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16th April 2007
“O, it is excellent

To have a giant’s strength; but it is tyrannous

To use it like a giant.”


(William Shakespeare, Measure for Measure, Act II Scene ii)

Good afternoon, my friends. And what an afternoon it could be…
As with my last ‘View’ I was really struggling to find something to write, without making too much reference to our position at present. There have been one or two ‘funnies’ from the usual sources this month (look out for a couple of belters later), but nowhere near enough to fill my usual quota of pages. Not that Jarvo would have been too bothered; I’m sure he’d have had enough material for today. But Leachy…well, It’s all I can do to pacify him at the moment. Chris Moyles’ long lost twin (though how you can lose someone that size for so long beats me) has been like a caged lion these past few weeks. Even seeing him walking toward you down the street is a more terrifying prospect than usual. I swear Colin, Neil, Steve and Jay (is that your first mention Mate?!) still stand with him purely through fear. It’s the maniacal grin and heavy breathing that’s the worst. That, and the early morning text (that’s EVERY blooming morning) saying merely, “We’ve got him.” Debs thinks he fancies me. I just said that, if that’s the case, there are a few lads in the same boat. What his poor wife thinks, Lord knows. You can imagine it, can’t you? “But Love, I’m not obsessed with any of them, honest. It’s you I love. And Terry……”

Leachy, Colin (with Ben leading the way), and myself , along with a few others, took a half day off work to travel up to what promised to be a real toughie against Workington. It was a fair jaunt up; Dave with his usual brand of wit (substitute that for any word rhyming with it that you’d care to use) kept us all entertained, and for once I had a fair amount of leg room in the Donald ‘Bloodsmobile’, so all were happy. Until, about an hour from the ground, we saw what appeared to be Armageddon in the form of the heaviest rain clouds you’d ever seen. Surely not. Not at this time (it was about 5:30). We’d been informed by a kind Workington fan that there was an element of doubt due to heavy rain the night before, but it had been sunny all day. However, the closer we got, the only one who remained convinced the match would go ahead was Leachy (see what I mean?) Directions were followed, and we eventually saw the ground…with one floodlight on. It didn’t look good, and as we got out of the car Kev Waring and Howie Ratcliffe confirmed the bad news. The cheeky sods had the temerity to charge us for food as well. It was encouraging to see how many Bloods made the journey up that night – futile as it proved to be – but I’m still convinced we could’ve been alerted earlier. One Reds fan said, before we left their Clubhouse, “That match were never goin’ to be on from this mornin’.” I think that said it all. Was it a blessing in disguise? I for one certainly didn’t think so as we travelled back. Now, I’m not so sure…at least we had time for a pint. It turned out to be an expensive evening, seeing as there was no football involved!
Undeterred, the Owen / Walton axis began their week’s break in the north of England (Bloods Tour 2007), moving on to Whitby and Scarborough later in the week. It was whilst in a Whitby public house one night that Kaz Quinn noticed a group of blokes, toting slim black cases, enter the hostelry. “Oh look”, she exclaims, “these must be the fishermen.” Yes Chuck. Or the local pool team……you can’t buy it, can you? Talking of our good friends, ask Wally about when he got covered in paint the other week. But offer him a pint at the same time so he doesn’t get too mad!
The source of the Kaz Quinn ‘gaffe’ above is, of course, Mr. Owen. A man not normally known for cock-ups of his own. So it came as a great surprise when, after reaching home following the Supporters’ Club Spring Quiz night, he couldn’t find his ‘Soccer Sevens’ sheet. After an age searching for it (and obviously slightly the worse for wear by this time), he decides he must have left it at the Catholic Club, and resolves to return as soon as possible the next morning to retrieve it. However, on getting there, he finds that they’ve ‘binned’ everything that they found left behind. Frantic by now, our Gaz stoops to the blackened depths of looking through the bin bags – wet beer mats, fag ends and all – but can’t find the sheet. In despair, he reaches home, and lifts up his laptop to put it away. I’ll leave you all to guess what was underneath it… 
Prior to the Workington ‘game that wasn’t’, of course, came a visit from Worcester. It’s always a fixture that leaves me with mixed feelings: great fans, but a slightly volatile bench who’ve been known to react badly on occasion. Little did I suspect. The mere fact that we won was overshadowed by allegations of prejudice, continual issues with certain supporters, Andy Preece having his usual ‘word’ with the ref on the pitch after the game, Andy Morrison having to be restrained by our stewards from his own fans, and a spitting incident that I am determined will see the scum responsible pay for. I’d like to take this opportunity to thank the four (yes, four) stewards we had on duty that day. It was an impossible situation, and boys, we handled it the best way we could. I’m still struggling for things to write about, by the way…

Having made my first serious away trip in a good while to Hucknall, and seen us slightly reverse our ‘road’ form in spectacular fashion (yes, we missed our M60 junction on the way back – do NOT listen to Wints; it was nothing to do with me!), I decided to go to Redditch – well, boss end of the season and all that. It’d be nice to catch up with a few faces, notably their ‘keeper Richard Anstiss, who’s always a good laugh, and it was a momentous occasion as it was my girlfriend Deb’s first away game. How we didn’t win is beyond everyone there, although Redditch had one or two chances, but it was most definitely the worst pitch most of us had seen since Burton. Still, no damage done…fortunately for the Sweetmans, who were just leaving the ground when a couple of Redditch ‘fans’ started an altercation in front of their car. The thing that stunned Alan most was when one of them asked if he could hang on for a minute whilst they finished scrapping!! All very polite at this level, eh…
Having now been totally re-infected with the away bug, there was only one place to be on Easter Monday. Debs drove myself, Wints, Jarvo and Connor to Worksop. And didn’t get lost, despite Wints’ best efforts. So it’s not me!! We also won our first away game for ages thanks to a brace from Fearnsy (which of course meant that Leachy didn’t shut up). I felt confident when I saw Paul Pettinger (now to be forever known as Nige Randall’s Love Child) between the sticks for Worksop; we’d already put eight past him this season during his stint as the Stalybridge custodian, so it was only fair that we made it a nice round number for him. It was a good day out – made decidedly hairy for Debs when her ever-loving bloke told her to take the Snake Pass on the way back as the M62 was blocked. One day, I feel she’ll forgive me…

Last Saturday, of course, was a good day. I’ll apologise now if my updates from Hinckley caused anyone to feel extra nervous. I won’t be doing the same today. Ryan said he spent more time watching me going for my mobile, than he did watching the game!! Those of you who know Lewis and his mates from Hinckley will also know that they took great delight in last week’s happenings, for the fact that they did us a favour as well as for their own benefit. It was also nice to hear Moor’s Darren Middleton say after the game that they really hope we go on from beating them. It seems as if most people are willing us to do it which, whilst not really necessary, is nice to know. Especially when some of those well-wishers are ‘Bridge and Hyde fans. I’ve never known such inter-Tameside camaraderie – long may it continue. It just goes to show that, as much as some people don’t like Pacey, those feelings are hugely outweighed by their dislike for Kettering. Mr. Ladak, of course, did give me something to write about today, but my inherent fear of lawyers prevents me from saying too much. I do find it strange to sack a manager with two scheduled games left. Don’t you…?!
What a strange but wonderful season it’s been. I’ve never known a campaign like it – the amount of chances the front runners have given their rivals to put together an unassailable lead, all wasted. To the extent that, of course, it’s still not over. The paradox of possibly having our greatest ever year whilst never consistently playing our best, can apply to quite a few in the top half of the division. There have been many special moments and games: Jody scoring on his second debut; Jags’ winner in the fantastic Hucknall home game, to finally kill them off; the form of Chrissy D, ‘The White Henry’; the occasion at Kidderminster, if not the performance; that ‘Bridge game, which none of us will ever forget, and still struggle at times to believe; last Saturday, when we knew the final results. But my personal ‘Radcliffe’ moment for this year? I, like all of you, sincerely hope it’s still to come…

Whilst writing this, there remain three games (plus a Cup Final) left for us. Boys, if you’re reading this, I’ll say one thing: there aren’t many of us, but if you look around this afternoon, and at the two away games, you’ll see faces you know. And in those faces, you’ll see nothing but admiration for you Guys, our heroes. Whatever happens. Go and get what you’ve all earned.

As this is my last column this season, I’ll just finish with a couple of announcements. Despite one or two rumours, there is no extra gift when you purchase a pie from the canteen. Just thought I’d publicise that for Stella’s benefit. Also, one of our regular fans is soon due to go into hospital for a Caesarean, and not a ‘Bavarian’ as one of our hard-working volunteers understood it to be. That done, all that remains is to hope you all have the best possible summer. Until next season, then…

I wish you well.    
Paul ‘Stroller’ Quinn

