Roast ‘07

The nets are down, the balls in the cage are deflating,

It’s time to get together for some commemorating.

My odes in the past have targeted certain individuals at LUSC,

Left them with a sense of trepidation and urgency.

This ode feels as though something is amiss…

Hang on, is Luca taking the piss?

Whether you take it as a rousing toast, 
Or a tainting roast,

There’s only one reason this honour is bestowed upon you

It’s a chance where we can hang shit on you!

But who can it be this year?

As I whirl around the room, plenty of candidates, that’s clear.
In my mind’s eye, I have databases on you all. 

It’s a long season, an opportunity for many a fall.

Could it be someone who loves to point the finga?

No, it’s not you Binga.

Could it be someone who shoves their head into another’s chest for a prankie?

No, it’s not you Frankie.

Maybe it’s someone who’s always injured?

No, it’s not Nick De Luca.

I’ve put senior coaches and reserve coaches under the microscope,

I know what some of you are thinking, it’s not me I hope.

But I can’t help but think that special someone knows,

As they look back on their highs and many lows. 

Yes, yes, I know this guy will get crabby,

But everyone, let’s say it together; it’s GABBY!!!!

Ah yes, our fearless leader, who better?

The man who needs a boost to win a header!

That joke’s in bad taste he cries,

I promise Gab, it’s the last joke about your size.

There’s so much dirt on you I’m sure,

Like the time I saw your bag resembling a drug store!

In Sydenham towards the end of the season,

Time to call it quits on ’07 for many a reason.

What you ask could be the problem?

Well every bone and muscle in Gab’s body broken.

From ankles, to ribs to spleens,

A commitment to his teammates of which I’ve never seen!

But I’ve never been more frightened to jump,

Than when I saw him pull out of his bag, a breast pump.

I can’t remember what it was for and frankly I don’t want to know,

You’re a trooper to play on and continue to go and go.
Your crowning moment though, is without a doubt, 
An event that will bring about the famous Gabby pout.
In order to share this moment with you all let me take you back,

To the location, the place Gabby had a tremendous stack.

All of you here would be fairly familiar with the lower playing fields where we play.

Its wide expanse, its perfectly flat terrain, heaven to us players I must say.

A small kingdom is thought of when you look at the land of green,
With Gabby the king, commanding over all, if you know what I mean.

One night at training doing some laps, having a laugh with all the chaps.

Gabby sides up against me and doing what Gab does best, he chats.

Again, reminding you of the sheer size of the ground,

It’s amazing what Gabby had found.

Heading into our third lap, breaths heaving and going asunder,

Our collective footsteps sound like hooves of thunder.
Yet amongst all the rabble,

I could still hear Gab babble.

About what I can’t remember it’s not the issue,

What was to come next, now you’ll need a tissue.

Swinging around the back of the field we make our final approach,
In our sights, our target, the coach.

There we were, closing in, stalking.

Three hard laps in, Gabby was still talking.

And then, suddenly…PING!

The sound had a certain ring.

A noise I remember the most,

Gabby smashing into the goal post.

Cut down cruelly, Gab tumbling,

He didn’t even see it coming!

The story doesn’t end there, the punch line about to drip,

He arises, talking from where he left off before his trip!
Now Gab, this roast comes to a close, I’ve tried my best.

I know you’ll take all this in good jest.

But seriously, your passion is unchallenged, the club’s heartbeat.

What you’ve done to our club is an unbelievable feat.

Your vision brings us to where we stand now,

And if anyone’s interested Gab will sit you down and tell you how!

But, just know that to be roasted like this means one thing’s true,

That everyone in here loves you.

What started as a roast inevitably ends up as a toast.

To Gabby and that bastard of a goal post! 

