Saturday September 2nd 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 29. v LAUNCESTON CASTLES, 17.

Okay so if you want to be super analytical about it bits and pieces of our performance could’ve been a bit better here and there and we really should’ve kept them in single figures. But for now, so what? We played well against capable opposition and not only got the (Literally at times) hard fought win, but more often than not looked damn doing it.

As we’ve come to expect our forwards were, especially in the scrum, particularly potent. But also proved more than a match for our opponents in the loose or at the breakdown where little quarter was asked or given. I thought our three front rowers, Young Mr Pudsey (6 months), Iron Head and Comrade Gutski were quite superb in tight and loose. With all three running like someone had tied a bargain bucket to the opposition goal posts (Mind you in Gut’s case that’s probably a big bowl of rabbit food or something now). Mr Renshaw in particular made a couple (I think) of fine breaks that I saw. 

I would point out at this juncture how good our 2nd row was, but I wouldn’t want to make anyone else jealous of ‘The Dogs of War’ (Dave’s idea, sounds cool though)! Mind you I may have to give Matt lessons in how to execute a proper “Belly’s horizontal flying in off your feet move.” It’s an acquired art!

To say that Swiggsy was as skilful and committed as he was tenacious and aggressive is like saying the Pope’s Catholic, the Welsh football team are crap or Renshaw likes pies. Suffice to say he was a raging dynamo of belligerent action: ‘Ave it! 

Lee Taylor had a (I won’t use the ‘T’ word) cracking day #8. Not only with his trademark bulldozer charging runs, but also with his smooth passing and quite fantastic cover tackling. In particular in smashing that Launceston bloke into touch (Wouldn’t have liked to be on the end of that one)! 

Not to be outdone by his back row partners, Lord Squashy (Or should that be “The Terror in Tweed”?) was awesome doing more than his fair share of the hard yards and tackling and competing like a demon in the lineout. Nice.

Our two #9’s on the day, Ross (Or Sylv, as he likes to be called) and Martin, both did outstanding jobs. Ross made an exceptional debut in the position and did all you could expect first time out. His strength under pressure and in the tackle were of special note. Well done, mate. Mr Middlewood, on at half time, made a welcome and confident return to action and put in a worthy 40 minutes of gratifyingly hard work.

Another positional debutant was Leo, who partnered Ben in the centre, and I think that it suited him just fine. He showed no lack of fire and thirst for battle and was scraping away in the thick of it from start to finish. 

Ben’s compelling efforts alongside Leo were all the more impressive considering he had to shrug off the artery hardening, stomach flabbying effects of a creamed mushroom dish that the much more attractive member of the House of Squashy had concocted for him. Despite this his dynamic running and prodigious defensive work was splendid and he was only denied his own try by a dubious held up decision. But on this kind of showing he’s bound to get many more chances to make up for it. Ben and Leo in the centres, hmm? I can feel a comedy double act name coming up (Have to work on that one).

Perhaps one of the most satisfying aspects of the performance was in the assured and occasionally brilliant play of the backs. 

Obviously Sam Harvey as man-of-the-match had an astounding outing at #10, orchestrating things slickly, howitzer style tactical kicking totally out foxing our visitors, rucking and tackling like a loon and scoring a pair of sensational tries. One of which in particular that could’ve graced any rugby pitch.

Damien bagged himself a try that I’m told was a good one (Didn’t actually see it, sorry) and 

gave an all round fine effort that only added to the backs generally exceptional play.

Tom Parsons’ efforts at fullback were simply phenomenal as is usually the case and his sheer pace and lightening quick change of direction continually dumbfounded the castles. The fact that he ‘only’ scored the one glittering try was amazing in itself. But my ‘Parsons’ moment of the match has to be his apparently ‘Going through puberty again’ cry as he called for the mark!

Gerry played what for me and others was quite probably his best game so far for Lankelly this time out on the wing. His tackling and positional sense were pleasingly sharp and his hard working running in attack brought a well finished and deserved score on the end of another stunning Lankelly assault on the Launceston try line (Still don’t know about that mad potato juice though).

Like I said at the start not the complete package of a performance by any means, but then nor should it have be expected to have been. What is important I think is that we won a bruising (Tell me about it) match against opposition who battled to the very edges of the law (They won the Merit Table last season you know), scored 5 (Almost 6 and could’ve/should’ve been 7 or 8) excellent tries in doing so, showed steel hard resolve in defence and gave ourselves something to be proud of and the best possible start to the new season and ‘The Age of Szymon.’ 

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

Saturday September 9TH 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 28. v BODMIN 12.

Right for a start let’s get out of the way the facts that this wasn’t the best tempered match I’ve ever played in (A bit of a theme when we play Bodmin anyway) & that a few decisions that went against us were a tad hard to understand (We should try to remember that our refs don’t have any video back up. As frustrating as it may get & I for one began to get very frustrated). What’s important as far as all that goes is that we were not intimidated or distracted & didn’t let it divert us from continuing with our game plan & closing out the game. 

‘CRY HAVOC, etc!’

Now we all know that the Lankelly pack are pretty damn good all round, but in this match they were every one of them just AWESOME! There is simply no other word for the way that we took the Bodmin scrum apart from the very first hit. Such was our almost complete dominance (That single one we should’ve won!) that the home side could apparently find no other answer to our rampant power but to illegally collapse the scrum. Which did them little good as, quite rightly, we just rumbled straight over their groaning wreckage (Don’t like it? Don’t collapse the scrum then. Simple as that). Having got the better of my opposite number within 10 minutes (Just thought that I’d point that out) & Gut having broken his & with Bodmin unable to bring on any further front row reps we were forced into the horror that is uncontested scrums. There by denying us what was all too painfully obvious, to Bodmin anyway, our most devastating weapon. 

You don’t need to be a genius to work out that it was only from this point that the home side began to get any kind of useful ball at all. But for them it was too little too late and we held them back with yet another refreshingly relentless, although not entirely ‘water tight’, defensive display. 

The forwards were just as irresistibly effective in the loose: Our esteemed Captain, Renshaw (Despite feeling poo), Age, Matt (Despite looking like an escaped prisoner), Tonks (Filling in extremely well for some ‘fuller figured’ team mate while he was away trying to remember how to be a prop) Lee & Swiggsy (At least as good as last week) all giving it large in every aspect of the game. 

If the forwards were awesome then the backs were at the very least fantastic on both sides of the ball. Using all that ball we were securing to stun the home side by running in 4 splendid first half tries, all sensationally converted by our ‘mysterious’ winger (“Who was that masked man?” His idea to remain anonymous), to go 28-0 up at the break! 

Sam ‘Fast & Furious’ Harvey was in magnificent form as usual repeatedly slashing through desperate Bodmin defence to grab an astonishing hat trick.  

Sion Williams, back to active service in the centres, looked in battle hungry shape with numerous sniping attacks & crossed for our other score. It was good to see you back out there, mate (Especially as with Age & Malc playing as well it meant there were three people older than me on the pitch. I almost fealt young again, almost)! 

Speaking of Malc I reckon that considering he makes Age look youthful (And let’s face it that’s saying something) he had a great afternoon, catching & running like a man half his age (That’ll be almost any of the backs then) & lasted the full 80 to boot. Brilliant, matey! 

Julian, in at full back (Up until he had to go a milking) was quick and deadly elusive (Being a farmer he probably has a much deeper voice when calling for the mark too)! I look forward to many more such displays (And the odd pint of Gold top) to come.

Big (Definitely not gay) Ben Conabeer tore into the Bodmin defence like someone had told him they’d stolen his creamed mushrooms! In all seriousness his attacking runs were powerful to behold & I saw it take two or three defenders to bring him down. Get some today!

Martin, starting at scrum half, was I think quite superb all day. He showed intense confidence, no little skill & kept up the encouragement & bossing of the forwards throughout. Added to that his efforts in defence were exceptionally improved & on this showing he’s staked his claim good & proper. Very nice.

That’s 2 wins from 2 now, 57 points to 29, 9 tries scored (All by the backs) & if I read it right 7 merit table points already. Way too early to crow too much, but it’s looking good so far & there’s no reason what so ever that we cannot go on to even higher achievements if we keep up this kind of good work.

Oh, & before I go, I just thought that I mention that the ‘Powers to be’ (Obviously having recently seen a ‘Help the Aged’ advert) awarded me man-of-the-match. Thank you. 

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

Saturday September 23rd 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 22. v CALLINGTON, 15.
Over anxious or over eager to show that we can transfer our outstanding merit table form into our league campaign? Not quite as relaxed in ourselves (I know I wasn’t), a little too uptight about it being our first league match (Again…) and far too keen to annihilate our opposition rather than just win solidly? So afraid of losing to a team we’d beaten the last three times in a row that we’d played them that we unnecessarily tried to force things to happen? A little somewhat naturally disjointed with a few changes to certain personnel? Very possibly any or all of the above.

However, what ever the reasons for our below par performance (I think that it’s quite nice for once to be talking about ‘a below par performance’ when we’ve got a big ‘W’), and let’s not forget that Callington wanted it too and were never going to just roll over and die, we must also not lose sight of the fact that we still WON a match that even last year under such circumstances we’d quite possibly have lost. And in doing so we made it a, as far as I know, unheard of 4 from 4 to start the season, scored 4 more fine tries (3 by forwards, hurrah!) to bring our ongoing total to 17 (That’s averaging 4 a game for those mathematically challenged among you) so far and beat a league opponent for the 4th consecutive time. Not so bad is it. 

I find it especially encouraging that we’re not content these days to just shrug when we get a rare win no matter how we play. But how we rue missed chances and unforced errors and continually strive to perform consistently to and expand upon the levels that we know and have repeatedly shown that we play at. 

All due respect to Callington, and you have to respect how their pack played in particular, they stayed in touch as much through our mistakes as their own great efforts. Such as the utter fluke of a try they got as a result of failed interception what-the-hell-just-happened moment! But then we all should know that we made such errors (Such as my none tackle because the Callington bloke didn’t play fair and moved as I attempted to get at him, boo!) so I won’t say anymore about that.

The scrum battle was surprisingly tough as we know, but we still came out on top in the end. We just have to ensure that we maintain our concentration and play that part of the game as we know we can brilliantly do. The rucking was at times ferocious (Occasionally ‘overly so’ from a tiny minority of the opposition which was a shame as it cheapened their otherwise commendable efforts), but utterly failed to intimidate us (Certainly didn’t intimidate Lordship. ‘I say, old boy. If you see fit to do that to me again I shall be forced to thrash you soundly, eh what!’). Matt ‘H-E-R-O-I-C’ Hodson, never a slouch on the pitch, put in a grafting show in the 2nd row and paid for it with a good crack to his melon (As a result he still doesn’t remember that £50 he allegedly owes me, honest. Ahem). Lee Taylor did what he does best and trampled through and over numerous opposition tacklers with formidable clout and touched down for a brace of sound tries. Swiggsy was as ever tenaciously right in the thick of it and went in himself for what for me was try of the game behind the posts (Executing the undoubted theatrical show off touchdown of the season with a 5.7 for artistic impression forward somersault) which put us a converted score ahead. Handy that. 

Our backs, whilst not firing on all cylinders still played a pretty fair game. I thought Spinksy. Sphinxy or…whatever the hell his name is did well out on the wing. Sion was excellent at fullback going in either direction and not least when he made what was almost certainly a match saving tackle late on (Whew). Martin was again resurgently active and showed toughness when he too got whacked and bounced right back up to rejoin the fray. Nice one. Gerry made some good running yards, Tom Crisp (Nice to see you, mate) gave a useful guest star show and debut winger Duncan looked good on the wing (And is extremely generous when it comes to getting a drink in as it turned out). 

Of course any mention of the backs today must contain a passage about our centre, Ben Conabeer, and not just because his powerful running lines are sensational, his tackling bone crunchingly effective, he scored a fabulous try of his own and was awarded man-of-the-match. But because for a man who is continuously called ‘Big and Gay’ you’d have thought that he’d be more careful about how he posed for a Saturday night photo with a sombrero perched over his power pouting mush!! 

What a night. Free flowing tequila, comedy Mexican fancy dress, hideously drunk mu-mu/duvet cover ripping gansta rapper temper tantrums, amazingly expensive jug of cocktail, Sphinxy’s hilarious chatting up skills (Class!), Lordship/Ferret genetic underwear link discovery. The list goes on, but that’s another story and frankly I can’t remember. 

Time to dance with Roseland. Let’s do it!

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------     
Saturday October 21st 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY: 53. v ST. AUSTELL 2ND: 0.

Yes, you did read that right. 53, and here’s the really good part, to 0!! Was that sweet or what? No, you annoyingly sarcastic bar room rugby experts, it wasn’t against a blind team or any other sad comedy cliché. It was against a proper 2nd XV, nobody can accurately recall when we last beat let alone like this, who came to play and big respect and thanks to the St. Austell boys for doing so at such short notice after Veor cried off.

9 tries in a dazzling festival of running, ball in hand, attacking rugby off the back of an utterly dominant pack who all but annihilated their opposition in the scrum and battered them senseless in the loose. Nice! 

2 trademark leave-‘em-for-dead-afterburners-on tries from Banjo, and 4 good conversions, to seal what for him was a pretty fantastic day’s work. I know he missed a few kicks, but really only just and they were all pretty tough out wide jobs and his tactical kicking and all round general play was brilliant. And he did at one point get me out of the doo doo when I’d arsed up a restart with a fabulous under pressure kick to touch. Thanks for that, mate.

2 more tries came from Leo who was at his tenacious best and for his second score (Possibly using the power of Grey Skull) showed startling pace to race clear of the by this point exasperated St. Austell defence to touch down in the corner. 

The Shak at fullback was an elusive running, tough tackling whirlwind and single headedly saved our ‘0’ when he hunted down St. Austell’s one real running threat, when he’d broken through, like a guided missile and made the try saving tackle. 

Middlewood, as Gerry and I told him afterwards, continues to show what a revelation at scrum half he’s been this season. His renewed work rate is astounding and the way he plays, always looking to launch another attack or snuff one of theirs out, is nothing short of sensational. Not only did he get another try, and smashed the St. Austell #8 aside with a huge smile on his face, he’s obviously enjoying himself immensely as he does it.

Captain Bravo…Sorry, I mean Lee was a rock at the back of the scrum and a (What’s another word I can use instead of thunderous? Cue rapid leafing through Thesaurus) ravaging (That do?) presence as he rampaged over the pitch in the loose as he commanded his troops and bagged himself a try off the back of yet another crushing scrum. 

I didn’t see Matty’s try, but I bet it was a trademark sniping attack that the opposition defence’s flailing tacklers just couldn’t, as is often the case with Matty’s razor sharp change of direction and evasive footwork, deal with. Partnering Leo in the centre on the day I reckon that Matty did pretty darn well out of his usual position/s. 

The lineout was immensely better this day and Ross Morcom proved what an exceptional front jumper he is, dominating that battle from start to finish, and was astonishingly powerful behind me (Poor bloke) in the 2nd row. His Lordship put in a stupendous (I’m fast running out of adjectives here) show of trademark galloping runs (Sounds like a stomach upset), bone jarring hits and a timely one handed charge down inside their 5. Cool!

Cooky, Duncan, Sprinksy, Gerry and Age all served up large helpings of our running attack, ball in hand and ruck like demons game plan. Jason was once again a prodigious attacking runner and showed little sign of rustiness as he stormed about the field of battle. When he found himself with a clear run into the St. Austell line (All be it from about ¾ the length of pitch away) he decided to launch a howitzer of a cross field kick that landed somewhere inside their 22 before bouncing sweetly into touch. Oh, yes!

My front row partners, Chris and Gut, both had shining days both in tight and loose. Chris smoothly hooking all our own ball and much of theirs that we didn’t simply drive them off of, running in support seemingly everywhere he needed to be, tackling any St. Austell player that came anywhere near him as if somebody had told him they were all related to that doctor who wants to bugger up the scrum and blasting his way through the opposition defence on a few cracking runs. Gut in much the same way was awesome in every respect and most notably that I saw took a pass, ran to his left, saw a gap and straightened to charge clear into the open spaces  behind the St. Austell defence as they scrambled (Probably wishing they’d stopped to buy a big bunch of bananas) to get back to him. Good stuff.

Now to man-of-the-match, Matt Hodson, who despite his assertions that he himself didn’t think he played that well (Piffle!) was nothing if not simply excellent. Not only was he his usual cast iron self in the 2nd row (Probably much more comfortable without that sweaty lump he usually has to cope with next to him) and fierce scrabbler for loose ball at breakdowns. But also a timely supporting runner, tough tackler and utterly dependable lifter. And at long long last, to cap a finely crafted day for himself and the team in general, he got his first ever try for Lankelly! With the very last play of the match he took the pass, bundled his way most of the way through a flailing tackle and as he went down reached for the line and touched down right under the posts! Congratulations, my friend. On that and your managing to down that pint of whatever it was disguised as Guiness without having to use the big white telephone. 

Try scored, Banjo with the conversion, final whistle, game over, job well and truly done. Next please!    

One of the beautiful things about how we played this match was how forwards and backs alike were running with ball in hand, interlinking, looking to and for support, defending with devilish commitment and more often than not looking to get the ball out wide as fast as possible. As a result the backs got 7 of our 9 tries (Did I mention that already?) and St. Austell were simply unable to keep pace with us despite continuing to try and do so. This is pretty much the game that we want to play and now we’ve re-shown others and more importantly ourselves that we can. 

STAT ATTACK.

P: 7. W: 5. D: 0. L: 2. Pf: 185. Pa: 113. Tries: 31 (17, Home. 14, Away. 26 by backs & 5 by forwards. 13 different try scorers. Cornwall 2: 4th, 4 points. Merit Table: 1st, 13 points. Not too bad to be going on with, eh. 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Saturday October 28th 2006: LANKELLY-FOWEY: 22. v NEWQUAY HORNETS 2ND: 5.

On an historic day for Lankelly-Fowey, with the new 2nd XV The Trojans also playing, the first XV put in a prodigious performance of running rugby behind their vigorously authoritative pack away to Newquay in this merit table contest. Which saw them stamp their mark on the game early to go 10-0 up with the first two of their four tries. A brace each coming for pacy winger, Duncan Hutchings, and hard working scrum half, Martin Middlewood. The visitors were unlucky to be denied a 5th try, from lock Matt Hodson, for a knock on over the line. Foiled by the horrible weather conditions #11, Ben Jane, had to settle for a solitary conversion but more than made up for it with a slick display of tactical kicking and twice intercepting passes to snuff out Newquay attacks. Fierce Lankelly defence held a staunch Newquay side out, despite some periods of huge pressure, for all but a single unconverted try.

Lankelly man-of-the-match, 2nd rower Ross Morcom, epitomised their relentlessly uncompromising attitude this season with a tremendous display in scrum, lineout and every where else in the loose. 

With 4 wins from 5 merit table matches Lankelly now sit at the top with 17 points, as well as 4th in Cornwall 2, and will want to continue the winning habit in their home cup match with Camborne School of Mines this weekend.  

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

Saturday April 8th: LANKELLY-FOWEY, 78. v KING OF PRUSSIA XV, 12.

“It’s a beautiful day” Bono once warbled on the feel good U2 track of the same name and for Lankelly it certainly was and did. As having frustratingly failed to recapture the K.O.P. trophy for the past two years, with somewhat less than inspiring performances, Lankelly gave a virtuoso display of all round rugby. Stamping an emphatic victory over the King of Prussia Invitational XV (And thereby the traditional right to fill the august cup with their choice of evil alcoholic concoctions) with a dozen (Yep, that’s a big 12) tries and what is thought to be their highest ever points total. 

I’m not sure of the exact sequence of our try scoring avalanche, but the scoring role of honour goes something like this: Sion opened our account (I didn’t see it myself) with a fine score that heralded the storm to soon come and headlined a vintage exhibition of unyielding vigour in the center (The #9 slot already ably filled). 

Lee’s imposing high stepping game loomed large (Let’s face it he could hardly do it any other way!) and he went over for a brace (The running in of his second was of particular class), to bring his own tally to a team record 21 for the season so far, and ice his all round adept days work.

Gerry soared along his wing to take a nicely weighted pass and sliced in to add another and cap a yet again excellent all over outing for us. 

Swiggsy’s hard tackling and incisive running game seemingly knoweth no bounds and he got a try of his own (I didn’t see this one either, but luckily someone else did) as just reward for a relentlessly belligerent effort. 

On in the second half guest star, Nsa, a (To put it mildly) big chap who wouldn’t look out of place slapping Arnie around the South American rainforest looked immense (And scary) as he terrorized the rucks and rampaged through the King’s defence. It being almost inevitable that he would (And did) get over the try line at some point.

Frodo Parsons was fantastic at fullback as he glided smoothly around numerous despairing tackles with the seemingly effortless ease of a down hill skier out for a leisurely Sunday afternoon on the piste. Such was his panache it’s amazing that he ‘only’ bagged one try, but his continuous ability to run the ball back up field almost anyway he pleased was sublime. 

5 tries, 9 conversions and 48 points is a pretty good way to underline what amounted to a record single game scoring fiesta for Banjo that rounded off a dancing footwork, slick distribution, solid defending personal showing of wondrous proportions. What more can you say, he was quite simply brilliant.  

Our “Dogs of war” pack barked loud and savaged the K.O.P.’s experienced and sizeable forwards in then scrum, mauled them in more ways than one in the loose and fought tooth and claw at the hotly contested breakdown. Was it just me or did anyone else find that just a tad satisfying after the defeats in this fixture of the last two years? The focused aggression of the Lankelly pack was perhaps best exemplified by Gut (In his 100th Lankelly match) who, despite playing on through some considerable pain, carried on his merciless work rate right upto the dying seconds (And did a lot better than me at handling that evil cocktail thing from the trophy later on too!).

Graham got on for a rare appearance and didn’t disappoint out on the wing. Most notably (At least from what I saw) by nicely hauling in a high pass and blazing along the touchline for a good gain into King’s territory. Nice one!  

New, hopefully regular, bloke James (Recruited by Graham in the pub the night before who brought Nsa along for good measure) showed some great running and handling skills, made some good gains for us and did nothing wrong. Not at all bad for someone who hadn’t played for a few years.

This match also witnessed the return of ‘The Duke’ who came on in the second half for a guest appearance and as far as I can recall played well. Showing that age is no barrier to being a valuable rugby player (Thank God for that).

Galloping Lord squashy had a storming outing as he ruled the lineout and his flank of the scrum and tackled his blue blooded heart out for the cause. His grace was in typically magnificent form (Gotta be in with a shout for player of the year) and brought cacophonous roars of “Go on Lord!” from the sidelines as he intercepted an errant ball and took off on an amazing 50+m charge. Only being denied what would’ve been the try of the match (Would that have been his first of the season?) when in trying to avoid a covering tackle from Lee Tambling he tripped over a blade of grass or some mud. Still he recycled the ball and his Herculean efforts led to another Lankelly try and man-of-the-match honours to round out yet another top rate game.

For the King’s their #10, Denis, deservedly got man-of-the-match for an accomplished personal game where he provided a real running threat and ably showed this by gathering in an interception and dashing straight to the try line for the K.O.P.’s first score which they converted. Their other try came from an isolated period of pressure that saw St. Austell hooker, Will Hancock, go over in the corner. 

I also thought that Lee Tambling had a good game for them at #15. I saw Jason carry the ball up on more than one occasion with determined aggression. And it was obvious, if it hadn’t been before the game from past experience, that we couldn’t afford to take our collective eyes off either Milo or Noggin for a second. 

All in all this was a fabulous performance by and a morale boost for the Lankelly 1st XV ahead of the final league game of the season at home to St. Just this Saturday. The King of Prussia side may not (With all due respect) have the cohesion or perhaps the match fitness of more ‘regular’ teams, but they are no mugs and we beat them well by playing just the kind of game that we have wanted to play (And have done so here and there) all season. 

We have three matches left to go, each one important in it’s own way, and if we play like we did in this game then we can win them all, cap one of the best seasons this club has ever had and set ourselves up for next season in the best possible way. 

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

