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12th September 2006
“His life was gentle, and the elements

So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up

And say to all the world ‘This was a man!’.”



(William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, Act V Scene V)

Seeing the reactions on the Wetherby Road pitch last Saturday, the heartbreaking postings on the Hinckley website, and the stuff written in the press since the tragic event, the above quote was as equally suited to Matt Gadsby as it was to Brutus, the former friend of Mark Antony and great senator of Rome. During our defeat at Hinckley the week beforehand, Matt was the standout player at the back; winning every header, harrying our forward and midfield lines whenever we got the ball, looking every inch the consummate centre-half, his League pedigree evident for all to see. In the Hinckley clubhouse after that game, one or two members of our great friends from the Barwell Massive were waxing lyrical masterpieces about him; he was, they felt, becoming a most valuable asset to them, had the makings of a Knitters legend, and was a nice bloke into the bargain. Recently married, with an 8-month-old daughter, a good career and a promising sideline at a great level of football, his life was settled and he, apparently, seemed as content as it was possible for a guy to be.

Hindsight is a marvellous thing, but is also a vicious animal that tends to approach us from behind and bite us hard and savagely where it hurts most. Had any of us known that Matt had only a week of his short life left, maybe many of us would have made our way to the Players’ Lounge and been unstinting with our congratulations for his performance; the poor guy who wrote the slightly tongue-in-cheek article on the curse of the Knitters’ central defenders in that day’s match programme, might have been allowed to save himself from a probably agonising soul-search. There was nothing he could’ve done, but I know from experience how you tend to blame yourself if you’ve unwittingly forecasted an unhappy event in print. And undoubtedly, many more of us would have swapped contact details with our Hinckley counterparts, knowing that they’d need their friends around them sooner rather than later. I’m sure that Matt, had he been blessed with the aforementioned gift, would’ve crammed a lifetime into what little time he had left. It’s pointless to surmise; all that’s left for us to do is to pass our sympathies to our many allies at his Club, spare many a thought for his young family, lament his tragic passing, but raise a glass to the boy himself, and his brief but incendiary contribution to our level of the game. Lewis from the Barwell Massive has since asked me to pass on his and the Club’s thanks to all who contacted them, or left kind messages on their website. So, to everyone in the ground tonight, Blood AND Badger, who’ve expressed their sympathies in whatever form, this thanks is for you. Matt Gadsby, we salute you.

For the rest of us, of course, life goes on. Tonight’s game promises to be an absolute stormer – hopefully, just ON the pitch. Both of us are not too far away from the top of the table as I write, with the Bloods having a slender points advantage. By their own admission, this has been a slightly better start than many ‘Bridge fans may have anticipated, whilst we may have deluded ourselves into expecting better. Out of the traps like a greyhound, we’ve stuttered in the last five games. Amazingly, if we look at all the other fancied teams in the league, they’re doing much the same. Only Blyth look to have stolen any kind of a march at the top – then again, we’ll probably all remember Alfreton doing the same thing in their first season at this level, only to fall away after Christmas. With so little to choose between the top half of the table, it adds an extra level of excitement to games which are already mouth-watering attractions, even at this early stage, and tonight is no exception. Jody will, of course, attract much attention from both sets of fans this evening – something he’s no stranger to doing! – but he’s also no stranger to performing in the Big Game, and it’ll be interesting to see if tonight will see him continue his tradition. There are many sub-plots this evening, and many quality players on view, so it will hopefully be an occasion to savour – more so for us Bloods!

Whatever happens tonight, can I urge you all to keep it friendly. We all know of the fierce rivalry between the two camps, but there’s no reason for that to spill over into animosity. The trouble at last season’s game here was caused (from our side) by people who had never witnessed a Droylsden game prior to that one – and will never witness another. I was informed by those in the know at Celtic that their volatile contingent was, similarly, not a regular one. There is a need for rivalry between opposition fans; there is NEVER a need for violence. It is possible to be a passionate supporter of your team, but to be objective after the event and share beers with your counterparts. Just ask real ‘Bridge and Droylsden fans, those of Hucknall, and, especially, those of Hinckley United. Keep them and Matt Gadsby in your thoughts tonight as we roar our Boys on.

I wish you well. 


Paul ‘Stroller’ Quinn

