Oakway vs Old Loughtonians 5
29th October 2011

Lost 8 – 0

Old Loughts turn up early, (in more ways than one) for this VERY early morning push back, which though an away game was being played out our ground. And that was where the advantage ended really.

As fit as fleas they warmed up,...Oakway turned up in drips and drabs..our fashion conscious umpire still making himself beautiful and so was attending a little later, again (ahem).....and we were not for warned or for armed for the onslaught we were about to receive! 

Tidal wave, Tsunami,...call it what you will, but even a full side of Oakway players watched helpless as they cut through us time after time. 

Oakway held firm for a good 20-30 mins and then the goals started to creep in. And I’d like to point out that all the goals were not of the calamity Jane ones of the past weeks. All were good and true, and we held out as much as we could. 

True, in either half, Oakway had a couple of chances themselves. Chopper Harris, Heidi and young Katherine all came close,.... but no cigar! 

The score could and maybe should have been worse, if not for some fine interceptions by Tracy, Sam and Marion, and er, may I add (not trying to blow my own trumpet,..but hey! I did get that Man Of the Match award this week!) myself! 

The only downside to what strangely might have been an entertaining game, especially for those watching...was a certain large rounded individual on the side lines. He was masquerading as Old Loughts coach, ...who generally were a very good team, the best we’ve played by far this season,..but for U14’s, he was definitely NOT what you’d call ‘encouraging’! His nauseating ‘bellowing’ (I’ve heard more sweeter toned Wilder Beast on one of David Attenborough’s outings) was such it had us and the umpires wishing he’d put the hockey ball squarely in his large cake hole! Even the normally calm Braveheart was stirred into chastising him personally. Good for you Sandra! Only the ever saintly Geraldine could be heard to issue the ‘o’ leave yer man alone...he’s training his Olympic hopefuls’! Ahhh, if ever there was a great advert for the teachings of Nuns, our Gerry is it! (
And so we tramped off, and lived to fight another day! Next stop the wonderfully tilted Phoenix 3 at home!
Once more unto the breach dear friends....once more..............................................

