BEFC 3 – 1 Geckoes , Saturday 17 January, St Mary’s 

Team:  Rob, Vern, Tim, Biffa, Keith, Sendo, Keisuke, Kenji, Massa, Tetsuro, Gerrard, Giles, Mohamed, Caspar

The last time your correspondent wrote a match report, it was the height of summer.   Heatstroke and dehydration stalked the blazing astroturf hell of Tokyo’s pitches, looking for easy pickings among overweight, over-aged footballers.   This time the natural enemy was very different.  Bitter, terrible cold.  The sort of cold that numbs your very soul.  That whispers insidiously, seductively “Why don’t you just lie down in the snow for a while … it’s so lovely and soft … just lie down … don’t fight it … sleep for a while…” and then YOU NEVER GET UP EVER AGAIN BECAUSE ONCE YOU CLOSE YOUR EYES THAT’S IT AND NOBODY WILL EVER SEE YOU UNTIL THE SNOW MELTS AND THE SEARCH PARTY FINDS YOUR FROZEN BODY.   Anyway, it was bloody cold.   

The goalless first half felt like a fierce struggle between two evenly-matched teams, although to any spectators it  probably just looked like a bunch of Sunday-leaguers hoofing it about and not getting anywhere.   Geckoes had lots of pressure but with Rob and Vern doing their usual immaculate double act and Sendo and Keith having great games at full back, couldn’t produce much in the way of chances.  Rob turned a shot off the line, and one exclusive-to-AstroturfTM bouncing-bomb special threatened to creep in under the bar but was pushed over by Giles, who was hugging his goal-line like a socially-maladjusted toddler clinging onto its favourite blanket, after being traumatised by similar episodes during last week’s win against Shane.  

BEFC, meanwhile, looked good when we moved it out to the wings, but that happened too rarely, and our attempts to go up the middle broke down on a solid-looking Geckoes’ defence.   A few threatening corners and one header at the keeper were about all we had to show for the first 40 minutes.  That, and a lot of free kicks from a ref who decided he liked BEFC’s tackles and throw-ins a lot more than Geckoes.  The air turned as blue as our limbs with Gecko protests.        

With snow falling, the TML’s 60-second half-time break was strangely welcome.  The second half kicked off much like the first, and although BEFC were starting to show better control with Tim hyperactive as usual in midfield, it still wasn’t clear where the first goal was coming from.  Luckily, the temperature intervened.   

Gerrard, on at half-time, had decided the best way of approaching the unfamiliar right-back spot was to stand motionless by the outside right hand corner of the penalty area.  A potentially fatal approach in these conditions, as Gerrard must have realised.   In a last-ditch attempt to stave off hypothermia, he suddenly charged up the wing.   No BEFC striker had kept pace but it didn’t matter as his high cross slipped through the frozen fingers of the Geckoes keeper and dropped over the line.  

At 1-0 the game suddenly opened up.  Geckoes nearly scored, from a short-range indirect free-kick (no credit to Giles for the save, since he picked up the back-pass in the first place).  Then they did, working enough room for a scuffed shot which crept in at the far post.  At that stage it could have gone either way but then came what no Match of the Day analyst would be earning his cheque if he didn’t refer to as “the turning point in the match, Gary”.  Geckoes had a big penalty shout turned down as their striker fell under Rob’s challenge.  BEFC moved the ball out quickly, Keisuke made a break down the left channel and then from 20 yards out smashed a peach of a shot across the keeper and into the far corner.  

Not surprisingly, the goal seemed to deflate Geckoes and BEFC played out the last 20 pretty comfortably, sealing victory with a messy goal from a corner in which Vern’s knee appeared to get the final touch.  Your correspondent couldn’t make out  details of the melee; but here’s Biffa’s eyewitness description

“Basically a bunch of fat blokes fell over each other and then it went in.”

Thank you, Kenneth Wolstenholme.   No doubt Biffa’s descriptive skills would have soared to greater heights if his own late strike had gone in rather than hitting the bar.     

So, a good hard-fought victory, the kind to make BEFC gentlemen now a-bed think themselves accurs'd they were not here, and hold their manhoods cheap whilst any speaks that fought with us upon the day of 17 January.   At least, they would have thought themselves accurs’d if it hadn’t been so damn cold.  As it was, they were probably thinking “Boy, it’s freezing.  I’m glad I’m a-bed and not playing today.”  

(Hard) man of the match:  MoM is awarded this week on the basis of the equation:

                                             E times T
                                            C times S 

                                                    
E = effectiveness  

T = mean temperature of the player’s home country.  In other words, the hotter the climate the player is used to, the more credit he gets for braving the freezing conditions.  Mohamed would score high on this; Tomo (had he played) low.    

C  =  clothing.  As in Newcastle, the less you wear, the harder you are.  Men in tights (cough Kenji and Sendo cough), no matter how well they played, are basically out of the running.

S =  subcutaneous fat.  Just another form of cheating against the cold, basically.  Like walruses.         

The skinny and under-dressed Australian Gerard should have been a shoo-in for this.   Unfortunately Gerard forfeits for arriving 45 minutes late due to “having got the day wrong”.   As the equation produces a 6 way tie for 2nd place, HMOM goes instead to Massa.  Running back from right wing to demand to take over the goal-kicking from Rob was one of the more eyebrow-raising moves in recent BEFC history.   But Massa fully justified his mad display of hubris by unleashing a true Taepodong 2 of a kick which only the headwind kept within the bounds of the pitch.   In the great words of Alan Partidge: “sh1t, did you see that?  He must have a foot like a traction engine!”                 

