OC’s 1-0 Prestwood
Williams, Weisz, Cawley, Rodgers, Walsh, Croucher, Powell, Allen, Sparks, Baker, Fuzz,
Subs: Dixon, Daw.

Attendance: 2 scouts looking at the youthful OC’s, and rabble from Prestwood and one nice young lady physio.

Weather: Cloudy. 13 deg C – no need for tights.
It’s no fun for the visiting teams these days at Hervines. The quagmire beautifully ploughed by the groundsman, the appalling changing facilities where the risk of contracting cholera is ever present, the showers in close proximity to the more than 40% gay Weisz, the ambiguous directions to the pub for refreshments but to name a few. Today however you can add another daunting aspect to this list – the miserly Old C’s defence – which has now kept 3 clean sheets on the spin and has conceded 1 in its last 5 games (480 minutes if you include the extra time against Centymca). (Note – this was written before the recent glut was conceded).
Allen has certainly instilled new resilience that was not seen in the circus that Weisz presided over in recent times and it was upon this foundation that a hard fought victory was earned. Drafting in the enigma that is Sparks on the left after an impressive cameo in his last outing, the line up had an attacking emphasis but during the first half C’s struggled find any rhythm or play any football.
Unfortunately during this scrappy first half Allen was left clutching his knee in agony after an innocuous incident and we can only hope is not a serious as it first looked. Allen was helped off to receive a hand job on his knee courtesy of the Prestwood physio. Daw galloped on to fill the void left by the skipper and was soon to send the athletic Weisz through to be denied by heroics from the Prestwood keeper. 
Half time produced the usual conversations including - “this lot are rubbish at the back” – while the odd person dashed off to have a slash on the bowls club hedge. It was during this half time interlude that the ref seemed to remember the Powellie had wronged him in a former life and soon after the restart he began to exact his revenge by giving numerous free kicks against him one of which was a handball when he failed to get his hand out of the way when a ball was drilled at it from 30 centimetres.
The breakthrough finally came when the famous long ball was flicked on to Fuzz who poked it though to Jordan. The mercurial forward danced his way (smiling of course) towards the keeper in an archetypal one on one dual. What would he do? Slot it past him? Dink it over him? Old C’s entertainer approached the keeper flashed him that smile and waltzed round him but his next touch seemed to be sending the ball wide of the post. Luckily he scurried after it controlled and stopped it on the line before back heeling the ball home amid much whooping and screaming.

The ref tried to conjure up a Prestwood equaliser but nothing came of his bizarre decisions and Old C’s had set up a tasty looking encounter against Chalfont Wasps Reso’s in the next round.

MOM – Weisz. Played his part in a resolute defensive display and deserves it for the lycra outfit. (At least this gets one on record for him.)

