Saturday 3rd September 2005: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 50. v D.H.S.O.B. WIZARDS, 0. 

We’re Back, Jack!!

A victory to kick off a new season is always good, & this was very good indeed. But it was more the manner of the win & the glittering fact that a vastly improving Lankelly defence, constantly swarming forward & banging in one crunching tackle (Ben Conibeer & Lee Taylor for example) after another, not only kept the valiant Devonport boys on the right side of our try line. But also limited them to but a handful of opportunities to get anywhere near it & these few were mercilessly crushed.

A blistering opening salvo saw Sam skillfully out pace the visitor’s defence out wide to touchdown twice in almost indecent succession. Nice.

Lee Taylor in his typically thunderous (I use this word a lot when describing Lee’s play) form sledgehammerd his way over to bag his own brace of powerful scores. Excellent.

By this point the Devonport lads were reeling from the relentless, coordinated assault & Lankelly weren’t finished by any means.

Matt Bailey got a pair of tries, Making it 6 (count ‘em) for us, himself with some wonderful mesmeric running that left desperate Old Boys tacklers grasping in vain at thin air as he cut their defence apart. Sweet.

The first half was sadly cut short by a nasty injury to the Devonport #8 & we all wish him well & a speedy recovery.

Ringing the changes at half time & during the curtailed 2nd half Lankelly continued to dominate every facet of the game. 

A rehearsed (at least I think it was) & finely executed move put Chris Renshaw over for a much deserved score. Our premier hooker having a vintage day in both tight (I think we only lost one scrum) & open play. 

Middlewood, shrugging off a pre-match shoulder knock, came on & charged down the wing & through a number of tackles to earn himself a try of his own.

Banjo (nice to see you back, mate) was in fine form with the boot & gave our opposition all kinds of trouble with those dancing feet of his. 

Butch, in one of the plays of the game for me, got hold of the ball & took off on a stormer of a charge up the middle of the park. Deftly moving the ball from one hand to the other as he handed off defender after defender with contemptuous ease to earn roars of approval from those watching in awe on the sidelines. 

Another star of the day, in an arguably man-of-the-match level performance, was Alan Harris at Lock. Our young man played a blinder. Tackling his heart out, running hard & doing what he should quite superbly in the tight. We old farts had better watch out. The boy done good! 

Bryant gave good, slick service to the cause with his quick & accurate passing (he must be good 

as even I managed to catch one of his passes). 

Johnson did his own confidence a world of good by having perhaps his most assured outing to date out on the wing. 

New forward, Tosh, tore into the visitors with admirable gusto & went about a close to a try on his debut (jammy git) as you can get without actually scoring. Only being denied by a desperate defending arm getting between the ball & the ground as he tried to touchdown over the line after a forceful attacking run. 

Special mention must also go to the Waterboys, led on the day by Grogsy, who when required ensured more than enough liquid refreshment reached the players to see them through a swelteringly hot afternoon.  

All in all an overall assured display by the whole team, full of confidence & optimism. Some polishing & fine honing is of course needed &, all due respect to the Devonport boys (who were a pleasure to play as usual), we’ll need to step it up a notch or two if we’re to continue in this kind of vein against our fitter & better drilled league opponents. But right now things feel good & I for one cannot wait to crack into the real meat of this new season. 

Bring it on!!          

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Saturday 10th September 2005: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 33. v VEOR, 8. 

SWEET!

Playing with a refreshing confidence & well drilled efficiency that our visitors could not match Lankelly utterly dominated this encounter from start to finish. Led to glorious victory, on his league debut as 1st XV Captain by Guy ‘Gut’ Taylor (now he can stop moaning that I didn’t mention him last week, big baby) , all 16 men used each putting in as dynamic & committed a performance as could be asked of them despite the stiflingly hot & humid conditions. 

Lankelly scrum half, Matt Bailey, pounced like lightning on an horrendous mistake as Veor fumbled the ball back over their own try line to snatch an opportunistic try early on to delight the well sized home crowd.

Unable to live with either the pace of the Lankelly backs or the rampant power of the forwards Veor, although they fought on bravely, rapidly wilted under wave after wave of almost relentless attack & a deluge of hard hitting defence & never looked likely to claw their way back into the match. 

Full back, Sam Harvie, bagged a brace of trademark stylish long range running tries for the second week in a row to extend the increasingly impressive Lankelly lead. When winger, Ben Jane, having a skilful all round day with the boot, cleverly chipped ahead & was blatantly hauled back in full view of the Ref, a justly awarded penalty try effectively sealed Veor’s fate. 

A fact that they were clearly increasingly frustrated with as their discipline began to crack under the pressure.

However, they were not quite ready to surrender & worked hard to grind out a well deserved late consolation try to add to their earlier penalty.

As I say the pack to a man had an absolute corker of a game. The only real bug bear being some errant lineouts which luckily Veor failed to capitalise on & only served to inspire our heroic forwards on to even greater efforts. 

Chris Renshaw putting in some truly immense ‘you-ain’t-coming-this-way, mate’ tackles & charging about the pitch with deadly purpose. Pritch was a solid rock in the front row & made good ground in the loose that included a fine charge up the touchline & through a couple of despairing tackles. Captain Gut didn’t do anything unusual he just did what he does best & what he does every game (Gratuitous brown nose alert!!); played tough & led from the front. 

Our locks, Matt Hodson & Alan Harris, were superb all day. Matt most notably taking the ball off the back of a ruck to charge forth & offer battle (although he later denied it) with a defiant roar. Alan’s form was once again pleasantly amazing as he showed for the second week in a row just what he can do (However, his victory dancing could use a little work if you ask me: that’s not a booty I especially want to see shaking). He also showed great sportsmanship, in shaking hands etc, when he was adjudged to have high tackled a Veor player. 

Our centre partnership of Tom Crisp & Ben Connabere was once more a great strength. Ben quite literally putting his body on the line with his usual strong tackling & forceful running. Tom, at least for my money, had perhaps his best & most confident outing for Lankelly to date. His ball handling & running was assured & accurate & the power of his tackling was just exceptional. 

To my mind he was denied man-of-the-match honours only because of the quite simply phenomenal display of our #6, Mark ‘Butch’ Baldwin. ‘The Postman of Pain’ (another one for the nickname collection) delivered a first class package of top quality whoop ass (several to be precise) as he played the entire game with awesome ferocity with or without the ball. Most memorably with a text book example of turning the unfortunate Veor ball carrier in the tackle thus enabling his close support to win possession back for us. A fantastic effort in a game full of Lankelly heroes.

Sion, Chris ‘Screaming’ Lord Taylor (with his raging refusal to be beaten back), Bryant, Lee Taylor & Tom Parsons (coming off the bench to almost immediately administer a virtually perfect into touch man-&-ball tackle to a far too smug Veor player). 

The end result of this illustrious day is that we are top of Cornwall 2. Yes you did read that right, that’s ‘TOP OF CORNWALL 2!’ 

More important though is the fact that we put together a solid, confident performance in consecutive games & once in a winning position we did not let up & kept up the pressure until the jobs was done & the match ours beyond any doubt. 

It may be only our first league game, but we’ve shown (most importantly to ourselves) that we can do it when we play up towards our capabilities & on this day it was a thing of beauty to behold. 

P.S. I learnt a valuable lesson about the value of friends later on the Saturday evening. For one thing they can come in very handy for guiding you up a steep hill when your legs go all wobbly & refuse to work. They’re also pretty useful, in preventing a serious case of sudden death, if your alcohol addled eyes unexpectedly go on the fritz on the way home. 

However, they will take advantage of your inebriated state (using the fact that they may have just saved you from getting a bus in the face) to steal all your prawn crackers! Thanks anyway, boys.   

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

Saturday 15th October 2005: LANKELLY-FOWEY. 42. v ST. JUST 2ND. 12. 
NOW THAT’S MORE LIKE IT!

Led to victory by Gut, our most successful Captain since the last one (Priceless!), to preserve our unbeaten home record this season this fantastic performance and moral boosting win was just what we needed ahead of our upcoming run of four important league matches in a row. But not only was this a great, cohesive team effort it was littered with excellent individual performances.

After the match stared with a quick exchange of tries, and a successful conversion by St. Just that saw them take an early 7-5 lead, Lankelly stepped it up a gear and began to exert real control over almost every facet of the game. 

The forwards quickly took command of the scrum battle (I don’t think we lost any of our ball and we seemed to steal or disrupt almost all of theirs) and had the best of the contests in both the lineout and open play. As a unit Pritch, Renshaw, Gut, Some aged chubster pretending to be a lock, Matt Hodson, Adrian (Good to see him back as tenacious as ever), Butch, His Lordship and subs Malcolm and Ross all played with a steely authority and welcome assuredness. 

The Lord is growing very nicely into the role of #8; controlling things well at the back of the scrum, and galloping about the park like his feet were on fire. At one point (Let’s face it you knew I was going to mention this sooner or later) taking the ball off the back of a ruck close to the St. Just line and fighting to stay up long enough in the tackle for some glory hunting fatty to grab the egg off him and dive over (more of a wheezy stumble really) for his first ever score. Hurrah!!  

Matt Hodson showed his fine multi-tasking skills, not to mention his all round first-rate play in general, in not only tutoring his 2nd row partner for the day in how not to balls it up but also coming back onto the field at hooker when Chris (The St. Just boys must’ve used Kryptonite, a silver bullet or something on him) went off with a bloody nose. 

I thought that the ball handling, particularly in the backs, was slick and at times quite fantastic. Grogsy played well picking a wonderful line and timing his pass to perfection to unleash the Hulk for one of his brace of tries. Hulk’s awesome power running swept virtually all before him and left one would be tackler after another battered and bruised in his monstrous wake. It never seems to be the first guy who gets him, or for that matter the 2nd or 3rd either, but if and when they eventually do bring him down they damn well know it. 

Sion and Ben “Maverick” Connabere (Dig those shades), leading the way with their usual bone mashing tackling, and Jerry all did themselves proud. Jerry (watch out if he offers you a sip from his hip flask: wow!) was a dynamo all day and grabbed a try himself to cap his furious efforts. Johnson gave perhaps his best and most assured performance so far on the wing, surely boosting his confidence no end, and but for being adjudged to have put a foot into touch (If he did it was only just) would have been clear in for a well deserved try of his own. Great stuff, mate.

Ben Jane also ran in a scintillating try with his speed dazzling the opposition defence. 

Nice to see Lee Tambling back on the field of battle too. 

Butch once again delivered a 1st class (get it?) all round game. In particular with what’s becoming something of a signature move for him of neatly catching a kick off and taking off on a straight line charge up the middle of the field, brushing aside one despairing tackle after another.  

Man-of-the-match (For the 2nd time this season) Matty Bailey put in a corker of a performance and in the process bagged himself a hat trick of glorious tries. All three of them were incisive craftsman like examples but one particularly was a gem, to grace any rugby field, that showcased just how impressively fast and sharp are not only his running skills but also his tactical nous and ability to seize an attacking opportunity. Class! 

St. Just were a pleasure to play (Not just because we won: although that did help of course) and fought hard for their two well deserved tries. I look forward to the return game and if it’s any consolation to their #8 for being laid out on the field my shoulder hurts like hell from where his head bounced off it. 

We still have much to do, and need to polish our performance, but this result should serve well as a moral booster and example of some of what is best in our game. It is a solid foundation to build upon for the next few weeks that could well ultimately define our league campaign. We can do it, of that I have NO doubt, and now we must prove it.   

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 Saturday 3rd December 2005: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 19, v CALLINGTON, 13.
To paraphrase the godfather of soul, Mr James Brown; “I feel good, I knew that we could.” Actually I feel sore, but in a good way. Like I said the other week the aches and pains are a lot easier to carry when you won the game.

What did we or should we learn or remember from Saturday (Apart from the fact you’d have thought it obvious that cooking when lashed upto the eyeballs is a very bad idea indeed). We learnt that we still have to work on how we start games. It was as much our initial laxness than anything Callington did that allowed them to leap out to a 13-0 lead. Thankfully we remembered how not to panic, or to allow our heads to go down, and how not to try to force things too much. Rather we stuck to what we do best and what we’ve practised all those times in training and fought our way back with gritty determination to ultimately win. 

I don’t know about anyone else but given how we were playing, especially our superiority in the scrum (nice that) I never really thought that we’d lose. I thought that I could almost feel the confidence and commitment to win of those around me melded with my own: we were going to be victorious and that was that (Or maybe that was just me). 

However, had Callington gone three tries up we might’ve been in a real hole and against teams in the top half of the table even a 13 point deficit could be very difficult to overhaul.

Having said that there was so much that was good about this match for us. 

Firstly out travelling support were fantastic and vocal and I think outnumbered the home fans. It was especially nice to see so many members of our ‘Crock Squad’ turn up to an away fixture like this (Particularly in the traditional Callington rain). Kudos also to our unused replacements who shivered their butts off all day. This win was yours too and I personally feel a lot happier knowing that I’ve got quality back up on the sidelines. Cheers, lads.

Our two debutants, Dan and Leo, were impressive and showed what valuable additions to our team they both are. Butch, making his positional debut at #8, put in a courageous and generally good performance. Given how new he is to such a pressurised and crucial role I don’t think we could’ve asked much more from him and I’m sure that he’ll only get better as he gains in experience and confidence. 

Out on the wings Grogsy and Gerry both gave stirling service. Grogsy’s play improving as the game went on and in the one run (That I can actually remember after Saturday night) was only just prevented from scything along the sideline to score (If he had he’d now have scored more tries this year than I have, Ha ha)! Gerry, back from his tortuous service on the high seas (Hmm?), made a welcome return and memorably plucked a peach of an interception out of the air. Snuffing out another Callington attack and breaking clear to race deep into their territory only to be denied a try by the last Callington defender that could’ve got him. Banjo’s elusive running and deceptive change of direction ability gave the (How to put this nicely?) ‘less mobile’ home side all kinds of problems. He also displayed tenacious strength and stubborn ball retention in the tackle.

We didn’t make Callington’s day any easier with our centre combination of Ben Connabere and The Hulk. As a unit you could quite easily name these two ‘Thunder and Lightening’ as they smashed in numerous storming tackles and tore pretty much anyone brave enough to try and tackles them. Hulk at least twice that I saw amazingly taking 3 or 4 opposition players to eventually bring him down. If I’d been on the other side I’d have been wondering if I have shoot this guy to stop him. Monstrous! Putting on his customary top draw effort Ben’s crowning glory this day was blasting aside a pair a desperate tackles to touchdown after a sublimely worked penalty move that worked so perfectly as to be a thing of beauty to behold.

It was good to see Tom back having lost none of sharpness or hunger (Note to Mrs Parsons: One son duly returned in one piece). Once again we come to ‘The Legend’, Matt Bailey, who ran in two more fine tries to make it 10 for the season so far. The second of which I didn’t see, but the first was quite superb. Breaking free as he did from a ferocious ruck to take almost everybody by surprise to scamper clear. By the time our hosts (Or most of us for that matter) realised he’d gone it was too late. He scored the try, kicked the conversion and suddenly 13-0 was 13-7 at the half. Sweet! 

Now to our forwards. What can I say except awesome, just awesome. A Callington pack with some real experience and not inconsiderable bulk had little, and more often than not, no answer to the almost total superiority of the Lankelly scrum. Gut, Chris, Rob (Apparently played quite well), Matt, Rooster, Ross and those already mentioned put in heroic workloads in tight and loose, attack and defence. Such was the scrummaging show that anytime Callington were given a scrum put in I fealt it was a case of ‘No problem, we’ll just push them off and get the ball back that way.’ That’s not to say that Callington stopped trying and it was easy. It wasn’t. We had to work for our success and they never gave up. Still, we were bloody good!

There was fairly lengthy discussion on the subject of our man-of-the-match (Before the debilitating effects of Saturday night excess took hold) and a number of candidates were considered. In the end there was a clear unanimous winner (Warning, warning: Brown nose alert!) our player/coach, Sion Williams. The given reason being his superbly executed crucial role of linking the whole shooting match together. But also in my opinion for some outstanding, even by his usual standards, defensive work and (In tandem with Gut) his on field coaching/troop management skills on the day (Oh, and the fact that he didn’t belt me on the morning after for drunkenly phoning him and babbling on about the barmaids in the ship. They were nice though). 

All in all not a perfect performance to be sure, but pretty damn good one (19 unanswered points you know) and a winning one to boot.

Next, please! 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------   

Saturday 7th January 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 38. v PERRANPORTH 2nd, 7.

This was different. For Lankelly because we actually had sufficient manpower to lend another team. For me personally because (mumble, mumble, I know when I’m not wanted) along with Butch, Matt ‘Heroic’ Hodson, Malcolm and Dan I played for our visitors. I actually enjoyed the experience immensely (Not least because I got to prop against Kapitan Gutski. Although we didn’t bother trying it uphill standing on beach balls. Some other time). I can’t speak for anyone else but playing for the opposition gave me a fresh perspective and appreciation for how my team mates play their game. Showing I think, as many have said before, how useful the facility to be able to stage ‘live’ full match drills would be.

It was also enjoyable, all be it a little weird as I was the ‘wrong’ side of the ball, to see Lankelly give such a cracking all round performance. The scrum was generally as solid as usual. Although the Perranporth pack with myself, Matt and Dan lending a hand did balance the books a bit in the 2nd half. In the loose our forwards were formidable with Gut, Pritch, Chris and Lee Taylor (On his 50th club appearance: We worked it out later in the pub) in especially fine form. Pritch’s reasonable impersonation of a winger’s dash along the sidelines and Gut’s not-to-be-denied crash over charge to score (His 3rd of the year: Show off!) were particular gems. 

Nice to see Alan Harris back and well done to him for bagging his own try late in the game (Although we may have to install giant flashing ‘STOP’ signs behind the dead ball lines. It was fantastic to see the backs playing with much improved cohesion and slick skills. Lee Tambling and Swiggsy made welcome and hugely valuable appearances and grabbed a try each. I didn’t see Lee’s, but Swiggsy’s looked pretty good. 

I’m not sure if anybody picked a man-of-the-match, but for me it comes down to two candidates. Sam Harvey played a class game at #10, scoring his 5th try of the year, and directed the show well. Banjo at scrum half not only scored a try, but converted four of the six that we scored and (Won’t mention this one too often) held me up over the line long enough  to get himself underneath the ball and prevent the score (Git!). 

The Perranporth players were a great bunch of lads (Hi, to my front row partners for the day) and never let their heads go down despite the scoreline.

This week’s stat-attack: Tries.

Total: 42. 

TOP SCORERS (17 Different players; 12 backs and 5 forwards).

Matt Bailey: 13. 

Sam and Hulk: 5 each.

Gut: 3.

Banjo and Lee’s Taylor and Tambling: 2 each.

Renshaw, Grogsy, Sion, Rob, Gerry, Paul, Ben Connabere, Alan and Swiggsy: 1 each.

Oh, and Middlewood got one in the 1st game too. 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Saturday 14th January 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 31. v SALTASH 2ND, 7.

It’s not so much that we registered back-to-back victories, although that in itself is nothing to sniff at, it’s more how those games (in particular this one) were won and the level of the performances on display.

As one of the ‘Front row fat club’ myself (although no longer the fattest: ha ha!) I naturally enjoyed the show of supreme dominance by our forwards that in the scrum was as close to total as I’ve ever seen and in every other aspect of the game was overwhelming to a valiant Saltash side. Not a single of our put ins were lost, Chris (who later was only prevented from grabbing a try himself by a last ditch tackle) commandingly won numerous ball against the head and the struggling Saltash pack were constantly pushed around and off their own ball with almost indecent ease. Infact the first and only time the visitor’s scrum went forward at all was deep into the 2nd half when we’d lent them Matt and Dan (for the 2nd week clearly demonstrating their considerable worth and what they both bring to our team effort in a match) and even then by only a step or two. 

The titanic forward effort didn’t stop there, oh no! The mauling that we’ve practiced countless mud/sweat drenched times was unleashed to devastating effect. Leo (who played a blinder of a tough, hard edged game and later scored his first Lankelly try) gathered in a lineout throw and set up the driving maul, the ball was swiftly fed (by some unsung hero) to Chris at the back who after we’d ruthlessly bulldozed our way into striking distance slipped it to Matty Bailey B who darted over to score one of his brace of classy tries. Great stuff!

Kapitan Gutski complimented his usual powerful work in the tight with another example of potent running that (despite a certain statistic that ends in 37%: snigger!) seems to be gaining in force as the season goes on. Alan, on at half time, gave a compelling display of attack and defence that illustrated that he’s lost neither ability nor hunger over his lengthy lay off and isn’t very far off his best. Lee Taylor used his festive season enhanced physique to awesome effect that saw him tsunami his way over the Saltash line twice, despite let’s face it highly optimistic defending, to bring up his 4th try of the season (sorry Lee I miscounted Saturday). 

Once again the back play was in general splendid with fine efforts from the likes of Tom and Gerry (insert childish giggle here!) as well as others. Banjo I think had a fantastic day and showed his incisive match brain to good effect. At one point, clearly knowing that we had an advantage, doing what we so seldom try and having a pop at the drop goal that so nearly came off. 

What was also gratifyingly memorable, earning verbal kudos from Gut and Sion, was the awesome defensive stand we made inside our 5 that (although they did eventually score) saw wave after wave of Saltash attack smashed backward with ferocious tackling from backs and forwards alike. Come get some! 

Now to our man-of-the-match. As I’ve said I think Banjo, Alan, Leo and Chris all had sterling days and Lee Taylor and Matty (and Leo) bagged the tries. But for me and every one else their was only going to be one winner this week. Paul, making his debut at #10, was a revelation. For this young man to step into the breach, fill Sion’s (mud caked) boots and perform with the outstanding authority and air of confidence that he did was quite simply stunning. His skills with ball in hand were marvellous and his defensive work really should put lazy chubsters like me to shame. What a prospect this young man is! The way that he linked up with Lee Tambling way out on the far touchline with superlative smoothness late in the game was tremendous. Nice one, Paul.

Another thing that I found refreshingly positive was that when provoked there is far less willingness to tolerate ‘rough stuff’ tactics if an opponent attempts to intimidate us. So back-to-back wins (by a combined total of 69-14; 11 tries to 2), rampant forwards and a powerful scrum, backs growing in confidence and skill and ‘No more Mr nice team.’ Not too bad to be going on with.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

First 18 matches over the last three seasons.

‘03/’04. W: 3. (All home, 1 league). Best, 48-12. D: 0. L: 15. Worst, 3-112. For: 231. 

Against: 531. Diff: -300. 

‘04/’05.  W: 2. (Both home, 1 league). Best, 55-5. D: 0. L: 16. Worst, 5-45. For: 264. 

Against: 518. Diff: -254.

‘05/’06. W: 6. (5 home, 1 away, 2 league). Best: 50-0. D: 1. L: 11. Worst, 0-36. For: 348. Against: 349. Diff: -1.   
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------   

Saturday 1ST April 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 20. v SALTASH 2ND, 0.

A fantastic team performance was how a jubilant Gut and Sion (Well gut was until he found out that nobody was going out on the lash) aptly summed up our match last Saturday. 

Played in virtually perfect conditions this was a match in which I think we proved something to ourselves, both as individual players and as a team unit (I myself discovered that I can actually make a decent tackle when I put my mind, such as it is, and my lard into it), and that gives us the best possible boost ahead of ‘The Crunch’ against Callington this coming weekend. The scoreline and the manner in which we played showed that we hold our destiny entirely in our own hands and are more than capable of achieving the outcome we desire.

As mentioned already it was the team performance that shone the most, but within that there were outstanding individual contributions right across the 16 men used. The pack of Pritch, Chris, Gut, Sylv (Ross), Matt, Age, Dan, Ross (The other one) and later ‘Dun-Dun-Da’ super sub, Rob had by far the better of the struggle in the scrum, but were even more dominant in the loose. Young Sylv looked to be having a promisingly good debut start until he picked up a hopefully minor early knock (On the plus side it got me out of sideline crèche duties). Pritch gave another solid display and worked hard in attack and defence as he always does. Mr Renshaw was busy doing his customary human dynamo impression (Probably working off those 6lbs of pizza) and even trying his hand at a little tactical kicking!

Simon was all over the pitch looking for work (Although we had to loudly curb his obvious enthusiasm for wanting to take a quick lineout at one point), carrying the ball forward, support running and banging in the tackles with hungry gusto. Age Vincent played a stormer of a game and complimented his fine set piece and tight work by shrugging off the ‘chains of time’ to make some energetic attacking runs up field (Must have borrowed Tuckley’s industrial strength sanatogen). Ross (The other one: Taller, thinner, bit older and less hair) gave it a good crack at #8 in the absence of The Lord (Who was busy playing with pebbles or something). 

Paul continues to grow into the #10 role and put in another exciting show with some classy running and marvellous covering work. Gerry played what to me looked like perhaps his best game yet for us. His defensive efforts were stout and his handling and running with the ball was hugely improved and showed an increasing level of self confidence and desire (Now you can stop moaning about me not mentioning you, you whinging paddy). Matt, Hulk, Dan and Banjo all also played noteworthy and integral roles in this victory. Ben kicking a penalty goal and converting 1 of our three tries (The other two were a little unlucky). 

Now to our tries (Yes, that’s plural). Tom opened our account with a smooth polished gem of a score after a typically Exocet strike attacking run that made the opposing defence appear as if they were under heavy sedation. Wow! That and all the other superlative facets to his game today quite rightly earned him man-of-the-match this week. Sion, who (Correct me if I’m wrong) created the opportunity for Tom to score with a peach of a break, played a blinder at #9 (Grogsy had a toothache, bless. Didn’t stop him having a ‘foot of onion rings’ for breakfast though. The big, greedy wuss). He capped his vintage (That’s an age joke) day by grabbing a try of his own off the back of an awesome driving surge by our rampant pack (Must be those two 2nd row supermen, ahem). Right, now how to put this next bit without looking like a total brown nose creep? Oh, sod it. There’s really no two ways about it, Captain Gut had a remarkable game. Leading from the front with trademark powerhouse running, merciless tackling and steely tight work. Unlucky not to have scored twice on the day after a knock on (See it’s not just me and Gerry, you try line hugging show off) he’d earlier scored our 2nd try. Taking the ball at pace, showing an astonishingly subtle change of direction (That makes Renshaw’s evil scales even harder to believe) and rhinoed his way over to emphatically slam the ball down (Barf, barf. I can’t stand it any longer)!

Right, that’s the warm up done. Now for the main event.  

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Saturday 8th April 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 22. v CALLINGTON, 20.

An ever so slightly camp 80’s pop band by the name of Haircut 100 (Matt probably remembers them with a great fondness) once had a song called Fantastic Day. Now I don’t know about the lyrics, but the title surely applies to the resplendence of last Saturday. As it turned out (Although it didn’t start that way. What is it with us and the apparent fact that we must let Callington run up 14 or so points before we start to play!?) a fantastic day indeed!! It was a victory to passion and to commitment, to a hunger and desire from each of us to give it everything that we had to give and to an absolute iron hard refusal to leave the battlefield as losers. We damn well did it too and it belongs to us all!

Such was the stunning quality (Well Callington certainly looked stunned as that most gorgeous of final whistles blew) of this glorious success, in at long last clawing our way off the foot of Cornwall 2 after something like 15 years, that it should shine bright and long in the memory of all those involved whether on pitch or sideline. 

All those there last Saturday know well the wave of triumphant euphoria that swept over the heroes of Lankelly-Fowey as Banjo put that last kick into touch. The final whistle almost instantly drowned out by the thunderous roars of joyous victory from players and our terrific sideline support alike. The looks of relief and elation on the faces of those around me, those collapsed on the pitch in exhausted ecstasy, tears of rapture in the eyes of some, the macho (of course strictly heterosexual) hugs of shared congratulation and the collective realisation of what we had at long last accomplished. It might be a modest achievement in the eyes of some, but in our eyes it is a sweet tangible reward for all the effort and near misses over the season.

I too think that it would only diminish from the dazzling collective effort to mention specific players (Excepting our try scorers), because all played well and are justified in thinking just that of themselves, so I won’t. Everyone on that ground on Saturday, including the unused subs and supporters (Whose mere presence let alone the unceasing vocal encouragement) lent real power to those of us on the pitch, were heroes all. 

Suffice it to say that the forwards, particularly in the scrum, were phenomenal and the backs to a man played some of the startlingly best rugby I’ve seen any of them play for us. Nobody shirked their responsibilities, no heads went down as Callington scored 17 breakaway points, everyone gave it 100% large from first whistle to last and looked what happened. We go onto outscore them 22-3 from that point on and win the thing.

Tom once more showed that he’s not the only Parsons who can make opposing defences look like Muppets and sealed his own extraordinary show with another sensational strike of a try. Banjo, whose kicking mojo was most definitely switched on, touched down for his 6th try of the year (Joint 2nd top scorer) with a clinically fine finish to yet another fantastic attacking move (No hanging around the back of a maul waiting for Lordship to do all the work this time, eh?). Now to young Mr Pritchard (I know who I think carries being born in the 1960’s better, so there) and his simply awesome show of determined strength in stampeding (“Ungower, 

Ungower!”) his way over and fighting off a desperate Callington tackler with one hand to smash the ball down with the other and get our 3rd try. Love it!

For his massive efforts in getting the best team possible together our man-of-the-match award was justly handed to David Dickinson-a-like, Nigel ‘Duke’ Tuckley. Thank you’ mate.

That’s it, no more waffle from me (Thank heavens for that you may say). Just revel in the warm cuddly glow of not being the basement boys any longer. Now let’s get that K.O.P. trophy back!

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------      
