
Cannock 10 - Barton 10 - 8th May 2011 

We won today. It was a proper pain to watch and to play. Steve Dixon said if I had written this ahead of time 
that even my ridiculous story lines would have been rejected by the editors as ñLudicrousò. 

   

Summary : 

 Cannock did not dominate up front. 
 Cannock blitzed in defence and snuffed out our backs and key ball carriers. 
 Cannock were 10-0 up at half time. 

 



  

 Barton came back. 
 Barton scored two tries through both wingers (Bloxham and Woolston) finishing off fine moves 
 Barton remained calm and composed and ended the 80 minutes 10-10. 

 

 Extra time was played, 
 Extra pressure was added to the circulatory systems of players and spectators alike. 
 Extraordinary circumstances prevailed 
 No extra points from either side. 

 

 It was still 10-10 
 It was sudden death penalties. 
 It was Matt Bird who slotted 4 
 It was Cannock who slotted 3. 
 It was Barton with their hands on the Cup. 



A finer spectacle could not have been designed, and the relief, euphoria, Jubilation, rapture, elation, ecstasy, 
and joy, were apparent to everyone with red and white blood cells running through their veins. 

Good luck to all who have to work tomorrow (who set this up for a Sunday ????) and now we have the ñHotter 
than Mustardò Tour to look forward to. 

 

Essington 12 - Barton 47 - 23rd April 2011 

Here is the Churchill guide to our first try. Note that during all four photos where our Number 8 has picked and 
gone, that the Essington 8 is still bound to the scrum..  

Will Matt Cox break this tackle ? Oh Yes. 

 

Will Pow Pow come to his aid ? Oh Yes. 

 



Will he make the line ? Oh Yes. 

 

Score ? Oh Yes.  

 

Will we win ? Silly question. 

Better is such a great word. It can appear in Adjective, Noun or Verb form, it can motivate, demoralise and 
define all at the same time. It can prompt a young engineer to set a career path ("Better sort yourself out"), it 
can categorise a potential tourist's gambling problem ("He's the Better in the team"), and it can describe how 
every opposing side has viewed Barton. "Better". Yes. 
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I was berated by the local Essington fans for not bringing along a hip flask (I didn't realise it was such a big 
part of our previous visits !) but at 25 degrees it wasn't whisky weather at all. It was hot and the team talk was 
to play the game at our pace. The front row of Huddy, Brooksey and Robinson looked good and were better 
than the opposition and it's not often we've been able to say that about the Essington pack. The first score 
was to come from Matt Cox who decided to play at 8 today although he managed to throw in at the lineout 
too; not straight but at least he threw. He picked and went from a 5 yard scrum and Jamie converted. 

 



Not long after when we had a lineout in their 22, Matt threw in well but Lee Coton fumbled the pass off his left 
hand and caused Jamie to stumble and pause, which was just long enough for the Essington backs to come 
up to the gain line. Jamie saw a little gap inside , stepped and popped a lovely ball to a thundering Murphy 
who came into the line from full back and scored under the posts. Less than a quarter of an hour gone and we 
were 14-0 up. 

 

 


