12 men. One cheerleader. 4 goals. And one missing ball.

by Sach & Nosh

In a reversal of recent weeks, we actually had enough players. In fact we had twelve, plus a rather camp cheerleader in the form of our captain (whose name we can now mention – but we’re not gonna). Our new recruits were ‘borrowed’ from the 1st XI, so we hoped there wouldn’t be a repeat of the Richard ‘can’t play hockey for shit’ Murray fiasco.

When the match started, not only did we have a full team, the opposition was suffering from LSE 2nd XI syndrome i.e. they only had seven players.  We could have waited but, in the only decision that went our way the entire game, Rasta forced them to start before their other players could reach the pitch. 

Given that we won, as a change to the normal format, we are going to actually write a match report rather than slagging off a few unfortunate individuals (that means no more Richard ‘what’s this stick for?’ Murray jokes).  Our four man advantage soon paid dividends when Qasim’s limp wristed effort between the ‘keepers legs dribbled over the line. Despite continued domination, the score line remained 1–0 while they were under strength. 

Somewhere between his first goal and Eoin’s first goal, Qasim scored again. To be honest, no one can remember how he scored or at which particular time and no one gives a fuck, least of all me. Come to think of it, the reason I can’t remember much of the match is because I never got the ball. In fact no one got the ball. No one except Wacko Jacko fulfilling his child-like ‘gimme the ball! I want the ball!’ attitude. Fuckin’ spoilt (bald) bastard.

Anyway, back to the match, Eoin’s second was a sweet Ronaldinho-esque type goal, almost a fantastic cross but a better shot. That goal marked the end of our scoring run. We came close to notching a few more but Qasim was now in the form where he had more chance of hitting the post than an open goal. Chance after chance went begging, much like a conscientious LSE student during Rag Week or a certain wannabe SU exec committee member. LSE, sorry James Jackson, continued to dominate the game to the effect that Masher in goal didn’t touch the ball in the second half.

The most notable aspect of the game was the refereeing. Rasta’s performance was almost to the calibre of a Premiership referee (no one can be that bad). He suffered from a severe case of myopia and his decisions had the consistency of cold, lumpy custard. He repeatedly told us he couldn’t give decisions on incidents that he hadn’t seen before giving the opposition numerous free hits that no one saw any reason to give. The only retribution we got was when Sach managed to break someone’s nose by doing what he does best - just standing in the way – unfortunately it wasn’t Rasta’s.

This match report wouldn’t be complete without mentioning the momentous incident that was Hayden’s only piece of skill. Ever. It was a Kodak moment that everyone missed. The only record of it ever happening was Hayden’s recollection in the pub after the match. And on the train. And the tube. And the Tuns. Unfortunately, despite hearing it four times, all I can remember is that he managed to dribble past someone. Small things eh? One memorable thing that Hayden did manage to do was to display amazing accuracy in picking out two people from fifty yards with a pass that Steven ‘don’t be a pussy, David’ Gerrard would have been proud off. Unfortunately they weren’t LSE players. Or hockey players. Or even on the pitch. In fact they were on the other side of the 15 metre high fence surrounding the pitch. To compound this moment of idiocy (don’t try and claim it as skill), he didn’t even get the ball. 

Final score LSE 2nd XI 4 – 0 SBLH 3rd  XI

