UCL started extra-time brightly, but were dealt a knockout blow from a spectacular Bollax sucker punch. He received the ball 35 yards from goal and after a trademark mazy dribble, he unleashed a rocket from downtown. The UCL keeper could do nothing, as the ball crashed into the back of the net. It was a goal that drew favourable comparisons with Michael Owen’s wonder strike against Argentina, circa 1998 (though I’m not sure Croucher was entirely serious about this).
2-1 to Challoners and the crowd were going stir crazy. In the dugout, Looooooooowesy was shouting himself hoarse and RC was whipped up to an inexplicable hand signaling frenzy. The noise was deafening – it was like a home tie at Hervines Park. 

They thought it was all over, but Challoners don’t like to make things easy. So to spice things up a bit they decided to leave the UCL captain unmarked at a corner. He duly obliged by connecting sweetly with the cross, leaving Jamie with no chance. 2-2.
After the teams changed ends for the fourth and final time, Challoners cranked up the pressure. Walshy thought he’d won it in the 115th minute with a speculative long range effort, but the giant in the UCL goal teased it round the post. Top save.
Nothing could separate the two sides. Both teams scoring two goals, both equally nice & friendly, both from identical socio-economic backgrounds. It was down to penalties. 
Challoners won the toss and elected to kick first…

                        Challoners                                                              UCL
SCORED: ‘Iceman’ Mallen sends keeper the             SCORED: they scored. 1-1.
wrong way and slots the ball home coolly. 1-0.
MISSED: ‘Chief Mongaloid’ Walsh spanks               SAVED:  Jamie guessed right to                                                                      
the ball against the bar. 1-1.                                         keep Challoner hopes alive. 1-1.
SAVED: Fuzz’s right foot had nothing more to          SAVED: Penalty specialist Jamie
give and seemed to go lame as he tickled it into          on fire and guesses right again. 
the keeper’s arms. Still 1-1.                                          Still 1-1.
SCORED: Supercool Croucher. His eyes say top        SCORED: they scored again. 2-2.
right, the ball goes bottom left. Quality pen. 2-1.  
MISSED: Phil shoots bottom right and hits post.         SCORED: nuts. 2-3.

Unlucky. 2-2.                                                                It was the first time UCL had been            

                                                                                      ahead all game. What a pisser.

So the congratulations and the LOB Senior Cup went to UCL Academicals. But Challoners could hold their heads up high as every player was immense on the day and had given their all. 
Back in the Challoner changing room, the celebratory jelly babies and tropical fruit squash were left unopened and the inquest began. Perhaps the turning point in the fortunes of Old Challoners FC was on a summer night in 2006 when Rob’s lucky pair of orange pants were burnt as a sacrifice to the footballing Gods. Sure, the gusset had long since perished under intense pressure, but Challoners’ chances of glory forever went up in flames along with the lucky pants.
Unless we win it next year of course.

Fallon MOM – Benjamin Edward Fallon. You wouldn’t like him when he’s angry. But today he channeled his anger through his feet and into the hearts of the opposition (not literally – that would be hideous).
MOM – Phil Bevins. He covered every blade of dust like some kind of human cow with wands for feet. Awesome performance.
