So there we stood, outside the Tuns, Two Towers short of a full team. Sicknote, the captain was still out with his latest life-threatening disease picked up from another cheap ho (you get what you pay for says Nosh?!), leaving us with just nine players. Personally I just thought fuck it, but nonetheless we made our way to the Paris of North London (do the words ‘poop-a-scoop’ mean anything to Parisians?). The streets were just littered with shit. Literally. And that was before the opposition turned up. We arrived sufficiently early to join Matthew Kelly in watching scantily-clad pre-pubescent boys playing football. After admiring their skills for a good hour we managed to actually get on the pitch ourselves. We stood in our tactically flawed 3-3-2 formation at the behest of our stand-in skipper TinTin (you know who you are) awaiting a spanking that never really materialised.

During long periods of domination (Nosh seems to have a fetish for S&M), the hardwork and outstanding skills of our makeshift front pair of Thompson & Thomson, linking well with TinTin, were unable to get the goal that we deserved. That’s not to say that chances did not come our way. Tom Cruise managed to hit the goal line from the goal line while Thompson (whichever one that is) managed to score from an impossible angle, only for the cheating fucking bastard of a ref to disallow it (was it Jeff Winter in disguise?). At half time, after resolute defending from the back-line and the occasionally frequent world-class save from Masher, the score was a misleading 0-0. During the break we revised our 3-3-2 formation into a free-for-all / 8 men behind the ball. This rather astute tactical judgement just fucked everything up. Despite more early domination, the defence’s 2 imaginary players just were not up to the task of marking 2 real players who happened to be standing in the middle of the D. They managed to take advantage of our under-age goalkeeper with moves that Gary Glitter would have been proud of resulting in a crucial first goal. This could have opened the floodgates, but thanks to the hockey equivalent of Andy, sorry Andrew, Cole and fantastic goalkeeping from our confused defender (or am I in goal now?) Nosh we managed to keep the score line respectable. The game draaaagged on, much as this report…

...Fuck it. The final score was RSM 2-0 LSE 2nd XI.

