Ode To Andy

22 half-times in a season, a championship season I might add,
I thought drinks; a chance to catch your breath was why they were had.

But no, how wrong I was to think such a thought,

Half time in a reserve’s game at LUSC, what an experience that brought.

Andy, I have been commissioned to write this little ditty by the powers that be,

To write a few things down about the season that was, so don’t blame me.

So here we go, I’ll set the scene,

Another mediocre half by the reserve team.

Now I’ll be honest, but I’m sure I’m not the only person in this room,

Who would admit to looking forward to hearing Andy’s boom?
I know this might sound like a sick fantasy and you might want to sit,

But in all first halves, the Ressies deliberately played like shit.

One memory I’ll take from this year,

Is Ceri heading off to the change rooms, Andy’s manifesto was what he wanted to hear.
Now that kind of enthusiasm must be encouraged and admired, Ceri you’re our hero;
But total reserve games for Ceri: Zero.

Round 12 versus Brimbank we couldn’t have asked for more,

As we sat in there none of us knew we’d be part of LUSC folklore.

We were told the emotion was to be taken out of the game.

Three yellow cards for fighting; Pearso, Maysie and Lucs to blame.

What an undisciplined parade,

But just the thing for a DePetro tirade.

He gave us a pasting; he said we needed to go the distance,

But next came the piece-de-resistance!

Our integrity was questioned,

Our professions were mentioned,

‘Some of you teach, hold positions of responsibility.’

‘Some of you even defend our country!’

Adjectives littered the change rooms like ‘useless’, ‘stupid’ and my favourite ‘crap’,

Someone turn of the Andy Adjective tap!

The entire half made him sick,

So much so, each of us branded a ‘useless prick’.

Andy’s word well was running dry; something needed to be done,

A moment of sheer brilliance had come.

With all his power and all his might,

Nick’s decrepit, broken boot took flight!

It smashed against the wall, the boot was battered,

Ceri and his senior posse watching, scattered.
We looked at the ground, scared to make eye contact,

We all knew the result if we did, the impending fact.
Like deer in headlights we were at a loss,

What now?, we looked at our boss.

We got out onto the ground we didn’t know what to do….

Until Maysie belted out, ‘let’s do it for the shoe!’

In the next ten minutes, we scored three goals,

Thankfully vindicating our souls.

He’d done it put our talents to use,

It’s funny what you can achieve with physical abuse.

While this was the highlight, there are many other things to mention,

There were moments of joy, moments of tension.

Paul Cif broke your heart so many times,

Pearso the perpetrator of so many defensive crimes.

Anthony G and Santi were part of your highs,

Illy were you really trying to catch butterflies?

You showed your softer side if I may,

You never followed through with your threats of killing Johnny A.

Your impersonations of your players were down to a tee,

You even managed to keep one player quiet for fifteen minutes, yes, Gabby.

I thought water bottles were only used for drinking,

You showed me they can also be used as coaching tools, what was I thinking?

But as the curtain falls on this season,

Everyone here sincerely thanks you for many a reason.

If you decide to move on we wish you good health,

What a shame it is, you never got to coach Alf!

