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 6th September 2007
“Experience is by industry achieved,

And perfected by the swift course of time.”


(William Shakespeare, Two Gentlemen of Verona, Act II Scene iv)

WHUMP!!!!
Oh dear. That’s the sound of around 500 loyal Blood backsides crashing to the ground at once. Well, we all knew it wasn’t going to be a breeze.…
And it all started so well. On the eve of the season opener against Salisbury, I received a call from local radio station ALL FM, asking if I’d like to go on and talk about the Bloods! Amazing, the contacts you make through doing a stall at a school summer fair. Naturally, I said “Yes”, and myself and Gaz Owen were readying ourselves for a brush with fame, due the day after Northwich.
But first came the Club’s momentous occasion. This was actually one we all felt we could win, provided we could keep Matt Tubbs quiet. Ray Lee’s comedy coach directing, together with the warmth and good nature positively oozing from Salisbury manager Nick Holmes, had put quite a few of us in buoyant mood. As the Boys lined up in the tunnel, I slapped Mogsy on the back and said “Go and enjoy it Pal. You’ve all earned this…” I distinctly hope that my words didn’t give him all the encouragement he needed for what happened roughly ten minutes later. The 0-0 scoreline, with us not having much difficulty dealing with Salisbury in the process, left us wondering just what might have happened had we had 11 men on the field. Lordy. Not that old chestnut…it was great to have a natter to some of the Whites’ fans after the game; maybe the chance to make friends with other Clubs hasn’t quite vanished in the wake of our promotion.
Many journeyed to Northwich on the Tuesday, still in upbeat mood and fancying our chances against a side apparently in disarray. I navigated the ‘Jarvmobile’ for this jaunt, and would just like to point out that my only ‘wobble’ was down to a VERY dodgy direction from some internet routing thingy. Flaming computers. Anyhoo, when we were 2-0 down after 17 minutes, there were some very worried – nay, dejected – faces around our part of the terrace. “Hang on” says I, “how many times have we seen 2-0 deficits overturned?” Enter Chrissy D. No sooner had the White Henri begun to terrorise Vics’ villainous left back, than things started to happen. Colin Cryan notched his first for the Club; then came the first goal of the month contender, with Sir Denham weaving his way through a glut of Vics defenders before hitting home as sweet a left footer as you’re ever likely to see. Even more fun was to be had early in the second half, being just able through the driving rain to witness Jamie Maguire’s first goal in anger. We were 3-2 up!! However, up stepped some bloke with a cannon in his boot to hammer the ball over Phillo from about 50 yards. I bet Setanta wish they’d covered this one. Slightly miffed, but equally hopeful for the future, we headed back to the Clubhouse. Needless to say, the only time we even looked like getting lost was when Jarvo ignored my advice. Silly boy…
The night after came my and Gary’s first joint foray into stardom. If anyone who attempted to listen made it past the first twenty minutes, I salute you. I like the odd (and many of them are) Irish jig, but Irish Country music, in my humble opinion, leaves something to be desired. Such as a razor blade. It was a very friendly interview with ALL FM’s Martin Logan – a thoroughly nice and genuine guy – and if enough people were listening, hopefully we did the Blood Cause some good. Well, I may have done. I’m sure Gaz would also, had his microphone worked. Thanks very much to Martin, and to local lad Tony Quirke for arranging it for us. Hope you’re feeling better Tony!
I couldn’t make it to Aldershot. By the sounds of it, I’d have never made it back, especially if Wints and Jarvo had have been up front. Many of our lot seemed to fall foul of the ‘away end entrance fiasco’ which apparently involves a trek comparable to the Khyber Pass. Upon reaching their goal they were told to return from whence they came, as that particular turnstile wasn’t in use! Our intrepid heroes apparently made it just in time for kick off.  20 minutes after which I was more than pleasantly surprised to get a ‘phone call from Wints saying that Fearnsy had put us 1-0 up. As the afternoon wore on, I heard nothing more from the JohnnyVegas-a-likey, so I was really beginning to get excited. Still nothing by ten to five, and the girls are watching a DVD so teletext is off limits. ‘Phone call to Wints. No answer. At this point I’d had enough, and briefly halted Disney’s Aladdin to no protests whatsoever (chuckle) to scan for the result. Imagine my disappointment. It’s always worse when you think you’ve won, isn’t it? But I was later informed that there were positives from the performance, so I wasn’t too worried.

Next up was Exeter, the day after Father Fallon from St. Stephen’s church had blessed the pitch in Dave and Stella’s presence. Wonder if he blessed Dave’s ankle as well. All of a sudden, you see, Pacey’s limp from a recent injury had gone, so I wondered if a similar wondrous event was going to transpire on the playing surface. Sadly it wasn’t to be, although with a bit of luck we might’ve won the game instead of losing it. One or two mistakes were creeping in at the back, but it was generally regarded to be another performance of promise. The Grecian fans were great in what was the first segregated match at the Butcher’s I can remember. I’ll just say a quick “Thank you” to Graham, Big John and Even Bigger Mark, who helped out with stewarding that day. Without you, Guys…

The day afterwards, the Supporters’ Club undertook their fourth annual Sponsored Walk, this time to financially assist – as well as ourselves - Our Kid’s Eyes, a charity for families of special children, based in Droylsden. I’ve seen the work these people do, and I’ve never felt so strongly about doing the walk as I did this time because of that. Lynn, Wendy and Surinder from OKE accompanied us, and helped us to raise £425.30 in the buckets, with sponsor money still to come. To all who’ve given or pledged, and everyone who helped organise the walk, thanks very much. And to all in the Church Hotel, for putting up with our singing and Wints’ dancing, an even bigger thank you…

I’m obviously getting too old for it though. I don’t remember feeling as rough for a long time as I did when we set off for Halifax the next day. On the train, Wints decides to put his tickets in the pocket of his rather natty DFC coat for safekeeping. The time arrives to show the ticket to the inspector…and the zip has stuck. Cue increasingly frantic yanking and gesticulations from two decidedly worse-for-wear individuals as the guard gets ever closer. The stares we were getting by the time we got the zip open were a touch unsettling. What on earth did they think we were doing?!
Halifax station. My hangover is getting worse, and I need food. Kaz had been told where to find two apparently excellent hostelries, and tells us to turn right. Half a mile later, we asked a couple where the ‘Three Pigeons’ was. “Oooh. Three Pigeons? Never heard of that one”, says the chap, though sounding of fairly extensive local knowledge, and turns to his equally-nonplussed wife for inspiration. “Mind you” he continued, after a little posturing and umm-ing and ahh-ing, “we’re not from round here so we don’t know where much is!” Right. Cheers Pal. Now we know the level of intelligence we’re up against. Amoeba. We eventually discovered we should have turned left (we listened to Karen?!?), and found two of the best pubs I’ve been in for a long time…with no food. Trekking into the town centre, however, we found a fantastic place called The Courtyard; great beer, amazing food, and friendly service. We shall definitely be returning. We shall not, however, be discussing that afternoon’s football game, save for the sight of Susan Marsh being escorted to the disabled toilets (the ones in the away end were atop a flight of 100 steps…) by a steward, down the left hand touchline as we looked. The wag in the crowd who said that she had the niftiest footwork he’d seen all afternoon was cruel, but not too far off the mark. Feeling decidedly morose, our mood wasn’t improved by it taking two hours to get home. Except for Karen not being able to figure out the digital locking mechanism on the train toilets. You should have heard the scream when the door opened. Owen, you’re a wicked man, you are…

A much better performance and desperately unlucky defeat at home to Grays (another great bunch of people) was followed by another home game against Stevenage. None of us expected much from this, as Boro’ are many people’s tip for the title. However, when they went down to ten men after 40 minutes and with the score at 0-0, Hope sprang eternal. And, like a gazelle, carried on springing; past the William Pace stand, out of the main gates and off down Market Street. The 3-0 reverse was harsh, and we seem so accursed in front of goal it’s beyond belief. But we can’t blame it on Lady Luck forever. I can’t actually believe that local chavs are still trying to jump over fences to get in. Four such goons were extremely reluctant to get down from their perch so, even though I was pretty sure the local constabulary weren’t on duty that night, I decided to call their bluff and ‘radioed’ to request the phantom police assistance. Amazingly, given the ‘temperamental nature’ (ahem) of said device, Neil Cosgrove heard and responded. This seemed to do the trick, and the hoodlums vanished from sight. Little did I realise that Neil had taken my request in good faith, and spent 15 minutes looking for the back-up! Not only that, but the message was overheard in the tunnel and the police were requested!! Oops. When you don’t want the flipping things to work… 
…speaking of radio, I received a ‘phone call the Wednesday before Crawley, asking if I’d like to represent Droylsden’s fan base on Jimmy Wagg’s Saturday afternoon Radio Manchester show. Twice in a month?! Never one to shy away from talking us up, I went along, and was pleasantly surprised by how supportive Waggy was. If any of you heard it, I hope you felt I did an OK job. I’ll sign programmes afterwards…. sadly, it didn’t prove a ‘lucky charm’ for our latest jaunt down South. Popping in the Clubhouse I was informed that, prior to Crawley taking the lead, Neil Robbo (in true Leachesque fashion) had stated that at least we’d only had one man sent off so far this season. I think it took ten minutes from this statement being uttered, to us being down to nine men. Chaos and inevitable massacre ensues. For a verbal lynch mob, read Leach Mob. Look Neil, did you not learn from Hagrid’s ‘lucky room’ suggestion against Kidderminster last season?

It doesn’t seem to matter what we do at present, the luck is against us. There’s obviously some credence to the ‘part-time against full-time’ argument, but other Clubs in our situation have stayed up in the past. So can we. There have been some excellent performances brightening this early-season gloom; Phillo and Jody in particular have been outstanding. In most of the games we’ve played, nearly everyone agrees we’ve not been far off the pace. The more games we play at this level, the more we’ll learn. We just need to lift the Lads’ heads up when they’re on that pitch. I’m convinced that, in the swift course of time, they’ll start doing the rest.
I seem to have thanked a lot this month, but my biggest is to all members of the Supporters’ Club Committee, and people who have supported our functions and walks, in the three-and-a-half years I’ve been a member of it. For personal reasons, I’ve decided to relinquish my role on the Committee. They do a fantastic job so please continue to give them your support – as indeed will I – and if you’re not already a member, WHY NOT?!?
Good luck today Boys. Keep your heads up; those three points will come if we all BELIEEEEEEEEVE. ‘til next time, I’ll leave you in Leachy’s capable hands. By the way Mate, that ‘two aerials’ gag was funny…in 1950……
I wish you well.    
Paul ‘Stroller’ Quinn

