The Invisible Men

Right, so last week we had nine players and we were unlucky to lose. This week we had ten which you would think would be an improvement. But you couldn’t be more wrong.

Hockey is a simple game. The first step is to get ten mates to make up a team. Captain Sicknote (after managing to crawl out of the STD unit of his local family planning clinic) had nine. Not bad for him, considering he smells. So anyway, we had ten men which later, to our cost, we found out not to mean we had ten players (you know who you are, and if not, read on). 

We had a bright opening spell. Then Richard got his first touch and it all went pear-shaped. No seriously, that was later. First, our new centre forward, Sivananda, who we wish was left back (in the changing rooms – who says our jokes aren’t original?) needed to be told repeatedly what was wrong with wearing an out-of-date ManUre T-shirt when playing for LSE. You’d think that was a bad enough start for anyone, but he managed to make it worse, displaying a complete lack of control of his limbs that even a Bangladeshi cricketer would be ashamed of. After failing to make contact with the ball on two occasions, an experience David Seaman is much too familiar with, it was hard to tell who was the novice, our very own Andy Cole or the opposition goalkeeper playing his first ever match between the sticks.

We also had a new dynamic playmaker in the centre of midfield. But enough about me, lets talk about Shahid. His only notable characteristic (if you can call it that) was that he too was a Man Utd fan. For an overall assessment of Shahid, read the above paragraph regarding Sivananda, although he did show some signs of life.

And now to the man who puts the shit in shite. I wanted to come up with some other adjectives but to be honest any other word would be doing muppets around the world an injustice. As a newcomer to the team, nobody knew much about Richard (except that he didn’t know where the Tuns was!) and after seventy minutes of anonymity, the situation hadn’t really changed. His lack of movement even encouraged stray dogs to relieve their bursting bladders. To be fair he did run once during the game, although thinking about it, it was to retrieve the ball for the opposition. 

Despite what it may look like, this is a match report and so here are two lines about the ‘match’. With effectively seven outfield players another brave and courageous performance, requiring character and determination, was in order. Unfortunately, due to the obvious numerical disadvantage and the lack of skill that was to become all too apparent, we lost. Again. Final score St Georges 3-0 LSE 2nd XI
