6/10/07 Berks & Bucks Cup 
OC’s 4 - 2 Bucks CC (Hervines)

Crowd – masses (well at least 5)

Team: Bert Trautman, Walshy, Rogers, Powellie, Weisz, Fallon (65), Bevins, Mallen, Croucher (80), Fuzz, Baker Subs Lowes (25),Bollax (10)

Challoner’s road to some third rate semi-pro ground in Bucks got off to a successful start, although the pre-game build up left a bit to be desired.  Having got 90% of the team, those literate, to the Theatre of Trees on a beautiful day for football, only to discover Rogers & the kit were at Baker St (or as Bakes suggested, at home in their pants!).

To alleviate the boredom, the pre match routine of booting the ball at each other was started in earnest; while Fallon & Weisz thought that too manly, went window shopping under the pretence of looking at buying shorts should Rogers be late(r).  Only for some idiot, who’d been watching contortionist porn again to try a new trick.  A pop & crackle later (fortunately no snap) and we were facing the prospect of starting the game in our pants, with 10 men and no keeper.
Salvation arrived in the form of Rogers, while the keeper had realised the sun had no chance of burning through the mile thick layer of clouds, so he may was well play.

Having had no discernable warm up the ref got us under way, and at this point the report may become less than factually accurate.
We started shakily and within 5 mins were 1 down after a corner fell to them inside the box, 2 huge deflections later (the ball must have deviated by at least an inch) and Trautman was only able to fumble it straight to their striker, and in the process further hurt himself & his pride.
Fortunately this ineptitude was isolated to Trautman, whose mobility was restricting him from influencing any of the play.  Challoner’s began to battle back through solid defending and getting their passing game going and Fuzz unleashing his pace.  Within 10 mins Challoner’s were level after what I assume was some passing (hopefully intentional), Fuzz collected the ball inside the oppo’s half and raced towards goal, cruelly allowing the covering defender to close in, below firing his shot low at said players foot, causing in to loop over the keeper and in.

After that it was all Challoner’s as the football started to be knocked around nicely, only for their keeper to produce several good saves and the odd theatrical one to thwart our attacks.  As the half wore to a close Mallen decided to show to there was more to his Frank Lampard imitation than simply being “big boned”.  As the ball sat up in front of him, left of goal, about 25 yds (but I can extend that to 35, for a price) out; he unleashed a strike so pure that it would not be matched for at least 40 mins!  It fairly flew into the top right of the goal, as the keeper waved it goodbye.  The half drew to a close with Challoner’s having ensured the scoreline reflected their dominance.

Inspirational advice from Chief Flag Waver Lowesy, and us checking Mallen’s goal was actually due to trying to get the mud off his boot when the ball got in the way, was the order of the half time chat.  Unfortunately all this frivolity caused us to lapse into a 10 min sloppy spell at the start 2nd half that saw the oppo draw level.  A throw into the box wasn’t properly cleared and the volley, from just inside the box, came through such a crowd that even if Trautman had been able to move more that 5m a minute, he may not have saved it.
With the game very much back on Challoner’s awoke, and were soon dominating again, only to find a combination of their keeper in fine form and Fallon - more interested in showing the ball the grass just past the post, after beating every defender & rounding the keeper.  However in keeping with the old adage, if you keep knocking eventually someone’s gonna answer, and if they don’t, get a sodding battering ram!  Challoner’s turned to the craft and guile of The Wand swinging in a teasing cross that the shiny pate of Croucher gobbled up to restore our advantage. (does that metaphor/allegory even make sense?!?)
Challoner’s were now dominating, and could even take the risk of introducing Mike “Chopper” Lowes into the game.  Hell as a mark of our dominance, Trautman even bothered to stop a weak shot straight at him, to show that he was slightly more use than a mannequin, despite being as vocal as one.  With the game entering the last quarter and Challoner’s anticipating a late rally, Baker decided to steal the headlines from Mallen.  After a break by Fuzz was halted by a cynical foul on the edge of the area, Bakes took hold of the ball, placed it, then in an effort akin to someone who’d spent the last week watching Elano first goal for Man City, spanked the ball into the top right corner of the net.  After a moment of stunned silence the Challoner’s boys erupted with jubilation, there was even a begrudging offer of congratulations from Mallen. 
There was still enough time for Chopper to get his customary ticking off from the ref.  After the ref took exception to his appreciative viewing of Fuzz nip at the ankles of the oppo, like a particularly irritating breed of yappy dog.

Fortunately before Chopper’s blood had reached boiling point, the ref blew the final whistle and it was consigned to the history books as another mediocre side fell before the managerial might of Weisz.   Overall it was a decent, workman like performance by OC’s that was illuminated by 2 magically strikes.

Scorers: Fuzz, Mallen, Croucher, Baker

Fallon’s MOM: Fallon – for his tireless running and causing the oppos defence problems all game, culminating in his excellent run, that deserved a goal to cap it.
MOM: Honourable mention to Mallen, for his good all round performance, highlighted by a super strike. Ultimately a tough call between: 

Powellie – for another sterling performance at centre back & almost beginning to look like he enjoyed it! 

But the winner, assisted by his pre-game pants comment, is Bakes: for his excellent hold up and link up play and his Elano-esque free kick. 

