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( NLY too often do Cup-ties degenerate inta wild scrambles for bg]f; f
preservation. Not so this one, Two sels of players contrived to
keep interest alive from start to finish in a clean and ‘hard encounter. P

But lel me say at once that the better side lost. It was Swinden W 0

captured the imagination as a typical Cup-fighting side, with their ,
flung passes [rom wing to wing, their thrust down the middle, and el
first-timne snap tackling in defence. ———

The luck of t}?e dreﬁv just %Aréxeél thg
balance against them, anager Ted Vizart Th
has welded together a sound side. Sharp- {,f’;d"’i’ug't’ag‘e“g
shooter Morton, from Torguay, at centre; half when
dangerous raiding right-winger Jones, £ 0%y
schoolboy international from ~an unpro-
mounceable Welsh village, and Hethering-
ton, a left-winger built on the Hpbbis lines,
are the nucleus of a brilliant forward line.

Experienced Morrall is a cool pivot and|
Smith a great left-back in the making.

Apart from good work by Vinall in the|
first half, chief honours in the ﬁnessmg-'
side went to Coen, who made several fine |
saves from the accurate Morton.

Swindon went off with ferrific enthusiasm




