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INTRODUCTION 

 

A strange name, you might say, for a collection of match reports during covering West Ham’s 

deliverance from the Championship and the early part of the team’s 2005/06 campaign to 

retain Premiership status. All will become clear when you read the match report of the 

Championship Playoff Final in Cardiff. 

 

This is the second annual compendium of the match day writings of Martin Hughes, or East 

Stand Martin (ESM) as he is known on the independent West Ham fans’ website, KUMB.com 

 

Born in Enfield, North London (which he accurately describes as “the heart of T*ttscum 

territory”), Martin’s mum had the good sense to buy him a West Ham shirt when he was seven 

years old because she “liked the colours”.  

 

Since that time, he has been a loyal follower of the claret and blue, despite various scraps 

during his school years and long-running attempts by his old man to convert him to the dreaded 

Sp*ds. It fills him with utter shame to admit it, but ESM’s dad is a season ticket holder at Sh*te 

Hart Lane, a fact that can never be repeated in polite company. 

 

Although he made regular visits to Upton Park and also followed the Hammers away from time 

to time, it was only ESM Jnr’s (Jack Hughes) sixth birthday in 1998 which created the perfect 

pretext for the purchase of two season tickets. The divorce from the missus also helped as well 

as she was about as impressed with football as ESM was about the sale of Jermain Defoe to 

T*ttenham. 

 

Rejecting the crass and vulgar modernity of the new stands, Martin made straight for the East 

Stand where he felt quite at home with the dilapidation and the retro feel. The squalid 

facilities there are what football should be about. The thought of the stand being redeveloped 

fills him with horror and ESM is grateful for the ongoing prudent management of the club by 

Chairman Terry Brown which prevents the demolition of his spiritual home. In fact, ESM 

reckons that just about the only endearing feature of Old Man Brown is that he can’t raise the 

dosh to knock down the East Stand. 
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In here you will find 30 match reports (with a few new introductory comments thrown in) 

covering the lows of the away game against Reading in March to highs of nicking a point from 

the Sp*ds at Sh*te Hart Lane in November – now that was better than sex. It’s been a roller 

coaster year, when many an Iron almost gave up hope, but let’s face it you have to expect that 

if you are a West Ham supporter. 

 

Acknowledgements 

 

Thanks to all the people at KUMB who provide a consistently excellent service to Irons 

worldwide; Jack Hughes (ESM Jnr) for his increasingly insightful views on the beautiful game – 

one day you will be able to fill the old man’s shoes; John Fedrick (Oxford Fred) for his high 

quality one-liners and his appreciation of Welsh gay watering holes; and Ian Baker (Wycombe 

Wicks) for his match report which followed from his quest to visit all English Premiership and 

Football League grounds. 

 

Last but not least, let’s all say this. Alan Pardew, you are a f*cking diamond geezer. I’m sorry I 

ever doubted you. You took us out of the darkness into the light. You took a lot of sh*te, yet 

never gave up the fight. I’m a poet and and didn’t even know it. Respect, my man, maximum 

respect. 

 

You can contact ESM through KUMB. Don’t bother if you’re one of those Lillysh*te c*nts. 

 

© Martin Hughes, 2005 
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Wolves 4 West Ham 2, 15.1.05 
 

Although many people don’t get it, cricket is a fantastic game and following England on 

tour has got to be one of the best trips known to man. However, two weeks of booze, sun 

and stress-free antics in South Africa got nicely obliterated by a trip up to the Black 

Country in the p*ssing rain. It was not a promising start to 2005 – 11 points off the 

playoff spots... 

 

I’ve been trying to break the habit. I know it’s ruining my health. I’ve tried hypnosis. I even 

went to South Africa to try and escape from it. But my willpower failed at the first opportunity 

and I ended up at Molineux.  

There is another West Ham fan with a similar problem to me. I heard him on the radio on the 

way back as he confided in Dr Alvin Martin live on Talksport. “I spend £2,000 a year on season 

tickets. This is the worst West Ham team in living memory. What can you say to me Alvin”, he 

pleaded, “that will make me want to renew next year?” Alvin was sympathetic, “Alan knows 

that this season is make and break and if he doesn’t make it, I think you might have a point 

about whether you want to shell out that money next season.” 

 

Some hope. That bloke’s got it as bad as the rest of us and unfortunately that is exactly why Mr 

Brown is still where he is today. Not only is the team doing our brains in but we get Brown free 

as well. 

 

Bare bones 

 

If Harry was still running the team, I have no doubt that prior to today’s match he would have 

said that “We are down to the bare bones”. No Teddy, Matty, Reo-Coker or Fletch. But this was 

a Wolves team without a win under the nasally whining God worrier. A team that was struggling 

to score goals. Surely we had a good chance? 

 

In came Mark Noble and Mullins in midfield alongside Sergei and Chadders. Jimmy Walker was 

also preferred in goal, which seemed to please the Wolves fans, no doubt believing that anyone 

who used to play for local rivals Walsall just had to be crap. 
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It seemed to start OK for us, with Chadders in particular looking lively. He latched onto a loose 

ball as early as the second minute, but his shot was very poor. Wolves began to respond, and 

on 10 minutes they picked up the ball down the right, but Olofijana – now there’s a name you 

can’t pronounce with a mouth full of crisps – scooped the ball over the bar from a promising 

central position. 

 

On 14 minutes, Marlon began to get involved and he went on a powerful bustling run down the 

right. Unfortunately his cross was less than perfect and it went sailing over the head of the 

waiting Z-man. Marlon was involved again a minute later when Malky managed to chest a Sergei 

free kick towards him, but his shot was skewed badly wide. 

 

He’s a Seoul man 

 

On 19 minutes, South Korean International Seol Ki-Hyeon went on a teasing run down the right 

that seemed to mystify Chris Powell. Fortunately, the Korean was forced wide and Walker 

coped comfortably with his shot from an acute angle. 

 

A minute later Sergei had a nice turn just on the edge of the box and tried to lift a shot over 

Wolves ‘keeper Matt Murray, but he grabbed the ball easily.  

 

Chris Powell and Chadders linked up well on 22 minutes and the ball found Zamora on the left. 

Chadders ran on to take up a good position in the box and when the bal cam over he managed 

to get a header in which had Murray worried for a second until it landed on the roof of the net. 

 

Leaps like fish but sinks like a stone 

 

Despite some promising signs, it all went badly wrong on 29 minutes when a speculative free 

kick by Craddock was launched into our box. Up until this point I thought Anton had been doing 

well and leaping like a fish. He leapt OK, but about two seconds too early. He was on his way 

down when Cort nodded it on to waiting Craddock who fired home easily from six yards. 

 

Marlon tried to pt things right again on 34 minutes with a great run down the right, but there 

was no-one on hand to meet the ball as he fired it back across the box from the dead ball line. 

A minute later we won a free kick, but not for the first time today our dead ball play was 

woeful – Sergei put it high and wide when he should have at least forced a save. 
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Sergei made amends on 36 minutes as he rifled in a great pass out to the left of the box when 

the Wolves defence was expecting him to knock it wide right to Marlon. Zamora gratefully 

accepted delivery, although for a split second it looked like his touch was lacking. A few 

Wolves hands went up for offside, but Z-man calmly tucked the ball in under Murray’s body for 

his first goal in eleven games.  

 

Not much more happened in the half, although Z-man capped his first half performance with a 

tremendous tracking run back from box to box to win the ball off the advancing Seol. 

 

Meatloaf and his fat friends 

 

At half time, I received my usual text from Jenny the Wolves fan who asked if we were getting 

wet from the rain that seemed to de driving in horizontally under the stand. 28 degrees of 

Cape Town sunshine last week, Black Country drizzle this week. 

 

A bloke who was so fat he had his own postcode then came on the pitch to do a Meatloaf 

impression. They were very proud of him as he was on ‘Stars in Your Eyes’. I learnt from Jenny 

in the pub afterwards that this character often performed in local working men’s clubs. I think 

I’d be staying in a lot if I lived up there. 

 

Another bit of fun during the interval was two fans getting the chance to run on goal from the 

halfway line and try and score. A couple of fat bastards turned up and all they had to do was to 

try and score within five seconds. One goal was scored in six attempts and the fatter one of the 

duo looked in need of coronary massage. 

 

Down and then level again 

 

The game was there for the taking, and we started the second half looking like we aimed to try 

and gain an early advantage. On 47 a Powell free kick found Marlon, but he headed over. Then 

almost immediately afterwards Zamora picked up a loose ball just outside the box, but 

Murray’s legs got in the way of a good low shot. 

 

Not for the first time in the game, the ref Clive Penton spectacularly failed to play the 

advantage after we had burst through midfield, and just after this on 54 minutes, we conceded 

a soft goal. Seol picked up the ball down the left and put over a deep cross to find the 

unmarked Miller. Some how he managed to stretch a boot out a angle back a shot which Walker 

looked to have fumbled. A despairing boot from a West Ham defender could not clear it. 
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Mark Noble made a great run from the halfway line on 56 minutes and he nearly put Zamora in 

on goal. Three minutes later Sergei picked up the ball ran 15 yards and then slotted through a 

nice ball to Marlon who managed to keep two defenders at bay as he ran into the box. He 

rolled a ball across the six yard box to the waiting Zamora who had the simplest of side foots 

into the net. Typical. no goals for two and half months and then two come along. 

 

Four minutes later we looked to have taken the lead when Anton’s powerful shot was somehow 

deflected wide. Everybody around me was celebrating that one until we all noticed that the ref 

was pointing for a corner. 

 

Advantage Wolves 

 

The next incident on 63 minutes had me foaming at the mouth as a ball that was knocked 

forward saw a Wolves defender handle it into the path of Zamora who was completely free on 

goal. Instead of playing the advantage, Penton blew up – no doubt because he thought the 

assistant ref was flagging for offside.  

 

Two minutes later it looked like we were certain to take the lead as terrific play by Marlon saw 

Chadders pick up the ball on the left hand side of the box. The shot was good, but once again 

Murray got his legs in the way. 

 

All the hard work and promise then came to nought as we completely gifted a goal to Wolves 

on 72 minutes. We looked in little trouble down the left, but for some reason Chadders decided 

to try and pass the ball across his own goal to Malky who was second best in a tackle with Cort. 

A pass was made to Miller whose shot was blocked but Repka fluffed the clearance to the 

waiting Judas who gleefully slotted home. It just had to be him, didn’t it? We should simply not 

concede goals like that from those positions, the sensible thing would have been to put the ball 

out of play. That’s what Stuart Pearce would have done, but we got complacent. 

 

Seol rubs salt in the wounds 

 

ESM Jnr immediately said that we would not come back a third time, and so it proved on 76 

minutes as the excellent Seol – he probably made the difference today - really rubbed salt in 

the wounds by leaving Repka for dead and putting over a low cross. There were three West 

Ham defenders around the advancing Cort but none could beat him to the ball which he put 

past Walker from point blank range. 
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The fourth goal really buried us and we created little of note in the final ten minutes despite a 

couple of substitutions (Williams for Noble and Cohen for Chadders). In fact, it was Wolves that 

nearly made it 5 with a sweet volley from 25 yards out by Cort that just missed Walker’s right 

hand post. 

 

With wins by the top two, this defeat has left us outside the playoff places and 11 points off 

the automatic spots. In fact that win has left Wolves closer to the playoffs than we are to 

second place. I can now see no prospect at all in anything better than the playoffs, and there 

has to be a major question mark against that. 

 

In the post-match interviews, Pardew said that he thought all West Ham fans would recognise 

the effort that had gone in. True enough, but why put in the effort when you undo it all but 

handing over the game on a plate? That defence has not looked right to me since Davenport 

left. Wasted effort is as bad as no effort at all. Maybe we can turn things around again. Maybe 

returning players will give us what we need. Maybe we will beat Derby on Sunday next and then 

go on a five game unbeaten run. It’s bound to happen, eh? 
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West Ham 1 Derby County 2, 23.1.05 

Things went from bad to worse as we lost at home to Derby. Now it just seemed a matter 

of time before Alan Pardew would get the sack, although horror of horrors, there was 

tabloid talk of Pervy Pleat the kerb-crawler taking over. I have to say, I had lost faith in 

our manager at this point. I can only say that he eventually proved me, and many others, 

wrong although I did eventually end up paying out on a bet with some Derby fans of my 

acquaintance… 

I was lounging on this pier overlooking the Gulf of Siam. The conversation turned to football. A 

rash bet was made by my companions that Derby would end up with more points than West 

Ham.  

It all looked like easy money - Singha-fuelled bravado on their part - but I am now in serious 

danger of losing that bet as we capitulated for the third time in a row. That’s a run that has 

never been achieved with victories since our increasingly hapless and clueless gaffer took over.  

 

Will he go?  

 

There’s been a lot of paper talk about Pardew’s impending departure. I don’t believe it. I have 

absolutely no confidence in the Chairman’s ability to take a rational decision and more than 

that, I have no confidence either that any decent manager would want to come and work for 

him.  

 

That is the technical definition of up sh*t creek without a paddle.  

 

Let’s face it, the team performance today was very poor. We look like a mid table team and 

were beaten by a very average side. What makes it worse is that we are playing with a 

complete and utter lack of style or conviction.  

 

Union meeting  

 

Maybe it was all worked out at Chadwell Heath. You can imagine the scene with shop steward 

Teddy convening a meeting. “He’s teetering on the edge of a chasm boys, let’s not turn up and 

we can send him on his way.” You tell me if that possibility can be rejected as pure fiction, 

because it looked that way out there on the pitch today.  

 



I’M GONNA TAKE YOU TO A GAY BAR 

EAST STAND MARTIN’S 2005 ANNUAL 

 

11

Pardew has that same look about him that Roeder had when he had clearly lost the dressing 

room and couldn’t find a way to inject some verve and vitality into the team. Here we were. At 

home. On the telly. A 30,000 crowd. All the kids in. A chance to exploit some favourable 

results elsewhere. What did we get? A damp squib – pedestrian to a degree which suited Derby 

down to the ground.  

 

The only time we looked like we were up for it was in the first five minutes of the second half. 

Maybe a goal then would have meant an easy stroll to victory, but there have been too many ifs 

and maybes under Pardew. I see no prospect of him turning the situation around.  

 

Rabid  

 

There are few occasions when I foam at the mouth watching West Ham, but someone should 

have really sent for the men in the white coats for me when Pardew decided to take Sergei off. 

To me this was an act of sheer incompetence.  

 

There we were, 1-2 down after conceding a soft goal, surely we needed to ramp up the 

attacking pressure? Did he not realise that the dice had to be rolled? No, Pardew sticks with 4-

4-2 when something far more aggressive was required. The bloke does not have one ounce of 

adventure in his body. Can you seriously tell me that Chadders was playing well enough to 

merit staying on in preference to Sergei? To me, the Ukrainian looked like one of the few 

players with a bit of energy and with the ability to exploit set pieces. After he went off, we 

seemed even more lacklustre and Fletch was just clueless when we did get a few dead ball 

situations.  

 

What do you think Sir Trevor would have done in this situation? Not this tactical backward-

thinking incompetence.  

 

A pile of sh*te  

 

The response from Pardew after the game was that the team is now in trouble. Great, tell us 

something we didn’t already know. Statement of the bleedin’ obvious.  

 

I really can’t be arsed to give a blow by blow account of the game. You all saw it for yourself 

either at the ground or on the box. No great insight or creative spark is required to describe a 

pile of sh*te.  
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Let’s maybe just look at a high and a low 

 

A low. Now how low do you want to go? Hayden Muggins – yes, let’s go that low. No pace. 

Diabolical passing. A mediocre League 2 player if you ask me. It was like watching Wayne 

Quinn.  

 

The high? Well, the only thing that slightly tickled my fancy was the performance of Mark 

Noble. He looks terrific on the ball, twisting and turning. OK, he did make the odd over-

ambitious pass and nearly gifted a goal to the opposition as a consequence. On the other hand 

for his age, there looks to be a lot of quality there. No doubt someone else that Brown can go 

and pawn.  

 

Give me some drugs  

 

Before I find myself a dark room and a double dose of Mogadon, let’s talk about that cynical 

foul by Lee Camp on Marlon. Maybe I’m just having a bad day, but to me it wasn’t a sending 

off. Sure, he took Marlon out, but the fact of the matter was that Marlon’s final touch sent the 

ball towards the corner flag. That cast severe doubt on whether Marlon was denied a clear 

goalscoring opportunity. It was a great ball through, though, by Mark Noble.  

 

Anyway, to be honest, that incident is an irrelevance and should not distract us from the key 

issue which is the manager. I’m afraid that it’s all too simple now for me. I don’t like the way 

the team’s playing. I don’t like the tactical judgement. I don’t like watching West Ham play 

with a complete lack of spirit. You can blame the players for failing to do the job that they are 

handsomely paid to do, but you always ultimately have to come back to leadership.  

 

Leadership is everything. Why do you think that England cricket team have performed the way 

they have over the past year? It’s leadership. How did we win the Rugby World Cup? It’s 

leadership. How did Iain Dowie engineer that playoff win for Palace and probably keep them up 

as well. It’s leadership.  

 

Why are we struggling and looking like we’re going nowhere? It’s a lack of leadership. The 

writing’s been on the wall for some time. Surely even our deadbeat Chairman is going to at 

least try and do something about this?  
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Incidentally, just in case there is any doubt in your mind, Mr Brown, David Pleat arriving at 

Upton Park will lead to such an explosion, it will make Krakatoa look like a two bob banger. If 

this happens, my friend, I will personally hunt you down to your trailer park and insert my 

season tickets up you where the sun don’t shine. 
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West Ham 1 Sheffield United 1, 29.1.05 

There are a few managers that I really do not like. In fact, I wouldn’t p*ss on them if they 

were on fire. Right at the top of the tree is Steve Bruce, but Neil Warnock is only just 

behind him. Yet another sluggish performance in the FA Cup, rounding off a pretty 

miserable January… 

A few years ago I introduced a popular new incentive scheme in my workplace. This was known 

as the CoW award. If I told you that the ‘oW’ element of this stood for ‘ of the week’ I think 

you might be able to have a stab at what ‘C’ stood for.  

Every Friday lunchtime, we would open nominations. By the close of the day we would have 

our CoW. Usually one or two names were put into the hat. Yesterday, there was only one 

nomination, and only one winner: Neil W*nknob, the manager of Sheffield United.  

 

Get a life  

 

This is a man whose ego is bigger than his fat head, and who is always willing to open his loud 

mouth. Yesterday, the object of his ire was a 17-year-old professional footballer, who had put 

his all into an FA Cup tie. This skilful, yet inexperienced player had tried to genuinely win a 

ball and maybe had gone in a little too enthusiastically. There was no intent involved, no spite. 

Yet to listen to W*nknob, Mark Noble was guilty of a crime against humanity. Get a life.  

 

This is the same individual who had clearly told his own team to go out and engage in spoiling 

tactics of the crassest nature. A couple of weeks ago, I thought I had applied for tickets to see 

an FA Cup match not a West End show, yet rarely have I seen playacting to the degree that we 

witnessed yesterday. Somebody had clearly been drawing inspiration from the histrionics of the 

Spanish Liga.  

 

At the end of 90 minutes, I think we can honestly conclude that this was one of the most 

unedifying spectacles of football witnessed in recent years at Upton Park. I’d go further – it 

was f*cking miserable. Some might say that this is an overstatement, but the combination of 

the spoiling tactics of Sheffield United, combined with the continuing diabolical style of the 

once aptly named Academy of Football, sunk the 17,000 or so West Ham fans present into new 

depths of depression.  
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Better shape  

 

The starting lineup actually looked a little better, with Haydn Mullins back in midfield, and the 

return of Teddy. Anton and Malky were in central defence, with Tom returning to his right back 

role.  

 

The first minutes saw an Anton Ferdinand mistimed jump in defence. but then things began to 

improve. On 4 minutes there was a good turn by Marlon, after a ball was sent over the top. He 

was quickly in space, but he made a poor shot, dragging the ball wide of post.  

 

Tom was ranging down the right wing on 10 minutes and managed to get a decent cross over, 

which was adroitly chested down by Marlon to find Haydn Mullins, just outside the box. 

Unfortunately, his shot was poor as well.  

 

The best effort on the opening period came from Marlon, who used his body well to shield the 

ball, find space and let loose with a powerful shot shoulder high but straight at Penny Kenny, 

who managed to parry it to safety.  

 

Then the Bobby Moore Lower decided that they had left it too long to comment on the garish 

luminous away shirts on display from Sheffield: “You're just a team full of stewards”, they 

mocked.  

 

Noble surges  

 

On 20 minutes, Mark Noble continued his recent good form with a bursting run forward He was 

fouled outside the box just as he was about to pull the trigger. Unfortunately, nothing came of 

the free kick, and I still feel the man best placed to profit from set pieces - Sergei Rebrov - is 

too often left on the bench.  

 

On 25 minutes Teddy managed to get a quality cross from the right-hand side that just drifted 

over the top of Mark Noble's head. A minute later, just when we had looked like we were 

gaining the initiative, ex-Hammer John Harley foxed Tom down the left and managed to put a 

ball over, which was met by Michael Tonge. He made a sweet shot which looked in all the way 

but somehow contrived to graze Bywater’s left hand upright.  

 

 



I’M GONNA TAKE YOU TO A GAY BAR 

EAST STAND MARTIN’S 2005 ANNUAL 

 

16

Until this point, I thought that referee Dermot Gallagher had performed quite well and had 

brought a welcome change from the usual standard of refereeing, that you have to put up with 

in the lower division. However, on 29 minutes, I revised my opinion on this as Marlon was taken 

out as he was advancing on goal, a cynical foul which did not even get a yellow card.  

 

Handbags  

 

Turmoil broke out in the Sheffield penalty box on 36 minutes as a defender went to ground 

clutching his face, seemingly claiming that he had been elbowed by Teddy. It was pretty much 

handbags, and Gallagher clearly believed that nothing untoward had happened. A minute later, 

Mark Noble was presented with a half chance after Marlon knocked the ball down well. 

Unfortunately, his inexperience showed as he wildly blasted over the bar.  

 

On 38 minutes Marlon proved once again, in my mind, why he is the best striker at our club 

when he made an absolutely terrific strike to score the opening goal. He knocked the ball 

forward, ran into the box, seemed too stumble, yet still managed to get his foot to the ball to 

volley it gloriously into the top left-hand corner. I make that the goal of the season so far.  

 

Had this goal come, 10 minutes earlier I truly believe that we would have gone in more than 

one up at half time, but the whistle rescued Sheffield and allowed them to regroup after 

weathering a pressurised final five minutes.  

 

I know, let’s try and defend  

 

Inevitably – and you have to wonder what is being said by Pardew at halftime - West Ham 

restarted the second half in a less energetic style. We just didn’t seem to have any tempo. To 

me it looks like either lack of confidence or instructions to implement a defensive posture (or 

both), which all too often gives the initiative back to the opposition.  

 

Sheffield weren't exactly dominating proceedings, but you could see that they had the 

momentum to create something. On 57 minutes, some space was found down the right by Andy 

Liddell to put over a good cross. Anton looked out of position, and Jagielka had a free header 

in a central position, which he headed down and into the goal after Bywater half saved it, but 

then let it go over the line. Unfortunately, we did not get the Man U benefit of the doubt and 

the goal was awarded.  
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The remaining half an hour of this game is something I just want to forget. It was scrappy, 

involved a lot of rolling around on the floor by Sheffield players and a lot of uninspiring punts. 

We had no width and Chadwick, in his rather familiar style of late, just seemed to run out of 

energy. Pardew's answer was to take Chadwick off and bring on Reo-Coker with 15 minutes to 

go. Once again, a cautious and unadventurous Pardew left it to the 83rd minute to bring off the 

ineffectual Haydn Mullins and introduce Sergei. Yet another tactical error.  

 

Why won’t he do something a little revolutionary and try and win the game? We didn’t need a 

cup replay up north and the game was there to be won. Surely the change should have come 

after we had conceded the goal?  

 

The only half chance to score since the Sheffield goal came in the three minutes of added time 

(woefully under what it should have been given the time wasting) when a flick on by Teddy did 

find Sergei in the box, but he couldn't get any real power in his header. This was gathered 

easily by Kenny.  

 

We’re in quicksand  

 

This game, confirmed again, that we are in a complete rut. The overall performance again was 

unconvincing, and confidence is clearly fragile. The mood amongst the fans is not really ugly, 

but is one of despair. We need some direction and leadership fast. This is not entertainment, 

this is water torture and it’s slow and painful. Attendances will continue to fall if this is all we 

have to look forward to.  

 

The only motivation I have to go up for the replay is based on a real desire to see that arrogant 

little tw*t W*nknob turned over. We’ve done it once up there this season – maybe a little 

fortuitously - but the trouble is that the team has gone backward since then. I hold out no 

great hope. 
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West Ham 1 Cardiff 0, 7.2.05 

AWOL, a guy I met watching cricket borrowed my season ticket on condition that he 

writes a match report with a second opinion on West Ham. Believe it or not, he’s now 

studying to be a journalist. I like to think I started him off on a long career… 

There was a time in my life when the thought of missing a game at Upton Park because of a 

conflicting commitment would have filled me with horror. Given some of the stuff that's been 

served up lately, today I was grateful for it, although I thought it might be a good idea to get a 

second opinion on our team.  

Whilst in South Africa watching cricket and simultaneously imbibing unreal quantities of Castle 

lager, amongst our party was a bloke from Wycombe (or thereabouts) who had the biggest 

f*cking England flag I have ever seen. This was of course spoilt by the fact that it had Wycombe 

emblazoned across it, but I've always had a bit of a soft spot for the Wanderers, ever since I 

turned up there once to see ESM Jnr put away a penalty in one of those half time shoot outs.  

 

The irony of that trip was that Wycombe were playing Cardiff that day, but the Welsh fans gave 

a real rousing roar when ESM Jnr's penalty got slotted away.  

 

Anyway, this bloke Ian, or Wicks as he is known amongst the Barmy Army is on this mission to 

visit all the English Premiership and League grounds, so it seemed the decent thing to lend him 

my season ticket. He is under warning of a right kicking if he fails to get it back to me in time 

for the Plymouth game, although I'm not sure that getting it lost in the post would be such a 

blow at the moment.  

 

Wicks does do a bit for a Wycombe fans website, so the condition of lending him the ticket was 

to come up with a match report. Of course, this is hardly up to ESM standards (the f*cker's even 

done some player ratings, which I never do), but nevertheless, I hope you agree that it's a 

decent effort. I'll be meeting a couple of Blades' fans I also met in South Africa up in Sheffield 

next Sunday, so I hope to bring you good tidings of Neil W*nknob with a face like a smacked 

ar*e.  
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Cheers Wicks, anyway, and remember what I told you in South Africa - you cannot get HIV from 

a blowjob unless you swallow (just some friendly advice given when Wicks was contemplating 

doing some 'business' down the waterfront in Cape Town, although I do believe that he was 

rather expecting the lady to be doing the act that ex-President Clinton does not consider to be 

sexual in nature). There, that's blown your cover, good and proper.  

 

Wicks' Match Report  

 

East Stand Martin is away this week, so you will have to put up with the ramblings of a 

Wycombe Wanderers supporter who borrowed his season ticket. The scoreline may show that 

the Hammers were victorious, 1-0 against Cardiff, but the match was a hardly a classic – and 

there were more negatives than positives if you are a West Ham fan.  

 

Today was my first trip to Upton Park (or the Boleyn Ground as some may call it). A strange 

day, played in cold weather, I saw a first class ground with a strange atmosphere. At one point 

West Ham fans were at their passionate best – “I’m forever blowing bubbles…” But at others, in 

my view, were the complete antithesis of the word “supporter” – booing the Hammers during 

the middle of the game was hardly going to help.  

 

It was ground number 67 in my quest to complete the league’s 92 clubs. It was good to drink in 

a good boozer and get a pint down me in the capital for the pricely sum of £1.54 – full marks to 

the Queens.  

 

So to the ground in time for a 1pm kick off – what a stupid time – meaning that there is not 

enough time to fully shake off the post-Saturday night hangover.  

 

I bought a nice balti pie – a delight to sample one which was neither too hot that it would burn 

your tongue or too undercooked it would give you food poisoning. (ESM edit: Wicks, if I were 

you I'd wait to see whether you're up all night pebbledashing the pan before you praise the 

catering in the East Stand).  

 

West Ham lined up with three up-front – Bobby Zamora joining Marlon Harewood and the classy 

Teddy Sheringham in attack. Nigel Reo-Coker came into the midfield as Tomas Repka was 

suspended, meaning Hayden Mullins switched to right back.  
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It was a dreadful game, and I cannot recall either keeper having a save to make in the whole 

match. West Ham huffed and puffed. There was lots of foreplay, but really no penetration. At 

times it looked like the Iron wanted to pass the ball into the back of the net.  

 

And the “hoofball” started, Anton Ferdinand being the biggest offender. It wasn’t pretty.  

West Ham forced a few corners during the first half, but nothing materialised, apart from a 

couple of half chances – Zamora firing a free kick well wide and a Sheringham volley also going 

over Cardiff keeper, Alexander’s bar.  

 

Fortunately Cardiff produced nothing of note either apart from a few scraps in the area,  

 

The game was played in a heated atmosphere with plenty of patriotic chanting from both sets 

of supporters. But football wise the second half was little better than the first.  

 

It was the visitors who started the second half slightly better with Alan Lee and Richard Langley 

both being denied with good efforts.  

 

But West Ham found their feet, despite some poor passing which resulted in boos from the 

home crowd.  

 

Alan Pardew is clearly a man under threat, and when he took off Zamora to be replaced by 

Luke Chadwick, switching the system back to 4-4-2 he came under more flack. “You don’t know 

what you’re doing,” chanted the Hammers in the Bobby Moore Stand.  

 

The visiting supporters delighted in the home fans annoyance. “We want Pardew out,” they 

chanted as events off the pitch got more exciting than those on it.  

 

Cardiff should have scored on 72 minutes but Alan Lee miskicked twice when well placed. 

Minutes later Sheringham agonisingly curled a free kick just wide of the post.  

 

Sheringham then could have had a penalty as it looked like he was felled in the area.  

 

Hammers skipper Malkay McKay then fired a header wide as the Hammers support got louder.  
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With time running out, Lee was denied a goal – his right footed shot on the turn going just wide 

of Stephen Bywater’s right post.  

 

I had trusted West Ham to gain victory before today, putting £20 on them at 8/11. I was not to 

be denied as seconds before the start of injury time, Carl Fletcher rose dramatically to head 

home Chris Powell’s cross from the left past a stranded Alexander. Fletcher ran in the direction 

of the Doc Martens/Centenary Stand corner sparking a mini pitch invasion from delighted West 

Ham supporters.  

 

So 1-0 West Ham. Did they deserve it? Well, West Ham were certainly the better team, but it 

was a poor performance and a poor game.  

 

West Ham look like a side struggling, but they are just one point off the play offs. On the 

evidence of today they won’t come close to going up. They looked like a team full of 

individuals, they had no communication and no organisation at times. Against better teams, 

such as Sheffield United next week (?), I expect them to struggle.  

 

I was disappointed to find that I could not get a £1.54 post match pint – the Met Police deciding 

in their wisdom it would be a good idea to deny people the right to visit a local public house, 

and the businesses in the area the right to make any money.  

 

But all in all it looks like a good place to watch football, does Upton Park, just a shame that 

the team could not perform slightly better. 
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Sheffield United 1 West Ham 1, 13.2.05 

Sometimes love of a football team makes you do crazy things – like traveling up to 

Sheffield in the freezing cold for a FA Cup replay, even though the game’s on the telly. 

You just knew that we’d lose on penalties even though the opposition had been reduced to 

f*cking 10 men… 

You know, something quite spectacular happened up in Sheffield yesterday. Needless to say, it 

wasn’t the football, but a terrific Sunday roast for £4.50 in a pub called The Abbey. As I said to 

a couple of Blades of my acquaintance, if it wasn’t for the backward lifestyle and the appalling 

fashions, I’d almost move up north to get value for money grub like that.  

This was the second trip this season up to the frozen north and was about as welcome as a turd 

in a hotel swimming pool. There was a good contingent of travelling Irons, but I could tell from 

the look on everybody’s faces that no-one really wanted to be there. In fact, we looked like a 

bunch of rookie soldiers on our first tour of duty in Iraq. By the end of the evening’s 

‘entertainment’, I was really beginning to doubt our collective sanity. 

 

Did you do the lottery this week?  

 

You know what it was that dragged us up far away from our non-wife beating southern homes 

when the match was live on telly? A vain hope that we would finally be present at a match that 

might give us something to cheer about. Incidentally, if there’s anyone reading this that didn’t 

go up there for that reason, I can recommend a good therapist. You need help, and quick. 

 

It’s almost like those people that religiously fill in their lottery slips each week with the same 

numbers. A fear that if you don’t do it, you might miss out and live to regret it. We’re not 

asking for a multi-million pound pay out, though, are we? Just a victory in the Cup so that we 

can go visit a Premiership ground in London for the second time this season. So what if the 

likely outcome was almost certain humiliation at the hands of a load of diving Frenchmen. We 

just wanted a bit of a release from the humdrum existence of a fan that supports a mediocre 

Championship side. 
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Do they get it? Apparently not 

 

Maybe the players didn’t quite get that this was what we wanted. Maybe the manager didn’t 

want to get his own back on an adversary that he and half the adult population of this country 

considers to be a loud mouthed tw*t. These were the only conclusions that could be made from 

a first half performance by West Ham that must mark the nadir of this increasingly depressing 

season. 

 

True, the team looked a bit depleted, with limited options on the bench, but that was a 

starting lineup which should have been up for it. True again, matters were not helped early on 

with Chadders taking a slow stroll around the touchline grasping his hamstring like he had been 

shot. But let’s face it, we conducted ourselves in that first half like we didn’t really give a toss 

about the outcome. 

 

We could have been three or four nil down at the end of the first 45 minutes. Andy Liddell’s 

free kick on 7 minutes (did Fletch have to make such a stupid challenge when there was cover?) 

shouldn’t have been the only score from Sheffield as Tonge and Gray spurned some very good 

chances. One of these was a truly horrible backpass header on 20 minutes by Malky that should 

have been punished. 

 

We were being outplayed and outpassed and the pace with which they played – especially on 

the break - simply made us look pedestrian. It took 33 minutes before we had a half chance 

when Mark Noble blasted over from a promising position outside the box. 

 

Most of the time the trouble was coming down the flanks, with Liddell looking a particular 

threat. It was almost like they were rubbing our noses in the fact that we didn’t have a wide 

player on the park after Chadders had hobbled off with just a quarter of an hour gone. 

 

Waltzing Teddy 

 

Teddy had the best chance to square up the game on 39 minutes when he managed to retrieve 

a ball in the box and waltz round the advancing salad-dodging Kenny (just how much sh*t did 

he take about his weight in this match? It was the only thing that kept many of us going). It 

seemed like he had an eternity, but our soon to be 39 year old striker took the option of a shot 

when a deadly pass across the six yard box to the oncoming Reo Coker surely would have 

resulted in a goal. 
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The second half just had to be better and to give credit to the travelling Hammers, everyone 

did their level best to rally the team after a miserable rain-sodden interval. The noise was 

loud, but it revealed that we are all in denial about our manager. It’s actually no good singing 

“We are West Ham’s claret and blue army”, as if he’s not there. He is there, standing as large 

as life on the touchline. Look, there, the silver haired geezer with his arms folded. 

 

Marlon was trying to raise the tempo and on 50 minutes his cross nearly let Teddy in. Nigel was 

trying to surge forward a bit as well, but we were relying on Tom to give us width but when he 

found space, no-one seemed to be able to get a pass to him. 

 

The only likely source of a West Ham goal looked like it would be from a set piece. Teddy hit a 

wicked free kick from way outside the area which went just over fat Kenny’s bar, but every 

time we made a chance it was matched by Sheffield. Bywater had to come out quickly to foil 

Gray with his legs on 55 minutes. 

 

The skipper gets red 

 

We got the break which we hardly deserved on 62 minutes when Marlon got chopped from 

behind by Blades skipper Chris Morgan. Teddy expertly sent chubby Kenny the wrong way from 

the resultant penalty and we all had high hopes that we would prevail against the 10-man 

opposition. 

 

The rest of this match, including extra time, proved that we were wrong about that. We had 

the best part of an hour to take advantage of that numerical superiority but simply failed to do 

so. We created only probably two real opportunities during ordinary and added time: elephant 

man Kenny made a good save from Marlon not long after the penalty and Hayden Mullins made 

a right hash of a free header in the box with 5 minutes left in the second half of extra time. 

 

For most of the time, although Sheffield created few chances, they had a lot of possession, and 

it was difficult to believe that they were the side with ten men rather than us. They ended 

ordinary time stronger and maintained their control right up until the point that the ref blew 

up for the lottery which is the penalty shoot out. 

 

It hardly seemed fair, this shoot-out as the gargantuan Kenny is about twice the size of the 

svelte-looking Bywater. Mourinho often talks about parking a bus in front of the goal, but here 

was the human bus. 
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Spot kicking masterclass 

 

The usual scene played itself out. You convince yourself that the choice of the end where the 

travelling support was waiting was a good omen. Bywater looked relaxed. The team was doing 

the arms linked show of solidarity in the centre circle. Then reality bit as Teddy failed to 

repeat his earlier spot kick following the cool dispatch of the first Sheffield penalty by the 

excellent Gray. 

 

What followed next had a degree of farce. A masterclass in penalty-taking it was not. Tonge 

made a right mess of his kick, but we failed to gain any advantage as Marlon stepped up and hit 

an identical penalty to Teddy which was saved in exactly the same fashion. Blow me down if 

Jagielka cocked it up as well and a calm looking youngster in the shape of Mark Noble then 

decided that it might be a good idea to try hitting a ball in the opposite corner to that chosen 

by Teddy and Marlon. 1-1 and maybe we had a chance, but after Harley slotted home and 

Fletch had made a complete ar*e of himself by blasting it several feet over, it just had to be 

Liddell who beat Bywater to his left. 

 

Jubilation amongst the depleted Sheffield crowd and we were left standing there all rather 

numb in an air of self-resignation. 

 

We didn’t deserve to win that game and you have to give credit to Sheffield for playing as well 

as they did with 10 men. This is what West Ham is about at the moment, we cannot even take 

advantage of a situation which has been set up for us. 

 

We’d have been OK with a bit of width 

 

The inevitable comment from Pardew post match was about the loss of width following the 

injury to Chadders and let’s get back to focussing on the league and getting some wins under 

our belt to challenge for promotion. Sure, it’s the right thing to say and no doubt many of us 

were driving back in our cars rationalising it all – “We do not need the distraction of a cup 

run.” We are kidding ourselves as there is nothing I can see in the spirit, motivation or guile of 

our team which suggests that we are on anything but a downward curve.  
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Past performance does not necessarily indicate future performance, but ask yourself these 

questions: When was the last time you saw a convincing West Ham performance (bear in mind 

that not many saw the Ipswich away game)? When was the last time you saw our team up for a 

fight? When was the last time you saw free-flowing creative football? Think about it and then 

tell me that Pardew is still the man for the job. Think about it mind and then maybe keep it to 

yourself, because we can’t be critical, can we, when there’s still half a chance we might yet 

make it out of this awful sewer of despair. 
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West Ham 5 Plymouth Argyle 0, 20.2.05 

At last, a convincing win… 

Today we should have been suffering at the hands of a load of cheating Frenchmen, getting 

robbed like we always do when we visit Highbury.  

How I had been looking forward to the Pires pirouette, the Bergkamp elbow in the face or the 

linesman failing to spot a ball that was at least a foot over the line. Instead, we got the mouth-

watering prospect of the visit of Plymouth Argyle, a team that hadn’t won since Boxing Day. 

 

Having made the journey the other way earlier on in the season, I take my hat off to the Argyle 

fans that embarked on that never-ending journey. Given the way the day panned out, it 

couldn’t have been a great trip back west. 

 

Unorthodox 

 

West Ham lined up with a complete absence of orthodox wide men following the crocking of 

Chadwick up north last Sunday. The midfield included Mullins, Sergei, Fletch and Noble with 

Teddy and Marlon up front, although the latter played a lot of the game down the right wing. 

 

The first real move of the half resulted in a West Ham goal on 8 minutes. Marlon won a ball 

down the right and managed to put over a cross, but it was slightly under hit, allowing the 

clearance to be made for a corner. From the set piece Bjarni Gudjonsson inexplicably tried to 

punch the ball away and this led to the referee pointing at the spot. Up stood Marlon, who had 

failed in the Sheffield penalty shoot out, but this time he made no mistake, sending the keeper 

the wrong way. 

 

Four minutes later, we failed to clear our lines properly allowing a half chance to Plymouth, 

but the weak shot was easily dealt with by Bywater. A minute later, we had it in the back of 

the net again after a corner saw Mark Noble pick the ball up outside the box. He hit a great 

shot which the keeper couldn’t hold, but Teddy was adjudged to be in an offside position. 
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Noble shines 

 

West Ham were now playing with real fluency and some grit in the middle of the park. Mullins 

in particular was getting his foot in and Noble was providing some real quality balls. On 15 

minutes he hit a fine early ball to find Marlon who in turn whipped in a cross to Teddy, but his 

flick on found nobody waiting in the box. 

 

On 21 minutes we were 2-0 up following a lovely ball from Sergei out to Marlon out on the 

right. He put over a good cross which had to be put behind for a corner. Sergei went over to 

the right to take it and appeared to scuff it as it came in much lower than just about 

everybody expected, especially the keeper, Luke McCormick. Although the ball did dip 

viciously, it went straight off him into the goal. 

 

Sergei seemed to find even more inspiration as a result. On 24 minutes he delivered a superb 

cross which was just nicked off Teddy’s head, and three minutes later he found Teddy again 

with an inch-perfect pass, but the drag back by the veteran found no-one in the box. 

 

Birthday boy stamps on birth control 

 

Just when it was looking so good for Sergei, he started limping around and had to be replaced 

by Reo-Coker on the half hour. The problem looked like his left leg and was presumably an 

aggravation of an existing injury. 

 

On 33 minutes, Malky – 33 years young today - executed a brilliant stamp on what looked like 

an inflated green condom blowing across the pitch. It could have been one of those fruit 

flavoured ones, maybe apple or avocado – ladies, you know what I’m talking about. 

 

Noble showed his terrific passing ability yet again on 35 minutes when he slotted a ball through 

to Marlon, who yet again crossed to ball well, right long the 6 yard box, but there was no-one 

there to tap in. 
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Bywater goes insane 

 

The main threat from Plymouth was Blackstock, who was quite a threatening presence down 

the left wing. Fletch was fortunately on hand to deny him on 36 minutes at the end of a 

penetrating run. Two minutes later, Bywater seemed to have lost his mind, after he decided to 

pursue a ball that had gone loose to the far touchline. He kept the ball in, but then cleared the 

ball to a waiting Plymouth player who put the ball back into the box with the young keeper 

stranded. Fortunately it came to nothing. 

 

With six minutes left of normal time, Noble put in some more good work and found Chris 

Powell down the left who in turn fired in a first time cross. A trademark flick then followed 

from Teddy and there was Malky standing on his own. He brought the ball under control like a 

seasoned striker and put a lobbed volley over the keeper into the net. There was a hint of 

offside about it and two Plymouth players raced off to dispute the goal, but the Bobby Moore 

Lower were ecstatic and sung ‘Happy Birthday’ to Malky. 

 

Noble hadn’t finished what was an excellent first half performance, when he released Reo 

Coker with another perfect pass on 43 minutes, but his final ball was poor. He did it again a 

minute later, but this time his target was Marlon, who couldn’t beat the final defender. 

 

SMD 

 

With no wins in eight games, this was a Plymouth team low in confidence, but we totally ran 

that first half and 3-0 was a fair reflection of the play. Downstairs in the Castle Bar, one West 

Ham fan was celebrating with a homemade sausage sandwich of immense proportions. This was 

a Sarnie of Mass Destruction, and not even Sadam would have been able to conceal that 

monster, which the bloke admired lovingly before stuffing down his throat. 

 

There were three substitutions at half time, Plymouth brought on two new players to try and 

change it while Steve Lomas came on for Mullins, whom I thought had performed pretty well. 

He must have taken a knock. It was all change again two minutes later when Noble was taken 

off for Zamora. This was particularly mystifying as Noble had been excellent, and we had now 

run out of substitutes with 43 minutes to go. Noble also must have taken a knock; otherwise 

perhaps someone could explain to me the reason for this tactical replacement. 
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On 50 minutes, Fletch sent in a dangerous ball from a free kick, which was deflected just wide 

of the post. From the resulting corner, Malky managed to get a header in on target but this was 

comfortably saved. 

 

Marlon fluffs it 

 

Zamora looked lively following his introduction, and he managed to chase down a lost cause 

and retrieve the ball at the dead ball line. He fired in a great cross to find Marlon advancing in 

on goal, but he made a right mess of it with a comical sliced volley. 

 

Plymouth had not given up the ghost and on 56 minutes it was difficult to see how they failed 

to score from a goalmouth scramble. Bywater made a good point blank save from Blackstock 

but delivered the ball to an oncoming Plymouth player who seemed to get something on it, but 

the ball spun wide of the post. 

 

Tom went a bit mental on 58 minutes when he scythed down a Plymouth player from behind 

and got a merited yellow card. This was a pity as he had played well up until that point. 

 

On 67 minutes, Teddy saw his centrally located free kick saved after Zamora had been fouled 

just outside the box. 

 

Down the other end on 72 minutes, a free kick led to another goalmouth melee and a reflex 

save by Bywater to deny Plymouth yet again. The power of the shot meant that it could only be 

parried, but Bywater recovered really well to push the ball away from danger. 

 

Teddy gets two in ten 

 

Marlon was still looking dangerous and he delivered a dangerous cross from the right on 74 

minutes which a Plymouth defender somehow managed to hoof over his own bar. A minute 

later we were 4-0 up as a magnificent crossfield pass from Zamora found Fletch running down 

the right. His ball in was excellent, finding Teddy who made a perfect glanced header to beat 

McCormick. 
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Zamora featured again on 81 minutes as he made a great run and a powerful half shot, half 

cross which the keeper had to push away. Two minutes later, a great afternoon was complete 

when Reo Coker was brought down from behind when he was clear through on goal. Doumbe 

got his marching orders for that. Another penalty culprit stood up – Teddy – to try and make 

amends in the same way as Marlon had earlier. The first time he tried, McCormick stuck his arm 

up and the ball hit the bar. However, the linesman was flagging, presumably because the 

keeper had come off the line, and the elder statesman did not fail a second time. 

 

Bywater rounded off a good performance with a fine one handed save on 86 minutes. There 

were a couple of half chances for Teddy and Marlon, but then the ref blew up to put the West 

Country outfit out of their misery. 

 

Blessing in disguise?  

 

Although this was a convincing win over a team whose performance has dropped significantly 

since we played them last, the Bobby More Lower still can’t bring itself to reinstate the 

manager, maintaining that “We are West Ham’s claret and blue army”.  

 

A couple more performances like that away at Gillingham and Leeds and maybe we will 

recognise his existence again. The problem is that winning runs have been very evasive under 

Pardew, and we really do need such a run now, given the congestion at the top of the table. 

It’s tighter than a camel’s ar*e in a sandstorm up there, but maybe that Cup loss was a blessing 

in disguise after all. 
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West Ham 1 Preston North End 2, 5.3.05 

More abject misery as we get mugged at home by one of the promotion contenders and 

Tom sees red… 

I felt for the linesman today as he was almost taken out of the game by a debilitating attack of 

w*nker’s whiplash. He could barely raise his arm, let alone a smile. I bet the physio told him as 

he applied the magic sponge, “Next time lay off the jazz mags before a big game.”  

It was hard to know what to expect at the start of this game. Such is the life of your average 

West Ham fan. Would they be up for it after getting robbed last week at Leeds? Or would they 

still be on a downer? 

 

The manager’s job description 

 

It is the job of the manager to raise spirits, instill belief and generally put the team in the right 

frame of mind. There are some leaders in football who excel at this and I heard one happy 

bloke on the radio coming home – a Palace fan – describe how Iain Dowie appears to have a 

genuine knack of motivation and making an average group of players exceed their individual 

abilities. What has been disturbing me for some time is that our team seems to perform below 

the sum of its individual parts. 

 

The team line-up didn’t look too bad, although I am always fearful when Hayden Mullins gets 

put at right back and Tom is asked to do a job in the centre. 

 

Williams was the first to show something encouraging when in the very first minute he made a 

good burst forward but his ball didn’t quite work for Matty on the edge of the area. 

 

Bywater has a kicking ‘mare 

 

On four minutes, Cresswell decided to take what was not to be the last dive of the day and this 

did not amuse Tom in the least. But the man that was causing me the most concern was 

Bywater who seemed extremely nervy every time a back pass was sent his way. This appears to 

be a fundamental flaw in his game and he cannot afford to have it in a modern game where 

keepers need to have ball skills as good as any outfield player. 
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On eight minutes, Marlon found Mullins in space in the box but he just looked clumsy and the 

chance was wasted. Bywater was at it again on 12 minutes when he skied a back pass so high, 

the ball came down with ice on it. There was a hint of panic at the back as we dealt with that 

one. 

 

A minute later we almost took the lead after some superb work by Williams who put in a 

fantastic ball after tricking a defender at the byline. It was one of those balls across the six 

yard line that is almost impossible to defend and I am still left wondering how Sedgewick 

managed to get a foot out and squeeze the ball past the bottom of the right hand post. 

 

Disaster strikes 

 

But then disaster struck on 16 minutes the very shaky Bywater made his fourth and most costly 

error from a Fletcher backpass. His touch was just appalling and Nugent could hardly believe 

his luck as he nicked the ball and sidefooted into the empty net. 

 

West Ham’s response to this mishap was not at all encouraging. We seemed incapable of 

stringing even a half decent set of passes together and most of the time the ball seemed to be 

bouncing around in midfield. Rarely did we find feet and it was always a Preston player that 

picked up the loose ball. 

 

On 25 minutes, we could have gone two goals behind as Williams got beaten and Sedgewick hit 

a powerful shot from the edge of the area. Fortunately, Bywater is a better shot stopper than a 

dribbler and he made a good block. 

 

With six minutes left of normal time, Marlon picked up a loose ball in the box but his shot was 

deflected wide. From the corner, Fletch managed to get a good shot on goal which keeper 

Chris Day managed to parry and then grab before Teddy could get his foot on it. This was to be 

the only shot of goal from West Ham during the first half, although Marlon nearly managed to 

retrieve a long clearance which bounced over Mawene’s head on 41 minutes. 

 

The eye of the tiger 

 

But the final action of the half was disastrous as Repka saw red for what looked like an 

intended head butt on O’Neill. The incident followed a foul on a West Ham player and the 

clash resulted from Tom trying to get the ball to take the kick. It was a piece of pure 

indiscipline which is difficult to defend. It was the last thing that we needed. 



I’M GONNA TAKE YOU TO A GAY BAR 

EAST STAND MARTIN’S 2005 ANNUAL 

 

34

This was a dire first half performance and there was some irony in being greeted by the theme 

tune from Rocky in the decrepit East Stand bogs at half time. This is a tune which celebrates a 

man pushing himself to the limit. The only people in that stadium who had reached the limits 

of their endurance were the 25,000 or so West Ham fans who have just about had enough of 

being served up passionless, long ball football. 

 

Teddy no show 

 

Teddy didn’t reappear for the second half and Zamora came on. Teddy may have been voted 

the best player in the Championship, but he simply doesn’t have the legs to stay the course 

these days. 

 

Bywater’s confidence didn’t seem to have been repaired by the half time talk, as in the very 

first minute he fumbled a shot, allowing Nugent to put the ball in the back of the net. He 

looked mightily relieved when the linesman overcame his earlier injury to raise his flag for 

offside. 

 

Mullins hadn’t improved his performance either as firstly he failed to make an easy pass which 

allowed a Preston break and then he gave the ball away on 54 minutes to allow Nugent to get 

clear in the box. He looked certain to score as he rounded Bywater but his control was not 

what it should have been, allowing Bywater to recover. 

 

The one man advantage enjoyed by Preston was beginning to show and we were struggling to 

retain the ball and cope with Preston breaks forward. One of these breaks on the hour resulted 

from a failure by Malky to get his foot on the ball. The shot just went wide of the post. 

 

Volume turned up 

 

The crowd were trying to do their best to raise the lacklustre team and the noise level went up 

one or two notches after Williams was booked for a late tackle on 65 minutes. The 

infringement probably merited a card, but what incensed the crowd was the dramatic way in 

which the Preston player was rolling around on the floor. This playacting is calculated to 

frustrate and it was working. 
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Pardew tried something new with the introduction of Reo-Coker for Malky on 69 minutes, and a 

minute after he came on Matty managed to get a good volley on goal from a free kick, but this 

was taken easily by Chris Day.  

 

On 74 minutes Lomas did his best with a ranging run and won a corner. Lomas met Matty’s ball 

in, but could only glance it wide. 

 

Left for dead 

 

Nugent was replaced by ex-MK Don Patrick Aygemang on 79 minutes and within a minute of his 

introduction, he had scored. He used his pace to leave the tiring West Ham defence for dead, 

skipped by Mullins and finished low into the corner of the goal from inside the box. 

 

A minute after the clueless Mullins was booked for a poor tackle, Marlon was very lucky not 

have seen red on 84 minutes when he made what looked like a two-footed tackle. He stayed on 

to powerfully chase down a ball down the left two minutes later. He put over a terrific cross to 

find the advancing Zamora who hit a brilliantly controlled volley to score. It was the move of 

the match but too late to rescue a point. 

 

Are we happy?  

 

No doubt just about every West Ham fan left the ground feeling totally unimpressed and 

depressed by a gutless and uninspiring performance. It feels worse than those terrible days 

under Roeder. I’m also totally fed up with being told that we should be grateful that we are 

still in with a chance of promotion or that we are asking for too much. Call me old fashioned if 

you like. Call me sentimental, but this is West Ham United Football Club we are talking about. 

The Academy of Football. We should not be subjected to appalling displays like that. 

 

The reality was that we only managed a couple of shots on target in the whole 90 minutes. 

Apparently there was a fracas in the tunnel at the end of the game, but I’m frankly 

unimpressed by any arguments that Preston provoked this by their playacting. Sure, this was 

going on, but this does not in any way either justify the sheer lack of quality we displayed or 

the bundle at the end of the game. It just raises questions in my mind about the discipline of 

the team. 
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We are losing the plot at exactly the wrong time. We knew that both Preston this week and 

Reading next week would ask some questions and on the evidence of today’s performance we 

do not have the answers. We are failing to take advantage of other teams slipping up and it is 

truly amazing that Reading can get back into the play off places when they have not won a 

game this year. We have had a real chance to take a grip, but we’ve just let go with a 

whimper. 

 

I now have severe doubts about even making the playoffs, although I bet that some stato will 

soon look through the remaining games of the main contenders and tell us all that we have a 

great chance. If we make it, I won’t be holding my breath. 
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Reading 3 West Ham 1, 12.3.05 

This is the game when we hit rock bottom. In the circumstances, probably the worst West 

Ham performance in years. How we ever recovered from this with just ten games left  is 

still a mystery to me. Hayden Mullins in central defence, what a f*cking calamity… 

When I was a kid there was one sure fire thing that would make me hide behind the sofa. I was 

always to be found there when the Cybermen appeared on Doctor Who.  

Today, we witnessed something even more horrific at the Madejski Stadium, yet there was 

nowhere to hide. All we could do was stand - I mean sit - there and watch the total and abject 

humiliation of our club. 

 

We all knew what was at stake here. This was the return of Pardew, the non-prodigal son to his 

former employers, a team that had not won in thirteen, yes, thirteen games in the League. A 

team, though, that was level on points with us in what has now become a free for all scrap for 

a play off place. This team, by the way, had also only scored 6 goals in those thirteen games. 

 

We needed something out of this game after two defeats on the bounce and a very poor 

performance at home against Preston. We had been promised by the manager as well that we 

would do better.  

 

Promises, promises 

 

This is what Pardew said before the match, “There will be thousands of Hammers fans at the 

Madejski Stadium looking to see their team get back on the promotion chase and it’s up to me 

and the players to make that happen and make sure that they’re satisfied. We’ve got to 

perform better than we did against Preston. This is a really big game for us, but the same can 

be said for every game between now and the end of the season.” 

 

That was nothing but empty rhetoric, because rather than improve, we went significantly 

backwards. Pardew can talk the talk but he is not walking the walk. 

 

Unlike various reports I have heard, the vast majority of the Irons traveling support did not join 

in with the Royals fans baying for Pardew’s dismissal, but believe me, the temptation was great 

for each and everyone of us. 
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Makeshift defence 

 

The obvious fear about the team that started the game was the makeshift look about the 

defence. Hayden Mullins and the poorly performing Malky in central defence is enough to give 

anybody the jitters, and the newly acquired Shaun Newton also had to start down the right due 

to Tom’s suspension. In midfield, there was Lomas and Fletch in the middle, with the returning 

Mark Noble down the right and Matty down the left. Teddy was left on the bench and Marlon 

and Z-man started up front. 

 

From the outset it was clear that they were up for this much more than we were. On 4 minutes 

with the chants of “Pardew out” and “Stand up if you hate Pardew” ringing around the ground, 

a corner by Little saw a poor clearance by arrive at the feet of Newman. He hit a sweet volley 

which beat the diving Bywater hands down, but the ball hit the foot of the post square on and 

bounced out. 

 

On 9 minutes, Shaun Newton – who looked quite decent coming forward but indifferent in his 

defensive duties today – hit a nice crossfield pass, which probably amounted to the sum total of 

passes completed by West Ham in the entire first half.  

 

Set piece mugging No. 1 

 

Then on 13 minutes the first set piece mugging of the day took place. A free kick was awarded 

to the left of the penalty box right in front of the West Ham fans. The so-called offence looked 

like a con of the linesman by Morgan under a challenge from Malky. Shorey stood up and hit a 

good free kick but Mullins was effortlessly out jumped by the ginger headed Kitson to nod 

powerfully down and into the goal at point blank range. 

 

This was hopeless defending and there has to be some real questions asked about the wisdom 

of putting Mullins in that position in the first place. He may be inexperienced, but surely Elliot 

Ward would have brought some much needed height into the defence and Mullins has hardly 

been showing much of late to justify inclusion. 

 

The next passage of play saw us largely under siege as Morgan, Little and Kitson all looked 

dangerous every time they got the ball to feet. Reading were passing the ball around fluently, 

unlike West Ham whose answer was the aimless hoof upfield. The one exception was a nice ball 

from Noble out to Chris Powell on 23 minutes, but Marlon made a complete mess of a free 

header from Powell’s cross. It went sideways instead of goalwards. 
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Set piece mugging No. 2 

 

Three minutes later we were two down after a corner was won immediately after Kitson had 

what looked like a good shout for a penalty after Bywater dived at his feet. The corner from 

the right was provided by Shorey and he found the head of Morgan who was far quicker to react 

than the lethargic Malky. Kitson was waiting at the back post and lunged forward to head it 

into the net over Shaun Newton who was defending the far post. 

 

This second goal led to a new anti-Pardew chant from the Reading fans, “You’re worse than 

Mark McGhee” (Reading’s manager in the early 1990’s). This was totally the wrong chant in my 

view. If it had been, “You’re worse than Lou Macari”, I might have joined in. 

 

Marlon failed again with a header on 33 minutes following a corner and the main answer we 

had to continued Reading pressure was to punt the ball forward with no particular objective in 

mind at all. The ball kept coming back at us, but Reading’s style was about accurate, quick 

passes that had us floundering and consequently winning a succession of corners (eight in the 

first half compared to our two). They were coming at us down both flanks and we were 

struggling to contain them. 

 

Saved by the whistle 

 

The whistle for half time was a relief, as I am not sure that we would have held on for much 

longer. West Ham were simply not playing anything resembling football. The only response to 

Reading was the long ball, and Zamora in particular was having one of those days where his 

touch had deserted him. The typical ball went high and long, Z-man failed to hold it and 

Reading would build for another break. We had no width in our game and Matty in particular 

looked totally disinterested in the game. On the few occasions when he got the ball, he had no 

desire whatsoever to try and take the defender on. 

 

Fletch – who had taken a knock in the first half – was replaced at half time by Chadders and it 

was him that showed something a little more encouraging on 50 minutes when he made a good 

run, but his shot was straight at the Reading keeper Hahnemann. But Chadders than turned 

from hero to zero a minute later as he failed to make a pass which sent Reading on an incisive 

break. Little, who just could not be handled today by our defence, made a clever pass which 

left Sidwell clear on goal, but he blasted wastefully over. 
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How much time does he need?  

 

West Ham managed another rare shot on goal on 53 minutes after Marlon hit a first time ball 

following a chest down by Zamora, but three minutes later Zamora dwelt on a ball too long in 

the centre circle to allow another Reading attack down the right flank. Mullins had to clear a 

dangerous cross from almost under the crossbar. 

 

Any hope of a revival – and that hope was minuscule given the inept and insipid first half 

performance - was snuffed out three minutes short of the hour, when West Ham got caught 

down the right. Morgan got free and hit a powerful shot which Bywater did well to stop, but on 

the second time of asking Kitson got hold of the loose ball to smash it into the back of the net. 

 

Almost from the restart, Matty went close with a shot as the ball came out to him outside the 

box following some good work by Chadders and Marlon. He looked very disappointed to miss 

the target, but that just about summed up his day, which looked very similar to his poor 

performance against Preston. 

 

Marlon goes missing 

 

Zamora, whose contribution had been virtually non-existent, was replaced on 61 minutes by 

Teddy, but this was a change that was hardly going to get us anywhere near on terms. He did 

manage a nice through ball on 65 minutes to find Marlon free, but he hit an appalling sliced 

shot when he had found some space. This was one of the worst displays I have seen from 

Marlon and with no spark of inspiration anywhere, the team just looked completely 

demoralised. 

 

It could have easily been 4-0 on 72 minutes as Kitson was allowed to find space again from 

another corner. He was having one of the easiest days this season and we were doing 

absolutely nothing about it. This time, however, Bywater saved well down low although for one 

split second it looked that the ball would spill out. Kitson broke free again on 73 minutes, but 

Bywater saved again. 
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Unlikely goal 

 

Mark Noble – who has not looked as good as he did prior to his injury – managed a shot on goal 

on 78 minutes and with eight minutes of normal time left Teddy popped up with an unlikely 

goal as Newton ran into the box and Marlon had a shot blocked. He hit the rebound sweetly 

into the bottom right hand corner. 

 

Elliot Ward was thrown on as an extra striker for a final assault, when in reality he should have 

come on at half time to try and put some height into our besieged defence. Surely Pardew 

knew what to expect from the likes of Shorey and co. If he didn’t the first half gave him a bit 

of a clue. 

 

It was all too late and a miserable game came to an end just after a few of the traveling fans 

gave a rather pitiful chorus of “Paolo di Canio”. I’m not sure what sparked that, but it felt like 

a half-hearted attempt to inject some cheer into a dire afternoon. A distant memory of happier 

times when we used to be entertained rather than put on suicide watch. It had the effect of 

depressing me further as it just seemed to underline the gulf - a Grand Canyon - in class 

between the silky skills of the Italian master and the absolute garbage that was served up 

today. 

 

It could have been worse 

 

It would have not been a surprise if we had gone down by five or six today, as Reading certainly 

had the chances. Prior to Xmas, I felt that Pardew had lost the plot, but there was also little 

doubt that the club was in no position to do anything about the floundering manager. Once 

again, the ‘Micawber strategy’ (“Something will turn up”) of the Brown regime has been 

exposed for all to see. To misquote Peter Cook and Dudley Moore - and like Dud, I say this with 

all the dignity I can muster - “Is this a way to run a f*cking football club?” We now have ten 

games left to try and rescue something out of this season, but we have all the signs of being in 

free fall. 

 

On the way back from the game, we heard the usual classic defence of Pardew on the radio 

phone-ins, which is all about the “unrealistic” expectations of the fans and the fact that the 

club has lost all of its talent. Well, the West Ham fans I know are not unrealistic. What they 

want to see is decent passing football. They want to see a decent squad of players actually 

perform to their undoubted abilities. They want to see some spirit and fight, some emotion in 

the team. They also want to see a leader on the park, someone taking responsibility. 
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Emotion? That is illogical, Captain 

 

Funnily enough, the departure of Kevin Keegan raises an interesting point here. Simply put, 

some of the debate has been about whether football has changed to the degree that emotion is 

no longer enough, as successful football clubs require technical ability and the right system. 

The answer is probably that you need to have both. Pardew to me – and this was evident in the 

po-faced interview he gave after the game – sounds like Spok. He’s like an extra from I, Robot. 

 

For f*ck’s sake Alan, put the text books away and inject some spirit into the team. You don’t 

look angry enough to me and you need to stick some posters up on the wall of Julian Dicks, 

Billy Bonds and Stuart Pearce. It’s time to kick ar*e. “Moore than just a football club” just 

doesn’t do it for me. 

 

As for that other point about the club losing its talent and still being in recovery mode, the 

time for that excuse has long passed. It’s the footballing equivalent of Tony Blair blaming the 

continuing ills of the nation on the Thatcher Government. We’ve moved on and we deserve a 

lot better performance from the resources at the manager’s disposal than the clueless, dismal 

exhibition we had to suffer today. 
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West Ham 1 Crewe Alexandra 1, 15.3.05 
Despite the horrors of the performance at Reading, we all turned up again three days 

later. Despite conceding at the death, the surreal thing was that the clubs vying for the 

playoffs didn’t seem to want to take advantage. This was the game, though, where the 

manager made the best decision of the season – to put Anton and Ward in central defence. 

They stayed there all the way to Cardiff… 

 

As I passed by Manor Park on the way to the game, my stomach was gurgling. I couldn’t work 

out whether it was the radiation coming from the A1 Kebabish takeaway or the fear of another 

Reading-like performance by the Irons.  

 

That Kebabish place really took out some punters big style with food poisoning. I read in the 

Evening Standard that one bloke lost well over a stone in three days due to salmonella. That is 

what is known as a radical weight-loss programme – maybe we should have sent Neil Mellor 

down there for an after-training snack when he was playing for us. 

 

The only way is up, baby 

 

Anyway, my attitude to this game is that it was surely impossible to sink any further than the 

disgraceful parody of football that occurred at the Madejski, and I was actually much cheered 

to see Anton and young Elliot Ward in the centre of defence. Then again, who wouldn’t feel 

happy to see the Chuckle Brothers (Malky and Mullins) kept well away from defensive duties. 

Williams also returned to midfield and Teddy started after his consolation goal (if you could 

call it that) on Saturday. 

 

The first amazing thing I noticed about the game was that we were passing the ball. You may 

think that this is a rather strange observation, but anyone who had the misfortune to be in 

Berkshire three days earlier will know why this was somewhat of a relief to witness. As early as 

the first minute, Teddy broke free in the box after a nice series of passes, but he couldn’t get 

his foot on the ball. Crewe then immediately broke and Bywater looked indecisive as he came 

for the ball. He was lucky that the Crewe striker couldn’t loop the ball over his head and into 

the empty net. 
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Lack of finishing 

 

On three minutes, Marlon employed all the trickery at his disposal to try and get an opening in 

the box, but his chip shot went wide. Seven minutes later everybody around me had gone up 

for a goal after Marlon gathered a good pass from Williams, made a great surging run, rounded 

the keeper and then mysteriously missed the open goal. 

 

Ward and Ferdinand looked very confident at the back and on 11 minutes, Anton showed some 

real pace to clear a dangerous ball. Maybe in reality he’s not that quick but having seen Malky 

move around like he’s in a swamp, he looked like a greyhound. 

 

Fletch showed that he has some passing ability on 24 minutes when he put a really good ball 

through to Williams, but he blasted his shot wide of the post. 

 

West Ham won a free kick in a good position on 32 minutes after Marlon had been fouled, but 

the cross sent over could only be nodded harmlessly at the Crewe keeper Ben Williams. A 

minute later, Shaun Newton – on his home debut – showed some good industry in beating a 

defender down the flank and putting over a dangerous cross. However, much like at Reading, 

Marlon’s header seemed to go sideways rather than at goal. He certainly seems to be having a 

real nightmare with his heading of late. 

 

Matty was certainly looking more lively than in his previous two performances, but he took a 

knock after a run to the by line. This led to him being replaced by Luke Chadwick with two 

minutes of normal time left. 

 

Translation from Pardew to English 

 

That was about it for the first half, hardly the start of a revival as promised in the programme 

notes by the manager. Perhaps someone could also explain to me what this means: “It’s now 

all about whichever 11 players put on a West Ham shirt gets our full support and faith that 

they’re going to be good enough to get the job done.” The way I read that is “I have come to 

the conclusion that we are not good enough, but we might as well support them anyway”. That 

actually is pretty much how I see the manager. 
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In the opening part of the second half, West Ham tried to raise the pace but could not break 

down the Crewe defence. There were some nice passes going on involving combinations of 

Noble, Teddy and Chadders, but there was always a Crewe defender in the way to block the 

shot. Both Noble and Fletch saw goalbound shots stopped on 49 and 50 minutes. 

 

On 57 minutes, Marlon claimed a penalty as he looked like he had been bundled over by three 

defenders following a nice flick on by Teddy, but he appealed in vain. Two minutes later, 

Crewe proved that they could break, but a shot that could well have gone in was blocked by 

another Crewe player in the box. 

 

Gavin Williams forced a save on 59 minutes after he picked up the ball on the edge of the box. 

The keeper made a routine save though as Williams went for precision rather than power. 

 

Marlon continued to look dangerous with his trademark physical runs forward, but his finishing 

was poor. A typical effort came on 63 minutes where he got the ball into a good position but he 

scuffed a half shot, half cross across the goal. 

 

Let’s add to the attack 

 

With time running out and little sign of a breakthrough, Pardew decided to add another striker 

in the form of Z-man with around twenty minutes left. However, no sooner had Williams left 

the pitch than Mark Roberts very nearly gave Crewe the lead after he was found by a fine pass. 

Bywater did well to stand up and turn his powerful shot around the post. 

 

Mark Noble – who tried extremely hard tonight – made a great curling strike on 71 minutes 

which Williams tipped around the post by flinging himself across the goal. From the corner that 

followed, Ward got his head on the ball at the far post, but Crewe managed to clear. 

 

With hope running out that we could break the deadlock, the breakthrough came on 75 minutes 

after Teddy made a sweet free kick after a foul just to the left of the D. He is always capable 

of quality in situations like this and the old pro showed his class yet again. The Crewe keeper 

was beaten to his right after a wicked shot cleared the wall. 
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Let’s defend the lead 

 

The next move was a tactical one, although everybody around me couldn’t believe it and the 

Bobby Moore Lower was booing very loudly as Teddy was replaced by Hayden Mullins on 79 

minutes. 

 

The thinking no doubt was to give Teddy a breather so that he could recover to start again in 

three days time for the Leicester game. It also looked like a move to try and shut up shop for a 

1-0 defeat. The wisdom of doing this to my mind was highly questionable and shows once again 

the essentially negative approach of Pardew. I really do not see how 11 more minutes would 

have made the slightest bit of difference to Teddy’s prospects of starting the game on Friday 

and the reality was that the lead was very slender. 

 

Almost immediately after the substitution, Crewe had the ball in the back of the net, but this 

was ruled out for offside. 

 

Chances spurned one after the other 

 

What followed next was a whole host of very decent chances to put the game beyond doubt. 

On 81 minutes, Noble made a beautiful reverse pass to find Marlon in the box, but it looked like 

around three shots in succession were blocked. A minute later, Marlon made a strong run and 

got over a fantastic ball across the six yard box, but no-one was there.  

 

Then on 84 minutes, Z-man threaded a clever ball through a defender's legs, but Chadders was 

forced just a little too wide. A minute later Chadders went on a penetrating run through the 

middle, cut inside and found Noble free in the box. Noble had a real chance to cap a good 

performance, but his shot was straight at the keeper. This reminded me a bit of Joe Cole, real 

quality by a frustrating inability to finish. 

 

It looked a matter of when we would get a second as it was four West Ham players against 

three Crewe on 86 minutes, but Noble again tried to go for glory by an over ambitious attempt 

to chip the keeper. A minute later, Marlon really should have done better as he was sent on his 

way. His first touch was poor and he elected to shoot rather than pass to the far post where 

Zamora was waiting. Z-man did get one more chance immediately afterwards, but he hit a 

truly horrible shot. 
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Despite all this pressure and domination, our profligacy around goal was punished when the last 

attack of ordinary time by Crewe saw our defence fail to clear properly and Crewe substitute 

Steve Jones was found with a cross from the right. He dispatched a header at close range to 

heap more misery and utter frustration upon the Hammers’ fans. 

 

Although there were four extra added minutes, we couldn’t find a way back and the game 

ended to the now customary chants of “Pardew out”. 

 

Set up for the sucker punch 

 

For the second game in a row, I believe that Pardew was guilty of a tactical error, this time in 

substituting Teddy. If he had stayed on then we may well have put away one of the several 

chances we had in the last ten minutes. I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again, Pardew has 

very little love of adventure and attacking football. In fact his style is one of conservatism but 

when there is one goal in it, you are always vulnerable to the sucker punch and that is what 

happened. 

 

There were some very strange results in the Championship tonight and like a very sadistic form 

of water torture, our rivals in the playoffs seem to be deliberately conspiring to hand us a 

lifeline when we are failing to win. Maybe we should be grateful, but what really annoys me is 

that it sets up Pardew to make yet another one of those “This next game is vital” speeches 

that seem to have zero effect. 

 

Ironically, instead of chanting “Pardew out” we should be pleased that he is still in charge. 

Let’s get real: it will only be at the point that we have failed to make the playoffs, that he will 

be conceivably on his way, although given the incompetence of the Chairman, this is not 

guaranteed. When he goes, we will know for sure that we will be having the pleasure of seeing 

Crewe again next season. Brown neither has the resources for or the ability to attract a new 

manager of any quality and everybody knows this – the fans, the players and Pardew himself. 

We’d do better now to face this fact, even if we don’t like it. 
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West Ham 2 Leicester 2, 18.3.05 
A hangover from a long day at the Cheltenham races was not helped by yet another draw 

at home, making it two points out of a possible fifteen. Ex-Hammer David Connolly scored 

a penalty and Marlon missed one… 

 

I got approached by this old crone on the road to Cheltenham racecourse. “Some lucky 

heather, my dearie?” I ignored her. I can tell you that I will never give the bum’s rush to a 

vendor of floral good fortune again given what’s happened over the past 48 hours.  

At the races on Thursday afternoon, it looked a dead cert for a classic each way bet - 30-1 and 

running in the sacred claret and blue. OK, so maybe it should have been called Eastender 

rather than Westender, but believe you me, it was just like watching West Ham. Never has a 

nag sported such appropriate colours. Maybe you backed it yourself. It led all the way until the 

last fence. I would have happily taken third but it got pipped at the post and ended up fourth. 

 

Found wanting at the last gasp and it left me going through the same routine as I have after 

recent football matches. Were we unlucky, robbed or never really good enough? 

 

Fancy a job?  

 

I did stumble out of the back of the grandstand in stout-induced psychosis to see Peter Reid in 

his racing garb. It took extreme levels of willpower to stop myself falling to my knees and 

begging him to come and take over at Upton Park. “Peter, for f*ck’s sake, we need your scouse 

common sense to save us!” Yes, like all of you, I’m teetering on chasm of despair and falling 

prey to the most irrational thoughts. 

 

Returning eastwards after a riotous St Patrick’s evening, the Queen’s Fish Bar had to be taken 

in pre-match to try and counter a lingering day long hangover. The banter in the extremely 

depleted East Stand was all about rumours and yet more rumours. Was it really true that 

Strachan was being lined up to come in? Someone else had heard “via a mate who knows a 

bloke who owns a kebab shop in Green Street” that there were people about looking to buy the 

club off Brown. All probably total bollocks, but I can tell you it cheered me up. 
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I have to say that I liked the look of the team, with Pardew sticking with the central defensive 

pairing of Anton and Elliot Ward. Newton and Powell were there again as well, but the midfield 

had Chadders down the left, Noble down the right and Reo-Coker and Fletch in the middle. 

Teddy and Marlon started up front with the promise of more firepower up front on the bench in 

the shape of Zamora and Sergei. 

 

Noble style 

 

The first West Ham player to show some style was Noble, who seems to be growing in stature 

with every game. On 7 minutes he made a great run and put a nice ball through to Teddy, but 

the move broke down. 

 

Three minutes after Newton had to be sharp to clear a ball from his own six yard line on 8 

minutes, Fletch found himself free, but like quite a few promising moves tonight, the final ball 

was lacking, going behind Marlon. A shot was managed on goal, but it was weak. 

 

Leicester were looking to break quickly and the returning Connors – who should never have 

been sold by West Ham – was looking his familiar lively and industrious self. On 12 minutes, 

Ward was beaten to a header at the far post, but fortunately the opportunity was wasted with 

a wild shot over Bywater’s bar. 

 

At the midpoint of the half, Marlon set off on a determined run, but not for the first time 

tonight, he chose the wrong option, electing to shoot when there we had an overlap down the 

left. 

 

Explain that rule to me again 

 

The very next move saw Connors convert a penalty kick in emphatic style as Bywater was 

caught in no man’s land after a ball was sent forward. He started to come to try and cut out 

the pass, but then went backwards, taking out Stephen Hughes with his feet as he went by him. 

Like the decision in the Derby game, the ref bottled it and decided it was safer to award a 

penalty and a yellow card. If that was not the denial of a clear goalscoring opportunity and a 

red card, then perhaps someone would explain the rule to me. 
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Not that I’m complaining, for if we had gone to ten men at that point, then we really would 

have been in deep doodoo. This is what I mean about trying to decide about whether we’re 

having bad luck or not good enough. If we’re honest with ourselves we were lucky that Bywater 

was still on the pitch and we had the chance to try and recover. 

 

Classic Teddy 

 

As it turned out, it ended up with us only being behind for 5 minutes, after Marlon went on a 

powerful run down the right and put over an excellent cross to pick out Teddy at the far post. 

He rarely misses chances like that.  

 

Three minutes later, Marlon took the ball down perfectly on the edge of the box and he 

managed to turn and shot almost in one movement. That seemed to catch Walker on the hop, 

but he held the ball at the second time of asking. 

 

We were ramping up the pressure and Ward had been clearly told to push up whenever possible 

particularly at set pieces. He managed to head down a free kick in the box on 32 minutes, and 

it took a real scramble for Leicester to clear their lines. 

 

Chadders then decided to join the party on 35 minutes with a 30 yard run forward. He made a 

good pass to Reo-Coker, but his final ball was poor. Chadders had another one of his typical 

games tonight, drifting in and out of the game and looking prone to getting shrugged off the 

ball in 50/50 situations. 

 

Goal of the season 

 

I was thinking about that lucky heather again as out of nowhere, Leicester scored a second. A 

long ball came forward from Walker and Ward was just beaten to a header. The ball was 

volleyed first time by Gillespie, who has now got my vote for the goal of the season so far at 

Upton Park. He couldn’t have hit it better and it just bounced near the foot of the post and in. 

Bywater had no chance. 

 

Noble had one last chance in the first half as a Fletch pass found him. He got a shot away in 

the box, but this lacked power, allowing Walker to save fairly comfortably. 
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We hardly deserved to be losing at half time and the support of the home crowd had been 

superb throughout, even when we had conceded the goals. It had an air of nights under the 

floodlights in the good old days, although abuse aimed at the Chairman did feature throughout. 

 

Blimey, he’s going for goals 

 

Pardew made the right decision at half time, deciding to make a change with the introduction 

of Sergei for Chadders. This was a statement of intent, and has to be one of the most 

adventurous moves our risk-averse manager has made this season. It had the hallmark of a man 

who felt that he had little to lose. 

Sergei on and off 

 

Sergei made an immediate impact with a lovely pinpoint crossfield pass to pick out Shaun 

Newton. But unbelievably – or believably if you buy my lucky heather theory – Sergei pulled up 

with what looked like a calf injury. He signalled almost immediately to the touchline that he 

should come off and he was replaced by Z-man. 

 

Nigel Reo-Coker’s final ball was poor again on 58 minutes and he wasted a very promising run. 

A minute later, we were expecting to see the back of the net ripple, after Noble won a free 

kick down the left. He sent over a good cross which got nodded down into the zone where 

Teddy rarely misses. He snatched at it and blasted wildly over. 

 

All was forgiven just after the hour, when Teddy showed real quality yet again. He won a 

header and then got the ball back to his feet. He made a little jink and then got his shot away 

which looked like it took a deflection into the net. 

 

Joe is back 

 

After a Leicester break which resulted in a comedy kick at fresh air, Teddy very nearly set up 

Noble with a beautiful little layoff on 67 minutes. It may be wishful thinking, but Noble 

reminds me a lot of Joe Cole and that move really deserved a goal, but he just fired wide of 

the post with a curling effort.  
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Z-man had been working hard since his introduction, even though he was the fourth choice 

striker. His touch – absent for the last couple of games – seemed to have returned and he used 

his chest brilliantly well to send Marlon on his way on 71 minutes. He managed to get exactly 

the right cross across the box and the ball ended up partially cleared to the feet of the 

advancing Fletch who somehow shaved the post with his shot. 

 

Memories of Joe Cole returned again on 75 minutes as Noble employed great skill to completely 

outfox a defender with a turn. Terrific stuff and really encouraging that we have found some 

new talent who wants to give his all for the club. I said this when I saw Johnson for the first 

time, this boy will play for England. 

 

Marlon proves he is no Brazilian 

 

Zamora was still running around like a man possessed, and he managed to retrieve a ball which 

the Leicester defenders though would go out. He got exactly the right pass over, and there was 

Noble waiting, ready to become the hero of the moment. He hit a reasonably decent shot – 

although you felt that it should have found the corner – and it was only kept out by the hand of 

Dabizas. The ref saw that awarded a penalty and did not hesitate to brandish a red card and 

dispatch the Greek defender to the dressing room. 

 

There seemed to be a moment of indecision as to who should take the spot kick. Noble looked 

keen to take it and most of us were expecting Teddy to stand up and complete a hat trick. 

However, Marlon got ready and adopted a stance – a sort of two step shuffle - which suggested 

an attempt to fool Walker. Instead of achieving that, he allowed the keeper to make an easy 

save to his left. It reminded me of his penalty in the shoot out at Sheffield. We needed less of 

an attempt at Copacabana beach football, more a Julian Dicks rocket. 

 

This miss incensed the crowd and Marlon did get a lot of stick as a result. He has looked below 

par of late and is in dire need of a goal. His finishing looks totally bereft of confidence. I still 

like him, myself, and prefer him every time to Z-man, so everybody can now tell me that I’m 

mistaken about that. 
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Time runs out 

 

It was a great chance to get what would have been a deserved win, but you felt that it was not 

to be. We had three more good chances to win the game in the last 7 minutes or some of 

normal and added time. Fletch seemed to do everything right with a little cushioned lay off but 

Z-man was beaten to it by a defender and the ball was put behind. Then Noble found another 

fantastic pass to supply Teddy and he slotted a dangerous pass across the box which Marlon 

met with a back heel. If I’d bought that lucky heather, that would have gone in rather than 

getting blocked. Marlon had one last chance in time added on following another Teddy lay off, 

but his fragile confidence saw a complete hash of a shot. 

 

I’ll come back to my Cheltenham question. Were we unlucky, robbed or not good enough? We 

did actually play quite well, but we could not overhaul and outfit that was threatened with 

relegation. The harsh reality is that we have now only got 2 points out of 15. Perhaps we 

should have got at least 8 with a draw at Leeds and a win against Leicester and Crewe. Things 

would look very different now, but we can’t operate on ifs and buts, we are in the business of 

success. Pardew may be ruing his bad luck if does have his employment terminated now, but 

we have made our task very difficult with some pretty diabolical football. 

 

No Mullins? It’s a disgrace, I tell you 

 

The one thing that really disappointed me was that I had bet one of my friends in the East 

Stand that Mullins would have come on for Teddy if the penalty had been scored. Well, the 

thought amused me, if nobody else. 

 

We now have a beak of two weeks, where we can either regroup under Pardew for an attempt 

a final onslaught on the playoffs or bring in someone else to try and do the job. If a change in 

management is gonna happen it has to happen now. Pardew himself says that he has “no 

doubt” that he will stay in charge. He must know something we don’t or he’s putting a brave 

face on it. I wouldn’t bet on it, but I reckon that he will be there when we all turn up at 

Wigan, who will be looking to pay us back in the same coin we gave them last year when we 

destroyed their playoff ambitions. 
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Wigan 1 West Ham 2, 2.4.05 
The game that turned our season, made doubly beautiful by a £20 winning bet on the final 

score at 14-1. Marlon came good just at the right moment… 

 

It always seems a bit of an adventure going up the M6. You do see some strange sights on the 

way.  

 

Typical was a bunch of bikers we encountered at a service station en route to some kind of get 

together called “The freezing nuts”. Different, and you can only hazard a guess about what 

that was all about. Amongst their number was a middle aged slaphead with a long beard. It got 

me humming a song favoured by the Barmy Army in South Africa intended to wind up Hashim 

Amla who has a similar baldy/beardy predilection. To the tune of “He’s got the whole world in 

his hands” – a rather resonant anthem given the final hours of the Holy Father in Rome - I found 

myself chanting “He’s got his head on upside down”. Quietly though, because the geezer 

looked mean as f*ck. 

 

Half a carnival 

 

To the JJB, a nice stadium, somewhat expanded by the presence of some 5,000 Irons on Spring 

tour. Not quite the same carnival atmosphere of almost a year ago when dozens of stretch 

limos invaded the town and Deano rose like a fish to put Wigan out of the playoffs and set us 

up for ultimate disappointment. 

 

Oxford Fred was in attendance for this one, although he’d only recently got over the appalling 

West Ham performance at Reading. We both concluded that we had a bad feeling about the 

game, but f*ck it, the sun was shining. I glanced at the odds on offer at the bookies, and 

concluded that a 2-1 win for West Ham at 14/1 looked like it might be worth a flutter. Fred 

stuck £20 on that for the both of us. 

 

The team line-up saw the return of Tom from suspension, which meant that Shaun Newton got 

put in right midfield. The youthful central defensive duo of Ward and Anton also started. 

Jimmy Walker was brought in to replace Bywater, while Mullins and Reo-Coker took up central 

midfield positions with Mark Noble out left. Matty was on the bench and was either not fully fit 

or – on the basis of recent performances – his inclusion was not considered justified by the 

manager. The Marlon/Teddy combo also began the match again up front. 
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Examination of central defence 

 

It was always clear that Anton and Ward would be severely tested by the partnership of Roberts 

and Ellington, by far the most potent strike force in the Championship. Elliot looked confident 

though and made a great interception in the first minute. Tome also had to be sharp on 5 

minutes to head away a dangerous cross delivered in from the right. 

 

It wasn’t an auspicious start for West Ham generally as we came out second best in a number 

of 50/50 balls. Our passing was poor as well, meaning that possession kept being given away to 

a Wigan team that looked confident. 

 

Mark Noble was the first to try and break up the fluency of the home team on 13 minutes when 

he let loose with a weakfish half volley on goal 25 yards out. This caused no problems for the 

Wigan keeper, Filan. 

 

Three minutes later, Teddy showed his class yet again with a fine pass out into the right 

channel to find Marlon. He advanced on goal but seemed to hurry his hot, scuffing it well wide 

of the right hand post. 

 

Hayden Mullins put Anton under pressure after he gave the ball away needlessly on 18 minutes, 

but the young defender cleared well with Roberts bearing down on him. 

 

Newton and Mullins played in position 

 

Shaun Newton, who looked busy and far more comfortable in midfield then did very well to 

bring a ball under control on the edge of the box on 21 minutes. He found Teddy, but his shot 

on goal lacked power. 

 

Nigel Reo-Coker sparked a mini bundle on 23 minutes when he arrived late into a 50/50 tackle. 

There was a bit of squaring up between players and Nigel ended up with a yellow. 

 

Mullins, looking a lot more at home in midfield made a nice chip forward on 28 minutes to find 

Marlon, who turned well but his hot was blocked away across the face of goal. 
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Walker’s leg 

 

Two minutes later, Ellington made a great run forward and slotted through a fine pass to find 

Roberts, but he stubbed the shot along the ground allowing Walker to gather easily. Then 

Roberts got the ball again on 34 minutes after Elliot Ward mistimed a jump and failed to 

connect with a long ball forward. A goal looked certain as he ran forward rapidly, but Walker 

managed to spread himself and denied the goal-bound shot with his leg. This was a crucial save 

at a point in the game when Wigan looked very menacing. 

 

This attempt was followed swiftly by a mazy run down the right by Gary Teale. He wove in and 

out, foxed Chris Powell completely and attempted a curling shot which somehow went outside 

the right hand post. 

 

Wigan kept up the pressure with another lofted ball down the centre which Anton couldn’t deal 

with. Inevitably Roberts latched onto it and sped into the box with Anton trying desperately to 

recover his ground. He then seemed to collide with Roberts and it would not have been 

surprising if a penalty had been awarded.  

 

End of half rally 

 

As the half closed, West Ham rallied after 10 minutes of intense pressure. First, on 44 minutes, 

there was terrific interplay between Teddy and Marlon. The goalkeeper came and Marlon tried 

to lift the ball over him. It seemed to take an eternity to come down, but unfortunately it 

landed on the roof of the net. Teddy was not happy as Marlon appeared to be taken out by the 

keeper who couldn’t get to the ball in time. Then on the stroke of half time, Teddy brought the 

ball under control skillfully and made a superb pass out to the right to find Newton. He put 

over a good cross, but Marlon – who was probably still groggy from the clash with the keeper – 

glanced his header wide. 

 

It was an entertaining first half, although Wigan shaded it with their crisp passing. One 

noticeable tactic was that Wigan always looked to pass from dead ball situations rather than 

hoof it into the box. It was good football to watch. West Ham did look vulnerable to the ball 

lofted down the middle where Roberts was always waiting. Both Teale and Bullard also looked 

dangerous on the ball. The latter, a Canning Town boy who never got a look in whilst at West 

Ham, would not look out of place at all inn the Premiership. 
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At half time I retreated into the East Stand – not quite the same as the real thing – to partake 

of a legendary Wigan pie (it was fantastic) and escape the sun. There were a lot of red faces 

down there and I made the mistake of offering to pass a couple of cups of coke back from the 

front of the queue for refreshments. I ended up with half of it poured down my sleeve.  

 

Roberts adds another to the tally 

 

The teams cam out after the break with West Ham looking the brighter, but just when it looked 

like we might take the lead, Kavanagh launched a long ball forward on 50 minutes which was 

only half dealt with by Anton. Roberts gathered up the scraps, peeled away and hit an 

unstoppable shot into the bottom corner. 

 

It very nearly got worse three minutes later when Teale put over a great cross to the far post 

which McCulloch wasted with a poor header. 

 

But it was birthday boy Teddy that turned our fortunes ten minutes into the half when he beat 

Filan from close range. The ball arrived at his feet via a rather circuitous route. Ward launched 

a ball forward which Reo-Coker brought down well. There was then a rebound off a confused 

looking Wigan defence and Teddy does not waste opportunities like that. 

 

Wigan were far from finished though and yet another ball over the top on 61 minutes beat 

Ward to find the ever dangerous Roberts. He squared a cross to find an unmarked Wigan player 

just inside the box. Fortunately the shot was totally fluffed. 

 

Anton then made another mistake on 63 minutes after he mistimed a jump following a long 

throw. The ball ran agonisingly across the face of goal but there was no Wigan player on hand 

to take advantage. 

 

Marlon responds 

 

A minute later Marlon nearly gave us the lead after he had been put through on goal. In similar 

fashion to the much disputed non sending off of the Derby keeper earlier on this season, Marlon 

pushed the ball just too wide. He gathered the ball, but the angle was too acute to shoot, so 

he had to wait for some bodies to get in the box. He did make a half decent cross, but Wigan 

defended this well. 
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If that had been Upton Park, the reaction may well have been one of criticism of Marlon. We’ve 

al heard it this year, but the travelling Hammers raucously to cheer Marlon and urge him on. 

 

He appreciated that and the morale boost seemed to do the trick as almost immediately 

afterwards on 66 minutes, he gathered a fantastic chipped pass by Mark Noble and smashed the 

ball past Filan. 

 

Ecstatic scenes of unbridled celebration followed by the realisation that there was still a lot of 

time left in the game. Fortunately, during the rest of the half, Wigan looked like they had run 

out of ideas and we managed to run the clock down. There was one excellent opportunity for 

Roberts on 86 minutes when he shaved the post with a header that the home fans all thought 

had gone in. Marlon also had a fine shot saved on 83 minutes after he did well to bring down a 

flick on by Teddy. 

 

The four minutes of added time looked like the longest that Fred had experienced in his entire 

life, but the whistle ensured a £280 payout on the pre-match bet. Sweet as a nut. 

 

Can defeat ever be a good thing? 

 

A tremendous result which led to all of the players coming over to the travelling support to 

express their appreciation. Anton looked particularly animated and was shouting something like 

“What about the coach?” Pardew did move hesitantly towards the crowd but he is still persona 

non grata and was ignored by the fans when maybe a bit of recognition was warranted. 

 

The trip back always seems easy when you’ve won a game and this was the third away defeat 

of the top three Championship clubs. Fred and I were raging though when we heard one so-

called West Ham on Talksport actually moaning because we had won. His line was that it is 

better to lose so that the end of Brown could be hastened. Setting aside the fact that this 

piece of crazy logic might well be a non-sequitur, never once in 35 years of supporting West 

Ham have I wanted the club to lose a game. Now if it transpired that a West Ham defeat might 

send Sp*rs down then I might change my mind on this, but people who say this right now need 

to have a good look at themselves. 

 

This result has put us back in the mix again and let’s hope that this is not yet another false 

dawn. We’ll find out on Tuesday when we visit Burnley. 
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Burnley 0 West Ham 1, 5.4.05 
Now this was one of those ground out victories. A long way to go to see a largely 

uninspiring game, but f*ck entertainment when 3 points is all that matters… 

 

Being a multi-millionaire doesn’t necessarily mean that you can blag your way past PC Plod 

down a closed street.  

 

I saw a rather bemused Rio Ferdinand get turned back just outside Turf Moor. I bet that like me 

he was rather glad to find his car unscathed on his return given the dodgy nature of the local 

streets, although my 110,000 mile Audi didn’t exactly measure up to his Bentley Continental. 

 

The right combination 

 

No doubt Rio had made his way over to see Anton perform, and quite frankly this is a good time 

to have a look at the young defender who to my mind is having a really terrific spell of form. In 

fact, we have looked immeasurably better since Elliot Ward and Anton have been given their 

chance in central defence and maybe we wouldn’t had suffered that disaster at Reading if the 

manager had tried that duo a little earlier. 

 

This was a big night of Championship football and we needed to get a win. After Saturday’s 

great result, Pardew stuck with the same line-up on the basis that if it aint broke don’t change 

it. 

 

Anton showed immediately why he is so important to the team with a perfectly timed tackle of 

Akinbiye as he found space in the box on 4 minutes. We then began to take charge with Teddy 

pulling the strings from the centre of the park. There were some superb long passes including 

one over his head. 

 

Pace takes it every time 

 

On 8 minutes, Newton, Noble and Marlon exchanged some quick incisive passes to allow Marlon 

some space to shoot. His powerful shot deflected off a defender and spun viciously towards the 

top left hand corner. Burnley’ keeper, Coyne – who had made a monumental cock-up for his 

country in the international against Austria - grasped the ball almost under the cross bar. 

Ward mistimed a jump on 15 minutes, but recovered well to shield the ball out with a Burnley 
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player snapping at his heels. What is really effective about both Ward and Anton is that they 

both have pace, something which has been lacking in central defence. 

 

A minute later, Marlon chested down a long ball forward from Ward into the path of Teddy who 

let loose with a first time volley. This was dipping but it still cleared the bar by about a foot. 

This exchange demonstrated something which was also obvious at Wigan – Marlon and Teddy 

are really working well together at the moment. 

 

On 21 minutes, Marlon showed real desire to nick a ball on the edge of the area and run in on 

goal. He went slightly wide but fired a good shot across the goal. It was not clear whether the 

keeper got a touch to this or whether there had been a deflection, but a corner was awarded. 

 

Walker looking solid 

 

Much of the Burnley play was coming down the West Ham right, although Branch was failing 

with his final ball after getting into some promising positions. It was Branch that got the ball on 

target for the first time on 25 minutes when he made a weak header from the edge of the box. 

This was easily gathered by Walker, who is looking very confident at the moment. 

 

Teddy showed some sublime skill again on 29 minutes with a lovely reverse pass to find Reo-

Coker. He bustled forward in that trademark style, but then sliced his shot horribly. He 

managed a similar run 7 minutes later, but got tackled near the byline inside the box and the 

move broke down. 

 

Ward stepped in at the last moment to make a tremendous tackle inside the box to deny a 

Burnley player on 38 minutes just when it looked like he had found some real space. The close 

down was rapid, and emphasised again the importance of pace in the heart of defence. 

 

Inevitable howler 

 

Mullins was having a good time in central midfield, but he always seems to make one howler in 

a game. He got into a good position on the edge of the Burnley box on 40 minutes but took his 

eye of the ball and made a comedy unintentional dummy of a pass to his feet. 
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Elliot Ward reminded us that he is not the finished article one minute before the break when 

he failed to deal with a long ball. It was similar to the error which nearly let Roberts in three 

days earlier, but Akinbiye tried to curl the ball in past Walker, which didn’t work. 

 

The first half was not exactly a festival of football, but the signs were encouraging and there 

was every hope that we could win the game as Burnley did not look exactly threatening. 

 

No kick start 

 

Whatever was said by Pardew at half time didn’t appear to have the desired effect as we 

looked poorer in the opening exchanges. It looked like we had forgotten how to pass again and 

there was a return to the long hoof forward. There was a sniff of a breakthrough on 50 minutes 

after a free kick was awarded in position A1 just on the edge of the D after Reo-Coker was 

fouled. Marlon was none too happy about this as Nigel had actually managed to find him free in 

the box just before the foul. It’s been a consistent theme this year though; Championship refs 

just seem to lack the ability to play advantage.  

 

Generally, play was dour and scrappy. Reo-Coker got booked on 63 minutes after a slack pass 

from Ward forced him to foul. A minute later Marlon found himself free but shot horribly wide. 

The lack of inspiration continued and Noble was particularly absent, meaning that there was no 

creativity in midfield. 

 

West Ham’s first real chance from open play didn’t in fact come until the 72nd minute when 

Reo-Coker found Teddy in space on the edge of the box. Unbelievably – and it was at this point 

that I thought we would never score – he couldn’t find the target with his shot. 

 

Time for some width 

 

Just after Teddy headed well wide from a corner on 74 minutes, Pardew decided to change it. 

To me, although it was the right change (Fletch for Mullins and Matty for Noble) it really came 

about ten minutes late. We were desperate for some width, and Matty was the obvious choice 

to give us that. 
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As time was running out, a goal came out of nowhere. It was all down to Marlon who managed 

to latch on to a dodgy backpass from Oster. He rounded the keeper but got forced a little wide. 

Instead of taking on the shot – which showed admirable unselfishness – he looked up and passed 

to the waiting Teddy on the six yard box. Like the goal he scored against Wigan, the old pro 

was never going to miss that one. It really is encouraging to see that combination of Teddy the 

old master and Marlon the young pretender. The two of them will be crucial in the run-in. 

 

Marlon went off on 84 minutes as he had taken a slight knock and was replaced by Z-man. 

 

No thrills but 3 points 

 

Burnley looked a beaten team and were making basic errors all over the pitch, so we were able 

to run the clock down quite easily. The only other move of note was on 88 minutes when Fletch 

made a very good header from a corner which Coyne had to tip over. 

 

Not the most thrilling match, but the three points turned out to be absolutely essential given 

the results elsewhere which saw the main contenders largely winning. It does look to me that 

we are beginning to tick at the right moment, but another win against struggling Coventry is a 

must on Saturday, when ESM Jnr gets to step onto the hallowed turf as part of Jobserve’s ‘kick-

off crew’. This means that I will have to become ‘Dr Marten’s Martin’ for the day as that is 

where the proud parents have to sit. 
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West Ham 3 Coventry 0, 9.4.05 
F*ck me, we got three wins on the trot, and just as things were looking good, Tony Cottee 

goes public on his desire to lead a buyout of the club. Unlike his silky striking goal scoring 

skills, this has got to go down as one of the most ill-timed attempts in the history of his 

connection with the club… 

 

I lasted 45 minutes today. Temporarily exiled to the Dr Martens Stand, I pleaded with a steward 

to let me return to the East Stand at half time. Fortunately the bloke agreed and I was mightily 

relieved to return to the understated squalor of my spiritual home. 

 

The reason for being on the wrong side of the ground was that ESM Jnr was part of the Jobserve 

Kick Off Crew. You may have seen him right at the end of the line to the left of the tunnel. He 

loved it – especially the bit where he got to have a chat with Chris Cohen. 

 

Anyway, hats off to Jobserve, all the kids had a great time. 

 

Continuity 

 

For the third match in a row, the manager decided to start with the same lineup. Nothing at all 

wrong with that in principle, although readers of my Burnley report will recall that I said that 

Matty had really made a difference when he had been introduced. The problem was who to 

leave out – the obvious choice would have been Mullins, but you could not find too much at 

fault at all with his recent performances playing in the centre of midfield. 

 

The opening quarter of this game proved to be pretty scrappy with some evidence of good 

approach play by West Ham but little indication of any quality finishing. Coventry, buoyed by 

the midweek win over fellow relegation strugglers Forest looked determined to keep it tight.  

 

In fact, it could be said that the Sky Blues had the best of it winning a couple of corners in a 

row on the 7 minute mark and then troubling Walker with a curling shot which resulted from a 

free kick. Jimmy – who instils confidence with his positive keeping and assured kicking – had to 

be alert to turn the ball away. On this form I see little chance of an early return by Bywater. 
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First chance 

 

On 17 minutes, we had our first real chance as Teddy conjured up a lovely flick to find Marlon, 

but the ball seemed to get stuck under his foot and he scooped the ball harmlessly over the 

bar. Three minutes later, Marlon returned the favour with a nice lay off to Teddy following 

some good work by the lively Newton. Teddy tried to chip Coventry keeper Luke Steele, but he 

managed to gather the ball without too much difficulty. 

 

Marlon then tried a curler on 26 minutes after he hunted down a long ball forward from the 

back. His pace normally prevails in these one-on-one situations and Steele did well to dive to 

his left an turn the shot around the post. 

 

A minute later it was Reo-Coker’s turn to show some pace coming forward as he flew through 

the middle, shrugged off a tackle and then got a shot away which deflected. The keeper was 

rooted to the spot and was mightily relieved to see the ball spin wide. 

 

Over-elaborate 

 

On 32 minutes, Mark Noble should have given us the lead after Teddy fired in a great cross 

from the right across the face of the goal. Noble, who does have a fine array of skills, may have 

been watching a little too much of Joe Cole, as his attempted back heel went wide of the post 

with Steele stranded. I really hope he scores soon as his recent performances deserve a goal. 

 

A minute later, Teddy made a superb cushioned header to find Reo-Coker who went off like a 

train. His cross was good, but he couldn’t have looked up to survey prospects as there was 

absolutely no-one in the box and the chance went begging. 

 

Coventry had caused few problems in the half, but it was during the two minutes of added time 

that they had a gilt edged opportunity to nick the lead. Gary McSheffrey, who has a real turn of 

pace, found some space in the box and got a shot away, but just like at Wigan, seven days 

previously, Walker had got into exactly the right position to make a fine save. 

 

If we had gone in one down it would have been against the run of play, but Coventry had 

battled well to break up the West Ham play. On returning to the East Stand, I did remind a few 

of my neighbours that the last two wins had come from goals in the second half. 
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Matty for Mullins 

 

At half time, Pardew made the right decision to introduce Matty and withdraw Mullins. Nothing 

wrong with Hayden’s play, but we were desperate – just like at Burnley – to find some width. 

 

Coventry started well and won a corner which led to another excellent save by Walker from 

Welsh international Robert Page. 

 

West Ham then seemed to step up a gear. On 50 minutes Marlon made a nice head on to 

Newton who ran on and then put over a great cross to find Marlon almost free. His header was 

poor and sailed over the bar. Then three minutes later a corner was won down the left and 

Matty delivered a great ball over to find Anton’s head. He did everything right, heading 

downwards, but Steele made a brilliant save. From the corner that followed, Shaun Newton 

managed to hit a superb volley, which was again saved, and Noble could do no more than lift 

the loose ball over the bar. 

 

Unbelievable 

 

On 56 minutes, Marlon blasted over a head down by Teddy and then Marlon wasted a great 

opportunity when he headed a Newton cross very poorly. He couldn’t believe it and we 

couldn’t believe it. 

 

Elliot Ward, who has brought an incredible solidity to central defence alongside Anton, was 

booked on 61 minutes for punching a ball away after a free kick had been awarded. This boy 

has been incredibly impressive since introduced and seems to have all the quality shown earlier 

in the season by Davenport. I have high hopes for him. 

 

Coventry were trying spoiling tactics and the frustration was building. On 71 minutes, Pardew 

elected to swap Marlon for Z-man, presumably because the former was still feeling the effects 

of the knock he had picked up at Burnley. He had not looked at his best today. 
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Matty is our saviour 

 

Matty was beginning to cause real problems down the left, although the response from the 

Coventry defence was to foul him a couple of times. It was one of these fouls that led to the 

breakthrough on 75 minutes. Matty sent in one of those balls to the near post that always 

creates nightmares for defenders and there was veteran Richard Shaw to head the ball past his 

own keeper. 

 

The goal was a mighty relief and it gave us new impetus. Matty was rampaging down the left 

and on 86 minutes he was brought down advancing on goal. The ref immediately pointed at the 

spot and as Marlon was off the pitch, we didn’t have to try and remember whether it was his 

turn or Teddy’s to take the penalty. Teddy stood up and tried one of those audacious Di Canio-

like chips which the keeper saved with an outstretched hand. The ball still ended up in the net 

as Teddy pounced, but the ref decided it should be taken again for reasons which weren’t 

entirely apparent. A bloke near me said “For f*ck’s sake just hit it!” and that is exactly what 

he did to get his 21st goal of the season. 

 

Three minutes later, Matty caped one of the best halves I have seen him play for some time 

when he went on another run down the left and chipped over a perfect cross to find the 

grateful Z-man who headed past Steele. 

 

Coventry had one last attack I added time, but who was on hand to defend what would have 

been a certain goal – Matty Etherington. Surely he must start against Millwall next Saturday. 

 

Brown sit down 

 

Just before the end of the game, there was a loud chorus of “3-0 and we want Brown out” and 

this was the precursor to the planned anti-Brown sit in. This looked like it involved a couple of 

thousand fans, with a banner in the lower part of the Centenary Stand. 

 

As much as I have distaste for the parasitical regime that runs our club, I have to say that the 

timing of this protest is wrong. I won’t join in the uncritical adoration of Tony Cottee either as 

I happen to think his intervention – regardless who may have leaked the news out – was ill 

judged and premature. I say that with a heavy heart because that bloke is a legend and was my 

idol in the 1980’s. He’s also West Ham through and through, but that does not make him 

infallible in the tricky business of corporate takeovers. 
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The reality is that nothing will change at the top until our future is known for next season. Fail 

to get promotion and there is a high probability of a new Chairman. Succeed and Brown might 

hang it out or certainly get a better payday. You can call me old fashioned but my 

overwhelming desire is to see our club go to Cardiff and win. I will not join in with those that 

want us to fail to achieve regime change. The sweet taste of victory in Cardiff would be 

tempered, of course, by the recognition that Brown’s bacon might have been saved or that he 

will get more cash than he deserves. That is where we are, we might not like it, but we have to 

accept it. 
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West Ham 1 Millwall 1, 16.4.05 
Just when things were really looking up, the old enemy put the mockers on us. It was all 

too predictable really, given recent results in this London derby… 

 

Walking to the ground today, the only people that looked happy were the Old Bill, getting 

down to some serious East End overtime. It transpired later that there was about one copper to 

every two Millwall fans. Now that is what I call proper community policing.  

 

Dead cert draw 

 

As long ago as the beginning of March I had looked at our forward fixtures and put this one 

down as a draw. It just had that look about it. I tried to convince myself otherwise as the 

teams lined up - there had been three very nice wins in a row, two away from home. 

 

Pardew clearly wanted to put his front foot forward and decided to start with Matty instead of 

Mullins. Otherwise the team line up was unchanged. There was a clear case for starting with 

Matty as he had come of the bench in recent matches and made a real difference.  

 

How many times this season have I felt that the manager’s been too negative, but now I’m 

going to be accused of 20/20 hindsight and say that maybe the better strategy would have 

been to have started the same team again and kept Matty in reserve if necessary. After all, it 

had been working, so why change it? 

 

Nigel falls at final hurdle 

 

We were almost thrown into first minute ecstasy as Reo-Coker latched onto a ball and went 

piling into the area. His nerve seemed to fail him at the last and he only succeeded in pushing 

the ball far too forward so that Marshall, the Millwall keeper, could collect it. Nigel has made 

exactly that kind of progressive run on countless occasions this season, but I cannot recall too 

many times when he has applied the killer finish or the killer pass. 

 

Almost immediately, Millwall responded with Hayles managing to break free down the left. He 

managed to turn and shoot and his shot went just wide of the far post with Jimmy Walker 

diving at full stretch. 
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On 4 minutes, some more of the recent good form of Matty was on display as he picked up a 

pass from Reo-Coker and got over a fine cross which teddy met at the near post. Unfortunately 

his header was just too high and ended up on the roof of the net. 

 

Wrong end celebrations 

 

The next move of note led to Millwall taking the lead on 11 minutes. An error by Reo-Coker just 

inside the Millwall half led to the ball being gifted to Muscat. He put a long ball down the left 

channel to put Hayles through on goal. Walker tried to get to the ball first, but Hayles was too 

quick. Although he was forced slightly wide, he finished clinically, passing the ball into the 

empty net. Cue major celebrations at the wrong end of the ground. 

 

Four minutes after conceding the lead, a game of heading ping pong took place in the Millwall 

box, but the final nod from Elliot ward was over the bar. 

 

The next 15 minutes of the game was a scrappy affair and we were looking none too 

accomplished in midfield, either losing out in tackles or passing the ball to the opposition. Mark 

Noble looked particularly uncomfortable, but Reo-Coker was not much better. Noble always 

looks better when he is played on the left side of midfield as it allows him to cut inside. We 

seemed to be lacking a ball winner in the centre to me. 

 

Matty did manage to get free a couple of times during this period, but although his crosses 

were good, they were cut out by a competent Millwall defence. Similarly, Marlon went on a 

powerful run to the byline, but his cross was cut out as well. 

 

Matty repeats 

 

If recent games are anything to go by, a goal was likely to feature a Matty run down the wing 

and a cross. So it proved on 34 minutes as Teddy fed him with a nice angled pass. This time his 

cross was not cut out and there was Marlon waiting to volley home superbly from close range. 

It was a great piece of skill to control the ball so well and it rocketed into the roof of the net. 

 

Although this could have set us up for another before half time, very little of note happened 

before the break. Jimmy Walker had to leap high to grab the ball off the head of Hayles 

following a mistimed jump by Ward on 43 minutes and then Noble found some space on the 

stroke of half time, but his ball into the box was cleared eventually. 
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At half time I rehearsed my argument about us missing Mullins to a Kumber whose name I have 

forgotten – sorry mate – but he said that views like that were not ones to be mentioned out 

loud. 

 

Long ball game 

 

Given that our last three victories had been achieved in the second half, I was still optimistic 

about prospects as the game restarted. However, it all looked pretty rushed again, with a 

number of speculative long balls. There was the inevitable cry of “Keep it on the ground” from 

the East Stand purists around me, but no-one seemed to be paying attention. 

 

The first West Ham chance of note came in the 53rd minute, when Chris Powell beat a 

defender and got over a good cross. This just cleared a defender’s head, but Reo-Coker just 

looked astonished to find the ball arrive and he headed down awkwardly and wide of the post. 

 

Is he Paolo in disguise?  

 

5 minutes later we were very nearly treated to one of those sublime football moments as a 

great cross by Shaun Newton from the right saw Marlon perform a brilliant piece of acrobatics 

to hit an overhead shot. This went right on target, but unfortunately at a nice height for the 

keeper who turned it over. If it had gone in, there would have been no doubt about the goal of 

the season. 

 

Hayles went off for Ifill on 62 minutes, but there was no doubt that the 5 foot 4 manager whose 

missus – according to the Bobby Moore Lower is a member of the world’s oldest profession – had 

ordered his team to slow the game down and frustrate. There were a couple of comical dives 

by defenders in the box, which the over-fussy Uriah Rennie bought hook, line and sinker. 

 

Jodi Morris caused real concern on 65 minutes, as he found some space and hit a shot which got 

deflected. Walker had to be alert and managed to get a hand on it as it bounced wickedly just 

in front of him. 
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Forgettable 

 

It’s hard to recall anything of note at all in the last 25 minutes of this disappointing match. 

Pardew tried Zamora for the last ten minutes, taking off Shaun Newton, and again you wonder 

if that should have been tried a bit earlier. It was Zamora that probably had the best chance to 

win it, when a chip over the top found him in a bit of space in the 88th minute. He had to 

shoot quickly, and although he hit the ball well, it went into the side netting. 

 

With Reading taking all three points later in the day, West Ham are now in a position where it 

is entirely possible that we could go ten games without defeat and not make the playoffs. I 

hate to say this, but I am reminded of the season we got relegated, when we ended playing 

pretty well, but our main opponents raised their games as well and kept on grinding out 

results. Like the year we took the drop, we are paying for poor performances earlier in the 

season. That is a lesson we haven’t learnt. 

 

It was a frustrating outcome, but not entirely unexpected for a highly-charged London derby. 

Millwall came to spoil and for the draw which they knew would cause us play-off heartache. A 

positive outlook is that any remaining hopes Millwall might have had in getting into the playoffs 

are now over, while we still have a decent chance. It now looks like a straight fight between us 

and Reading. All I know is that a win up in the Potteries next Tuesday is an absolute must, 

while Reading really have to slip up in their remaining games. It would be a supreme piece of 

irony if Pardew’s old club beats us to it, but I am an eternal optimist and think that they will 

f*ck up. I’m going up that M6 again with hope in my heart. 
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Stoke 0 West Ham 1, 19.4.05 
Boy, did we need to win this one. This was the day a new Pope was appointed and 

somehow we ground out another crucial victory away from home. God bless Bobby 

Zamora… 

 

There’s not a great recent history between West Ham and Stoke, but I do recall as a whipper 

snapper the never-ending League Cup semi final of 1972 – sh*t, that is 33 years ago - when it 

took four games to settle who would meet Chelsea in the final. My abiding memory is that Sir 

Geoff Hurst had a chance to win it in the second game at Upton Park, but the legendary Gordon 

Banks saved his penalty.  

 

Stoke eventually saw us off and won the cup. Glory days for both teams that seemed somewhat 

distant on my third trip up the M6 this month, although I was joined by the incomparable 

Oxford Fred. 

 

A must win 

 

Given the setback against our friends from the wrong side of the river on Saturday, we all knew 

that this was a must win against a team whose interest in the playoffs had evaporated some 

weeks ago. 

 

Those that read my Millwall report will know that I thought that the omission of Mullins had 

been a mistake, and Pardew decided to bring him back in, although Noble wasn’t on the bench 

and presumably wasn’t in the reckoning through injury. The rest of the starting line up was 

unchanged from Saturday, although Rufus returned to the subs bench. 

 

Nerves a jangling 

 

There were bound to be nerves, as our season was on the line along with the manager’s job and 

the future of a number of players. Just like the game against Millwall, we nearly got a major 

boost in the very first minute, when Shaun Newton beat a defender and went on a rapid run 

down the right wing. He put over a good cross and Teddy only managed to wave his foot at the 

ball rather than connect with it. However, there was Marlon waiting to lash out a completely 

uncontrolled shot which went miles wide to howls of despair from the travelling fans. 

This led to the usual berating of Marlon from certain sections of our support, which has become 
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routine and is really f*cking me off big time. Here’s a message to those who persist in this – I 

have voted for Marlon as Hammer of the Year. Up yours. 

 

Marlon sent Matty off down the wing with a terrific reverse pass on 4 minutes, but the cross 

was cut out well by the Stoke defence. This was to become somewhat repetitive as the game 

unfolded and showed that veteran defenders like Duberry and Taggart can still contribute a 

great deal. 

 

Cancelled out 

 

It then turned very scrappy indeed with the two 4-4-2 formations largely cancelling each other 

out. We tried to be patient and probe the defence but it was proving difficult to find a way 

through. When Mullins did find a bit of time and space on the edge of the box on 24 minutes, 

he sliced his shot horribly wide as the Stoke defence closed him down. 

 

Stoke did cause one or two problems coming forward, and Anton had to be on hand to head a 

cross behind on 26 minutes. He then ran forward to berate Reo-Coker for failing to close down 

the Stoke player that supplied the cross. This was not one of Nigel’s more accomplished first 

half performances and it seemed to be more of the same from the weekend. 

 

Matty broke free again on 29 minutes and hit over a good cross which beat the Stoke defence 

on this occasion. However, Newton looked totally gobsmacked to find the ball at his feet and 

miskicked the ball inside the box. 

 

Following a Stoke corner on 32 minutes, Matty went racing off again. This time we 

outnumbered the Stoke defence and a good ball got put across in front of Marlon to find Anton 

advancing on goal unmarked. Unfortunately it was a defender’s shot, which got scuffed along 

the ground. It was probably the best chance we had in the half, although 5 minutes later 

Marlon won a tackle in a dangerous position and let loose with a wicked shot towards the 

bottom right hand corner of the goal. Stoke keeper Steve Simonsen made a fine save, tipping 

the ball around the post. 

 

Immediately after the Marlon effort, Anton gave the ball away but Noel-Williams headed the 

ball wide of the goal after a cross was put over. 
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Elliot saves the day 

 

With five minutes of normal time left, Jimmy Walker spilled a cross under a challenge which 

did not look entirely fair and Elliot Ward had to be very sharp to clear a shot off the line from 

Kenwyne Jones, the striker on loan from Southampton. 

 

At half time, Fred and I agreed that there was not much inspiring football on display, with the 

park looking very crowded in the middle. Little had got past the Stoke defence in the air and it 

was only when we had gone wide that the main chances had emerged. We looked pretty nervy 

and there were times when we did not have much urgency in our play, leading to one bloke 

politely enquiring, “Do you want to win this f*cking game?” 

 

Fred was most bemused at half time when he saw what he described as a “turd on legs” 

emerge on to the pitch. It was in fact somebody in a promotional outfit for Pepperami, 

although it most certainly did look like a number 2. What followed was a shoot out competition 

with the mobile excrement in goal. It brought a whole new meaning to the phrase, “You can 

beat him, he’s sh*t.” 

 

The second half began with Stoke looking threatening. Within the first minute, Noel-Williams 

only just failed to get his foot on a cross at the far post. Three minutes later, a shot just 

cleared the West Ham bar after a move down the right. 

 

Acute angles left and right 

 

On 54 minutes, Shaun Newton went on a great run, beating a defender down the right flank. He 

kept on running in on goal, but his shot from an acute angle inside the box was saved down low 

by Simonsen. Matty tried something similar from the other side on 58 minutes, but his shot was 

saved in the same fashion. 

 

We looked to have conceded the lead on 59 minutes, when a shot on goal was put just past the 

right hand post by a West Ham boot. The Stoke fans were certain that it had gone in. 

 

On 61 minutes, the first offside of the night happened, showing just how much of the game had 

been fought out in the middle third. Elliot Ward got booked on 66 minutes as he had to pull 

Brammer back as he got free down the right. A professional foul, but no-one was complaining 

down our end. 
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Marlon stepped up a gear on 72 minutes when he went on a brilliant run down the right, 

beating two defenders. His shot was blocked out though for a corner. 

 

Pardew changes it 

 

With the West Ham away support beginning to wonder if we were ever going to score, Pardew 

made the right decision with a double change on 75 minutes. Tom and Mullins were brought off 

for Zamora and Fletch. Z-man went immediately into overdrive with a penetrating run down 

the right. He cut inside and ran parallel with the edge of the box to find space, but his shot 

was high and wide. 

 

Marlon looked encouraged by this move, and a minute later he went on a superb run which saw 

him fox a couple of defenders and find some space on the right hand side of the box. He put 

over a perfect ball to the far post to fin Z-man waiting completely unmarked for the simplest 

of tap ins. Zamora has looked sharp when he has come off the bench of late and that might 

well prove to be one of the most important goals he has scored to date. If you look back at the 

goals he has scored, they have always been when a game has been already won or lost. This 

was different and sparked a rendition of that “..he’s better than Jermain…” song that always 

drives me up the wall. 

 

West Ham then decided to play keep ball, leading to a chorus of cheers with every completed 

pass. Stoke were not quite finished and Noel-Williams should have done a lot better with a free 

header on 79 minutes. 

 

Linesman to the rescue 

 

The game looked to be nicely fizzling out, but there was one last moment of sheer terror for 

the travelling support as Stoke hit the back of the net in the fourth and final minute of added 

time. I don’t know whether it was Mr Eastwood or Mr Faulkner who was running the line down 

the right, but let me say this to you: that offside decision may well have saved our season. 

 

This game was not unlike the Burnley away game, where we managed to shade a tight and 

often scrappy game. Just like at Turf Moor, a tactical substitution changed our fortunes and the 

manager deserves credit for that. I was glad that the change was made a bit earlier as well. 
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Time to back the team and the manager 

 

Our fans are still sticking to the “We are West Ham’s Claret and Blue Army” chant, but this is 

now being more than a little unfair to the manager and his recent contributions. Come on, 

everybody, credit where credit is due. 

 

This bloke in a red coat walked out earlier in the day in the Vatican and said “Habemus 

Papum” (“We have a Pope”); someone needs to walk out into the middle of the Bobby Moore 

Lower and shout “Habemus Procurator” (“We have a manager”) and then start “Alan Pardew’s 

Claret and Blue Army”. Backing the manager and Marlon for Hammer of the Year all in one 

report. To quote a TV cook, “Come on, let’s be ‘aving ya”. 
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Watford 1 West Ham 2, 8.5.05 
The stakes were now really high as we went to the last scheduled game of the season at 

Vicarage Road and Reading, the only team that could prevent us from reaching the 

playoffs went north to play Wigan. What made the day even sweeter was Denis wise 

getting the bullet. F*cking marvelous… 

 

The secret to West Ham’s success is now clear to me. All ESM Jnr and I have to do is turn up 

with our lucky inflatable hammers – you may have seen them today up in the air down the front 

to the left of the goal.  

 

I ordered them last year a good week before our fateful trip to Cardiff, but they turned up 

three days after Dowie had outthought Pardew in Wales. This time, they are coming with us all 

the way to the Principality, I hope. 

 

Luck from the hand of Hod 

 

Quite frankly we got just about as lucky as you can get in football last week when Reading lost 

at home to Wolves and I decided that I had been to harsh in the past on Glenda ‘the disabled 

are being punished by God’ Hoddle and Judas Ince. I apologise sincerely to these two 

gentlemen (do I f*ck). 

 

The fact that Watford had managed to get safe the week before with a great win at Stoke and 

Wigan and Ipswich were also battling out to the last added to that fortune. In my mind, there 

was absolutely no way Reading were going to get anything out of that game up at Wigan, but 

stranger things have happened in football. Like that Reading win up at Sunderland the other 

week, for example. 

 

Vicarage Road is not the first ground I have been to this season where you get this great feeling 

of nostalgia for football in the 1970’s. Close your eyes for a minute and you could almost see 

Pop Robson and Clyde Best running out in front of the antiquated stands. 
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Same personnel 

 

We lined up the same way we had for the disappointing match against Sunderland. I was 

pleased that Pardew kept the faith with Elliott and Anton, despite the fact that Christian 

‘football genius’ Dailly was available after a long period of injury. I say that as someone who 

has defended Dailly in the past when he became a favourite scapegoat. I was also happy to see 

Mullins in the centre of midfield and I think that we will need him some more, getting his foot 

in. 

 

Matty Etherington was also a key player for us in the final stages of last season, and it was him 

who broke free with just two minutes gone. Matty found Zamora, but he made a dire fluffed 

cross. 

 

A minute later, Reo-Coker gave the ball away in a bad position after a poor pass, but Watford 

failed to profit from his mistake, with a shot going harmlessly wide of Walker’s right hand post. 

 

It took another 14 minutes of play before anything at all of note happened on the pitch, when 

Reo-Coker won a ball on the edge of the Watford box. He found Marlon with a nice pass and he 

finished clinically, but the effort was ruled offside. 

 

Come on you pie eaters 

 

You almost got the feeling from the West Ham play that the team was waiting for some news 

from the JJB Stadium. It came on about 19 minutes when I got a ‘phone call from a rather 

spangled Oxford Fred informing me through Stella-affected speech that Wigan had scored.  

 

The only reason I took that call was that the crowd was so quiet that I could hear my mobile 

ringing. The news went round and the travelling support was roused. They were even happier 

when they heard that Wigan had got a second a couple of minutes later. “2-0 to the Wigan 

boys”, sang the Irons boys in unison. 

 

Back to the uninspiring and lacklustre spectacle in front of us, and West Ham managed their 

first decent break on 26 minutes as Reo-Coker won a ball in his own half and burst forward. He 

found Matty with a good pass, but Marlon was some way away from the cross that was whipped 

rather sloppily in. 
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Set piece magic 

 

On 37 minutes, West Ham won a free kick in a useful position on the left hand side and we 

lined up with two players in front of the wall, exactly the same way before Marlon’s shot was 

brilliantly saved at Sunderland last week. This time, however, instead of laying the ball 

sideways for Marlon, the ball went brilliantly the other way to find Matty completely free in 

the box. He hit what looked like a perfect cross, but Z-man seemed to miss it completely with 

the goal at his mercy. 

 

Matty was not looking very pacey again to me and he seemed unable or unwilling to chase balls 

that last season would have been bread and butter for him. It has to be lack of fitness, but we 

are desperate for a Matty of old performance in the games to come. He was the difference in 

the 2nd leg of that semi final last year. 

 

Marlon managed to get on the end of a long ball forward on 39 minutes and he shrugged off a 

challenge from a defender. Advancing on goal, he appeared to hit the shot into the turf. The 

Watford ‘keeper still had to make a good save at full length, though, as the ball bounced just 

in front of him. 

 

Shaun “I never give up” Newton 

 

With three minutes of ordinary time to go, a corner was won by the ever-industrious Shaun 

Newton. That bloke has given 100% in every game I have seen him play since he joined us. 

Watford failed to clear the corner as well as they should have done, and Matty picked the ball 

up just outside the box. He made a delicate little reverse pass to find Ward all alone in the 

box. I have noticed in recent games that Ward likes to chip balls over in these sort of situations 

and this is what he did, finding Anton on the other side of the goal. He knew he had to take it 

first time and he volleyed brilliantly well to avoid a player trying to close him down and the 

outstretched hand of the ‘keeper. Cue delirium amongst the visiting fans. 

 

Nothing much else happened before West Ham fans’ second least favourite ref Andy D’Urso 

blew up for half time. The football had hardly been spectacular, but Watford had not 

threatened at all. 

 

The second half began with a great comedy moment as Mullins headed the ball upwards and 

had absolutely no idea where it had gone until it landed back down on the top of his head. 
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Watford rally 

 

Watford began to play like a team who had nothing to lose. You can imagine what Adrian 

Boothroyd had said at half time – “Don’t worry about losing – just get out there and try and test 

‘em.” The route to that was clearly down the right side and a quality delivery from that wing 

on 50 minutes by the lively Ashley Young found Bouazza free in the box. Fortunately, his 

header was too much of a glance and it went the right side of Jimmy Walker’s right hand post.  

 

Two minutes later, Anton had to execute a difficult stretching half volley to clear another good 

cross in from the right with a Watford player lurking behind him on the edge of the six yard 

box. 

 

On 53 minutes, Zamora and Matty had some good interplay to set Matty off on a diagonal run 

into the box, but Matty’s shot on goal was weak and easily gathered by the ‘keeper. 

 

A minute later, Mullins made a fine pass out to find Newton who raced to the byline and then 

found Z-man whose control let him down in the box. Zamora did better with a ball launched 

over the top on 56 minutes, but his second touch let him down and the ball was nicked off his 

foot as he advanced on goal. 

 

D’Urso bottles it 

 

Matty was cynically scythed down on the hour and a nicely executed free kick found Tom 

waiting down the right. Tom elected to put in a first time ball of real quality with Ward rising 

at the far post. We all had a great view of Elliot getting tugged backwards – he looked like he 

had walked into a washing line – and D’Urso was ideally placed to see it. He was having nothing 

of it and waved play on, only to book Ward for a late challenge as he came steaming back to 

try and defend. 

 

Anton was showing Rio-like quality when running back to retrieve and shield balls put forward 

by Watford. A couple of times he dummied to create space for a clearance. He just seems to 

get better to me and has improved significantly this season. 

 

It was then that we all saw Christian Dailly warming up down the touchline, sporting one 

helluva Afro hairdo. It looks like he hasn’t had his haircut during his injury lay-off and older 

readers of this piece will know what I mean when I say that Leo Sayer and Christian Dailly were 

separated at birth. 
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Elliot Ward had to show similar positional sense to Anton on 64 minutes, when he had to be on 

hand to half volley away yet another cross from the right. 

 

Hand to ball 

 

Our presence in the playoffs was effectively assured on 72 minutes when Matty chipped in a 

ball to the centre of the Watford box. Marlon chested the ball down and then tried to flick the 

ball forward. It found an outstretched Watford hand and although it was one of those 

debatable “ball to hand” or “hand to ball” decisions, D’Urso amazingly gave it. 

 

At this point the away support decided that they wanted Tom to take it and were clamouring 

for him to step up. He gave a rather embarrassed wave and then Marlon took responsibility as 

expected. He looked confident and hit a nice sidefooted spot kick into the right hand corner. I 

still wish we had someone with the Julian Dicks approach – just hit it as hard as you f*cking 

can. 

 

With ten minutes left Noble was brought on for Matty and Marlon then had a half chance as he 

picked up a poor clearance with the keeper out of position. He lashed the shot high and wide. 

 

Tom loses plot part 57 

 

Pardew was tactically running the clock down with another substitution on 83 minutes as Sergei 

came on for Newton. Three minutes later, Tom got booked for a push in the back, although the 

Watford player went down like a squealing pig. A minute later, Tom got it wrong again as it 

seemed to take out Helguson for no apparent reason as Walker was about to tidy up a ball 

knocked forward. The only thing that surprised me was that Tom wasn’t sent off. It was yet 

another one of those moments of indiscipline resulting from an incident that was clearly still 

playing on his mind. We were hoping for some Jimmy magic, but Helguson took a clinical 

penalty, slotting home into the right hand corner. I doubt if he’ll be at Watford next season. 

 

In the 90th minute, Sergei managed a shot on goal as he picked up a ball centrally some 25 

yards out and then it was panic stations during the three minutes of added time. Sergei gave 

away a free kick and got booked for his trouble. From a good 25 yards out, Walker had to make 

a top drawer save to tip the ball out from his top right hand corner. Then from the resulting 

corner, Jimmy was at full stretch again to the left hand side to put a shot just over the bar. 
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Leo Sayer came on for a short cameo role and then it all ended with confirmation that we were 

down for a reprise of last year’s semi final against the carrot crunchers.  

 

Tough game ahead 

 

Even though Ipswich will be somewhat demoralised after they threw away what appeared to be 

a certain automatic place, it is by no means certain that we can repeat what we did last year. 

First of all, they have the advantage in playing their home leg second this time and I think that 

we all know they are going to play a tight defensive game next Saturday. Secondly, our 

finishing and creativity look somewhat second best without Teddy and I am fearful that we are 

not going to get what we need from Matty. Thirdly, let’s face it, we have had more than a bit 

of good fortune lately, turning in rather average performances. 

 

On the other hand, let’s all be encouraged by the ongoing good play of our youthful central 

defence and the industry of Newton and Reo-Coker. Mullins should definitely start in front of 

Noble, because we do need that grit in midfield. Let’s hope that both Marlon and Z-man can 

really raise their game and stick a couple away.  

 

Back the team AND the manager 

 

It’s down to us fans, too, to really raise the rafters just like last year and back the team and 

the manager to the hilt. There was a rather unenthusiastic rendition of “Pardew, Pardew, give 

us a wave” today, although some ungrateful geezer behind me said, “Yeah, give us a wave on 

your way out.” I reckon we should all set the scene right at the beginning of the Ipswich game 

with the loudest chorus heard this season of “Alan Pardew’s Claret and Blue Army”. Who’s 

f*cking with me on this one? I’ll go on the pitch with a microphone like Delia if they’ll let me, 

although you can be rest assured I won’t be saying “Let’s be having ya”. More like, “Look we 

all know Brown’s a c*nt, but the manager deserves some support.” Jeremy, you know where to 

find me. 

 

Oh and one final thought. “Oh Wisey, whoaooooo. Oh Wisey, whooooaoooo. He couldn’t score a 

goal. And now he’s on the dole.” F*cking love it. 
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West Ham 2 Ipswich Town 2, 14.5.05 
The day we went from ecstasy to agony. 

 

This has got to be one of the most perplexing days I have spent at football for a long time.  

It started off in a quite surreal way with someone doing some ‘Ratpack’ numbers. Dean Martin 

is about as relevant to a playoff semi final as I would be to a Paul Ince testimonial night. 

 

Then it all became clear – the bloke was a West Ham fan. Aha, now I get it, the old Terry 

Brown magic solution to all our problems. He’s West Ham, he’s got to be good. After all that 

was the logic when Roeder was given the manager’s job, so why not do it again with the pre-

match entertainment? 

 

I wonder if he runs his whole life like this? Dentist? Hammers fan that pulled all his teeth when 

all he needed was a filling. Lawyer? Stood on the North Bank as a boy and told him to sue 

Whistle. Hooker? Wore claret and blue knickers but gave him the clap. Amore my ar*e. 

 

The dreaded ref 

 

Next problem. Uriah Rennie appears. I could have discovered who was reffing before the game, 

but I have taken a circumspect approach to looking at who’s down to officiate at our matches 

since Oxford Fred blew a blood vessel when he found out that Graham Poll was the ref just 

prior to last year’s playoff final. Sometimes it’s better to remain ignorant. 

 

You know Rennie’s an incompetent tw*t. I know he’s an incompetent tw*t. The whole f*cking 

world except the English FA knows he’s an incompetent tw*t. 

 

Is it really too much to ask for a half decent official for game as big as this? We’ve had poor 

calibre refs all season, why punish us again when we are on two games away from a match that 

is worth £20 million +? 

 

Even more bizarre, we get some geezer on the trumpet doing a little piece which used to 

feature about two decades or more ago as a pre kick-off ritual. Now I’ve been going a long 

time to Upton Park, but I can’t remember what that was supposed to do or mean. No doubt 

another piece of nostalgia that Mr Brown was happy with, but virtually no-one else in the 

crowd understood what the f*ck was going on except that their ear drums had exploded. 
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Back to the football… 

 

Having navigated all of this nonsense, we all tried to focus on the team. Pardew went for 

consistency again in his selection and this was absolutely right. There were no grounds for any 

changes as much as some might argue for the old head of Dailly or the precocious skills of Mark 

Noble. 

 

The match started at pretty high tempo and the first move of note was when Tom was found 

free out right. He hit a really good cross into the box but this evaded both Mullins and Marlon. 

 

Reo-Coker gave the ball away in a dangerous position in his own half on 4 minutes, but 

fortunately Westlake was flagged offside, but it was a clearance downfield two minutes later 

which sent Upton Park into a frenzy, The ball seemed to bounce over Zamora and there was 

Matty to pick up the ball, accelerate into the box leaving Diallo for dead and pass the ball to 

the edge of the six yard box where Marlon had an easy finish. On the way through, it looked 

like Marlon caught a defenders leg, and Naylor, who was the victim, was complaining bitterly. 

 

Ipswich rallied and it looked like the dangerous Bent would even the game up just two minutes 

later when he timed a run to perfection and picked up a ball inside the box. Jimmy Walker did 

very well to leap and parry Bent’s attempted lob. 

 

Tom goes for glory, Z-man achieves it 

 

Great work by Marlon saw Tom set free on 9 minutes but his 40 yard shot was never going to 

trouble the ‘keeper. How we would all love to see him score before he goes, but it doesn’t look 

like it will ever be at Upton Park. 

 

A fantastic reverse pass by Reo-Coker on 12 minutes then sent Matty on his way again with 

Diallo getting nowhere near him. Another devastating ball in to the danger zone saw De Vos 

only manage a partial clearance which found Z-man. He pounced on the ball and smacked it 

into the back of the net. 

 

Sheer and utter jubiliation and disbelief. Matty had been the lynchpin in both goals, becoming 

the tormentor of Ipswich once again. 2-0 in under 13 minutes against a team that had finished 

twelve points above us in the league. Of course, that league position meant absolutely nothing 

in the context of the play-offs, but this was the best start we had made all season against one 

of the top teams. 
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The tractor boys looked totally shell-shocked and we continued to press. Marlon managed a 

shot on goal on 15 minutes after a good turn on the edge of the box. Every time Ipswich tried 

to get the ball forward, the superb Eliott Ward was on hand to deal with it. 

 

We were first almost every time when there was a loose ball around and Newton’s capture of 

one such ball running back on 22 minutes allowed Z-man to find some space and make a nice 

layoff which just got taken off Marlon’s foot in the box. 

 

Ipswich had half a chance on 27 minutes as Tom managed to only half clear a ball knocked 

forward. This was picked up by Bent but his shot was blocked by Chris Powell around about the 

penalty spot. 

 

From hero to zero 

 

The next move saw a wonderful exchange of passes between Matty, Powell and Harewood, with 

the latter rolling an inch-perfect pass to Z-man. Unlike the howler he missed completely in a 

similar position last week at Watford, Zamora did achieve contact but he scuffed it horribly 

across the face of the goal. He and we may live to regret that miss as 3-0 up would have surely 

spelt curtains for Royle and his team. 

 

Walker had to deal with the second Ipswich half chance on 36 minutes, when Bent found some 

space on the edge of the box. He managed to get a low shot away just under the body of the 

advancing Ward, but Jimmy dealt with it easily. 

 

I was just beginning to think that my assessment of Rennie had been unfair when Naylor 

cynically took Marlon out on 41 minutes as he had turned past him. It was a clear yellow but he 

failed to punish the offence. 
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Rennie gives me indigestion 

 

Often bad decisions are followed by others and after a speculative punt forward by Magilton, 

Rennie decided to penalise Tom for a foul on Kuqi on the edge of the D. Tom was not amused 

and was booked for dissent. Rennie then lost the plot further as he decided to move the ball 

forward about three yards, allowing Ipswich to position the ball right on the 18 yard line. He 

then seemed unable to get order, and we seemed to be unsure whether we wanted a defender 

on the post or not. Eventually Miller hit a shot which just caught the left edge of the wall, 

spinning onto the inside of the post. Unluckily for Jimmy, it rebounded off him and into the 

goal. 

 

Although we felt very cheated by the Ipswich goal, there was every hope that we could build 

on one of the best first half performances of the season. We ran the show and Ipswich looked 

extremely vulnerable at the back. Matty had been everywhere and the central defence had 

easily coped with Kuqi and Bent. The midfield had grafted and our strikeforce looked hungry. 

The key issue was whether we could regain momentum after conceding the goal at the 

traditionally worst time. 

 

Royle – who’s no fool – made some tactical changes at half time, taking off both ex-Hammer 

Kevin Horlock and Diallo. The latter had been destroyed by Matty and simply did not look fit. 

On came ex-Hammer Darren Currie and Matt Richards. Wilnis was switched over to try and 

‘deal’ with Matty. 

 

Z-man broke free on 49 minutes and ran menacingly into the box. He tried a one-two with Reo-

Coker and go a half shot away which everybody could see deflected off a defender. No corner 

was given.The tone of the half was also set early on with two defenders always on Matty and it 

was clear that Matty was heading for some crunching challenges. 

 

Tractor boys find their feet 

 

Ipswich began to find their passing game and like us in the first half appeared to be 

consistently first to the ball. Magilton was running the show from the centre with deft passing, 

pretty much like he did at the first leg at Portman Road in the same fixture last year. Currie 

also brought some pace and trickery down the left. 
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Ipswich got their first corner on 57 minutes and Kuqi had a free header which he should have 

put on target. From the clearance, Matty was taken out by Wilnis but Rennie played advantage 

with Z-man picking the ball up and finding Mullins, who let fly with a shot from about thirty 

yards. This was deflected, and for one second it looked like it would beat Kelvin Davies who 

was mightily relieved to see it go wide. Rennie eventually caught up with Wilnis and gave him a 

yellow card. 

 

From the corner, we were very unlucky not to score. Newton hit the ball in and Mullins did well 

to knock it back out to Newton again for a second bite at the cherry. The delivery was perfect 

and Anton did everything right, heading downwards into the turf. Somehow Davis managed to 

leap up and push the ball away from his top right hand corner. 

 

Get Etherington 

 

Clearly following orders from the manager, it was then Miller’s turn to take out Matty from 

behind on 62 minutes. Another bookable offence ignored by Rennie – a professional ref would 

have realised that Matty was being targeted and warranted protection. 

 

Zamora stumbed over a ball a bit with his back to goal on 67 minutes but recovered well to find 

Chris Powell down the left. He sent over a good cross which looked like it landed on an Ipswich 

defender’s arm and led to loud shouts for a penalty from the Bobby Moore Lower. Marlon 

picked up the ball in the box, turned quickly and put a ball across the six yard line which was 

then cleared by a defender. From my angle it looked like he only just missed putting it in his 

own goal. 

 

Miller made a lovely weighted pass on 69 minutes which sent Kuqi on his way down the right, 

but the Finnish international made a very wasteful final ball over the top of the goal and out 

for a throw. A minute later, a very similar ball was threaded through to Bent and this time, 

Anton had to be on hand to clear at the near post for a corner. 

 

On 71 minutes, Matty decided to get some pay back on Westlake near the right touchline and 

ended up getting booked. The free kick was whipped in dangerously and Walker did very well 

to dive backwards and prevent the ball going into the top left hand corner of the goal. 
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Buckled under pressure 

 

The pressure was beginning to mount and with 17 minutes left on the clock it was a defensive 

error which cost us the lead. Currie put over a floated cross which just beat the head of Ward. 

Bent was waiting, but Chris Powell got in a very good block to stop his shot at the far post. 

Unfortunately, the ball looped up and a complete lack of communication followed between 

Anton and Walker, leading to a collision between the two. Kuqi was waiting to snap up the 

loose ball and score. 

 

The goal sparked a change, but it was one which confused me and the team as well. Noble 

came on for Zamora in what looked like a Cardiff-type change. It looked as if Pardew had 

decided that it was time to settle for a draw - what else could explain leaving Sergei on the 

bench? 

 

On 79 minutes, we looked to have a good shout for a penalty as Noble went on a run to the 

edge of the box. From where I was sitting, De Vos seemed to tangle his leg up with the young 

midfielder and bring him down. Rennie was not interested. Right afterwards, Mullins surged 

forward from the halfway line and had a good shot on goal, but Davis was equal to it. 

 

A free kick for Ipswich on 84 minutes saw Jimmy take the ball comfortably, but Naylor decided 

to follow through on the ‘keeper, and Rennie got it right with a booking this time.  

 

5 minutes left? Fetch the Ukrainian 

 

The usual cliché-ridden introduction of Sergei took place on 85 minutes as he replaced Shaun 

Newton. Newton has been to the playoffs twice before and won on both occasions. He has been 

excellent since he joined us and I hope that he makes it three out of three. 

 

Marlon pulled some magic out of his repertoire again as he chested down a long ball, turned 

and shot just outside the box. It looked in all the way, but shaved the right hand post after 

taking a slight deflection which Rennie missed yet again. 

 

It all fizzled out with Royle looking delighted to have retrieved the situation. The tactical 

changes by Ipswich at half time made a big difference to the direction of the game. For long 

periods, Ipswich held possession and passed the ball very well, with Magilton pulling the 

strings. 
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It was disappointing to concede a sloppy second goal, but it’s difficult to criticise Anton given 

his overall performance. We may well live to regret our failure to score three or four in that 

first half when Matty was rampant, but we should go to East Anglia feeling confident. We have 

been performing well away from home and we have beaten Ipswich at their place this season. 

 

It is all still to play for, and the Ipswich defence looks shaky. It’s not going to be easy, but if 

we can cut out the errors and take our chances, then we will win and get back to Cardiff again. 

Who’s bringing the Norwich flag? 
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Ipswich Town 0 West Ham 2, 18.5.05 
A fantastic night under the floodlights in East Anglia as we turned the tractor boys over 

for the second year in a row. Zamora gets the goal of the season… 

 

Ever been bear hugged by a fellow West Ham high on adrenalin and lager?  

 

If you have, I can tell that you need to experience it Romford-style. I only met the geezer for 

the first time at Portman Road but my ribs are still f*cked now as well as my vocal chords. 

Pardew decided a different approach to this game, bringing in Fletch and playing a 4-5-1 line 

up. Newton was unlucky to be dropped to the bench, but you could see the logic of the 

approach as we needed to do something about Magilton. Twice – last Saturday, and the first leg 

of last year’s play off semi final – that bloke has been at the heart of our problems. 

 

Amongst raucous singing and a carnival atmosphere, the game began with Marlon trying a 

snatch shot in the first minute but thus went harmlessly wide. 

 

A throw in on two minutes saw Miller hit a vicious shot from just outside the area, but Fletch 

was in the way to block the goal-bound shot. Almost immediately after, my heart was in my 

mouth as Jimmy came careering out of his area to clear a ball, which he judged perfectly. 

 

Miller tried another shot on three minutes after a pass from Currie, but this was ballooned 

miles over. 

 

Matty looked like he was carrying on where he left off on Saturday with a great pass to send Z-

man on his way. The defender stood off and a good cross was put over but the excellent Kelvin 

Davis grabbed the ball easily. 

 

Ipswich got their first corner on 5 minutes and a half clearance fell to Westlake, but like Miller 

before him, the shot was poor and wide of Jimmy’s left hand post. 
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Solid and cultured 

 

Ward who was looking solid as a rock at the back managed a weird half control of a ball put 

over the top on ten minutes and this followed by him hitting a ball against Bent to stop him 

getting it a minute later. Elliott is one of the most cultured centre backs I have seen for his age 

and always seems to just do enough to put off strikers. It seems a long time ago that we were 

mourning the loss of Carl Davenport. Who needs him when we’ve got pure class in the form of 

Elliott. What a find. 

 

The first real chance came for Ipswich on 11 minutes when a long throw was defended but 

ended up at the feet of Currie. He side footed a volley first time, but it went straight into 

Walker’s arms who was positioned well. 

 

Powell won a great header on 13 minutes which sent Matty away down the left. He left the 

defence for dead and cut into the box, but his low shot was blocked and then put behind by a 

defender. From the resulting corner Fletch headed in from outside the box to find Ward 

waiting but he was offside. 

 

Almost immediately afterwards, Z-man, who was looking very lively, made a nice pass out to 

find Powell. He put in a good cross, but Zamora could not get the ball down quick enough and a 

stubbed shot was easily gathered by the ‘keeper. 

 

Organised 

 

The pattern of the game was confirmed again as Ipswich were confined to yet another long 

range shot way off target, due to good organisation at the back by West Ham. 

 

Bent found space down the right on 17 minutes and whipped in a dangerous cross which Anton 

just managed to get to first and put behind for a corner. 

 

Matty got free again on 21 minutes and shot off down the wing. He put in a great ball into the 

box which nearly found Marlon, but the Ipswich defence just managed to get the ball away. 

 

Unlike the dire performance of Rennie at Upton Park, ref Steve Dunn was quick to punish bad 

tackles on Matty, and Westlake went in his book on 25 minutes after he raked his studs down 

Matty’s shin. The problem with poor officials like Rennie is that not only do they make bad 

decisions, but they lose control of the game, as players think that they can take liberties. 
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Fletch, who seemed to be everywhere in the centre of the park stroked a terrific ball out wide 

to find Tom on 31 minutes and he went on a great run into the box. Unfortunately his cross 

couldn’t find Zamora and the keeper punched it away. A corner followed where Anton seemed 

to nick the ball off the head of Ward who was in a good position to score. 

 

Matty received a nice ball and found Zamora who in turn made a measured lay off to Fletch in 

space out right on 35 minutes, but he put over a poor cross which was easily dealt with. 

 

Jimmy spills it and Tom decks Davis 

 

Immediately after this move, Ipswich went forward, and Currie found himself with acres of 

room about 35 yards out. Maybe Royle had ordered him to shoot on sight, because he let loose 

with a wickedly curling shot that almost completely fooled Walker. He went to catch it but 

only managed to get part of his arm around the ball which then loped over the cross bar. It was 

one of those goalkeeping errors we have all seen result in a goal. A corner followed where the 

rattled Jimmy didn’t deal with the ball again and hit it against an Ipswich player. We’ve all 

seen those go in as well, but it didn’t.  

 

With a minute of ordinary time left, Matty fed a ball down the left flank to Zamora who 

managed to get to the by line and put a ball over which found the advancing Tom. In a quest 

for that elusive goal before he probably departs the club, Tom ran in and gave us the comedy 

moment of the night as he drilled in a shot which looked like it KO’ed Davis who took it right in 

the mush. 

 

Half time came with the game deadlocked, although we definitely shaded it. One of the good 

features of Portman Road is that you can peer through the windows of the boxes and have a 

gander at the televisions in there. I found myself looking back there during the interval and a 

few more times as the game unfolded. 

 

The first action of note in the second half was one of those trademark runs by Reo-Coker. He 

just seemed to run into a load of space with defenders backing off. He hit a decent shot from 

outside the area but this was held down low comfortably by Davis. One of these days, he’s 

going to score after one of those runs. 
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On 54 minutes, a mistake by Wilnis allowed Z-man to win the ball just inside the Ipswich half, 

and once again the Ipswich defence backed off allowing Zamora to shoot. Davis gathered that 

one almost as comfortably as the shot before. 

 

Marlon the predator 

 

It was a long throw in on 60 minutes which started the move that led to sheer unbridled 

jubilation amongst the travelling support. A series of passes were exchanged, Fletch picked up 

the ball centrally and laid off a lovely pass to the edge of the box. This is where Marlon the 

predator likes to find the ball at his feet as he can always use his strength to roll off defenders. 

He made for the by line and then rolled a devastating cross into the 6 yard box to find the 

waiting Z-man who sidefooted into the net. 

 

Head tennis took place in the West Ham box on 67 minutes but Anton did well to shin away a 

powerful low cross, although it looked like it hurt him. 

 

Marlon had been given a job of defensive duties in the 4-5-1 formation and he made a real 

striker’s tackle on 70 minutes. Fletch gave away a free kick a minute later, and when the ball 

was cleared from this, Marlon tidied up deep in his own half. He nutmegged an opponent and 

then slipped the ball to Reo-Coker who gave him the ball back. He looked up and sent over a 

great ball towards Zamora. What happened next was absolutely beautiful. It was sublime. It 

was South American in execution. It was a controlled, quality volley that rivalled the great 

Italian master’s goal against Wimbledon. 

 

I had to join in. I’ve never liked the song, but it had to be done. “He comes from Shite Hart 

Lane, he’s better than Jermain…” We have waited 15 long months to see that match winning 

quality from Z-man, but it was almost worth waiting for. Although Teddy may be fit for the 

final, Zamora surely must start 

 

The match felt won when Magilton the play maker came off and then Dailly came on for the 

excellent Tom who looked like he’d tweaked a hamstring. Dailly looked like he’d even done 

something about the Leo Sayer barnet. 

 

Bowditch nearly brought down a fine ball on 77 minutes but he lost control of the ball just in 

front of goal. 
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Another tactical change happened on 78 minutes when Newton came on for Z-man. I would 

have loved to have seen a hattrick but it was the right decision. 

 

No ideas left 

 

Ipswich looked bereft of ideas and every time they tried to hoist it forward to Kuqi or Bent, the 

central defence was absolutely solid. It was marvellous to watch – two twenty year olds taking 

on and coping with two of the most dangerous strikers in the league. 

 

Wilnis got into a great position on 85 minutes and put a ball into the danger area, but there 

was Ward immediately into challenge and block. 

 

Mark Noble came on for the last couple of minutes of extra time for Matty and the rest of the 

game was comfortably played out by West Ham apart from a moment when Bent got a free 

header in added time from one of the few decent crosses put over in the second half. There 

was a funny moment when Marlon had a bit of scrap down by the corner flag. The keeper trod 

on his foot and Marlon went down like he’d been shot. He got booked for simulation. 

 

The final whistle went and we all went mental. The support was superb and Romford was 

absolutely right when he said that the promised Ipswich “cauldron” hadn’t turned up. We were 

the f*cking cauldron and we are going back to Cardiff. 

 

ALAN PARDEW’S CLARET & BLUE ARMY 

 

The one thing where I thought the support was ungenerous was in the continued non-

recognition of the manager’s contribution. We slagged him badly (and rightly) for the tactics in 

Cardiff last year, but he got it absolutely right tonight. Credit where credit is due. He has come 

through a pile of sh*t this year where at some points he seemed always to be 90 minutes away 

from the sack. The media was on his case, we were on his case. Sure, mistakes were made 

earlier in the season, but he stuck relentlessly to the task under intense pressure. That takes a 

lot of bottle. I take my hat off to you, Alan, let’s now go and do it in Wales. 
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Preston North End 0 West Ham 1, 30.5.05 
Back at the same gay bar as the year before but the feeling is very different. Zamora 

does it again and we all end up at an East End knees up celebrating our return to the 

Premiership… 

 

Oxford Fred is one of the most stubborn b*stards I know.  

 

He insisted on a return to the Golden Cross in Wood Street prior to the match for a drink with 

his gay friends. There was a DJ there with enough piercings in his face to set off any metal 

detector within about 30 yards. I said to Fred that the geezer must have real problems getting 

through airports, but Fred said that as he only probably ever went to San Francisco, they’d 

probably got used to him by now.  

 

We may have returned to same pre-match watering hole, but this year it felt really different. 

Last year, I had this overwhelming dread that we were going to get turned over. These big 

games are about psychology and mental strength; last season’s West Ham looked scared and 

uncertain on the big stage. The opposition knew it; we didn’t turn up for the match and the 

manager totally lost the plot with his substitutions.  

 

Victory is certain  

 

This year, no such doubt in my mind. The manager sounded bold as brass as well – “We are 

going to win.” Right approach – not over-confident but certain that the team was prepared and 

ready to do the job. Continuity in team selection was there as well during a pretty solid final 

run-in.  

 

Everything looked right this time to me. Real solidity in central defence. Renewed confidence 

in our strikers, including a West Ham fan that we had all written off as a useless Spuds reject. 

Jimmy Walker looking good, Matty on song, Mullins playing in the right position. We even had 

the luxury of one of the finest goal poachers in modern English football waiting on the bench 

and a cut price right sided midfielder who had already won a playoff final twice with other 

clubs.  
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Although we got into Cardiff at about 1230, the time just flew by. This was the same as last 

year – before you know it you have to leave Abba and Bronski Beat behind (yes, I know) and get 

your ar*e into the stadium.  

 

Phoenix Nights  

 

Up in the Gods looking down on that pitch surrounded by raucous Irons just willing the team to 

win has got to be one of the biggest highs you can experience. The scene was magnificent and 

there was no doubt that we were up for it. The Northenders were doing their best with a 

display of “thunder sticks”, which is all a bit rugby league for me. As Fred said, “Look at ‘em, 

this is just a day out for them, it’s f*cking like Phoenix Nights down there.”  

 

What can you say about that first half? Tom set off by Shaun Newton, running in and hitting the 

post right at the outset – a crying shame that he didn’t get that elusive goal. We had the 

momentum from then on, with Marlon and Z-man combining well to feed Matty a great ball. 

Nash in the Preston goal – one of the Championship’s better ‘keepers - made a fine save to 

deny him.  

 

We looked immense at the back, snuffing out anything that the northerners attempted. Elliot 

Ward and Anton were key to this, and Preston lacked width, meaning that they had to resort 

too much to the ball down the middle. It’s hard to recall a header that was missed by the 

young duo whose first introduction at Wigan away marked the turning point in a roller-coaster 

season.  

 

The main vulnerability – and the signs were there at the home game against Ipswich – was at 

set pieces. It was the only way Preston were going to score and Lucketti came close from a 

corner.  

 

We coped best  

 

0-0 at half time, but despite the sheer tension of the occasion, I still remained confident as we 

looked like we were coping with the atmosphere and pressure better than they were. Why 

shouldn’t we? We had been there before; Preston looked a bit like they were trying to come to 

terms with it all.  
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After the interval, it was another set piece which immediately caused us problems, when a 

corner found Cresswell who headed goalwards. There was Shaun Newton – surely one of the 

most inspirational bargain basement mid-season buys we have made in living memory – to clear 

it off the line.  

 

If the problem was in the set pieces, we were dominating the open play and the scare of the 

Cresswell attempt sparked us into action. Newton the saviour got a great ball through to Marlon 

who forced a save from Nash. Z-man was waiting, but he seemed to hurry his shot, allowing 

Mawene to parry the ball on the goal line. It came out to Marlon a second time, but a great 

chance evaporated with a solid save by Nash again.  

 

A West Ham earlier in the season would have been badly affected by failing to exploit an 

opportunity like that, but we were a different team now. It was Etherington that made the 

difference after he used his pace to leave Mawene trailing in his wake. Two defenders slipped 

as the ball got put over, and there was the waiting Zamora to sidefoot into the bottom corner.  

 

Re-birth  

 

It wasn’t exactly the cleanest strike you’ve ever seen, but sheer unbridled pandemonium 

followed where I was standing. Geezers I had never seen in my life were hanging off me and all 

the pent up frustrations – two season’s worth – erupted out of 30,000-odd Hammers’ fans. It 

wasn’t a roar of joy; it was a roar of total and utter release and relief. The last time I had 

heard something like that was when I was present at the birth of ESM Jnr. Women in childbirth 

make strange noises and now I know that West Ham fans do when they can see release from 

the obscurity of the Championship.  

 

It wasn’t over though, there was over 30 minutes to go and Nugent caused more than a 

furrowed brow when he went on a serpentine run and a shot which Walker covered extremely 

well. Nugent in many respects personified the Preston mentality. The season to date showed 

that he had a lot of quality, but unlike our 20 year-olds in defence he looked over-awed by the 

enormity of the match.  

 

Unlike Pardew last year, Preston’s manager, Billy Davies made the right response to this turn of 

events by bringing on an additional striker in the shape of Patrick Agyemang. This worried me 

as the bloke always plays well against West Ham. He scored with almost his first touch at Upton 

Park earlier in the season and he had done it again the season before when playing for 

Wimbledon.  
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Who’s lost the plot?  

 

It was at this point that Pardew received the ire of some fans around me, as he chose to 

respond to Preston’s change by taking off Zamora and replacing him with Christian Dailly. 

“What is he playing at?” they bellowed. “He’s f*cking lost the plot again”. But this was an 

entirely different situation to last year. Preston had not threatened apart from dead ball 

situations, and this time we had our noses in front. I said to the bloke next to me, “Those tw*ts 

want to keep that abuse to later if we end up conceding a goal.”  

 

We looked in control, but it all very nearly went up in smoke with a moment of madness from 

Jimmy Walker who came haring out to try and claim a long ball punted forward. Surely it was 

an adrenalin rush that made him forget where the edge of the area was, and in trying to 

retrieve safety he twisted his knee badly.  

 

It looked bad and it was clear that he couldn’t continue. Time for the likeable Bywater to come 

on and try to deal with a free kick in a very dangerous position. It’s at times like this that you 

almost wish you weren’t an Atheist, but apparently there were enough God-fearing Hammers in 

the Stadium to pull in a favour with the Big Man upstairs as Bywater and the wall got it right.  

 

The last remaining nail-chewing event was the display of a board with 7 minutes added time. 7 

f*cking minutes! We needn’t have worried, as the team ran it down very capably as Preston ran 

out of steam and ideas.  

 

I shall fear no evil  

 

Scenes of chaos and partying followed as the whistle went and the players ran around in 

jubilation. Sheer and utter release from what felt like the end of a two-year stretch in 

Wormwood Scrubbs. The singing put the hairs on the back of your neck up. We had been 

through two long years of darkness. Though I walk through the valley of Rotherham, I shall 

come out the other side and emerge into the light (or sh*te, when we walk out of White Hart 

Lane station on the way to a PREMIERSHIP match next season).  

 

By the way, Mr. Bruce, I have not forgotten what you said just before that final game in the 

Premiership in May 2003. I would dearly love to see role-reversal next season. He who laughs 

last, laughs loudest.  
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Eventually the 40 minute long post final whistle celebrations subsided. What a contrast to how 

we felt twelve months before. The game was like last year in reverse. Preston performed like 

we had done against Palace and we just controlled the game. I don’t think I even uttered a 

word for an hour the previous May. This time the world was a beautiful place. The birds were 

singing in the trees. I swore I saw a copper riding a unicorn.  

 

It took hours to navigate the M4, but Fred and I would have happily spent several days on that 

Welsh tarmac. Just how uplifting was it to see the traveling Irons in gridlocked celebration 

trying to escape sheep-shagging country. People were stopping on the side of the road not to 

relieve themselves, but because it looked like a good spot to stop and dance around manically. 

We saw some geezer on the hard shoulder with a megaphone, ranting away like a madman.  

 

Tribal gathering  

 

The next day it was clear that the vocal chords had paid a price and communication was 

somewhat restricted. We all knew where we had to be though – it was time to pay homage at 

Upton Park.  

 

A truly inspiring scene was waiting at Green Street. It was a gathering of the tribe. Boll*cks to 

all those moaning on the radio that we weren’t entitled to it. So what if we come 6th, we are 

back in the Premiership and entitled to mark that success. After all, the FA Cup is meaningless 

compared to the £20 million + that results from that one game. This is the biggest single game 

in Europe if not the world in terms of reward. Who says we shouldn’t be amongst our own to 

mark that?  

 

The bus shelters were groaning under the weight of excited fans and there was barely a 

rooftop, wall or window ledge that didn’t have somebody going quite mental. Although we’d all 

had 24 hours for it to sink in, the reality didn’t quite hit me until I saw the team bus turn the 

corner and pass the Boleyn. Mark Noble – and didn’t he look like an ordinary fan, rather than a 

gifted footballer – was there at the front brandishing the strange Championship trophy which 

signaled the route back to where our great club truly belongs.  

 

We waited in front of the balcony for words of wisdom, but few were spoken as the PA system 

was playing up. Our manager – who at last got some recognition for his contribution – simply 

promised that the team would not let us down in the Premiership.  
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Unexpected and expected absentees  

 

The only disappointment for me about the parade was that there was no sign of Tomas Repka. 

Tom has played a big part in the season and although he has had his faults, I think we can all 

agree that he has been one of the big personalities in the team. I’m sure his absence signals 

the end to his time with us, but all the best, Tom.  

 

The other absentee was the usual one. Someone who dropped us in the sh*t in the first place. 

Mr. Terrence Brown, the faceless parasite, who will no doubt be looking to reclaim his 

£500,000 plus salary and perks (backdated to May 2003, no doubt). There was a theory amongst 

many that in the lead up to the playoff final we were in a no-lose situation. Win and we get 

promoted, lose and we get a new Chairman. Apart from the fact that my overriding desire to 

get back to the Premiership even outweighs my dislike of Mr. Brown, I think that it was by no 

means given that he would have gone had we not gone up.  

 

We can’t have it both ways, and unless I am very mistaken, old Terry is going to be hanging 

around. The evidence of that is in today’s interview in the Sun newspaper, where the usual 

claptrap is out on display again. Naturally, the past problems were everybody else’s fault 

(particularly Harry’s and Roeder’s) and we are promised £20 million to invest in transfer fees 

and salaries for next season. Pity even a quarter of that sum wasn’t found in the summer of 

2003, and maybe we would still have that talent that he bemoans losing when we took the 

drop.  

 

Unclean  

 

It seems almost dirty to even sink to the level of responding to this. We’ve heard it all before 

and quite frankly, who wants to think about a man who makes anonymity into an artform, 

when we should be basking in the glory of the greatest day out we have all had for years, if not 

decades.  

 

This is not to say that there are now many unanswered questions about how the club is run and 

our strategy for Premiership survival. What I will say is that if 4th from bottom is being offered 

now, I’ll take it.  
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Our task is to do a Bolton or a Charlton. Survive, consolidate and allow the undoubted young 

talent at our club to grow in stature. The route to be followed is to make Upton Park a fortress 

once again, and who says we can’t do that now we will be facing Premiership teams looking to 

try and win, rather than Championship teams coming and defending. Pardew, too, deserves 

more than a chance to make it all work, and those so-called fans that were berating him on the 

radio after the match should hang their heads in shame. The foundation is in place, but clearly 

we need to strengthen in key positions. Getting that right and putting the promised £20 million 

to work is the biggest challenge Pardew will have faced. I wish him all the luck in the world. 
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West Ham 3 Blackburn 1, 13.8.05 
We are top of the league, I said we are top of the league… 

 

A choice had to be made this weekend between watching the Ashes at Old Trafford or our 

return to the Premier League. I think you already know what I decided to do, and the thoughts 

you are about to read were composed on a train up to Mancsville on Saturday night.  

Unfortunately due to enormous amounts of alcohol over two days of watching outstanding Test 

cricket with a bunch of reprobates I first met in South Africa, the normal ESM service has got 

somewhat delayed. Apologies but this is what happens when the cricket season and the football 

season coincide. 

 

Incidentally, I did go down to the Theatre of Sh*te (or the “Toast Rack” as a Citeh fan of my 

acquaintance calls it) during lunch just to tell a Manc steward that the cockney boys would 

soon be back “doing the Barthez”. The thick northern c*nt had no idea what I was on about. 

 

Turn to stone 

 

After two years of purgatory in the second best league, who didn’t turn up Saturday with a 

slight feeling of unease? I have to say I was feeling quite queezy, although this could have also 

been down to a dodgy Friday night curry or being caught by the Medusa-like stare of Mr 

Terence Brown on page 7 of the programme. We are promised a “regular column”. I sincerely 

f*cking hope not. 

 

Anyway, no West Ham fan of any standing could not have felt moved by the pre-match 

atmosphere. The hairs were up on the back of everybody’s necks as we all went through about 

three renditions of “Bubbles”. Top stuff and this is what it really is all about – turning our 

ground back into Fortress Upton Park, making it a place where the opposition fears to come. 
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Unexpected 

 

The team line up was not what I was expecting as the non-arrival of Tom meant that there 

would have to be a different solution to the right side of defence. Dailly was put there in a 

somewhat unfamiliar role, while the rest of the defence was the expected 

Anton/Gabbers/Kondicksy combo. In midfield there was new signing Yossi down the right, 

Matty down the left and Mullins and Reo-Coker in the centre. As expected, the strikeforce was 

Marlon and Teddy. One of the biggest cheers today was for Carroll, closely followed by one for 

Shaka. It is good to know that we have some solidity between the sticks with those two. 

 

Although the raucous support of about 32,000 Irons was a joy to behold, it probably added to 

the nerves of our newly promoted team, as the start all looked a bit manic and erratic. Kuqi, 

fresh from his transfer from Ipswich latched onto a ball in the very first minute, and Anton had 

to be alert to clear. A Blackburn free kick followed, but this was fired straight at the wall in 

unimaginative style. 

 

Unleash the hare 

 

On three minutes, Reo-Coker took command of a ball in his own half and laid off a superb ball 

which Marlon pursued like a man possessed. He got into the box on the right hand side, but 

skewed his shot wide when he really should have hit the target. 

 

Yossi’s first touch of the ball on 7 minutes saw him get muscled off it and a minute later Reid 

made a wild long range speculative shot following a hesitant clearance by Daily. 

 

Blackburn’s first real chance came on 10 minutes after a free kick was conceded by Reo-Coker 

in a central position about thirty yards out. Savage fancied a go, but his curling attempt was 

defended really well by Kondicksy, who headed behind. 

 

Matty had his first run at a Premiership defence on 12 minutes, but he was closed down very 

quickly and could not get in a cross. 
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Dailly and dally 

 

Dailly thought he would introduce Carroll to the NHS inspired school of back passes on the 

quarter hour, but our Ulster keeper came out very quickly to deny Kuqi who fouled him. Then a 

minute later, you could hear a pin drop after Blackburn defender Andy Todd converted a loose 

ball from a corner. ESM Jnr simply said, “You cannot afford not to clear loose balls in the box 

in the Premiership.” He’s got a point. 

 

The loss of a goal immediately showed a side of the West Ham faithful that was not too much 

in evidence during the time in the Championship. Instead of the general berating of the team 

and instant recourse to the blame culture, the response was nothing but encouragement. 

Ironically, the return to the top flight has taken a weight of expectation off our players’ 

shoulders. 

 

On 18 minutes, Yossi took a nice free kick down the right which Teddy flicked on in his 

customary style, but Friedel was equal to it. Then a minute later, Savage – the player we all 

love to hate but would really love to have in our side – took out Marlon and got a yellow card. 

 

New improved Marlon 

 

Marlon – who looks almost a yard quicker to me – latched onto a ball on 21 minutes and shot off 

like a rocket. He was almost too quick as his dangerous cross found no West Ham players in the 

box and a defender was able to nod safely back to the ‘keeper. 

 

I could have rubbed my eyes and thought I was watching Julian with new knees as Konchesky 

went piling into Savage trying to retrieve a ball from Matty on 23 minutes. Take that you tw*t. 

Savage did not like that, bless him, but ref Alan Wiley decided that it only merited a word 

rather than a card. 

 

Obviously a difference of opinion in the BML led to fisticuffs on about 27 minutes which was 

intriguing. It seemed to kick off again a couple of minutes later and you wonder what that was 

all about. Could it have been about criticism of the team from somebody who had been absent 

during the two years in the wilderness? No doubt someone will have the SP on that. 

 

Anton, who looks more accomplished every game, did well to deal with a low cross from the 

right on 29 minutes. I just feel that he is going top have a big season for us. 

 



I’M GONNA TAKE YOU TO A GAY BAR 

EAST STAND MARTIN’S 2005 ANNUAL 

 

105

Teddy the provider 

 

The ball of the game to date was delivered by Teddy on 33 minutes and Marlon showed 

blistering pace to nick the ball away from the advancing Friedel. Unfortunately there were few 

options and the ball to the far post only led to an unthreatening header by Yossi which was 

gathered easily. 

 

More rapid movement and precise one touch passing followed on 35 minutes, after a terrific 

chest down by Marlon to Teddy. He then found Matty who went on a run and returned the ball 

back to Teddy in space, but the veteran decided to try placement which was not good enough 

to beat Friedel. 

 

Marlon won the ball brilliantly again on 36 minutes but the move came to nothing as Matty’s 

cross was put behind for a corner. Matty was really firing now though, as a minute later he sent 

in a dangerous cross which no-one was more surprised than Friedel to gather. It looked certain 

that someone would get something on it, but they didn’t. 

 

Two minutes later, Teddy tried his luck again following a pass from Dailly. His curling chip from 

the edge of the box was audacious but overly-ambitious. 

 

Pressure maintained 

 

West Ham kept up the pressure on 40 minutes as Kondicksy managed another overlap down the 

left and sent over a good, low cross. A goalmouth scramble resulted, but no-one could get their 

foot on it. 

 

Despite the strong end to the half, Mullins had to be very sharp to intercept a ball fired into 

the six yard box. The corner that resulted nearly saw Kuqi get a clean header. It was a close 

call, but it would have been rough justice if Blackburn had stolen a second after such a long 

period of dominance by the home team. 

 

Half time and it felt that we were hard done by to be one down. Although I was pretty happy 

with the team’s performance I did have bit of a rant to people around me who would listen 

about the decision to play Dailly as right back. My argument was that Gabbers had played well 

down the right at Palace and Elliott could have been quite happily ensconced in central 

defence. Dailly or Mullins could then have played in the centre of midfield in the ball winning 

role. 
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This rant then sparked off another about Ward. This is the player that I reckon turned our 

season around at the away game at Wigan. I still have not seen that boy have a bad game in a 

West Ham shirt and he had eliminated Kuqi in both playoff games against Ipswich. I really do 

believe that he is unfortunate to be on the bench. 

 

The equaliser 

 

The players returned with no changes on either side, but West Ham carried on where they had 

left off and an equaliser came in the very first minute after the beak. Reo-Coker won the ball 

and surged forward. He found Yossi down the right and he made a lovely pass which bounced 

off a defender’s heel to find Teddy in the box who just does not spurn chances like that. He 

may be 39, but I reckon he’d still put those away at 49. 

 

The goal really charged Reo-Coker up and he decided to take the game to Bellamy, winning the 

ball brilliantly on 49 minutes. Immediately after, Marlon made a fantastic body swerve to find 

space and he unleashed a powerful shot which went just wide of the left upright. Friedel 

looked mightily unimpressed with his defence. 

 

Nigel scythes ‘em apart 

 

Reo-Coker was now on an adrenalin rush and yet another rapid run forward on 50 minutes 

resulted in a move between Matty and Marlon which saw a cross go over everybody. Two 

minutes later, Reo-Coker was off again going forward without a care in the world and trailing 

the Blackburn midfield in his wake. Matty was released again and he sent over a wicked cross 

which Teddy could not quite meet with an outstretched foot, leaving Friedel very relieved to 

see the ball fly past his left hand post. 

 

The disappointing Kuqi was replaced by Gresko on 54 minutes and the next move of note was 

by Blackburn and involved a last ditch header by Gabbers to concede a corner. From that 

corner, the ball was headed goalwards but the excellent Kondicksy was standing on the right 

hand post to clear. 

 

Then Reo Coker made everybody’s day on 61 minutes with an early contender for goal of the 

season. He picked up the ball, ran forward and smashed a simply top class shot right into the 

top corner with Friedel flailing. It was fair reward for a scintillating performance. If he carries 

on like this, he must eventually come into contention for England. 
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Just four minutes after the goal, Reo-Coker was the provider again for Marlon, but he made a 

hurried shot which went scudding by the right hand post. 

 

Both sides change it 

 

Tactical changes were made on both sides on 71 minutes, with Dickov coming on for the 

defender Mokoena and Shaun Newton for Teddy. 

 

With eleven minutes left, Marlon decided to go play keep ball by the corner flag but after 

losing possession, for some imponderable reason, the Blackburn defender decided to make a 

nice pass to Yossi. It was a diabolical error, but the classy Israeli coolly slotted a ball across to 

Matty who had the simplest of sidefoots into the net. 

 

Utter pandemonium followed with ecstatic scenes all around. We were not only back but 

strolling it. 

 

Virtually after the restart, Dickov tried some retribution in his inimitable style with a 

disgraceful lunge at Kondicksy. It was one of those fouls that can result in serious injury. 

Fortunately he was OK and the Scottish hooligan got his marching orders deservedly. 

 

We are top of the league 

 

It then dawned on a lot of people that we were top of the league. Now when was the last time 

you heard that being chanted at Upton Park? 

 

Mark Noble came on to general acclaim on 83 minutes to replace Mullins, who had performed 

reasonably well. You do feel that he dwells on the ball too long sometimes and I have to admit 

I kept muttering “get and give” when he was near the ball. 

 

Marlon showed that he still had a lot of energy left at the end of what had been a high octane 

performance when he used his strength to make a ball his with ease. His cross was cut out but 

from the corner which followed, Dailly just nodded wide. 
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Blackburn spurned one last chance with two minutes of ordinary time left, when Bellamy got 

free on the edge of the box but shot poorly wide. Extra time saw one last piece of cultured 

passing from Yossi to Matty, but the move broke down after Noble couldn’t get a shot away in 

the box. Matty tried again with another run just after, but Newton spooned over a shot from 

inside the box after the ball had been laid back to him. 

 

Calm down 

 

Let’s not get unrealistic ideas about what this game means. It was the first game, against a 

lacklustre opposition that looked pretty disjointed. What was really encouraging was the pace 

of our movement and passing. If we carry on in this fashion we will trouble a lot of teams in the 

middle or lower parts of the table. Our objective is to build a campaign that will ensure 

survival and today was the first small step in the right direction. 

 

The backing of the fans is a vital ingredient as well, and didn’t we all turn up and deliver the 

passion that the team needs? 

 

The team spirit appears to be very positive, nothing like that negative demeanour which 

affected us up to Christmas the last time we were in the top league. It really is time to 

recognise that the manager must have played a big part in instilling belief and dynamism in the 

team. 

 

Let’s not expect to come away with anything up in the north east next Saturday, but on the 

strength of today’s performance, who’s to say we might not return southwards with a point. 

Now wouldn’t that be a Brucey Bonus? 
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Newcastle 0 West Ham 0, 20.8.05 
The first away trip of the Premiership campaign and we pull off a draw in an 

uncharacteristically sunny Newcastle. Konch gets sent off for no good reason and the 

Geordies are not happy with their manager. 

 

You may have seen the story in the week about the climber who spent years under a cloud 

about whether he’d left his brother to die half way up a mountain. Well, he’s finally off the 

hook as they found his sibling’s frozen corpse in a spot which proved his side of the story.  

Having read the whole saga, I reckon the bloke would never have left his brother, but I can tell 

you that I would have left mine climbing those stairs to get up to the away support at St James’ 

Park. There were Irons fans puffing like f*ck as they scaled the north face to get to their seats. 

“Good job I’m so fit” said one of our number, looking on the verge of a coronary. I only made it 

as I had crampons on. 

 

The pre-match thinking in this game was that we would be on a high after last week’s win, 

while the barcodes would still be lacking attacking options with their continuing failed quest to 

sign a striker (snap!). With Ameobi suspended, Dyer injured (quelle surprise) and classy Turkish 

midfield star Emre picking up a knock on international duty, we had to have a chance, didn’t 

we? 

 

Tom’s back 

 

The starting line up was the same as against Blackburn, although the returning Repka took the 

right back spot in place of Daily. The formation was different, though, with Marlon playing as 

the lone striker up front and Teddy playing in a withdrawn role. 

 

We started pretty much as we left off last Saturday and as early as two minutes, Matty broke 

free after a great ball was threaded through the legs of a defender by Teddy. The resulting 

cross was held easily by Given. 

 

Immediately afterwards, Tom was caught napping by a throw, but Roy Carroll was quick to 

gather the ball and snuff out the danger. 
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On five minutes, Reo Coker went on another one of those trademark blistering forward runs of 

his, but the opportunity was wasted as Marlon failed to make the obvious pass out to Matty who 

was advancing down the left. Yossi had a pot shot instead which was pretty awful. A minute 

later, Reo Coker won the ball superbly in the centre of midfield but Marlon found himself 

marooned in an offside position as the ball was passed. 

 

Matty made the next move of note on nine minutes, when he went on a great run and then 

found Marlon, but his attempted return ball to Matty on the edge of the box was cut out. 

 

As quiet as a Gooner 

 

West Ham were really dictating the opening play and Yossi was next to show with a beautiful 

slanted pass to feed the advancing Tom, who won a corner. Chaos reigned in the Newcastle box 

when they failed to clear but no-one could get a killer strike in. 

 

West Ham’s play was all about holding possession and playing the game at their own pace. It 

was great to watch and see our team playing with so much confidence in front of the Geordie 

faithful. They had cottoned on to our control of the game as they were as quiet as the Gooners 

at Highbury. 

 

Despite the early good play, it all nearly went pear-shaped on the quarter hour as there was a 

near cock up between Gabbers and Caroll as the former tried to shield the ball unsuccessfully. 

Two corners followed in quick succession but the barcodes could not capitalise on their first 

real spell of pressure. 

 

On 19 minutes, Carroll was called upon to make a one handed save from N'Zogbia after 

Celestine Babayaro had made a fine run down the wing. 

 

Denied by Given 

 

We were all up celebrating Yossi’s first goal for the cub three minutes later, but the ball 

unbelievably hit the keeper somehow and was cleared off the line. The chance resulted from a 

brilliant exchange of passes between Kondicksy and Marlon and a lovely weighted through ball 

from Teddy. Yossi slid in to beat Given to the ball and he was desperately unlucky. Everytime I 

see this Israeli, I like him more and more. 
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Mullins, incidentally, was really having a stormer. He looked relaxed and just kept making 

effective passes. I would love to see him play like this every week in the centre of the park. 

That appalling display as centre back at Reading last season is now erased from the memeory. 

 

Good work by Eterington on 26 minutes created a half chance for Teddy, but he headed over. A 

minute later, Shearer had the same result down the other end. 

 

Hammer of Year in waiting 

 

Reo Coker, who will be Hammer of the Year if he carries on this way, then went on another 

incisive run on 32 minutes. For one exciting moment it looked like he would go all the way and 

score, but he elected to try and lay the ball off, and it was blocked on the edge of the area. 

 

Kondicksy got mugged by Stephen Carr on 33 minutes, but his cross went right across the box 

and out of danger. Then Mullins gave the ball away, but Newcastle just looked bereft of ideas 

coming forward. 

 

Marlon surged forward on 35 minutes after a long hoofed ball but he was adjudged to have 

fouled the defender and his shot was skewed wide in any event. 

 

Reo Coker muscled in again to make an excellent tackle on 37 minutes and he managed to find 

Marlon with a great pass, but his final ball was poor with Yossi free on the right hand side of 

the box. If we can get the final ball right, we are going to score plenty of goals this season. 

 

One Alan Pardew 

 

With five minutes left in the half, I could hardly believe my ears as the travelling Irons asked 

the manager to “give them a wave”. This was swiftly followed by “There’s only one Alan 

Pardew”. It’s been a long time coming that and the bloke fully deserves that recognition. 

 

The half’s comedy moment then happened, as Marlon chased down a back pass and Given 

cleared the ball off his chest. It went up a country mile and Marlon had absolutely no idea 

where the ball was. It was like a pantomime – “It’s behind you!” we all bellowed. 

 

The half ended with Yossi showing what great feet he has. Stick him in a tight space and he 

seems to nick it out somehow. £2.5 million has bought pure trickery. 
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Now that was a half of football that should give everybody hope that we are going to survive in 

the Premiership. True, like Blackburn last week, Newcastle looked uninterested and off colour, 

but our control, confidence and passing was impressive. 

 

Teddy withdrawn 

 

No changes at half time, but three minutes in Shaun Newton came on for Teddy and you have 

to assume that he had signalled to the bench that he wasn’t going to run off a knock he’d got 

in the dying moments of the first half. 

 

Reo Coker was giving out more of the same with another run that cut through the Newcastle 

middle and led to him finding Matty, but his cross was cut out. Newton then cut free down the 

right on 56 minutes and out over a tantalising cross which had to be put behind by the 

Newcastle defence. 

 

No flag means red 

 

A minute later, Nigel then uncharacteristically gave the ball away in a central position inside 

the Newcastle half. The ball was quickly put forward by Milner and Jenas was one on one with 

Kondicksy who made a last ditch tackle. The play stopped with ref Dermot Gallagher looking 

like he would penalise the defender, but there was no flag at all from the assistant. Gallagher 

decided to ask for his opinion, but the quick conflab led to him brandishing a red card. It was 

impossible to see from our end whether it was a foul or not. 

 

The free kick was in a dangerous position and Shearer beat the wall to left, but Carroll was 

there to save down low. 

 

West Ham did not look unduly affected by the sending off, and Yossi, Reo Coker and Newton 

were immediately involved in some nice midfield interplay. In fact, we seemed to look even 

more determined, leading to the travelling Hammers taunting Newcastle with “Easy, easy, 

easy”. 
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Carroll in control 

 

It looked like a certain Newcastle goal on 69 minutes after Babayaro set up Lee Clark, but 

Caroll’s outstretched hand saved the day again, and Gabbers was able to clear our lines. The 

resulting corner saw the ball come loose on the edge of the box, and Carroll had to be alert to 

push over a dipping half volley from Lee Bowyer. 

 

The sending off had certainly raised the temperature and Jenas was booked on 70 minutes 

after a cynical foul on Marlon. Then a minute later it was handbags in the centre circle as 

Hayden Mullins did not take kindly to a tackle. 

 

With twelve minutes left, Dailly was brought on for Yossi who’d had a quieter second half. 

Matty still had some energy left and on 82 minutes he won a free kick after a run forward. 

Dailly was on the end of the cross but could only head over the crossbar. 

 

P45 beckons 

 

From then on the Newcastle fans decided to leave in droves, as they had worked out that there 

was little prospect of a goal from their team. This sparked a rousing chorus directed at Souness 

of “You’re getting sacked in the morning” from the away support. 

 

With three minutes of normal time left, Marlon got booked after he got a bit fruity after having 

been denied a free kick. A corner followed for Newcastle which led to a bit of a goalmouth 

scramble after thrown in with bodies flying in from everywhere. West Ham were just tenacious 

in defence of goal and Gabbers was at the heart of it, snuffing out Shearer. 

 

Zamora was introduced on 88 minutes for Marlon who got a warm round of applause. It was Z 

man who had the last chance for West Ham after Reo Coker flew forward and got a ball to him 

in the box. For a second it looked like Zamora might unleash a shot in the box, but he passed it 

back to Nigel who couldn’t get a shot away. 

 

Newcastle managed one last move after Tom got sucked out of position, allowing a move down 

the left. The cross came in but the shot from Parker that followed was wild and wide. 
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No fear 

 

The final whistle heralded the standing ovation which West Ham fully merited. If last week’s 

game was very encouraging, then this was a notch above. We went up to that Geordie cauldron 

and played with absolutely no fear at all. We silenced one of the most passionate crowds in 

Europe. What’s more, when we went down to 10 men with fully 35 minutes left, we fought 

even harder. You would have taken 4 points after two games, and if we can make that 7 after 

next week’s home game against Bolton, we will all be very happy indeed. 

 

One final point, it was absolutely right that the manager was getting the plaudits from the 

West Ham fans. It’s been long overdue. How ironic that the manager under pressure tonight is 

not Pardew but his dour Scottish counterpart. That’s football for you. 
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West Ham 1 Bolton Wanderers 2, 27.8.05 

Our first defeat in our return to the Premiership and we didn’t deserve it. The pain of 

defeat was lessened by a fantastic win by the England cricket team up in Nottingham 

where I ended up after the match. 

There’s nothing more enjoyable than really bellowing out some pent up feelings after years of 

frustration. I can tell you that standing outside the Australian team’s hotel in Nottingham this 

Bank Holiday Sunday giving it about as a large as it gets, is the kind of therapy I would 

recommend to anybody.  

That’s twice this year I have been taken to the heights of ecstasy. What have Bobby Zamora 

and Ashley Giles got in common? They both sent yours truly radio rental in 2005. 

 

Mercenaries 

 

Ashes or no Ashes, I’m not going to miss a West Ham home game, even if it does happen to 

involve big fat Sam and his bunch of foreign mercenaries. Bolton aren’t exactly a club that any 

West Ham fan can have much affection for – it still seems just the other day that we trekked up 

to the Reebok to see Okocha shrug off Joe Cole and unleash a rocket. I still say that it was that 

game that sent us down. 

 

We lined up for this game exactly the same way we’d started up in the Toon the week before, 

although the withdrawal of Konchesky’s red card was required to make that happen. This was 

good to see, as a settled team is a key ingredient to progress. 

 

It all looked very promising at the beginning, with Teddy finding Konch twice in two minutes 

with a couple of nice passes. He put over some pretty nice crosses but Jaaskelainen – not for 

the last time during the match – took the ball comfortably. 

 

The beautiful game 

 

On four minutes Yossi stroked a pass of sheer beauty across the field to find Teddy who in turn 

laid off the ball to Mullins. He smashed a powerful shot from thirty yards which looked 

goalbound until it hit a Bolton defender. 
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Then on five minutes, Reo Coker went on a searing run through the middle, but the ball got 

lost under his feet as he entered the box. 

 

Bolton picked up a free kick on 6 minutes down the left hand side of our box in a position 

which they normally relish, and a dangerous cross had to be headed behind. 

 

Fat and wise 

 

Allardyce may be corpulent, but he’s no fool. No doubt his review of recent West Ham games 

would have identified the need to shut down both Mullins and Reo Coker. The Bolton midfield 

was clearly tuned into this and they were breathing down our boys’ necks. This caused two 

errors in a row by Nigel and Hayden on eleven minutes. 

 

Then on 11 minutes, the increasingly sensational Benayoun turned brilliantly on a sixpence in 

the box to fool a defender and he tried to curl the ball into the top corner from a tightish 

angle. The alert Jaaskelainen made a great reflex save to deny the Israeli his first goal in the 

claret and blue. 

 

The rapid closing down by Bolton was making West Ham look nervous and Gabbers lost the ball 

under typical pressure. 

 

Marlon loops it 

 

Yossi was the provider again on 14 minutes, when he found Konch, who in turn fed Matty. He 

cut inside and made a lovely chip towards the six yard box. Marlon was hurtling in with an 

outstretched foot, but the ball looped off him and over the bar. ESM Jnr said that Marlon 

should have tried a diving header, but it was an excellent chance. 

 

Stelios, who has decided to stick with salad dodger Sam, got a half shot away on 15 minutes, 

but Carroll dealt with this easily. Seven minutes later a rapid exchange of passes between 

Konch, Matty and Yossi saw the Israeli try to set Matty free in the box, but he couldn’t take 

advantage of some space and the ball sliced off his boot. 
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The Matty/Konch left side combo looked great coming forward again on 26 minutes, and Konch 

on the overlap sent over a dangerous low cross which Jaaskelainen gathered well down low 

without a hint of spilling the ball. The Finnish international ‘keeper cleared quickly to try and 

take advantage of Konch being out of position but Gabbers did well to cover. We will need to 

be careful about getting caught by quick breaks down the flank on the counter attack at home. 

 

After this, I began to notice JJ Okocha showing his ability as a playmaker. You can do nothing 

but admire his craft. 

 

Yossi deflects 

 

On the half hour, Reo Coker won a ball in midfield and made a very nice pass to Tom down the 

right. He put over a good cross and there was Yossi running into the box to get his head on it. 

Once again Jaaskelainen made the take look easy, and Yossi failed to divert the ball 

sufficiently to cause a problem. 

 

Three minutes later, Konch was on the move again and he fired a cross over to the right hand 

side of the box, where the waiting Teddy looked like he took a bit of a tug. Yossi managed to 

pick up the scraps but his first time cross ended up going across the face of the goal with not a 

soul in sight. 

 

Bolton wasted a great chance on 35 minutes after Teddy gave the ball away in an awful 

position just outside his own box. The ball was sent over to two waiting Bolton players who 

couldn’t decide whose job it was to stick it in the back of the net. 

 

Jussi saves again 

 

West Ham responded immediately with a move which set Teddy free in the box. He lobbed up a 

rather strange ball from the right hand side of goal which came down vertically at the left hand 

post. Unfortunately, a defender was on hand to head behind. From the corner, Matty ran free 

and then switched the ball to Yossi who tried a shot through a packed goalmouth. Gabbers did 

brilliantly to try and backflick it into the goal, but Jaaskelainen made another fine reflex save. 

On another day that would have gone in. 

 

Every game has a comedy moment and this came on 39 minutes as Okocha broke free and 

elected to try a shot from inside his own half. He looked a prize tw*t as the ball nearly hit the 

corner flag. 
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No killer 

 

Bolton’s threat was always going to be from a set piece, and a corner on 41 minutes required 

Konch to head off his own line. Then during the one minute added time, a quick free kick by 

West Ham saw Teddy make a wonderful flick to set Marlon up surging into the six yard box. 

Once again, he couldn’t apply the killer touch with his outstretched foot and the ball went 

over the top of the bemused Jaaskelainen's goal. 

 

All in all, West Ham had the better of the half and it was only finishing which was lacking. The 

best chances were not easy to take, although the inevitable mutter in the concourse was that 

Marlon had failed miserably. This was not entirely fair, and some of the comments I heard on 

the radio later almost elevated him to a war criminal. This is way over the top; people need to 

remember that without Marlon we would not be back in the Premiership. 

 

Telegraph 

 

There were no changes at half time, and the first activity of note was a truly awful telegraphed 

cross field ball by Mullins that Diouf gratefully accepted. Next, Marlon made a great tackle on 

48 minutes and he sent Teddy on his way. Unfortunately it would have been better if this had 

been the other way around as Teddy’s lack of pace allowed Bolton to regroup and block. 

 

Diouf, who has to be one of most objectionable little scrotes around, got booked for kicking 

the ball away on 50 minutes, which sparked his substitution for the shaggy haired Campo. Tom 

must have thought this was a good thing to mimic as he got the yellow for the same offence 

four minutes later. 

 

The game looked to be degenerating as yet another yellow came out for Davies on 55 minutes 

as he made a nasty looking late tackle on Anton. 

 

No surprise set piece 

 

Gabbers got caught in possession on 56 minutes and the newly introduced Campo ran towards 

goal and let loose with an absolute peach of a shot from outside the box which hit the crossbar 

with Carroll flailing. A minute later, Marlon won a ball on the edge of the Bolton box, broke 

free, but his finishing was poor. 
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Unsurprisingly, a Bolton goal came from a set piece. There was more than an element of luck 

about it as a shot was blocked expertly by Yossi standing on the near post, but the ball bounced 

around the six yard box and Nolan managed to get a foot on the ball. 

 

Matty, who looked a little jaded, was replaced by debutant Aliadiere on 61 minutes. Stelios 

was the next in the book two minutes later after a tackle from behind on Reo Coker. For some 

reason, when Nolan committed an almost carbon copy offence against Tom just a couple of 

minutes later, the ref Phil Dowd took no action. 

 

How quick is that? 

 

Z-man came on for Marlon with around 25 minutes left. Aliadiere then showed just how quick 

he is, winning a ball running forward. Unfortunately, Teddy lacked his customary touch with a 

return pass. 

 

Zamora broke free down the left on 71 minutes and he delivered a dangerous ball into the box, 

but Teddy at full stretch could do no more than slice the ball wide of the goal from inside the 

box. 

 

Future promise was then offered again by the truly pacey Aliadiere on 75 minutes. He tried to 

dribble right through the middle only to get inevitably fouled just outside the box. There was 

only one man for the job and Teddy was desperately unlucky to see his free kick cannon off the 

bar. 

 

Reo Coker, who had a much quieter game – largely due to the highly organised and disciplined 

Bolton midfield – managed to get a snap shot away on 80 minutes from just inside the box. It 

looked like the ball was going wide of the goal, but Jaaskelainen decided to turn it around the 

post for safety’s sake. 

 

Sucker punch 

 

82 minutes saw a double change, with Davies coming on for Faye and Ward for Gabbers. West 

Ham were pressing forward trying to find the equaliser with Ward as a makeshift front man. In 

true Trotter style, Bolton then got the counter attack they always look for in these situations. 

It took a mistake by Mullins to gift the ball to Okocha and he made a perfect weighted pass to 

Campo who managed to stay onside. His finish was clinical, a stylish side foot past the 

advancing Carroll. 
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Despite being 2-0 down, Konch hadn’t given up the ghost and he shot off down the left and 

smashed an outstanding 30 yard shot at goal. Jaaskelainen was there yet again to make a great 

save in the top corner. Following the corner, Mullins got pushed over in the box with three 

minutes left. A penalty was awarded immediately and Teddy made no mistake with the finish, 

but it was too late and there was no way through in the three minutes of added time. 

 

Some things are not to be 

 

There’s no room for despondency about this performance. For long periods of play, West Ham 

were in control of this game. Jaaskelainen was probably man of the match. Bolton are a unified 

and disciplined professional operation. They did not come sixth last year by mistake. The key is 

to score first against them, but if you go a goal down, then they are always very difficult to 

beak down. A two nil defeat would have really been unjust, and on another day, we would 

have got at least a point out of that game. 

 

Yes, it would be nice to have more options up front, but let’s take the positives out of this; 

Yossi looks better every game, Konch is a legend in the making, and Aliadiere could really add 

something special. We will bounce back from this and the post match reaction suggests that 

wily old fat Sam knows it as well. 
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West Ham 0 Arsenal 0, 24.9.05 

This was no bore draw as we matched the once mighty Gooners. The key was the defence 

who looked awesome. 

This last week I have been bored absolutely sh*tless. Everybody’s been going on about it ad 

nauseam. The uninspiring repetitiveness of it all has been making my toes curl. If I hear one 

more pundit saying that the Premiership is boring, I am going to be physically ill.  

Still, maybe we are spoilt, because our style of fluent, passing football has got me riveted. It’s 

compulsive viewing - so much so, I can honestly say that I have not been able to take my eyes 

off a match for one moment this season.  

 

New Irons  

 

I don’t have a second team in the Premiership and wouldn’t dream of having one, but I have 

admired the style of play of today’s visitors for several seasons now. What is exciting me is that 

New West Ham (it’s a bit like New Labour really, but without the political parasites) has taken 

on board some of key ingredients in Arsenal’s past success. Pace in particular – ask yourself 

when you have seen a quicker West Ham team in recent memory.  

 

Our renaissance team lined up as expected, with the opposition looking a bit depleted with the 

absence of Henry, D’Artagnan and the elbow flailing Dutchman who doesn’t have shares in 

Easyjet.  

 

Arsenal looked menacing from the outset and Freddie Ljungberg in particular looked somewhat 

supercharged. It was his flick in the 2nd minute which set up a Van Persie shot which went 

mercifully wide.  

 

Confused? You will be  

 

Four minutes later, Hayden Mullins – a Renaissance Man in a reborn team – stroked a beautiful 

ball out wide to find Yossi. He went off on a brilliant weaving run which confused the f*ck out 

of Ashley Cole, but the eventual final ball was sent over too high.  
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On 7 minutes, the Swede was off again at pace down the Arsenal right, and he fed a nice ball 

through to Van Persie who got in a low shot which Carroll did well to grab off the turf to his 

right.  

 

Sheringham, the old head in New West Ham delivered a sublime flick on 10 minutes which 

released Matty. He went forward rapidly and Gilberto decided to foul him rather than let him 

get into the box. It merited a yellow, but no card was shown. Teddy stood up to take the kick 

and he managed to beat the wall with a low curling shot. Lehmann must have been sure of the 

wall’s positioning as he stood rooted to the spot as the ball went round his right hand post.  

 

It was at this point that I began to feel Marlon’s pain. He didn’t have a shout in any of a 

number of aerial battles with Sol Campbell, who was sheer power personified in central 

defence.  

 

New West Ham has completeness about it and the defence has looked fantastically solid. The 

reason for this is the clear value added by Gabbers and Konch, and the latter was alert and 

quick on 14 minutes to make a telling intervention on the edge of the box.  

 

There was a lovely exchange of deft passes between Teddy and Matty on 20 minutes which 

allowed the veteran to get a shot in from just outside the D, but he was off target.  

 

Gott in himmel, vere is ze ball?  

 

Lehmann went into a Teutonic rage not long after this as he was having trouble finding a ball. 

Cue a loud chorus of ‘Engerland, Engerland, Engerland’ aimed at the German from the Bobby 

Moore Lower. It appeared that Pardew’s tactics extended to using the ‘one ball rule’ rather 

than the usual practice of providing the ball boys with a number to supply the teams. It’s the 

first time I’ve seen that at Upton Park, but if it did nothing more than wind up the Bosche, 

then it worked for me.  

 

Reyes, who’d been pretty ineffectual up to this point, caused many a heart to flutter when he 

tried a curler from just outside the box on 28 minutes. Carroll looked beaten as he scrambled 

across in desperation, but the ball ended up hitting the side netting.  
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Gobby  

 

Yossi made a deceptive change in direction from a short corner on the half hour to outwit Hleb 

(or ‘phlegm’ as I call him), but he was closed down before he could get a telling shot away. It 

was then Yossi, five minutes later who launched a throw Tomwards. Tom hit a great first time 

cross low into the box, but a diving Teddy couldn’t get a boot on it.  

 

Mullins the playmaker hit another 30 yard crossfield pass to find Tom again on 38 minutes, but 

the Czech with the scary eyes ballooned it a mile into the air. Five minutes later, Teddy 

showed his guile again as he lifted a ball sweetly into the box. Yossi challenged and the ball 

rebounded off Cole, but the Israeli could only slice a spinning volley wide of the goal.  

 

With a minute of ordinary time left, Arsenal’s player of the half, Ljungberg picked up a loose 

ball in his own half and then made a superb pass to Reyes, but the chance was wasted with a 

poor shot.  

 

Hollywood East Stand  

 

That was the last notable move of an absorbing half’s football. Just how well New West Ham 

play as a unit is filling me with great hope and everybody else in the East Stand Upper who 

looked collectively as pleased as punch. We’re not the prettiest lot, but we do look like film 

stars when we’ve got a smile on our faces.  

 

No changes in either team at half time and New West Ham looked brimming full of confidence 

from the outset. On 48 minutes, Mullins the playmaker sent over a quality ball to Teddy in the 

far right hand side of the Arsenal box. For a moment, it looked like a Van Basten moment, but 

Teddy elected instead to bring the ball down and win a corner. From the corner, Yossi 

managed to get a bouncing half volley on target, but he was adjudged to have handled the 

ball.  

 

Smallest bloke throws the longest  

 

Six minutes later, Yossi the long throw specialist put a high one into the box, which Lehmann 

punched poorly. Reo Coker picked up the scraps and got a shot away which appeared to hit an 

Arsenal hand. The ref wasn’t interested and this led to handbags between a group of players 

during the next lull in play. Teddy was complaining the loudest and he ended up being booked 

for dissent.  
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The controversy led to further bad decisions by the officials. A throw in for the Hammers that 

everybody in the stadium saw was given instead to Arsenal and a clear foul on Marlon by 

Campbell was equally ignored.  

 

Tom also ended up in the book on the hour and this led to the Bobby Moore Lower giving a loud 

rendition of ‘Super Tom’. This unnerved me, as at times when the East European red mist 

descends, it feels like he needs a soothing lullaby, not further winding up.  

 

Whatshisname  

 

Wenger swapped Gilberto for Flamini on 70 minutes and two minutes later the poor Reyes was 

replaced by a guy with a an unpronounceable double-barrelled name, who was announced as 

‘Quincy’. One thing this guy has clearly got is blistering pace as he went off down the left wing 

like a train from his first touch. Fortunately he was so quick that there were no Arsenal players 

in the box to receive his cross.  

 

On 79 minutes, Tom appeared to have sufficiently calmed down to deliver an incisive pass to 

release Reo Coker down the right. He went speeding into the box but got forced wide and his 

cross was easily gathered by Lehmann.  

 

Teddy went off to a standing ovation on 80 minutes and Z-man came on. Wenger’s response 

immediately afterwards was to replace Van Persie with Clichy.  

 

Sh*t is that a ball coming my way?  

 

The best chance of the half for West Ham then came with around 7 minutes of ordinary time 

left. A quality ball was sent into the box from the left and there was Zamora standing on his 

own eight yards out. He seemed either surprised or scared, because he failed to get a header 

of any substance on it and tamely glanced the ball wide of the post, much to the relief of 

Lehmann.  

 

Matty was then replaced by Shaun Newton.  
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The best opportunity for the Hammers was followed by a real chance for Ljungberg two 

minutes later. A quality ball bisected the central defence and Freddie looked certain to latch 

onto it but his first touch was uncharacteristically poor, allowing Carroll to gather the ball.  

 

Tom was lucky to stay on the pitch on 86 minutes as he exploded into some angry words at the 

ref down in the corner nearest the East Stand. Tom got his head together sufficiently to get 

over a good cross from the right which Z man headed back across goal to Marlon. He had his 

back to the goal, but he swivelled quickly to shoot just wide.  

 

The final opportunity of the match fell to the Irons as a free kick won by Zamora down the left 

allowed Yossi to try a shot on goal, but Lehmann was able to punch it out without too much 

trouble.  

 

No bore draw  

 

0-0 bore draw this was not and quite frankly we matched Arsenal in every department. For me, 

the defence was absolutely awesome. Konch was sensational; Anton just grows in stature; 

Gabbers looks like he’s been a Premiership player for years; and Tom, although still 

temperamental (with the emphasis on mental) is playing very solid indeed.  

 

Pardew is continuing to get the tactics absolutely right and we can go up to Sunderland next 

week without the press trailing it as a six pointer. 3rd in the table (at least until the Bolton 

result) and almost totally untroubled by Arsenal – who would have Adam and Eved it?  
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Manchester City 2 West Ham 1, 16.10.05 

An away defeat but a fun day in Mancsville amongst some northern kindred spirits. 

I’ve always had an affinity with Man City and today provided the first opportunity to 

experience their new stadium. I used to like Maine Road, as it always felt like a place that was 

in the heart of the local community, nothing like the feel of Old Trafford, which always seems 

artificial to me.  

The last time I visited Maine Road, it was p*ssing down as usual, and what was quite surprising 

was that the travelling Irons were under cover while the home fans were roofless and provided 

with these pac-a-mac outfits for the regular downpours. “Stand up if you’re nice and dry”, 

chortled the away support.  

 

Gilo the Manc  

 

I was met at Piccadilly by Gilo, who’s a big City fan I bumped into in South Africa watching 

cricket. He’s been everywhere with them and he has a visceral hatred of ManUre that has to be 

experienced to be believed.  

 

Any little rendezvous with Gilo always has the potential to get messy – Boxing Day last year in 

Durban springs to mind - and off we went to various pubs, ending up in a place just down the 

road from the stadium called The Bradford. There were one or two Irons in there but basically 

this was an aircraft hangar full of Blues fans, a sort of football supporters’ club. Nice bunch of 

boys as well, who really had nothing against West Ham at all. Perhaps, as they said, there’s a 

lot of similarity between our two clubs. Kindred spirits and all that.  

 

We proceeded to a very dodgy pub called The Crossroads, where plod and his canine friends 

were much in evidence but no sign of anybody wearing the claret and blue. F*ck it, I just 

decided to point towards the Guinness pump rather than open my mouth and reveal that I did 

not have the Gilo Manc whine.  
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The anonymous stadium  

 

Emerging unscathed from this khazi, I made off to the ground which looks pretty impressive, 

apart from the fact that there is nothing on it externally that suggests that it is the home of 

Man City. Apparently the Council didn’t want any signage which is surely out of order given 

that the club spent upwards of £20 million converting it from an athletics stadium. There’s also 

this amazing ‘spiky’ piece of public art near it which seems to defy gravity – it looked like a 

punk hairdo on a stick.  

 

We lined up pretty much as expected, Carroll in goal (despite broken finger); Tom, Anton, 

Gabbers and Konch across the back; Hayden, Reo-Coker, Yossi and Matty in midfield; and Teddy 

and Marlon up front.  

 

It all started a bit frantic, but with little sign of quality on both sides. Tom got stuck in nicely 

on five minutes to win a ball and three minutes later, Joey Barton got the first shot in on goal, 

which was comfortably gathered by Carroll. A minute later, Mullins made a great tackle, but 

his through ball was very poor.  

 

11 minutes in and City won a corner which appeared to cause us real problems. It was difficult 

to see who unleashed a shot, but a good block was made, stopping a goal-bound ball.  

 

Chipped by Cole  

 

Gabbers was looking pretty commanding in central defence, winning most headers, but a 

terrific move on 18 minutes saw us concede a goal after Cole was released down the left and 

sent over a perfect chipped shot into the top left hand corner of Carroll’s goal. The West Ham 

‘keeper had no chance.  

 

Tom was looking particularly vulnerable today, and he went blundering in with an awful 

challenge on 26 minutes which had to count as a wasted opportunity for City as the cross went 

wide. A minute later Carroll had to be sharp to charge out and collect a ball.  

 

Of the few balls that were knocked forward to Marlon, Distin was immediately on his case, 

closing down our top scorer with ease. The first real opportunity for the Irons was on 28 

minutes, when Matty broke free down the left and sent over a great cross, but Marlon couldn’t 

get the ball under control just outside the six yard box.  
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After Tom gave the ball away again, Carroll had to be alert on 32 minutes to gather a 30 yard 

shot. Then Tom, who was now settled in to a true howler, failed to control the ball and 

concede a throw.  

 

Pillar to post  

 

We were now getting pulled from pillar to post, with City spraying it out to the flanks. With 11 

minutes left in the half, Mills found himself in acres of space and laid the ball off for a shot 

which Carroll did well to save.  

 

Musampa got booked for a foul on Marlon on 36 minutes and just after this, Matty found some 

rare space, but his final ball through was awful – completely overhit with Konch advancing 

down the left wing.  

 

Tom made another misplaced pass showing that today he had the reverse Midas touch – 

everything he touched turned to sh*t – and then Matty broke free again but once more there 

was no-one there to get on the end of a decent cross.  

 

After most of the half on the back foot, we finally won a corner with three minutes left, but 

this was easily gathered by ex-Hammer Calamity James who had hardly needed to be on the 

pitch.  

 

Matty, our main threat, found some space again on 44 minutes, but Marlon was unable to latch 

onto his cross from the left.  

 

We were fortunate not to be two down on the stroke of half time as Konch did well to clear off 

his own line from a Onuoha shot  

 

Not at the races  

 

Half time was a welcome release as we simply had not been at the races. Our main playmaker, 

Yossi, who I had told the City boys to watch during the pre-match banter, had hardly touched 

the ball. Tom was having a nightmare and we looked pedestrian against the incisive passing of 

City. It had to get better in the second half, we hoped.  
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Mercifully, Tom was substituted at half time for Christian Dailly, but for the opening 

exchanges, most of the travelling fans near me were distracted by a woman amongst the City 

supporters with what looked like surgically enhanced breasts of Jordan proportions (yes, the 

country). Someone observed near me that “F*cking hell, she’s used up all the silicon in 

Manchester.”  

 

Cole nearly scored again four minutes in, as we looked very disorganised in our own box. 

Carroll was on hand to gather a shot down low. A minute later, we got our best chance of the 

game so far as Matty broke free and got a shot in which James saved well. He was out very 

quickly to narrow the angles – how come he never used to make the right decision when he was 

in goal for us?  

 

Burst a Vassell  

 

It was Carroll’s turn to make a great save next as Vassell burst forward and unleashed a shot 

which hit the Irishman’s chest. He appeared to know little about this, but his positioning was 

absolutely right.  

 

Musampa, who was looking pretty rampant down the left was the provider again for Vassell on 

53 minutes, but Carroll was equal to his shot.  

 

Four minutes later and the game looked over as the West Ham defence got torn to shreds and 

Cole was on hand to side foot in his second after Carroll did well to block a Musampa shot. On 

the evidence of the first 57 minutes, there appeared to be no way back, although almost 

immediately after we had gone 2-0 down, Matty put over a good high cross to find the waiting 

Yossi, whose volley hit the side netting.  

 

Konch was not covering himself in glory, and his poor header set up another chance for City on 

66 minutes, with Vassell storming forward. He made a good pass to the waiting Musampa, but 

his shot hit the side netting with the City fans celebrating a goal.  

 

Teddy off  

 

Z-man replaced the ineffectual Teddy who left to much derision and we managed our first shot 

on goal from Marlon on 72 minutes – a half hearted affair which caused no problems for James. 

A minute later Zamora sliced an awful shot wide, after he had found some space in the right 

hand side of the box.  



I’M GONNA TAKE YOU TO A GAY BAR 

EAST STAND MARTIN’S 2005 ANNUAL 

 

130

Cole nearly got his hat-trick on 75 minutes as he fired a curling shot just wide of the left hand 

upright after what looked like a foul on Matty. We were trying to improve with some half 

decent approach play, but Zamora hit an absolutely dire cross.  

 

Shaun Newton replaced Matty for the last 8 minutes or so, but this was a tactical change that 

promised little in the way of hope. Musampa then had another great opportunity on 83 minutes 

as a ball was sent over to him at the far post, but Carroll made yet another fine save due to 

perfect positioning.  

 

Yossi showed his class again with five minutes left by bringing a ball down in a dangerous 

position, but James capped a controlled performance by closing him down quickly and blocking 

a shot.  

 

Diving Musampa  

 

Musampa then broke free on 86 minutes with West Ham committed in advanced positions and 

then took a theatrical dive over a perfectly good Dailly tackle which ref Mr Clattenburg rightly 

ignored.  

 

Out of nowhere we then got a goal in added time as Yossi weaved around and released Z-man 

with a fine reverse pass into the box. He did really well to take the ball around James and slot 

home. It was unfortunately too little too late, and quite frankly it would have been a travesty 

if wee had taken anything out of this game.  

 

I met up with Gilo after the game for a pint or two and we arrived in some dodgy place called 

Mary D’s, opposite the ground. They were f*cking delighted in there, dancing around in true 

northern fashion victim style. There was little that could be said apart from conceding that we 

had been well below par. Disappointing stuff from us, but let’s not forget that we are half way 

through October and that was our first away defeat. B*llocks, it was a fun day out, and we will 

bounce back, mark my words.  
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Liverpool 2 West Ham 0, 31.10.05 
Watching West Ham lose in 80 degrees of heat never seems so bad. Since discovering the 

Egyptian ART channel in Tenerife, I am now the proud owner of a monster satellite dish 

which delivers excellent live Premiership football to my very own gaffe.  

 

There is a good time to go on holiday if you’re a West Ham fan. It’s whenever the team makes 

the trip up to Anfield. I’ve got fed up of going up there as have many travelling supporters, 

who haven’t seen a win there since 1963.  

 

You’ll never work again 

 

42 years of going up the M6 – or whatever B road existed in those distant days – to then have to 

come back miserable as f*ck with the sound of gleeful Micky Mousers in your ears. Am I alone in 

really hating “You’ll never walk alone”? I’d rather listen to “Glory, glory T*ttenham Hotsp*rs”. 

After all, that is a comedy tune, given they’ve had about as much glory of late as Saddam 

Hussein. 

 

Happily, this year’s fixture coincided with school half term, so ESM Jnr and I decided that 

Tenerife had to be a better option than Merseyside. Come to think of it, just about anywhere is 

a better option than Scouseland. 

 

Gangsters with a big dish 

 

Strolling down the promenade between Playa de Las Americas and Los Christianos in the 

blazing sun trying not to think about the match, ESM Jnr spotted a sign in a bar called 

‘Goodfellas’ advertising the West Ham game showing live. Surely not. 

 

10 seconds later we are sitting down with cold refreshments in hand awaiting the start of the 

game courtesy of the Egyptian channel ART. Apparently just about every West Ham 3 p.m. kick 

off on a Saturday has featured on the North African channel. 

 

No doubt you’ll be nipping down to your local satellite supplier tomorrow morning to find out 

what NASA-size dish you need in your back garden to receive the transmission from Cairo. Not 

sure? What if I told you that the whole commentary is in English as well? 
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Maybe this was the year 

 

Anyway, sitting in the sun, life always looks better and your heart begins to rule your head. 

Maybe we can do it this year. They’ve been playing crap. They lost to Fulham last week, for 

f*ck’s sake. 

 

We lined up pretty much as expected although our camel-herding friends mistakenly had 

Carroll on the team sheet. Shaka was actually out there along with Konch, Gabbers, Anton and 

Repka across the back; Matty, Reo-Coker, Mullins and Yossi in midfield; and Bellion and Marlon 

up front. 

 

Liverpool looked like they meant business, adopting a more attacking stance to try and improve 

on the one win in six that had preceded this game. Morientes (£6.3 million) and Cisse (£14 

million) were paired up front, with beanpole Crouch (£7 million) left on the bench. I think 

everybody knew that the game would hinge on the contribution of Gerrard. 

 

Open game 

 

From the outset, the play was very open. On 3 minutes, Riise fouled Repka and Konch hit a 

dangerous ball in from the free kick which Marlon couldn’t quite reach in the box. A corner was 

won, but from the clearance Liverpool broke quickly. Cisse got in a good position but his shot 

was well wide of the goal. 

 

Two minutes later, Tom gave the ball away needlessly and this led to a corner being conceded. 

The ball came out to Alonso who blasted a wild shot way past the right hand post. 

 

On 7 minutes, Anton had to put a Gerrard cross behind for another corner and we looked really 

indecisive in the box with a couple of weak attempts to head clear. Garcia picked up the loose 

ball in the box and weaved his way through. Fortunately Gabbidon was there to step out from 

the goal line to block. 

 

West Ham’s first real opportunity came on 11 minutes when Yossi was fouled in a promising 

position on the edge of the box by Gerrard, after the Israeli had pushed the ball past him. 

Yossi’s free kick caused no danger, though, as it was fired straight at the wall. 
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Tom went on a good run down the right on 14 minutes after been fed the ball very nicely by 

Bellion. He hit in a dangerous low cross to the near post, which Hyppia had to turn smartly 

away for a corner. 

 

Tom deflects in 

 

Three minutes later, and we were behind, after Tom was forced to concede a corner following 

a Liverpool move down their left. The ball was sent in and Reo Coker only managed to get 

three quarters of his boot on a volley, sending the ball out centrally. Alonso was waiting 

gratefully and he hit a powerful shot which got a slight deflection of Tom’s head, leaving Shaka 

no chance. 

 

Mullins appeared to be having one of his less certain days as he gave the ball away poorly in his 

own half. Prior to the match, Pardew had been trying to suggest that Hayden would give 

Gerrard a run for his money. He had even said that he had been West Ham’s best midfielder so 

far this season (in front of Yossi and Reo-Coker? I don’t think so Alan), but he wasn’t living up 

to the manager’s pre-match hype. 

 

Spurred on by the goal, Liverpool stepped up a gear, and Morientes, Gerrard and Cisse 

combined well to create a chance which was spurned by Cisse who looped a shot over the bar 

from just outside the box. 

 

Reina fluffs 

 

Yossi was given a surprise opportunity on 22 minutes as Claudio Reina fluffed a goal kick. He hit 

a first time shot back, but this was comfortably saved. Two minutes later, Tom was on the 

move again down the right and he managed to thread a ball through to Marlon who was 

unfortunately found in an offside position in the box with Hyppia having a generous fistful of 

his shirt. 

 

Gerrard made one his trademark bursts forward on 27 minutes and made a fine pass to find 

Garcia on the left hand side of the box. He made a poor first touch, but on the second bite of 

the cherry, he managed to get a shot away which went straight at Shaka. 
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On 29 minutes, Marlon picked up a pass on the right wing, just outside the box, but his shot 

lacked control and went well wide of the left hand post. A minute later, Marlon did well to 

shrug off a Carragher challenge and then made a nice pass to the advancing Tom who won a 

corner. Unfortunately, Matty’s corner was overhit and eluded the head of Mullins in the box. 

That was to prove about the sum total of Etherington’s contribution during the first half as he 

continues to look out of sorts. 

 

Tom got mugged by a Garcia nutmeg on 33 minutes and this led to a corner which was well 

cleared by the West Ham defence. 

 

Marlon denied 

 

Marlon managed another good run forward on 36 minutes but his cross was blocked. He got the 

ball back again but was then denied a blatant corner as his cross was deflected behind. 

 

The last action of note in the first half was a free kick for West Ham down the right which was 

hit into the box by Tom to find Anton’s head. The move broke down, however, because Bellion 

was in an offside position. 

 

Liverpool probably deserved to be ahead on the evidence of the first 45 minutes. Their build up 

play was quick and their passing very effective in midfield. Our main threat was down the right 

when Tom got forward, but we had only one shot on target following a poor goalkeeping 

clearance. The midfield was struggling to handle Liverpool and Gerrard in particular and we 

had no options, it seemed, down the left. The positive aspect was that we had not conceded a 

second in the wake of Garcia’s goal. 

 

Yossi taken out 

 

There were no changes on either side at half time, and the first piece of action saw Alonso 

take out Yossi with a late challenge. The fragile-looking Israeli was already carrying a slight 

hamstring injury and he took some time to get up. 

 

Another foul followed on 49 minutes as Morientes pulled back Reo Coker as he ran forward. 

This time the ref, Uriah Rennie, pulled out the yellow card. 

 

 



I’M GONNA TAKE YOU TO A GAY BAR 

EAST STAND MARTIN’S 2005 ANNUAL 

 

135

Two minutes later, it was then our turn to upend a Liverpool player as Mullins fouled Alonso 

about 35 yards out. Our defence was alert to the angled pass and it was cut out. Immediately 

after, Mullins failed to control the ball and allowed Gerrard to find space and shoot, but the 

ball went well wide. 

 

Konch double save 

 

A clearance from a West Ham corner on 56 minutes allowed Cisse to run dangerously forward, 

but Tom did well to turn the cross behind for a corner. We were very lucky not to be two down 

as shots from both Hyppia and Morientes were blocked on the line by Konchesky standing by 

the right hand post. 

 

On 59 minutes, Aliadiere replaced the largely uninvolved Bellion, and a minute after the 

change, Tom was off on another run down the right after a nice pass from Yossi. He did well to 

get into a good crossing position, but his half shot, half cross was gathered comfortably down 

low by Reina. 

 

Liverpool responded immediately with Gerrard finding plenty of space in a central position. He 

looked to be lining up a shot but he uncharacteristically chose the wrong option with an overhit 

pass that Morientes couldn’t reach. Morientes did get hold of the ball in the box on 65 minutes, 

but Anton made a great tackle. 

 

What a waste of money 

 

The absent Matty was taken off on 66 minutes to be replaced by Teddy, an obvious move given 

the slender Liverpool lead. A minute later, Morientes had a golden opportunity after Finnan 

sent over an inch-perfect cross. A free header just outside the six yard box was held down low 

by Shaka who was surprised not to be taking the ball out of his net. Owen would not have 

missed that. 

 

Two minutes after the Morientes howler, Garcia found himself in space in a central position 

just outside the box. He unleashed a powerful swerving shot which Shaka saved magnificently 

to his left with a strong hand. 
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On 70 minutes, Finnan was booked for kicking the ball away after a foul on Konch down the 

left. The free kick was delivered well into the box and Riise had to be on hand to head behind 

for a corner. The corner was chipped over to Marlon waiting in the box, but he was off balance 

and could only get half a boot on the ball. 

 

No defensive move 

 

Cisse came off for Zenden on 72 minutes as it looked like Benitez decided to try and shut up 

shop. Zenden had other ideas, as three minutes after coming on, he picked up a ball which Reo 

Coker gifted his way. He sent over a great cross which Morientes glanced wastefully wide. A 

minute later, Gerrard burst forward again, and after a one-two with Morientes he slightly 

overhit a pass into the box allowing Shaka to turn it away with his leg. 

 

Despite the lack of West Ham chances on goal, Pardew decided on 80 minutes that a draw was 

still possible. He was gesturing 4-3-3 as Collins was brought on for Tom. This last roll of the 

dice proved immediately fruitless as less than a minute after the tactical change, Liverpool 

sealed the victory. A ball was sent forward down the West Ham right and Gabbidon stretched 

his foot out to try and stop it, but only succeeded in clipping it past Aliadiere. This allowed 

Zenden in and he cut into the box hitting a powerful low shot which went across the goal, 

hitting the far post and into the net. It was an unfortunate touch by Gabbers, but Liverpool 

probably deserved a second goal on the balance of play. 

 

Crouch came on for Morientes on 89 minutes, but nothing more of note happened. 

 

Lack of real opportunities 

 

It was by no means a disastrous performance by West Ham, although we created very little 

indeed in the final third of the pitch. We only had one shot on goal and Teddy hardly touched 

the ball in almost 25 minutes after coming on. Bellion/Aliadiere brought little to our play up 

front and Gerrard was too much for our midfield. Liverpool’s strike force looks unimpressive, 

and on a different day, we may well have taking a real beating. 

 

Let’s not get too depressed, though. We never really expected to get anything up there, 

although it could be said that Liverpool’s lack of form did give us a glimmer of hope. At the end 

of the day, we are still above them in the league, and who would have predicted that at the 

start of the season? 
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West Ham 1 West Bromwich Albion 0, 5.11.05 
Just the sort of game that West Ham traditionally loses but not this time. 

 

The last time West Brom came to the East End I was happily out of it in an alcoholic stupor in 

Las Vegas. Good job too, as we squandered a three goal lead, Defoe got sent off just before 

half time and we ended up losing.  

 

After last week’s usual reverse in Scouseville, we all arrived at the Boleyn Ground looking for a 

win. We are doing great, but there’s also a nagging concern that we might get sucked into a 

relegation battle with a bad run of form.  

 

Delayed start  

 

The game didn’t actually start at 3 p.m. as there was havoc on the A13, and it was decided to 

give delayed fans another ten minutes to get to the ground.  

 

When the team finally emerged, it was the expected line up: Shaka in goal; Tom, Gabbers, 

Anton and Konch across the back; Yossi, Mullins, Reo-Coker and Matty in midfield; and Teddy 

and Marlon up front. Bywater (recalled from his loan spell at Coventry), Bellion, Dailly, Z-man 

and Newton were on the bench.  

 

Playing towards the North Bank, we created a good chance in the very first minute, when 

Marlon won a great header on the edge of the box, sending the ball towards Teddy in the box. 

Unfortunately he bounced off Clement, the last defender, and fell over.  

 

Two minutes later it was Teddy who returned the favour to Marlon with a fine pass into the 

box. Marlon seemed to run sideways and take an age before he blasted a shot which was 

blocked by a defender on the ground for a corner on the West Ham left. The ball was whipped 

into the near post where it was flicked on across the face of the goal. Anton got his head on it, 

but it evaded at least two West Ham players in the six yard box.  

 

Look, I can spell  

 

On 7 minutes Tom – who is a different player at home – won a great header to send Marlon on a 

chase goalwards, but he was just beaten to the ball in the box by West Brom’s Polish ‘keeper 

Kuszczac.  
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A minute later, Teddy was the playmaker again with a beautiful laid off ball to send Konch on 

his way down the left. His cross was good but it was cut out well for a corner.  

 

West Brom managed their first move of note on 9 minutes, after Tom committed himself to a 

tackle unnecessarily, allowing himself to be bypassed by Kamara. Running into the box, he 

plumped for the shot rather than the cross across the box, and he hit the side netting.  

 

Four minutes later, Teddy had a good opportunity after Gabbers found him in a central position 

just outside the box with a nice ball over the top that deflected off Konch’s back. He had some 

time to measure up a shot, but he looped the ball poorly over the bar, when he should have hit 

the target.  

 

Everybody out!  

 

On the quarter hour, Yossi conceded a free kick down the right but in a training ground move, 

the whole defence piled out of the box leaving the West Brom attack offside, ruling out a 

headed goal which the away support were prematurely celebrating. Given that their team has 

only scored once on its travels so far this season, they must be getting desperate.  

 

Two minutes later Kamara found some space in the middle and made a run forward, but he 

sent his shot wide of the right hand post.  

 

Teddy the playmaker was at it again on 20 minutes after he made an excellent reverse pass to 

set Yossi free in the box. He ran in menacingly on goal, but in the end he was forced slightly 

wide and allowed the ‘keeper to close down the angles and make a save down near his post. 

From the corner that resulted, another one quickly followed. For not the first time, Yossi sent 

in a near post ball and Teddy managed to get his head on it. Marlon was waiting near the other 

post and he laid it back for Mullins who blasted a half volley wastefully over.  

 

Senegalese cock up  

 

Earnshaw weaved around brilliantly on the edge of the West Ham box on 23 minutes and 

outfoxed Anton to send over a chipped ball. Kamara had a free header but instead of nodding 

towards a corner, he inexplicably directed towards Shaka, who gathered the ball comfortably.  
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5 minutes later, Yossi got free down the right and he put over a great diagonal ball along the 

ground, but Marlon couldn’t slide onto it and direct it into the net. The Israeli was involved 

again just a couple of minutes later when he shimmied through the middle, but his through ball 

was just overhit.  

 

Yossi denied  

 

Two great opportunities to score came our way on 35 minutes. First, Marlon used his strength 

to power into the box and unleash a shot which the ‘keeper could only parry. Teddy gathered it 

up but he had his back to goal. The right option was the lay off and this was executed perfectly 

to find Yossi who looked like he had the goal at his mercy. There were a lot of West Brom 

bodies in the goalmouth, though, and although he attempted to circumvent the defenders, his 

shot hit one of them on the line.  

 

On 37 minutes, Inamoto put through a nicely weighted pass which Earnshaw was looking to pick 

up inside the box. Gabbers whose pace is a great strength in his game beat his fellow 

countryman to it.  

 

Another goal chance then followed for West Ham on 39 minutes after Matty beat his man down 

the left. Teddy picked the ball up and got a cross over, but this flashed past the face of the 

goal again.  

 

Every game has its comedy moment and this happened with two minutes of ordinary time left 

in the half. West Brom put the ball out after an injury to Nigel and Teddy kicked the ball back 

towards the West Brom goal to give them back possession. Marlon strangely intercepted it and 

the ref went running rather nervously forward to remind him to give the ball back, “Go on 

Marlon”, shouted a bloke near me.  

 

Nice play, shame about the lack of goals  

 

That was about it for the first half where we had played some nice fluent passing football. 

Yossi and Teddy were pulling the strings. We should have been in the lead, although Kamara 

probably had the best chance of the half. The main concern was that we might get punished 

for not taking advantage of our superiority. One West Ham fan in the East Stand - 90 years old 

today according to a tannoy announcement - no doubt had seen it all before.  
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Nigel’s knock just before half time – it looked like a twisted ankle – meant that Dailly appeared 

for the second half.  

 

Just after the linesman’s flag broke and he had to have a new one, Watson nearly scored for 

West Brom on 49 minutes. He got his shot away from just inside the box and Shaka half spilt it, 

allowing Kamara to try and get a foot on it which ended up in our ‘keeper’s face.  

 

Two minutes later, Konch looked like he was pretty cornered deep in his own half, but he 

somehow managed to stroke a lovely ball forward which bounced nicely and sent Marlon on his 

way. As he bore down on goal, he was put under pressure and hit his shot into the side netting. 

The west side of the stadium thought for a second that it had gone in.  

 

The old master does it again  

 

What turned out to be the match winning goal arrived 11 minutes into the half. Yossi won a 

free kick just inside the West Brom half and Tom stepped up to take it. He put over a deep ball 

into the left hand side of the box and Dailly rose well to nod the ball across the goal. Teddy 

was there to take a great touch and then apply a deadly finish to beat the ‘keeper at the far 

post. It was nothing more than you would expect from the old master.  

 

Shaka hadn’t recovered from his kick in the face, and Bywater had to come on to replace him 

on 59 minutes. Our ‘keepers do not seem to be having the best of luck with injuries at the 

moment.  

 

Two minutes later, a long clearance from a West Brom corner saw Yossi running forward on his 

own. Kuszczac was alive to the threat and came out of his area to head the ball away but it fell 

to Teddy who tried a first time shot which hit the chest of a covering defender.  

 

Bywater was called upon to make his first save on 64 minutes and he did this comfortably from 

a West Brom player just inside the box. Then two minutes later, Marlon chased down a back 

pass and he nearly charged the ball down into the net. The Polish goalkeeper looked decidedly 

dodgy with the ball at his feet on several occasions during the match.  

 

Yossi made another useful break forward on 70 minutes after good work by Tom down the 

right. He jinked the ball forward in an attempt to find Marlon, but this was cut out for a 

corner.  
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Route 1  

 

The disappointing Earnshaw – who had been marshalled effectively by Gabbers throughout the 

match – was replaced by Geoff Horsfield with around 15 minutes left. Another slow traditional 

centre forward was introduced in the form of Kevin Campbell for Kanu 8 minutes later. Robson 

seems to have a lot of strikers at his disposal, but none seem brilliantly convincing.  

 

For all that, West Brom might have snuck a draw with just 4 minutes left. A high ball was 

launched forward which was only half cleared by Gabbers. Ronnie Wallwork stooped forward 

and made a cushioned header to Kamara who was free in the box. Fortunately his shot was 

abject, slicing past Bywater’s right hand post.  

 

The game degenerated into a number of free kicks and Dailly and Mullins ended up with yellow 

cards in the dying minutes. It was all very scrappy and unsophisticated, but we managed to see 

out the four minutes added time and collect another vital three points.  

 

Poor play paid dividend  

 

This game had the feel of a disjointed Championship game in the second half and there was not 

a great deal of quality on show. The loss of Reo-Coker at half time certainly seemed to have a 

real adverse effect on our midfield play. There were a lot of long punts forward where the 

midfield was simply bypassed. Ironically, the poorer play delivered the goal, while the quick 

fluent passing in the first half didn’t bring us the breakthrough.  

 

On this evidence, the Baggies will struggle to repeat their Harry Houdini act of last season. Our 

defeat by them of two seasons ago seems to be nothing more than a distant memory. We 

weren’t brilliant today, but we prevailed.  

 

Anyway, we are now heading towards the game I have been really waiting for – when we meet 

those lillysh*te t*ssers at Sh*te Hart Lane. I am truly hopeful that Bolton will do ’em on Monday 

so that we have to chance to go above ‘em in the league. Now wouldn’t that just be the 

sweetest thing? Big club my ar*e, bring the f*ckers on, I say. Uncle Fester, you Dutch tw*t, we 

are coming to turn your boys over.  
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T*ttenham 1 West Ham 1, 20.11.05 
This was it – my favourite game of 2005. Anton Ferdinand 92nd minute. F*cking get in 

there! 

 

Those of you familiar with the geography around the cradle of filth will know of Silver Street 

British Rail station and its railway bridge. This is a place which holds great horrors for me.  

It was under this bridge in 2002 that a pigeon sh*t on me on the way to the ground as I passed 

by. Not on the head, you understand, but the splat on my back was a sign that it was not going 

to be West Ham’s day. So it turned out, when a deflected, somewhat lucky late shot from 

Gardner went in and we lost 3-2.  

 

I went back there today to exorcise the demon. As I approached the fateful spot, my spirits 

rose. Someone had put that pigeon fencing all around and there was not a sign of a rat with 

wings. It was then that I knew something good was going to happen behind enemy lines.  

 

BCMA  

 

There is something exceptionally distasteful about the walk to Sh*te Hart Lane along the High 

Road. Maybe I have an irrational hatred of Tottscum (or BCMA as I call them – “big club my 

ar*e), but amongst the deluded retards that that follow the lillysh*tes, I am always 

overwhelmed with nausea. It goes back a long, long time from those days at school in my home 

town when we were outnumbered by the f*ckers.  

 

There was a core of us who remained true to the claret and blue against all odds. It was like 

Rourke’s Drift in our school playground sometimes, but we were never gave an inch. If there’s 

any Hammer going to school in Enfield tomorrow, walk in with a wry smile on your face and tell 

the Sp*ds what I now fervently believe – “Qualification for Europe, my ar*e”.  

 

Rip-off  

 

Entering the turnstiles at the Park Lane, I did politely suggest that £43 to get into an open 

sewer was nothing short of daylight robbery. It pains me to think that 3,000 or so Irons have 

put our hard earned cash into their coffers. I expect Mr Terry Brown to ensure that we recover 

a similar amount when they make the trip to Upton Park on May 7th next year.  
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After enduring the usual pathetic video propaganda and “Glory, Glory Tottscum Hotspur” (ESM 

Jnr: “I hate that song”) the teams arrived on the pitch. Our line up was pretty much as 

expected, although news of Carroll’s return was clearly premature as Trinidad & Tobago’s 

keeper turned out. Interesting that both of today’s goalkeepers will be featuring in the World 

Cup next year.  

 

In front of Shaka were Tom, Gabbers, Anton and Konch. Midfield saw a start for Mark Noble 

along with ex-Sp*d Matty, Mullins and Yossi, while Teddy and Marlon were up front.  

 

No Defoe  

 

BCMA, however did not have the starting team I was expecting. Maybe it was fear of East End 

retribution, or maybe it was because he’s been sh*t of late (no goals in five games), but Keane 

got the nod over Defoe. I was also expecting to see Lennon start, but Uncle Fester clearly 

preferred a more defensive stance. Maybe there’s some irony here, but the two players – 

Zamora and Defoe – that had featured in that sordid little deal which to this day I still do not 

understand, were on the respective benches.  

 

Two minutes in and Matty got clattered waiting for the ball, necessitating some treatment. 

After this stoppage, Sp*ds seemed to take the initiative. First, on 5 minutes, Oakley’s best 

customer from Holland took a pot shot from 25 yards which struck Mullins and went behind for 

a corner. Then a minute later, Keane broke free and into the left hand side of the box. The 

lousy little leprechaun got a shot away from an acute angle but this was held well down low by 

Shaka.  

 

Mullins, who had clearly been told to get involved from the outset, then saw a good shot curl 

just wide on 10 minutes. Encouraged by this, West Ham then went another break down the left 

a minute later. The ball was passed to Teddy who laid it off to Yossi. He turned nicely and fired 

away a great shot which went agonisingly wide of the right hand post.  

 

Konch v filthy Finn  

 

It was handbags at the halfway line on 14 minutes between Konch and the filthy Fin Tainio 

after the latter went piling into the advertising hoarding. There looked nothing in it and 

Tainio’s outrage appeared to be fuelled more by the fact that he’d made a complete c*nt of 

himself falling over like an extra from a Keystone Cops movie. Inexplicably, ref Alan Wiley gave 

the Sp*ds a free kick.  
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A minute later and we were all roundly p*ssed off as the enemy scored. Mark Noble lost the 

ball in the centre of the park and then a foul was committed. Dawson stepped up and chipped 

a speculative ball forward and we were caught napping. No central defender was on hand to 

challenge Mido and Shaka decided to come off his line into no man’s land. The Egyptian saw 

what was going on and just loped a free header over the stranded ‘keeper. I’d rather go the 

dentist or have a vasectomy in preference to seeing the gathered detritus celebrating a goal 

against us.  

 

Teddy v lowlander  

 

Tempers frayed just after the goal on the 20 minute mark as Davids crudely fouled Teddy. I was 

pretty fearful as from where I was standing it looked like Teddy took a half slap, half punch at 

the low(life)lander. It ended up with both of ‘em getting a yellow and a free kick to us.  

 

Despite going behind, we responded immediately. Marlon went close on 22 minutes after Teddy 

chested the ball down, but it looked like he shinned it rather than getting a boot on it.  

 

Next, the South Korean Young-Pyo Lee (big opportunity missed here to sing “Lee, Lee, 

wherever you may be, you eat dogs in your home country…” to the tune of ‘Lord of the Dance’) 

broke free down the left but Shaka was on hand again to gather a low shot from a tight angle. 

Immediately afterwards on 24 minutes, we had some fortune as Mido teased Tom on the edge 

of the box and got a ball out to just outside the D. The ball ended up being sliced horribly wide 

from a dangerous position.  

 

Traitor sighted  

 

Then the travelling supporters’ collective ire was raised as Defoe was noticed warming up down 

the touchline. “One greedy b*stard, there’s only one greedy b*stard” and “You’re just a short 

Paul Ince” raged the left hand side of the Park Lane.  

 

A couple of chances followed one after the other on 40 minutes involving Noble. First, he 

weaved his way through the Sp*ds defence but no-one was there to get on the end of his cross. 

Then he had the ball in the back of the net after a Teddy shot – which he should have 

converted - bounced off Robinson. It looked like he was correctly ruled off side.  
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The last action of the half involved Michael Carrick after a free kick was awarded on the right 

hand edge of the box during the three minutes added time. His shot was put over rather 

poorly.  

 

I will always feel aggrieved to be behind against the N17 numpties, but today this felt really 

acute. This was a pretty scrappy game, not untypical of London derbies over the years. It was a 

lack of concentration which had allowed them to get their snouts in front.  

 

Take your custom elsewhere  

 

I will always be suspicious of anything organised by Tottscum, and believe me, the cheating 

f*ckers even fixed the half time entertainment. This involved a rather lithe looking Sp*ds fan 

being pitched against a tubby West Ham counterpart in a dribble (round some deckchairs) and 

shoot out. Our man looked like he had sh*t his pants (no offence, mate, but that’s how I saw it) 

as they were hanging around his ankles. It was obvious who would complete the exercise more 

quickly and win the prize holiday.  

 

Incidentally this whole charade was sponsored by Thomson, a tour company that I personally 

will never use due to their association with BCMA. I invite you to boycott them with me and 

book your summer holidays elsewhere. Do not shop at Ryman either, who have been funding 

another objectionable club south of the river. By the way, if you harbour any remaining doubt 

that ex-Millw*nk Chairman Theo Paphites is an absolute t*sser, have a look at Dragon’s Den on 

BBC2 this Tuesday and make your own mind up.  

 

The second half started well for West Ham with a nice through ball on 47 minutes from Teddy 

to set Matty on his way. Astonishingly – at least from where I was standing – Matty was ruled 

offside.  

 

The lurking Egyptian  

 

Sp*ds then caused us some problems around the 51st minute mark. The filthy Finn sent over a 

dangerous cross which Tom did well to turn behind for a corner with the Egyptian lurking. A 

second corner resulted from the move and Shaka did very well to come out sharply to block an 

overhead kick from Keane. The ball was not cleared and it came out to Davids whose rocket of 

a shot was superbly blocked by Anton.  
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Tom lost the plot on 53 minutes with a near disastrous back pass that Shaka managed to volley 

away somehow.  

 

Matty found some space on 59 minutes and made a good run forwards but his delivery was poor 

with Marlon running into the box with hope in his heart. Two minutes later Matty turned 

provider for Konch, but he let the ball run out after making good progress.  

 

England’s No. 1  

 

One of the saves of the season followed on 67 minutes after a corner had been sent over from 

the left by Matty. Teddy appeared to make a jinked volley from point blank range which 

Robinson some how managed to tip over the bar. Grudging as I am to agree with anything that 

comes out of the mouth of a Sp*ds fan, it was hard to disagree with the claim that the ‘keeper 

is indeed England’s No. 1.  

 

The tricky Lennon came on for Tainio on 69 minutes, and six minutes later another good corner 

from Matty saw the ball go loose to Yossi in the box, but his goal-bound shot, hit with real 

power, was blocked by Mido doing defensive duties.  

 

Matty broke free again a minute later and did well to get a shot away but this went wide of the 

right hand upright.  

 

Last chance changes  

 

Pardew, after several minutes of supplication from the travelling support, decided to make a 

change on 77 minutes and Tom/Marlon were replaced by Newton/Zamora. Uncle Fester’s 

response a minute later was to really get the hackles up by bringing on Defoe for Keane.  

 

Things were not looking good as the clock ticked away. Z-man was looking clumsy and there 

were howls of anguish around me on 87 minutes as Teddy found some space in the box but no-

one was on hand to latch onto his ball across the box.  

 

Things nearly went from bad to worse as we pressed for the equaliser. In an attempt to move 

the ball quickly out of defence, Newton gifted a pass to Jenas on the edge of the box. His shot 

looked like it was going to beat Shaka but we were all mightily relieved to see it curl just wide 

of the right hand post.  
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Sh*t or bust  

 

It looked like it was all over, but as we entered the two minutes added time, another corner 

was won down the left which Konch hurried to take. Trinidad & Tobago’s No. 1 decided it was 

sh*t or bust time and he sprinted down the field to join in the action, Peter Schmeichel-style. 

The lillysh*te scum looked unnerved and as the ball got whipped in over the out of position 

Robinson, there was Anton rising like a fish to nod down expertly and into the net.  

 

This led to scenes of unbridled jubilation which I have not witnessed since Paolo scored at 

Scumford Bridge or when the Italian maestro mugged Barthez. Pardew was going radio rental 

down at the dugout. Anton was off in an embarrassing dance. It was bedlam and ESM Jnr got 

lifted up by some bloke next to him that he didn’t know from Adam. It was better than sex. If 

only you could bottle moments like that. What made it even sweeter was all around the ground 

it was quiet as the grave. Not a peep from the tw*t with the drum. Silenced by the team that 

the mouthy c***s were calling their ‘feeder club’ just a few minutes before. Uncle Fester had a 

face like a slapped ar*e. It was absolutely f*cking priceless.  

 

This season just gets better. I am like a dog with two dicks. Yet you still you hear West Ham 

fans moaning on Talk Sport and picking on Marlon. For f*ck’s sake boys, take a look at the 

table. Listen to the glorious sound of Sp*ds whine. Big club, my ar*e.  
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West Ham 1 Manchester United 2, 27.11.05 
This was the George Best memorial game and it was just the kind of football that we all 

like to watch, despite the fact that we were defeated. 

 

I remember it as if it were yesterday. Enfield Town Park circa 1972 and we were winning a cup 

game when we gave away a penalty. Yours truly was between the sticks and this kid strolled up 

to take the spot kick with a pair of George Best boots on.  

 

Such was the fearsome reputation of the Northern Irishman that even a skinny 10-year-old kid 

was bound to be turned into a footballing superhuman by donning his boots. No chance, I 

turned the shot round the post and we won the game.  

 

Today, the Boleyn Ground was turned into a vibrant thanksgiving for a special talent. No 

chance of a silent tribute, but a much more fitting prolonged round of applause with a bit of 

singing thrown in. It all seemed the right thing to do even though we were actually 

remembering a flawed individual who never achieved his full potential.  

 

The one conquest he missed  

 

George Best was up until last Friday a living tragedy, but no-one was going to be churlish 

enough to deny him some East End respect despite the fact that the media frenzy probably 

even surpassed what happened at the passing of that other iconic figure, Princess Di. Come to 

think of it how come those two never got it on together? Di and Bestie canoodling on some 

yacht – I would have loved to have seen that as they were made for each other.  

 

Anyway, the emotion of it all created a great pre-match atmosphere. This is what being in the 

Premiership is all about. Man U at home.  

 

The West Ham starting line up was unchanged from the game against the Lillysh*tes, except 

that Carroll had returned. Man U turned out pretty much as expected except that Park was 

playing instead of Ronaldo.  
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Good things happen to the pure of heart  

 

Sometimes beautiful things happen and f*ck me if we didn’t get a dream start. Barely had 

“Bubbles” finished when Etherington picked up a lovely little header from Teddy. He went 

down the flank like a train and slotted over an inch perfect pass which Marlon hit brilliantly 

first time into the bottom right hand corner.  

 

This seemed to rev the game up into even a greater tempo and it was clear that both sides 

were really up for it.  

 

Tom, bless him, gave us the first comedy moment of the game on 6 minutes when he shoulder 

barged the flying Dutchman down the left after Yossi had lost the ball. Tom looked most 

surprised not to have been penalised and seemed to almost acknowledge this as if he had just 

won Strictly Come Dancing. It was sheer Czech poetry in motion.  

 

On 10 minutes we were badly exposed by crisp, simple passing by the visitors after Noble gave 

away a free kick. Park laid off a really nice ball to Van Nistelrooy just inside the box. Carroll 

was alert though and managed to get a really good hand on a placed shot. Noble got booked 

just after this for another late tackle.  

 

The jitters  

 

We were now beginning to look a bit shaky as just after the 11 minute mark, Park out-jumped 

Tom to set Scholes up who tried to score with the outside of his foot. Carroll made a 

sensational one-handed save, turning just around the left hand post.  

 

The next five minutes or so, we hardly touched the ball, with Man U just passing and probing 

all over the pitch. Tom did extremely well to chest a cross back to Carroll on 17 minutes after 

a cross was whipped in from the right.  

 

A minute later, there was almost a carbon copy of the move that created the goal after Teddy 

headed a ball to Matty who then passed – this time more centrally – to Marlon who got tugged 

back just on the edge of the box. Silvestre got booked for that. It was set up perfectly for 

Teddy, but instead Benayoun struck it and although he hit the free kick pretty well, it just 

glanced off the wall and wide of the right hand upright.  
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From the corner that followed the ball wasn’t cleared and Noble sent a ball into the box which 

Teddy tried to bring down. He didn’t quite control it but teed up Yossi instead, whose first 

time snap shot went flying high and wide.  

 

Always on target  

 

On 21 minutes, Gabbidon made a poor clearance straight to an opposition player allowing him 

to feed a ball through to Rooney who found some space just inside the box with Gabbidon 

trying to force him wide. Rooney, as usual, managed to fire a good low shot in and Carroll once 

again made a fine one handed save which parried the ball out to Anton who cleared.  

 

Yossi did well on 25 minutes to retrieve a ball on the edge of the box under pressure from a 

defender. He laid the ball off to Teddy down the right and he hit a dangerous cross in which 

the Man U defence had to put behind for a corner. From the corner, Konchesky picked up the 

clearance about 25 yards out, but he sliced his shot way over the bar.  

 

More patient play by Man U created another opening on 29 minutes after Park tried to thread a 

pass through to Rooney. Tom was magnificent though and managed to keep the Shrek lookalike 

at bay, although the precocious Scouser was hammering the ground in frustration as he was 

looking for a penalty.  

 

My money’s on Anton  

 

Van Nistelrooy was booked on 32 minutes after he made a pretty vicious late tackle on Anton 

after he had cleared his lines. They squared up to each other but it all calmed down pretty 

quickly.  

 

Neville came on for Silvestre on 36 minutes and it was difficult to tell whether this was a 

tactical move or because the Frenchman was injured.  

 

A minute later, Teddy was booked for a professional foul as he decided to take out Park who 

was flying forward down the left. It was one of those calculated fouls that some call cynical 

while others praise in certain circumstances.  
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On 40 minutes, Marlon set Teddy up for a shot outside of the box, but he couldn’t keep the ball 

down and it spun well over the bar. Immediately after, Rooney was found again in his usual 

predatory position just outside the box. The presence of four West Ham defenders breathing 

down his neck did not deter him or prevent him from getting a shot away which Carroll 

blocked, although he couldn’t hold it.  

 

The final noteworthy move of the half was by Marlon who did very well with his back to goal to 

find a little bit of space on the left hand edge of the box. He got a nice curling cross over but 

Rio – who got a very warm welcome from the home fans today – was on hand to calmly chest 

this to Van Der Sar.  

 

Absorbing  

 

That was an absorbing half of football and once again we proved that we can play with real 

pace on the counter attack. Man U had created some good chances and had a great deal of 

possession. The next goal would be absolutely crucial and my fear – which I expressed to the 

Eaststanders around me was that we would lose the next goal and that Man U would go on to 

win two or three one. An optimist a couple of rows away said “Who’s to say that there will be 

another goal?” I gave one of my Frankie Howerd titters to that suggestion. No chance, I 

thought.  

 

We all knew that the first fifteen to twenty minutes of the second half would be crucial, and 

Man U came at us immediately with intent. First, Gabbidon had to put the ball behind following 

a Fletcher cross in the 46th minute and then just a minute on from this Tom made a mistake 

trying to clear a ball, allowing Park to get a jinked pass through to Rooney who went past 

Gabbidon as if he wasn’t there to score. It was the worst possible start.  

 

We were rattled and finding it difficult to even get a foot on the ball. When we did get hold of 

it we just kept giving it away. It also seemed like every time Neville got the ball a dangerous 

situation resulted. On 53 minutes a ball forward from the right back saw Scholes pick up a 

chest down and feed the ball to Rooney who unleashed a powerful shot which our defence did 

well to block. We did manage a good break after this as Yossi went off down the right and tried 

to curl a shot in after Tom had nearly opened up the Man U defence with a good pass. 

Unfortunately it did not trouble Van Der Sar.  
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Terrifying  

 

Rooney now looked on fire and on 55 minutes he nearly scored again after picking the ball up 

‘in the hole’ and running at the defence. It must be terrifying to see him run at you, but 

somehow Gabbidon managed to block his shot and concede a corner. Rooney took this himself 

and floated it in dangerously. Carroll looked like he was never going to get to it and O’Shea 

beat him to it easily with the goal at his mercy. It was a bit like the goal that Anton scored 

against the Sp*ds last Sunday.  

 

We were really up against it now and my worst fears had been realised. We were just unnerved 

and passes were simply not connecting. We lost organisation in defence as well and on 59 

minutes we allowed Van Nistelrooy to have a free header in the box because no-one had 

decided that he was their man. We were lucky he spurned that chance.  

 

On the hour we picked up a free kick about 25 yards out after a handball was given by the ref 

Steve Bennett. Surely this time Teddy would hit it. Nope. Konch tried his luck and made a very 

poor effort which went about 5 yards over. It was slightly hard to comprehend why the old 

master had not been entrusted with such an opportunity.  

 

Carved apart  

 

We got carved apart again by sheer movement and pace on 65 minutes when Park found space 

yet again. He played a lovely weighted ball which was dummied and left to Rooney who was 

beaten to it by a defender. However the ball was not cleared and O’Shea blasted over from an 

acute angle.  

 

Gabbidon had a moment of madness on 67 minutes when he tried and failed to shield a ball 

out. There is a mantra which is drilled into ESM Jnr’s head by his football coach. It was a 

simple rule which Stuart Pearce used to follow very diligently – “If in doubt, put it out”. 

Gabber’s decision not to do that allowed Fletcher to nick the ball and pass to Rooney in the 

box who probably would have scored were it not for a deflection.  

 

On 69 minutes we were fortunate indeed again not to be two goals behind after Park made a 

brilliant flick towards Rooney who got the ball over to Van Nistelrooy in a crowded box. He 

turned, found a foot of space and made a wonderful little chip which beat Carroll hands down 

but which hit the cross bar full on.  
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Clearly it was time for a change as we weren’t at the races. Mullins and Teddy came off on the 

70 minute mark for Dailly and Zamora. Marlon was sent out right as per the usual tactics.  

 

Resilient but chasing it  

 

We tried to raise our game, but we always looked susceptible to the quality of Man U. Carroll 

did well again on 74 minutes to save at the feet of Van Nistelrooy as yet another killer pass was 

threaded through from the centre of midfield.  

 

We are a resilient side this year and we didn’t give up for one minute. Z-man laid off a nice pas 

to Yossi on the edge of the box on 76 minutes and he in turn found Marlon on the right edge of 

the box. He managed to get a shot away, but this lacked power and Van Der Sar gathered it 

easily.  

 

We were chasing the game, but at least there was some intent, with Matty trying to open 

things up down the left and getting fouled for his trouble. With 12 minutes left Konch picked 

up a pass from Matty and sent a decent ball in which Yossi headed well over and then got taken 

out by Wes Brown.  

 

Quickest salad dodger I know  

 

We got caught on the break on 83 minutes after Rooney picked the ball up in his own half and 

went surging forward. Gabbidon did very well to stay with him and it al got a bit tangled up on 

the edge of the box. Rooney exploded and took a wild kick at Gabbidon for which he received a 

yellow card. “You’re fat and your bird’s a slag”, sang the Bobby Moore Lower.  

 

Matty was still causing trouble down the left and he went darting into the box on 86 minutes, 

but his cross was blocked for a corner which came to nothing.  

 

With two minutes of ordinary time left, Newton came on for Matty, although the point of that, 

given that Matty had been getting some openings in the closing minutes, was lost on me. 

Immediately after the change, we nearly got mugged with a counterattack where Neville found 

himself in acres of space down the right flank. He put over a very good cross to waiting Rooney 

who somehow contrived to glance the ball wide from about 8 yards out.  

 

Van Nistelrooy came off for Richardson, but that was about the only other event of note in the 

three minutes of added time.  
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Stand up if you’re West Ham (Old School)  

 

After the pure elation of last week’s game, it was disappointing to lose after taking the lead. 

Call me Old School, but I went away quite happy having been entertained by an exciting game 

of football. One of the enduring traits of West Ham fans is a love of quality football and also 

the ability to put our hands up when we've been shaded in a game (as long as it aint against 

T*ttsc*m).  

 

There were times when we were outclassed, particularly in the second half, but we continued 

this season’s trend of giving a good account of ourselves. Don’t forget either that we’ve never 

beaten Man U at home in the Premiership.  

 

On an emotional day, we were far from disgraced against an excellent side. Our boys kept 

going right until the end. Rooney was different class and a constant threat. Our defence will 

not face anybody better this season, that’s for sure.  

 

We’re still in the top half of the table, and although there’s still a lot of hard work in front of 

us, we should all still be confident about our prospects.  
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Blackburn Rovers 3 West Ham 2, 10.12.05 
Robbed by the ref. 

 

It almost seems beyond belief but the last time I went to Blackburn was during the 1980/81 

season, almost 25 years ago to the day. That’s only just a tad longer than Joey Barton’s brother 

went down for the other week ...  

 

Like most West Ham fans a trip up to t’ North West hardly always fills me with trepidation, 

given that the M6 seems to do something very funny to the team. We have an appalling record 

in the region, and to be honest I was expecting the worst again today.  

 

Led astray  

 

Arriving at Blackburn railway station about 45 minutes before kick off, ESM Jnr and I were led 

astray by some geezer who said that he knew the way to the ground. Did he f*ck. Don’t that 

just annoy you when people speak so confidently about the way to get somewhere when in 

reality they’ve got more chance of flying to Mars.  

 

Anyway we found the ground, nestled amongst the Coronation Streetscape. It wasn’t quite as 

bad as Burnley, but let’s face it, there ain’t a lot of difference. ESM Jnr was brutal: “It’s 

Skanksville”, he observed.  

 

The one doubt about this game was whether Yossi would be fit enough to play, but out he 

trotted with the same team that had lined up against Birmingham. While we’re on the subject 

of the Brummies can I just say what a joy it was to see Steve Bruce with an expression on his 

face like he had a six inch dog turd suspended on his top lip? Up yours fatty.  

 

Playing away  

 

The atmosphere at Ewood Park was hardly fever pitch, given that there were huge swathes of 

empty seats. I was more interested in a scantily clad female Iron with an away shirt that had 

“Jade’s playing away” on the back of it. Most inventive, I’ll say no more.  
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We had that jaded playing away look in the opening exchanges of the game. In fact we nearly 

conceded a goal in the first minute as the ball was sent into the box from the Blackburn left 

and Gabbidon had to be on hand to clear a Dickov flick. Then a minute later, Mark Noble lost 

the ball in the centre of midfield, it was passed around Tom and another dangerous cross was 

sent in which had to be cleared.  

 

Three minutes in and our crossbar was vibrating after a superb free kick was struck by Savage 

from about 25 yards out after Tom took a poor touch in central defence. Carroll was rooted to 

the spot and once the ball bounced out my least favourite Premiership ref (yes, I hate him even 

more than Poll) Mike ‘Rodent’ Riley decided that it should be taken again because of 

encroachment, with Noble being booked for the offence. Although nothing came from this, it 

was not to be the last time that the rat-like creature would wind me up in this game.  

 

Brazilian  

 

After hardly having a sniff of the round thing, Z-man went on a mazy run on 12 minutes. After 

his brilliant goal in the West Midlands, he was clearly brimming with confidence, and a nice 1-2 

with Matty saw him taunting the Blackburn defence. It was not quite up to the standard of the 

buck-toothed one from Brazil and it ended up with a corner rather than a goal.  

 

Konch was not looking his usual assured self and this was largely due to the presence of Brett 

Emerton who was a real handful throughout the match today. On 13 minutes Emerton went 

powering down the wing and got over a very dangerous cross which was just glanced past 

Carroll’s right hand post.  

 

On 15 minutes, Marlon turned up for the first time with a nice ball-winning tackle that allowed 

him to run down the wing and get a good cross over. Unfortunately only Z-man was in the box 

and the pass went behind him. A minute later, Marlon had another chance as the defender 

completely missed the ball, allowing him to advance menacingly into the box. Marlon tried the 

ball across the six yard but Friedel was equal to it at the near post.  

 

Gabbidon crocked  

 

On 18 minutes disaster struck as a Gabbidon tried to deal with a deflected looping ball in his 

own box and ended up getting shunted into the advertising hoardings behind the goal at some 

pace. It was clear that he was not getting up from this and the stretcher had to go over and 

retrieve him. Dailly was sent on to replace him in central defence.  
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The prolonged delay while Gabbidon was carried off did little to raise the tempo of the game 

which was not exactly filled with quality. Matty did get free on 31 minutes and sent in a good 

cross, but Marlon could not latch on to a Z-man layoff. Three minutes later, Z-man featured 

again with a well-thought out diagonal run, but his cross was cleared.  

 

The West Ham midfield was not covering itself in glory and Yossi particular was guilty of giving 

the ball away twice in two minutes. Noble was no better as on 39 minutes he went on a 

promising run only to make a truly awful pass to the opposition.  

 

Blackburn were really pretty poor and their game was summed up by a supposed shot on goal 

which went out 10 yards short of the corner flag for a throw in. Konch was still struggling and 

after he failed again to control a ball, he got booked on 44 minutes for holding onto the ball.  

 

Poached  

 

Five minutes added time was signalled and you could have knocked me down with a feather as 

West Ham poached a goal a minute in. The ball came loose in our half after a Blackburn move 

broke down and Marlon picked up a pass from Konch. He burst forward powerfully through the 

centre and made a beautifully weighted pass through to Z-man who controlled the ball 

brilliantly to score with aplomb. Cue Sp*ds-like scenes of wild celebration.  

 

Blow me if we nearly didn’t grab a second in the final minute of added time as we won a free 

kick down the right. The ball was sent over by Tom and Friedel spilt it under hardy any 

pressure at all. It was a scramble and Yossi only managed a scuffed goalward shot which was 

blocked by a packed defence.  

 

To be brutally frank, this first half was pretty soporific and short on quality. Blackburn looked 

uninspiring and seemed to excel in a host of overhit balls forward or passes that just went out 

of play. It is the counterattack, though, where West Ham has been so effective this year and 

we took the chance brilliantly when it came. I’ll be honest though and say that I would have 

taken 0-0 without what looked like a nasty injury to Gabbidon, the rock of our central defence 

all season.  
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Wild Rover  

 

The teams came out for the second half to the strains of “The Wild Rover” – and as I was 

singing along it to I suddenly realised that it is Blackburn’s theme tune. Surely they can come 

up with something better than an Irish drinking song?  

 

Two minutes in and we engineered a very promising move after Yossi made a lovely square pass 

to send Matty on his way. His cross was good, but Mark Noble’s free header was high and wide 

from inside the box. He should have at least got this on target.  

 

A minute after this, we were lucky not to concede after Konch flew in with an ill-advised 

tackle, allowing Bentley to get a looped shot away which Carroll did well to palm away from 

the right hand corner. Right after that scare, our defence failed to close down Savage, and he 

hit a long range shot which only just zipped by the right hand upright. Carroll was running 

around like a rabid dog berating the defence for that lapse.  

 

Yossi was playing better in the second half and he went on a tantalising run on 53 minutes 

which ended up with him being bundled to the ground. Unfortunately the free kick was 

completely wasted.  

 

Riley saves Blackburn  

 

We had certainly started better than we had done in the first half but next on 54 minutes, Mike 

Riley made a decision which changed the game. Blackburn had a long throw down the left 

which appeared to just beat the head of one of their players in the box. The ball hit what 

looked like the upper part of Tom’s arm and Riley pointed straight at the spot. Utter disbelief 

on and off the pitch and a prolonged row with Rodent Riley which as usual came to nothing.  

 

That little scrote Dickov stood up to take it and he blasted it into the left hand side of the net 

with Caroll having no chance at all. Up until that point you felt that Blackburn could have 

played until Saturday week and not scored.  
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Things then went from bad to worse, as three minutes later Blackburn again picked the ball up 

down the right and a hard low cross was sent in by Pedersen. Dailly looked like he was in the 

right position to boot this away, but he either missed it or sliced it towards the back post 

where Dickov was waiting about three yards out to gleefully put the ball past the helpless 

Carroll. He probably couldn’t believe his luck, nor could we looking miserably towards our 

ragged defence.  

 

61 minutes in and Emerton came off for Kuqi, while we replaced the absent and ineffective 

Mark Noble with David Bellion. Let’s face it, we are really missing Reo Coker.  

 

Never say die  

 

We are the official ‘never say die’ West Ham of Alan Pardew and two minutes after the change, 

we were on level terms again. Yossi made another excellent run through the centre and fed a 

ball out to Z-man who did very well today to run into space at exactly the right time. He went 

wide and then chipped over a great cross to find Marlon at the far post who made a good 

placed header which neither the keeper nor a defender could keep out. It was a fantastic 

response and you felt that the game was now for the taking.  

 

On 65 minutes, Tom was booked for jumping all over a Blackburn player on the edge of the 

box. Anton was not happy about the location chosen and got booked for his trouble. Savage hit 

another superb free kick which hit the crossbar. The ball came out and Marlon was able to 

break free and get a one-on-one with the keeper after a poor attempted head back from a 

Blackburn defender. He failed to get the ball under control and hit a diabolical shot from the 

edge of the box causing anguished howls amongst my neighbours. You wondered why he didn’t 

run in further on goal.  

 

Dailly did not look at all comfortable and on 72 minutes he had to thigh a ball away for a 

corner. This was whipped in viciously and Carroll had to make a reflex save to keep it out near 

the left hand post. It was difficult to see if anybody had got a touch on it – it looked to me that 

it had come in direct from the corner.  

 

Dickov was given a chance he wasn’t quite expecting after a long clearance flicked off the top 

of the head of Mullins. He ran forward dangerously, but hit a poor shot over the bar.  
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Ball watching masterclass  

 

It was defensive uncertainties again which sunk us on 75 minutes after Dailly headed a ball 

upwards and both he, Anton and Konch failed to deal with it, allowing Kuqi to get the ball and 

score at almost point blank range. Ball watching. No-one took responsibility and you cannot 

afford to do that.  

 

Just after the goal, Z-man came off for Aliadiere and on 78 minutes it looked like we might 

drag the game back again after Matty found some room down the left and put over a good ball 

which ended up at the feet of Yossi in the box. He couldn’t apply the killer touch and Friedel 

was able to save down low,  

 

It was all getting a bit frantic and Riley lost the plot again as Marlon got booked for what 

looked like an entirely reasonable challenge in the box as the ball came in from the left. The 

sixth West Ham booking then followed farcically in the 89th minute after the whistle had been 

blown for a foul on Tom. The ball was kicked forward and Carroll came out to get it, but he 

seemed to either miss or only slightly clip the advancing Blackburn player. Riley went off to the 

line to consult and then pulled out the yellow card.  

 

Although four minutes were added on we ran out of steam and ended up being denied the 

share of the points we probably deserved.  

 

Turned by two incidents  

 

The result was disappointing, but really the game turned on two incidents: when Gabbidon 

piled into the hoarding; and when Riley blew up for the penalty. Up until the spot kick we 

looked comfortable and the team that had not scored for over three games looked unlikely to 

break us down. After that, it was poor defending which let us down, and although Dailly was at 

fault, so were Konch and Anton.  

 

Up until today we were riding high in the fair play league. Mike Riley decided to go on a one ref 

crusade to send us spiralling down that particular league with his ready use of the yellow card. 

I hope we don’t get the rat again this season.  
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On the more positive side, we still look very good in the final third and our counterattacking 

play looks quick, crisp and pretty devastating. The main worry is the loss of Gabbidon, as 

strength at the back has been crucial for us so far during this campaign. We also look 

lightweight in the centre of the park without Reo Coker.  

 

There’s still no need to panic at all, and let’s hope that we repeat what we have done so far 

this season – bounced back after defeat. I only wish we weren’t up in the dreaded North West 

again to try and achieve this.  
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West Ham 2 Newcastle 4, 17.12.05 
Undone by Michael Owen and the traditional start of the West Ham Yuletide declne. 

 

Here’s a message from me to all supporters over the age of 5. You look right ar*es in those 

‘Santa hats’.  

 

The quality of those in evidence in the East Stand was appalling – the colour was all wrong, 

there appeared to be a plastic golf ball hanging off the end and the material looked like the 

sort of stuff you would hang at the window of a house of ill repute. Not that I’m an expert on 

whorehouse decoration, you understand, but I could learn.  

 

Christmas decline starts today  

 

Anyway, I reckon the Yuletide fixtures officially started with the game against Newcastle and 

will end with the game against the team built on the proceeds of the wholesale plundering of 

the former Soviet oil industry. I just knew there would be trouble for the Hammers when the 

Berlin Wall came down, and I was proved correct.  

 

Anyway, given the usual seasonal foreboding, it would have been nice to have got off on the 

right foot against a Newcastle team that never seems to do very well in London. Let’s face it, 

we are usually truly shocking over Yuletide. It’s as traditional as brussels sprouts.  

 

It all looked very promising as the same team started the game that made David Moyes a clear 

choice over Steve Bruce if you need to rent a face out for a funeral (which one of those is the 

most miserable f*cker on this planet – it’s a tough call).  

 

Billy Elliott  

 

There was a pretty good atmosphere round the ground as well, and why not? It started with a 

belly laugh as Robbie Elliott made a comical sliced shot in the very first minute. We then 

marvelled at a truly huge pass out to the left wing by James Collins.  

 

On 4 minutes there was nice movement again by the Hammers as Konch found some space 

down the left. He crossed and the cleared ball landed at the feet of Fletch who hit a low shot 

which Given nearly spilled.  
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The positive vibe then went almost immediately as Tom failed to deal with a through ball that 

Owen picked up. He spun out into the box and chipped a ball over the advancing Carroll who 

had no chance.  

 

Turbo charged  

 

Yossi is rapidly becoming my favourite player and on 8 minutes he showed some sublime skills 

twisting and turning on the edge of the box. Marlon picked up the ball and went storming into 

the box but he got forced quite wide and Given saved easily down low.  

 

Marlon was off on another turbo charged surge on 9 minutes and he got over a good cross which 

Z-man took very well but failed to get his shot on target.  

 

Shola Ameobi then had Carroll at full stretch on 11 minutes after he cut inside using his 

strength. That bloke is a real handful.  

 

Matty is in a rich vein of form and he was looking irrepressible down the flank. Every time he 

gets the ball at the moment, you feel like something is going to happen.  

 

Z-man turns  

 

19 minutes in and it was all square. Zamora made a brilliant turn in the centre circle leaving 

his marker for dead. Marlon got on the end of an incisive pass and he made for the byline. He 

hit in one of those crosses that all defenders fear and Titus Bramble was so unnerved he 

banged the ball against Solana and into the net.  

 

The goal was just what we needed and it appeared to take Yossi to a new level, terrorising the 

Newcastle defence. He somehow found a way through into the box on 23 minutes and appeared 

to be scythed down from behind. Ref Phil Dowd was completely uninterested.  

 

Marlon, the man that some retards risibly describe as lazy showed fantastic desire on 27 

minutes to track back and muscle Ameobi off the ball and run forward almost into the 

Newcastle box. Terrific stuff. Immediately afterwards, Matty made another great run down the 

left and made a perfect pass to Z-man who forced a top class save out of Given.  
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Two minutes later, it was Fletch that nearly scored as he just blasted a shot over the bar as the 

ball was unconvincingly cleared.  

 

Wasteful  

 

Yossi the tormenter was at it again on 31 minutes and a delicious turn led to him being fouled 

on the edge of the box in a promising central position. Unfortunately the opportunity was 

wasted as the free kick hit Z-man standing in the wall. We do seem to be winning a lot of free 

kicks in good positions of late, but the end product has not been too much to write home 

about.  

 

Matty got taken out on 38 minutes and a free kick was awarded down the left. The cross ended 

up with Collins getting his head on it, but it was too weak to bother Given.  

 

There had been little or no threat from Newcastle since their goal, but an opportunity came to 

Parker after Shearer nodded down a floated cross on 40 minutes. He blasted a shot wastefully 

wide of the right hand post.  

 

Injustice  

 

Two minutes later, we suffered a huge injustice as Newcastle scored again. Anton had failed to 

deal with a header and Ameobi retrieved the ball. He went down very easily under a challenge 

from Fletch and the whole of East Stand was outraged by the award of a free kick. 

Unfortunately Solano’s delivery was somewhat more devastating than our earlier dead ball 

efforts and Owen managed to get something on it which deflected the ball past Carroll.  

 

Unbelievable that we had controlled the game for 90% of the half and gone in behind. In some 

ways it was great. Call me old fashioned, but this was like the West Ham of old. Dominating the 

play with attractive football yet inexplicably losing.  
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Das Crazy West Ham Sex Show  

 

Unfortunately the old Christmas cliché had to ruin half time as the Hammerettes appeared in 

some ‘special’ Christmas outfits that were about as classy as a turd in a swimming pool. They 

danced around with their costumes falling down and ended up with an oh so subtle display of 

their rears to the Bobby Moore Lower. I know, you are thinking that I’m pissed off because we 

didn’t manage a good old gander in the East Stand. Nope. If I want to go to a lap dancing club, 

I will go to a lap dancing club. I prefer to not mix the sex industry with football, thank you.  

 

The second half would surely give us the lead we deserved and we continued largely where we 

had left off, with Marlon continuing to try and get wide and cross in the 49th minute. A minute 

later, Yossi was brought down yet again running through the D, resulting in a clear booking for 

Ameobi. Farce followed as the Newcastle wall decided that Dowd was a tw*t and could be 

ignored. If that was ten yards, then I’m a cucumber. You guessed it, we made nothing of the 

free kick.  

 

Marlon broke free again on 54 minutes and his shot was just saved by the outstretched foot of 

Given. The ball came out of the box to the waiting Mullins who hit a peach of shot from about 

35 yards. On another day, that would have been nestling in the back of the net, but it hit the 

foot of the post and rebounded out to safety.  

 

Shearer blocks  

 

A minute later and it looked certain that we had scored after the ball came out to Collins 

following a free kick resulting from a foul on Konch. His first time shot was blistering but 

unfortunately for us Shearer on defensive duty was in the way to clear off the line.  

 

Collins hit another tremendous 40 yard pass on 57 minutes and two minutes after this Marlon 

nearly converted at the far post, but hit the side netting.  

 

Yossi left the pitch on 61 minutes as it looked like he was carrying a knock. Bellion was his 

replacement. A minute later Matty put in another good ball to Z-man in the box, but he 

couldn’t control the ball and tried a blatant dive instead.  

 

Despite good pressure, we were undone on the break on 65 minutes after Owen laid off a pass 

to Shearer. He cut into the right hand side of the box and hit an unstoppable low shot past 

Carroll.  
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The mysterious ways of Shola Ameobi  

 

Although it looked like curtains, seven minutes after the Shearer goal we got a goal back after 

Ameobi leapt up in the box with his hand in the air. Mystifying as this was, it was nothing 

compared to Dowd’s decision not to show the second yellow card to Ameobi. Marlon stepped up 

and coolly placed the ball wide of Given.  

 

It felt like we were going to get back on level terms and with 18 minutes left, there was plenty 

of time to do so. On 75 minutes, Collins tried his luck with a 35 yard shot, but Given saved this 

easily. Tom was sacrificed just after this for Aliadiere and on 76 minutes Bellion whipped a 

cross in from the right which Z-man could not get his foot on inside the six yard box.  

 

Pardew was looking agitated and he was actually on the pitch retrieving a ball as he smelt an 

equaliser. Unfortunately, we were always vulnerable to the counterattack and on 84 minutes, 

Carroll somehow saved a glanced header from Owen after a break.  

 

Everybody up for the corner  

 

As added time began, Collins was clamouring for a penalty after it appeared that the ball had 

been handled, but Dowd was unimpressed with his appeal. Carroll tried a repeat of the last 

minute goal at Sp*ds as he came up for a last minute corner. Inevitably we got caught again on 

the break with Carroll struggling to get back to his goal. Shearer laid the ball off and the ball 

got delivered perfectly over to Owen who was faced with an open goal.  

 

This was an undeserved loss as we bossed large parts of the game. At times we had so much 

possession it was embarrassing. We will play a lot worse this season and cruise to victory. It 

just wasn’t our day. Let’s just hope that we don’t have a traditional West Ham Christmas. I 

shall be watching our Boxing day bounce back, without one of those wa*ky Santa hats on. 


