League 15/12/07

Old Challoners 3 – 0 Glyn Old Boys

Team: Williams, Weisz, Raaaagers, Dixon, Walsh, Fallon, Bevins, Allen, Croucher, Fuzz, Jimbo. Sub of Sorts: Lowes

The experts will tell you that it’s vital to pick up points in the hectic Christmas schedule if you want to have any chance in the league. Well, mission accomplished with a resounding victory and maximum points picked up in this tricky part of the season. Please note – no game now until mid January.

The freezing conditions contributed to a strangely quiet pre-match warm up. Even the famed “holy-rolly-leg trinity” were more subdued than normal and the usual stardust seemed lacking in their well-rehearsed routine.  However, just as you should never feed a gremlin after midnight, so you should never read too much into how Challoners might perform based on what happens before the ref blows his whistle to start the game. 

Like Berserkers released from the gates of hell, the Challoners team tore into Glyn’s men and seized the early initiative yet each attack was thwarted as the Challoners players appeared to know nothing about a rule the ref kept describing as “offside”. As if this problem wasn’t enough, the pitch for the first time ever wasn’t playing like a carpet and began to increasingly resemble No Man’s Land, creating difficulties for both sides. Mere mortals struggle with conditions like this but when you need a man to climb over the top and polish a turd, Fuzz is your man.  Deciding enough was enough after being forced to watch the ball fly around with the kind of control that even Titus Bramble would have been concerned about, Fuzz swung out the left peg and brought some semblance of order to proceedings with an Exocet that tore a hole through the keeper’s outstretched hand. A brilliant notch on the belt for both Fuzz and for Weapons of Mass Destruction.

With chances continuing to come and go: Fallon missing a routine chance from 10 yards and Croucher forgetting that you’re allowed to keep running through on goal until you hear the ref’s whistle, Challoners went into the break with just the one goal advantage but with the usual blood-stirring words from the Gaffer  (“honesty, courage, grit, triangles, get rid, desire, useless w*nkers etc”) ringing in their ears, the galvanised Challoners side picked up the tempo early in the second half.

For the next fifteen minutes, Challoners produced some excellent football. Building from a rock-solid defence that never looked concerned (except when watching Williams do his penalty-box sprinting), Challoners had a strong base to launch attack after attack. The outcome should have been settled quickly during this spell but with Bevins and Croucher having their own personal contest for most piss-poor miss of the season, the game began to reach “squeaky bottom time”. However, whenever bottoms get mentioned, there’s one man you can always rely on to get himself up for it, grasp the situation by both hands and pull off a moment of sheer pleasure – Benjamin Hillary Fallon. Sensing that passing the football was ultimately proving pointless, Fallon set off on a great run through on goal and calmly side-footed past the exposed Glyn keeper. Just as when Santa releases his sack, he makes kids smile, there was something child-like in Fallon’s celebration with the Challoners players positively gushing in their praise with Fallon the happy recipient. At 2-0, the game was ultimately over but there was enough time for Fuzz to slam home a superb left footed volley from a tight angle to add a bit of gloss to the unflattering scoreline.

All told, this was a great way to round off 2007 and should be a real confidence booster from which to build on for 2008 where two cups and the league are still up for grabs. If Challoners can negotiate the notoriously tricky honeymoon and ski-season then it will be all to play for at the business end of this campaign.

On a special note, Old Challoners wishes its home support a speedy recovery and hopes the Weisz Stand will be back to full capacity in the New Year.

Fallon MOM – Fallon. How do you stop this man?

MOM – Fuzz. Pushed close by the ever-threatening Fallon and bully-boy Allen but Fuzz takes the prize for two high-class goals and for terrorizing the Glyn defence all afternoon.

