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With the two most recent seasons now having been affected by the long shadow of COVID, 2022 marked 

something of a return to normalcy with finals and results. Thankfully, however you count it, ANUFC have 

remained just as successful as ever. Yes, I know, this is the kind of self-congratulatory horseshit you get from 

official propaganda organs like Правда and Neues Deutschland, but what did you expect? This is an ANUFC 

magazine reporting on purely ANUFC content, so yeah, you can be sure we’ll celebrate the wins! 

 

Such has been our success this term that this pat-on-the-back article has no choice but to stretch across a few 

pages, and encompasses almost every level of football in which we entered teams this season (with our CPL under-

23s still firmly in the Grand Final hunt). Such is the price of success – without further ado, we present your 2022 

champions. 

 

 

 

CELEBRATING SUCCESS 

COMMUNITY LEAGUES 

LEAGUE CHAMPIONS 

Community League 1 Community League 4 

Battlers 

Burns 

Majura 

Yarabi 

38 

37 

30 

23 

Dolphins 

Weston (Martine) 

Weston (Moufarrige) 

Burns 30 

37 

45 

46 

GRAND FINAL WINNERS 

Community League 1 

Battlers Burns 

1 – 1 
3 –  1 

(pens) 
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STATE LEAGUES 

LEAGUE CHAMPIONS 

State League 1 State League 2 Reserve 

35 

32 

28 

28 

Ed/Alex 

Weston Molonglo 

Gungahlin Juventus 

UC Stars 

Lovie 

Yass 

Weston Molonglo 

Brindabella Blues 

51 

42 

34 

31 

GRAND FINAL WINNERS 

State League 2 Reserve 

4-2 
Lovie Weston 

State League 1 Reserve 

2-0 
Alex Weston 

MASTERS LEAGUES 

LEAGUE CHAMPIONS 

Masters League Over-45s 

GRAND FINAL WINNERS 

Masters League Over-35Bs 

Condi 

3-2 
QCFC 

Chris De Ruyter 

Canberra Croatia 

Woden Valley SC 

Belnorth 

48 

35 

34 

26 
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…PLUS A CLUB 
CHAMPIONSHIP! 

Capital Premier League 

ANUFC
 Brindabella Blues 

Tuggeranong United 

Queanbeyan City 

Yoogali SC 

Wagga City Wanderers 

White Eagles 

Weston Molonglo 

85 

80 

75 

68 

55 

55 

46 

23 
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Yes, we know, notices are very dull – live with it. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The ANUFC 2022 AGM will be held virtually via Zoom on Saturday, 8 October, from 9:00am. The meeting can 
be accessed via a link emailed to all members on 17 September. 
 
Constitutionally, our AGM requires the attendance of one third of current members in order to proceed. If this 
initial meeting does not meet quorum, it will be duly postponed to the following Saturday (October 15) at 3:00pm, 
to be held in-person at Hellenic Club in the City. 
 
If this second meeting again fails to meet quorum after thirty minutes, the members present (as long as there are 
at least fifteen) shall constitute a quorum, and the AGM will be able to proceed. 
 

2022 AGM Agenda 
 
1.  Meeting Open     5.  2023 Committee Elections 
2.  Apologies      6.  Life Memberships 
3.  Confirmation of the 2021 AGM Minutes  7.  General Business 
4.  Presentation of Reports         A.  Other Business – none submitted 
     A.  President     8.  Close 
     B.  Treasurer 
 

Nominations for Committee Positions 
 
Nominations must be made in writing to secretary@anufc.org.au no later than Saturday, 1 October. The club 
strongly encourages members who are committed and keen to give back to the club to consider running for a 
position on the committee. The positions available are: 

 
•  President    •  Vice-President    •  Secretary 

•  Treasurer    •  Six ordinary committee members 
 
Nominations must include the candidate’s full name and contact details, the position(s) for which nomination is 
made, and the signatures of two other members of the club. A person may be nominated in absentia provided that 
they have consented to this in writing. 

 

 

NOTICES 
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How to Vote by in absentia or by Proxy at the AGM 
 
If you are unable to attend the AGM and still wish to vote on the election of committee positions (if contested), 
or on the Special Resolution to Alter the Constitution, you have two options. 
 
1. Submit your full name and vote to the secretary at secretary@anufc.org.au. This vote will be held in confidence 

and submitted on your behalf. Voting in this manner will be accepted up until the commencement of the 
AGM. 

 
OR 
 
2. If you do not wish to disclose your vote to the secretary, you may appoint a proxy. To do this, you must email 

the secretary at secretary@anufc.org.au with the name of your proxy no later than 24 hours prior to the 
commencement of the AGM. Your notice, appointing a proxy to vote on your behalf, must include your full 
name, the full name of the proxy member, an authorisation for the proxy to vote for or against the resolution 
in question, the signature of the voting member, and the date of the notice. Proxies will be provided with a 
voting slip for each eligible vote at the AGM.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
After two years at the helm, and with a move to Sydney beckoning, now seems like the right time to hand over 
the reins of this wonderful but all-too-underappreciated organ of the ANUFC. If you’re an ANUFC member with 
an interest in media and communications, and especially if you’re a student, this is the volunteering gig for you. 
 
Editing the Soccer Club United Magazine is a diverse task which takes in a variety of responsibilities. In general terms, 
if you’re someone with strong skills in: 
 

• Writing, copyediting, and attention to detail; 
• Formatting; and 
• Graphic design… 

 
…Then you are exactly who we’re looking for. You won’t be chucked right in the deep end, either. While full and 
unadulterated editorial control will be at your disposal, you will have my help throughout the year (if you want it), 
in a standing tradition of immediately past SCUM editors helping new ones get to grips with the job. 
 
This is an interesting, dynamic, and resume-worthy bit of volunteering which would be ideal for a student looking 
to get to know this great club a little better, and to build out their portfolio along the way. Time commitments 
vary – it’s flat-chat when you’re finishing up an issue, but usually pretty quiet the rest of the time – but there’s no 
better way to chip in if you want to stick to the fun stuff (sorry committee, but SCUM is where the fun is at). 
 
Interested? Email scum@anufc.org.au, or reach out to the club Facebook page to get in touch! 
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Football really is a wonderful game. I never used to get around it – I was always a hockey 
player – and only half paid attention so I’d have something to talk about at school. Despite 
my uninterested start, however, and my complete lack of talent, it’s come to play a 
profound role in my undergraduate life. But alas, all good things must come to an end, 
as the cliché goes. 

 
I’ve been genuinely lucky to play with ANUFC for six years now. It started as an 
urgently needed social crutch; something to get me out of the confines of my 
depressing Kinloch Lodge room and out into the world. That first year, with the team 
now known as the Battlers, was really a struggle. Even as fellow first-year Scan and I 
endured Chris Brinley’s particular brand of ‘encouragement’ all season, it was still a 
welcome weekly outing which kept me going when I needed it most. We won both 
SL10 titles – I as an out-of-position left back, Scan mostly left on the bench – but 
that was besides the point, really. 

 
My second season brought a whole new team, as the Battlers splintered off in two 
directions, and Jono took the helm. A whole crop of blokes who I’d never have 
met otherwise, from different degrees, universities, parts of the world, and walks 
of life, were slowly moulded from a straggle of misfits into something resembling 
a football team. We were far from talented – and still aren’t, as 2022’s results 
attest – but Jono deserves an awful lot of credit for building something from 
nothing. Even as old faces have departed and new ones have arrived, that core 
group has persisted, as so many at ANUFC do, and become a team. We’ve now 
clocked up a scarcely believable fifth season. To lean on another cliché – time 
flies when you’re having fun. 

 
So it was, then, that I found myself at South Oval, all geared up for one last 
run in the ANUFC strip. We’d endured a tough run of results this term – 
thanks partly to the fact that we aren’t very good, and partly to the fact that 
other ANUFC teams who will remain unnamed insist on playing in timeslots 
that suit them, the rest of the club be damned. Nonetheless, as seems to 
have been the case every season, we’re a force to be reckoned with at our 
best. In an oh-so-div 10 finale, we were up against Belnorth – the 
archetypal Sunday league side. 

 
While Belnorth weren’t to know it, they should have been worried. 
Coaching together for a second season, after first pairing up during 
Jono’s 2020 sabbatical, Dyl and I had consistently presided over losses 
whenever we took to the touchline together. By contrast, in the games 
when it was Dyl coaching alone, we had nothing but wins and draws. 
Make of that what you will, but with Dyl absent for the weekend, and 
therefore only one coach on the touchline, the odds were at least a 
little further in our favour. Other absences included Tim and Rex, 
both laid out mid-season and unable to recover before we closed out  

SO NEARLY A FAIRYTALE FINAL  
DAY  

DRAMA  
OF THE  

SLIGHTLY 
MISTY-EYED 

VARIETY 

Match Details: 
Community League 2 

Matchday Eighteen  
(20 August) 

South Oval 1 
 

Scorers: 
Scott St Amand 

Joshua Woodyatt 
Arthur Treloar 

3 
3 
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the year, and Steve, a real game-changer in midfield on his day (which, in fairness to him, is pretty well anytime he 
graces the park). Miraculously though, despite the struggles of getting a full contingent to turn up for most of the 
rest of the year, the remaining sixteen were primed and ready to go. It wasn’t just the team that turned up – 
Canberra did too, gracing us with a welcome break from this year’s incessant rain. 
 
After a rousing (ish) team talk, the game kicked off, and we made a deliberate effort to impress ourselves on the 
fixture early. Figuring that Belnorth would be caught off guard if we came out firing, our thesis of quick passes 
and physical challenges achieved just that, with everyone doing their bit to put the blue and yellows on the ropes. 
Despite injury niggles, midfield stalwarts Buddy and Nathan put on a clinic, linking up defence and attack with 
millimetre-perfect passes and sumptuous megs that they really had no business pulling off in their condition. That 
energy was sustained at the back, with each of Alex, Scan, and Dan putting in the kinds of shifts that made 
substituting the typically-undroppable Arthur look feasible – no mean feat. So too, Adeeb and Scott bombed up 
and down the wings, heeding the call to remember their defensive responsibilities and giving Belnorth’s defenders 
plenty to think about, while the rotating duo of Dom and Tom pulled strings from the centre, and Fabian waited 
up top. A vintage div 10 display. 
 
Settling into something of a rhythm, it was one-way traffic for much of the half, with Belnorth only having a 
handful of meaningful chances in the face of overwhelming ANUFC possession. Surely enough, all that pressure 
mounted, and Belnorth lapsed to allow Scott a superb opener. He wasn’t finished, either – playing me through 
about ten minutes later for what would be my only goal of the campaign, a clean strike past the keeper from just 
outside the box, to make it 2-0. With all my swirling sentiments about this, my final game, to net one in the 
captain’s armband (yeah, I know, I’m that guy) was very satisfying. But it was no time for celebration just yet. 
 
The second half offered that most tantalising of prospects – a winning position, and the chance to really put this 
game to bed. Our eternal nemesis – the first ten minutes of the second half, where we tend to cave in a bit and 
ship goals – stood in the way. Surely enough, it was Belnorth who came out firing this time, and despite a more 
resolute ANUFC showing than normal, they were soon able to put themselves back in contention, with two 
successive goals past an otherwise excellent Kieran display drawing them level. At other points in the season, we 
might have folded; collapsed to a 4-2 or 5-2 defeat and gone home, heads in hands. But no, this time we really 
rallied. Surely the lion’s share of the credit goes to our defence, with Samos and Arthur combining to halt Belnorth 
advances, and Eddy (substituted for Scan) running rings around a quickly tiring Belnorth winger out of left back. 
Surely the man of the moment, and unarguably the man of the match, however, was Alex. Timing each and every 
tackle to perfection, incessantly chasing down Belnorth attackers, and lobbing absolute hand grenades up the line 
every time a throw-in was called. For a bloke whose confidence can really be dinted on an off day, watching his 
full potential was surely a sight to behold. 
 
As the whistle beckoned, things took a yet more frantic turn. Despite the best efforts of Belnorth’s player-referee, 
ANUFC put a third away thanks to an absolutely classic Arthur strike straight off the training pitch – cut back 
from the touchline to the top of the box and rifled into the top of the net. Belnorth equalised with a classically 
invented penalty – that’s what you get when Capital Football won’t provide a referee – which Kieran was powerless 
to stop, and it was on. 3-3. The frenetic energy of a cup final took hold, as it so often does in the final game of the 
season, as we were resolved to at least take a draw for our troubles. Belnorth attacked in waves, and the game was 
pretty much confined to our half, as corner after corner was parried and shot after shot blocked. Tempers frayed, 
and Samos – who had delivered an even-handed display of adjudication befitting his refereeing qualifications in 
the first half – made sure to let Belnorth’s player-referee know his thoughts on some choice decisions. For all of 
it, we held out, and 3-3 it stayed. 
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2022 has been a year of ups and downs – as everyone always tritely remarks about every year. Sure, we were rubbish 
a lot of the time. We played some pretty shit football on a few occasions, even going as far as basically falling apart 
against Tuggeranong at our lowest ebb. But that’s never the whole story. Forced into a division much higher than 
we should have been entered into, the wins and draws we did secure were gold dust. We played some genuinely 
quality football, with several players who would self-identify as bang average putting in efforts well above their 
norm, and improved as a team. There is no reason why next year we couldn’t contend for wins and titles. While I 
suspect that my departure from the dugout will probably help that a touch – sorry lads, I should have seen the 
light and left it up to Dyl! – it’s ultimately down to the fact that ours is a cohesive, effective, and burgeoningly-
talented team. I look forward to seeing where they go from here. 
 
JOSHUA WOODYATT 
 
 

Back Row (L-R): Samuel ‘Samos’ Sheung (#4), Fabian Hoffmann (#9), Scott St Amand (#12), 
Dan Drew (#6), Joshua Woodyatt (#27) (Armband Wanker), Nathan Heldon (#11), Eddy Chen 
(#13), Arthur Treloar (#2) 
 
Back Row (L-R): Adeeb Enayati (#7), Dom Leal-Smith (#3), Tom Harrison (#18), Kieran 
Connor (#1) (GK), Edward ‘Buddy’ Budd (#32), Alex ‘Badger’ Bajer (#43), Scan Williams (#17) 
 
Fan Club President (clutching Kit Kat, front): Max Hoffmann 
 
Absent: Dylan Kim (#16) (Coach), Rex Cameron (#12), Steve Roach (#8), Tim Hamer (#15) 
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Calwell. Cold Calwell. How cold? The wind blew from the south to remind us there is snow on the snow 

fields, and the BBQ could hardly get the sausages brown. Stone the crows, was it cold. At least we didn’t 

need ice to keep the beverages to temperature… 

 

Tuggeranong, being acclimatised to the weather, certainly turned up to play, and turned up to be whingers 

as well – something to do with the idea that if they beat us, they would have a chance at finals, I think.  

With no CF-appointed referee, Tuggers happily supplied one…happily. It was a tough game, as always 

against these fellas, and a different squad to the first round, but they do love to spit the dummy when the 

stakes are high and the chips are down. 

 

Brett, our valiant leader, was away doing what family men have to do...keeping the peace with the better 

half, so interchanges were up to, well, anyone that wanted to call them – but more on that later.  It was     

2-1 at the half, with some great passing from the Mullins show to the dominant Mosey to start us off.  The 

team talk revolved around keeping the ball on the ground in these crazy conditions, and the more physical 

side of the game, especially the Tuggers push and shove 

 

Sure enough, it wasn't long into the second half when our solid midfielder, Aiden, was heard to yell [insert 

sequence of unprintable expletives] as one of the Tuggers players grabbed his arm and clawed away.  the 

happily appointed Tuggers ref whipped out the yellow straight away for the swearing, but no action against 

Tuggeranong. ANUFC kept playing their determined game and got the score up to 4-1 with a brilliant touch 

by Firas that even Salah would have been proud of (thanks Aiden for the quote). 

 

With ten minutes to go, and no Brett to do it, Dom decided to steer the ship...Ahoy there matey, I see foul 

weather on the bow.  Jarod from Condi's team was helping out to keep the backline working like a well-

oiled three-cylinder machine, right up ‘til Dom decided to sub him. A few minutes later it was 4-3 thanks 

to some cunning use of the wind from Tuggers, and strewth, that is a very uncomfortable score. Our 

backline rallied and Sean, our would-be-winger turned defensive GIANT, pulled out some amazing tackles 

to keep the score at 4-3. Phew! 

 

Bangers were trying to sizzle, cans of drink where getting colder outside the esky than in, a memorable day 

for sure. And, on reflection, this writer has realised that the two games that the team has yellow cards are 

games that said writer has written the match report.  Obviously, don’t let me write another! 

 

MICHAEL BLACKSELL 

YELLOW 

4 3 
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Match Details: 
ANUFC v Tuggeranong United 

Masters League 2 

Matchday Twelve (3 July) 

Calwell 201 

 

Scorers: 
Not recorded in DRIBL, so 

regrettably not given here 

FINAL SCORE 

MATCH REPORT 



 
 
 
 
 

If you have read previous reports, it should become evident that when this writer is tasked 
with a match report a flaming yellow card appears in the match. Well, it appears this writer 
was not totally correct, as the universe saw to up the ante.   

 
Below is a trail of clues that even Inspector Clouseau would be befuddled by that led to 
a red card being shown at this match 
 

1. Dom getting a wobbly belly the night before and throwing in the towel. ‘So what?’ 
I hear you say...but did you know Dom was bringing the refreshments?  A minor 
detail that on its own is harmless, but putting a raging football team into the mix 
and suddenly the scenario becomes a bunch of raging, thirsty footballers! 

2. Michael should have told them he was bringing refreshments! This would have 
produced a calming effect but alas, not to be on this day. 

3. Scotty missing not one, but two sitters. He could have put the game in the bag 
with a 4-nil score line and sucked the wind out of Gunners sails, but noooooo, 
Scotty wanted spicy! 

4. On the flip side, Michael shouldn't have saved 3+ goals and a penalty to keep 
the score at 2-nil. Stupid fool should have let them in and the Gunners would 
have been as happy as pigs in mud. 

5. Capital Football. Where was the flaming ref? Nowhere to be seen, so the enemy 
Gunners squad happily...nah, enthusiastically supplied a ref who seemed to 
control the game like he was holding water in his hands and watching that 
control leak away, slowly, slowly but surely! 

6. Markus, what the hell did you say to the linesman who then lost it completely 
and tried to throw the linesman’s flag as a javelin with all his might, not once 
but twice? Damn those laws of physics, because as soon as the flag unfurled, 
it dropped only a metre away from the enraged linesman’s feet, which seemed 
to only increase the rage factor! 

7. Brett, for not responding to his gut feelings of substituting a player just 
before everything went pear shaped – and boy, was that pear more like a 
stinky mess of rotten pears! 

8. Dave, for being a true ANUFC player by standing his ground when on the 
line and explaining to the Gunners why our player wasn't offside whilst the 
Gunners player hurled profanities at Dave, all the while with Dave's kid 
standing right beside him! 

 

So, enough blame/clues for the craziest game we have had for a bit. When 
explaining events to the wife she blamed the wind, I blame the writer for the 
voodoo, you blame whatever you want sweetie, it probably has as much merit 
as anything else in this trash :) 

 
2-nil up. One ANUFC player and one Gunners player in a headlock first half.  
Second half still 2-nil with a flick on the back of an ANUFC players head, a 
kick up the arse of a Gunners player from ANUFC, and an altercation cresulting in a 
resulting in a red card.  ANUFC down to 10 players, 10 minutes to go, Gunners 
attacking – Greg sets it up, and it’s 2 - 1 to Gunners.  
 
 
 
 

BLAME 
MICHAEL’S 

CURSE 
CONTINUES: 

 
WRITE A 

MATCH 
REPORT,  

TEAM COPS  
A CARD!  

Match Details: 
Masters League 2 

Matchday Thirteen  
(17 July) 

Wanniassa 104 
 

Scorers: 
This author didn’t record 

the scorers in his match 
report, and neither did 
DRIBL, so he’s being 

shamed in this little 
paragraph instead. 

Remember for next year! 

1 
2 
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Heads low, Gunners tails up, time to dig deep boys. With five minutes to go, Brett's injured and on the sideline 
watching the clock, watching Gunners press, and press hard. Attack after attack repelled…get the ball down the 
other end…watch the clock…Brett calling to the ref and asking the time. Five minutes are well and truly gone by 
now, but the ref shows no sign of calling it – maybe there’s another Gunners goal in it, he thinks. Finally, whistle 
blown...and f**k me that was stressful. Even writing it now brings back the stress! Well done ANUFC, for digging 
deep, and keeping the fight, the determination, and that intensity going...less stupidity next time though, hey? 

 
MICHAEL BLACKSELL 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

Coming up against a Weston side unbeaten in the last two years, the 1R boys knew an upset was on the cards. The 
match burst out of the gates as a high tempo, end-to-end encounter, with some exquisite link-up and wing play 
between Jacko, Adam, Harry and Cal cutting the Weston defence apart. Gus, Jamie and Oscar completely shut 
down the midfield, with the supposedly superior opposition having simply no answer. It was nil-all at the break, but 
the momentum lay firmly with ANUFC. It only got better after that, as Nicky T produced a handful of saves from 
distance, but otherwise Nick and Angus mopped up any attack that made it through, with some lightning quick 
counters putting Weston on notice. The breakthrough came around the 75-minute mark with a peach of a Nick A 
free kick converted by Jacko in the box – a true volley, par excellence. From there Weston pushed, needing all the legs 
on their bench to keep the energy high. Liam, Lachie, Ryan, Spindy all put in shifts to pin them back, forcing 
turnovers until super-sub Buzz put the nail in the coffin with a lightning break belying his 38 years to calmly slot an 
Olly Grist cross into the corner. Two-nil to the Uni, and without a doubt our best performance of the season, put 
a definitive end to Weston's run of dominance. This team will only get better, and it’s time to set our own records 
next year. 
 

ALEX SCOTT 
  

THE BIG DANCE 
SL1R GET IT DONE ON CF’S GRANDEST STAGE* 

*NOT REALLY; SOUNDS GOOD THOUGH 

SL1R – 2022 FINAL WINNERS 
Grand Final Details: 

State League 1 Reserve 
(3 September) 
Kambah 201 

 
Scorers: 

Jackson Read 
Brendan Hennessy 

2 
0 

SCUM • 12 32 • Issue 5 

FI
N

AL
 S

CO
RE

 



 

32 • Issue 5 SCUM • 13 



 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

GALA DAY: IN PICTURES 

ABOVE: Our CPL under-23s make a new friend  
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ABOVE: When the Principal’s Announcements drag on a bit  
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BELOW: I know I lean forward when I’m invested in something 
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ABOVE: Isaac humours the editor and skims the SCUM programme 
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ABOVE: Catch me if you can (spoiler: he could not) 
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BELOW: Sunnies are all the rage – just ask our extra-stylish crowd 
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ABOVE: Talal cops a card for celebrating. 100% worth it 
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The fun isn’t over just yet – our under-23s face off against Wagga City Wanderers in a do-or-die finals clash for 
the last spot in next week’s big dance against Brindabella Blues. It’s all to play for between the sides ranked second 
and fourth on the ladder this term, and you can be there to cheer on our boys in blue and white (or, if the whole 
stripe-clashing thing is an issue, our boys in orange – but our boys nonetheless!). Get on down to Riverside Stadium 
in Queanbeyan for an 11:30am kick-off this Sunday as we keep the dream of an eighth club grand final qualification 
for the season (alongside CLM1, CLM4, SL1, SL1R, SL2R, SL3, and MO35B) alive! 

UNDER-23s ELIMINATOR 

RIVERSIDE STADIUM 

11:30am KICK-OFF 

CPL UNDER-23s 

ELIMINATOR 
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You don't need to tell anyone in their forties or fifties how challenging it is 

to maintain physical fitness. Not only are you fighting the inexorable march 

of Father Time but also a mounting schedule of commitments, work 

meetings, errands, and caring responsibilities for either young children or 

ageing parents (sometimes both). Fortunately, there is an answer. But bear 

with me as I first take you back in time, to the madding days of yore, as I 

play for you my roundelay... 

 

Physical education at school was always a series of peaks and valleys. Ball 

sports were the zenith, while undertakings like gymnastics and bush 

dancing dwelled in the lowlands. But no matter how enjoyable, P.E. was 

– for lack of a better word – ‘regulated’. It was always more fun when we 

got together as mates out of hours and engaged in whatever daft, 

freewheeling activity our underdeveloped male brains concocted. This 

was invariably at a series of local ovals and parks depending on which 

had the right goalposts or unbroken cricket pitches or buck-naked 

basketball hoops we could dunk. Mum and Dad never signed me up for 

organised team sport because that represented too much of a time 

commitment; they had better things to do like sewing fabrics and 

drinking coffee, gambling on horses and smoking cigarettes. 

 

As my friends and I transitioned into our late teens and early 

adulthood, the lure of physical activity began to lose its lustre. The 

focus instead shifted to dating, going out, and joyfully obliterating 

brain cells with any number of intoxicants. None of us were destined 

to be professional athletes, and we were at peace with that. But we 

were still young and with enough residual fitness from the years 

preceding. We could bluff our way through our reckless twenties with 

an orgulous air. 

 

By the time we reached our more benign thirties, the growl of dull 

aches and dormant injuries could no longer be silenced. Frozen peas 

doubled as ice packs, and drawers came to be filled with heat 

creams, anti-inflammatories and deep tissue massage rollers. So, I 

took drastic action and registered to play football for my local 

amateur club. Unlike before, I now craved organisation in the same 

way an overworked businessman pays top dollar for a leather-clad 

dominatrix. And I was pleasantly surprised to find a whole new 

group of slightly-more mature reprobates with a shared passion 

and shared middle-aged soreness. 

 

RAGE AGAINST THE 
DYING OF THE LIGHT 

PLASTIC 
MUSES ON THE 

PASSING OF 
TIME AS HIS 

OVER-45s 
(RE)SEAL YET 

ANOTHER 
LEAGUE TITLE 

Match Details: 
Masters League Over-45s 

Matchday Eighteen  

(21 August) 

Dickson 104 

 

Scorers: 
Not recorded in DRIBL, 

so unfortunately not 

recorded here 

FINAL SCORE 

5 
0 
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Blokes got married and became dads – me included. Single-origin coffee shops, organic bakeries, and craft 
breweries soon took the place of bitter instant, baked beans, and VB. Some hung up the boots, with kids’ sports 
becoming the focus over adult competition; training, warm-ups, and the post-match esky were replaced by 
coaching, cheering, and sticky orange slices in the aurora of bitter winter. The healthy social fabric that had been 
painstakingly stitched together over many seasons began to unravel. I soon realised that sport and exercise weren't 
just beneficial for physical wellbeing – they were essential for good mental health, too. 
 
And then, the plague arrived and ground everything to a screeching halt. Lockdowns anesthetised team sports and 
shuttered gyms. We retreated into our little worlds to bake sourdough and drink wine with lunch. Solo bike rides 
and jogging and bushwalks lacked the same joie de vivre. I was bereft. Until the day my phone beeped with a text 
message from a teammate: ‘I'm heading down to the oval later to do some sprints. Wanna share the agony?’ 
 
It was a throwback to a simpler time. I went. As expected, it was monotonous and painful and sadistic, but at least 
it was something. Within a week, word had spread like the virus that brought us all there. And soon, there were 
five of us sprinting like little boys across the virescent grass, huffing and puffing and aching and hating and loving 
it all at once. 
 
An array of battered old footballs soon appeared as restrictions lifted, and games from our childhood were 
resurrected. We didn't really care what we did – we were just happy to be doing it with each other in the sunshine. 
Looking back now, that time was a revelation, it was experimental and without judgement or structure. And it was 
organic, a product of connecting the abiding childhood desire for play and physical activity with limited resources. 
 
But, of course, this moment of clarity, of merciful relief amid a maelstrom of stress and global worry, was only 
temporary. The contagion blew its angriest breath, and with it, swept away the souls of millions. With the curse 
halted, or, at least, absorbed by the healthcare system like a sucker punch, we were again able to kick balls in anger 
among the lush green amphitheatres of suburbia and the undeniable charm of their crooked goalposts, 
questionable sloping and weather-beaten pavilions. 
 
Fast forward to 2022 and the slightly warmer air of its Sextillian month, which on this day was enjoyed at the Stade 
de Dickson. With sashed, official representatives from Capital Football promptly in attendance to present our 
MO45 league championship trophy and medals, which would soon adorn our celebrity luncheon table and 
impressively muscular necks, I woke from the most wonderful dream and headed to the 9:00am match. Now, I 
don't otherwise remember much about this game other than it being five minutes from home, which felt like a 
naughty luxury relative to the badlands of Wanniassa and Calwell. I was berated from the sideline for not taking a 
goal kick a nanosecond quicker at the same time as the ball worked its way down the wing (past the bench, I might 
add) to comfortably nestle into the opposition's net two passes later. The game was played on a full-size field with 
full-size goals, not half-sized like the first game at Dickson, so the clean sheet was effectively worth double. In the 
second half, Brindabella began trash-talking us every time we ventured down the field and didn't score, which was 
pretty funny. Ushered by my long-suffering wife, our three virtuous, cherub-faced moppets came to see me play. 
Demons and angels and all that. And after the game, my 3-year-old son met Pat's 37-year-old equivalent, which 
altogether tore a hole in the space-time continuum. 
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Standing around the esky, our slang was 
infectious. And I'm sure sounded downright 
daggy from out the mouths of uncool dads. But 
by then, my heirs weren't there to cringe and tell 
me to stop. The future was undoubtedly theirs, 
these young, cocksure chips. But these ornery old 
blocks from which they'd been shaved weren't yet 
done raging against the dying of the light. 
 
Oh, the irresistible pulchritude of the world game, 
and the cruel evanescence of youth, of dreams, 
and nay, of life itself. Full time: ANU five 
Brindabella zilch. Thus endeth the regular season 
and this bard's tale of woe for nine other MO45 
teams. 
 
PETER PAPATHANASIOU 
 
Editor’s note: The ‘bard’s tale of woe for nine 
other MO45 teams’ in fact ended a week later, in 
a nail-biter between Belnorth and ANUFC which 
saw the latter cruelly dumped out of finals in extra 
time. After Scott Channing nabbed a 90th minute 
equaliser for ANUFC, Belnorth slotted home just 
before the extra time half to seal the Blue and 
Yellows’ Grand Final place. Given how 
laboriously the rest of their season has been 
documented, this editor, for one, wonders why a 
very interesting and several-thousand-word tome 
about that particular result was not sent into us 
immediately afterwards by this report’s author. 
One of life’s mysteries. 
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This issue of SCUM has been brought to 
you by: 
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https://tskrecruitment.com.au/
https://fphq.com.au/
https://www.gulson.com.au/
https://hopandcloverbrewing.com.au/
https://www.moray.com.au/
https://itstopswithme.humanrights.gov.au/
https://www.omniexe.com/
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https://anu-sport.com.au/
https://www.capitalclinicphysio.com.au/
https://www.pizzacapersgungahlin.com.au/
https://www.hellenicclub.com.au/city
https://www.hellenicclub.com.au/city


 

 

 
 
 

 

c/o ANU Sport 
Building 19 

North Road 
Acton, ACT 2601 

ABN: 14 338 276 791 
Racism has no place in sport or in 
society. ANUFC are proud partners of 
Racism. It Stops With Me and are 
committed to taking a stand against 
racism and discrimination in all its forms. 
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