Harpenden 4th XV     Vs        Hampstead 5th XV ?
Saturday 25th September 2010

It seemed just like another Saturday. Wake up, tea, shower, tea, breakfast, tea, get dressed, tea, then off to the shops for a spot of husbandry chores ( willingly, of course!)  Today, however, was to prove to be far from just “another” Saturday.
Had you been in the vicinity of Harpenden High Street, you would have witnessed the most eerie of atmospheres. Couples walking hand in hand, clearly in tune with each other but no conversation, families hurrying in and out of ‘targeted’ shops like a military operation with no time to browse, bags and baskets full, mission accomplished, return to base. Shopkeepers with a seemingly permanent eye on the clock longing for the old days of half-day closing. Even Assam was knocking out his pile of Big Issue at 2 for the price of 1 in the hope of selling out early.
Why was this?  A religious holiday? Not for another 3 months. Was the Pope due a visit? Did that last week. Had we been warned of an uncompromising attack by beings from another planet causing death, mayhem and total destruction by way of total Armageddon? Probably not, as Taser was visiting friends. Or was there something unmissable on television? Only Dick Emery’s ‘Mandy – “Ooh you are awful- on Dave. 
While stuck in a seemingly endless stream of traffic- which much resembled New Orleans’s cavalcade of Dodge 67 trucks desperately fleeing the clutches of Hurricane Katrina in 2005- all became clear. Today, 25th September was the first home game for HRFC Mighty 4ths.
After last week’s match, a resounding 25 – 0 victory against Southgate 1’s, the Men in Black (and Red!) were to take to the Field of Dreams once again, this time our opponents were to be Hampstead 5ths. With rumours that Hampstead 3’s and 4’s had been cancelled, it came as little surprise that our visitors had brought along no fewer than 10 substitutes (all fit and sprightly they were too!)
After customary ‘warm-up’ led by Haggis the Men in Black were ready for battle and a battle was certainly to commence.
Straight from the start, the hosts were on the front foot taking play straight into the visitor’s 22. Despite this early spell of pressure, there were no rewards and with the first counter attack, Hampstead took full advantage of a ‘napping’ defence for a score between the uprights. Harps regrouped while the conversion was successfully completed and went straight back to work. Both sets of forwards were evenly matched with the Harp’s front row led by Corporal Jones, Godfrey and Frazer (aka Haggis, JC and Yates) and with scrum-half Bouch ( a promising up and coming youngster showing a maturity beyond his years ) feeding the ball to the backs, Harps were back in the game. An early switch with Scarf and debutant Ben Brownlie proved to be inspirational. Linking up with Parkin in the centres was, ever-dependable Scott ‘safe-hands’ Goodson – wearing more strapping under his shirt than Miss Whiplash in the dizzy heights of her career- and with now power and pace on both wings, game on!
Harps had enough chances in the following 20 minutes to sit on a ‘comfy cushion’ of a lead but it wasn’t until just beyond the half-hour mark that the home side seized their rewards for constant pressure. A succession of line-outs, rucks and mauls in the far corner of the pitch kept Roscoe and Hills in the second row well in the thick of things. Repeated breakouts from Capt ‘Wellington’ Walls flanked by lieutenants Goodchild and Rob ‘chase me’ Alvis led to Brownlie finding space to score.
Half Time
HRFC 4ths 5   v       Hampstead 5ths (poss 3’s & 4’s) 7
The second half proved to be every bit as physical as the first. With changes made, Ryan on for injured Roscoe, Murdoch on for full back Phillips (a more than credible performance for someone playing 15 for the first time) one more change was to follow. Bully, despite the spray tanned complexion wasn’t quite warmed up and following the removal of the baby-blue romper suit, a quick jog and stretching of those mighty legs, on he came for JC. With Yates switching to loose, the Hampstead pack were wrong footed. Harps were winning more ball in the breakdown and feeding more and more ball to the backs. 20 minutes into the half and a break from the Harp’s 5 metre line. With the ball seized from Hampstead’s clutches, a swift switch pass and onto Dave Baird. ‘Scarf’ tucked the ball under his arm, pinned back his ears and off he set. Run Scarf, Run! With a mere 7 metres from home, this locomotive lost its steam the chance was lost.  Like Jimmy Hendrix at Woodstock in ’69, Scarf was out of puff. His replacement, Duddy proved to be a match-winner in his own right with 2 ‘nailed-on’ try saving tackles the first of which surely must have temporarily dislocated each of the 206 bones in his opponent’s body. Sandwiched between these champagne tackles came a move that did indeed, prove, to be the match-winner. Another surge by the forwards on the right hand side of the pitch, the visitor’s had nothing to match the power and aggression, a show of quick ball and feet, the ball found its way to Brownlie and over he went for his second score on 30 minutes.
The final 10 minutes proved to be just as bloody as the preceding 70 and with Harps losing Walls with a nasty gash to the head and girly screams of “Ref! He’s bleeding on me” from a visitor, on came Cross who proved to be a worthy replacement.
The referee finally blew his whistle for the end of an epic match. This was a sporting display that surely equals the great Ali v Smokin Joe Frazier fight in Madison Square Garden in ’71. Those who were at the game may even say, it topped it!  

Full Time
HRFC 4ths            vs          Hampstead 5ths
         10                                             7 
