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Comment
Welcome to the new season. Its been a long time. The football is a joy to watch and you can once again buy New Frontiers. And its still only 50 pence a copy, so buy your own. As ever, all profits are donated to City’s Youth Development Fund. At the last count. we’d raised over £2,000 for that worthy cause. The Fund itself, something like £35,000.  All money to help finance the stars of tomorrow.

Graham Murty, Steve Bushell and Martin Reed being just 3 of the ones to have come through the ranks since the fund was established. And still they’re rolling off the production line. Christian Fox has been called up by the England Under 18 team whilst we hold high hopes for the likes of Jon Greening and Richard Cresswell. Even the ones who got away, Darren Williams included, have helped to swell the clubs coffers.

Remember that long hot summer of 1995. Nothing happened all summer long. What was there to write about? Nothing. The decision was made. New Frontiers would take a rest. Guess what happens. Within a week, Jon McCarthy has gone, within 2 months we’d beaten the whingers 3-0. They claimed they’d fielded several reserves and had a player sent off. That was their choice, anyway we didn’t field a full side. Our side was younger even younger than United’s.

Then, prompted by teletext and watching Eire’s World Cup downfall in the downpour in Brussels, the urge came back. Hope you like it.

Contributions: Roger Dawson, Robert Havercroft, Sam Smith, Alan Glasby, Alasdair MacNab, Owen, Mick Parker, Dave Wake and Chris Forth. More welcome, please hand contributions or ideas to our salesmen or post them to the address below. Thanks: To all the above, Stewart Pearson and everyone else who helped. Thanks to you for buying it. If you're reading a friend's copy, please, buy your own next time, its for a good cause. Postal Subscriptions: £3.50 for 5 issues. £7 gets you a 5 issue subscription and all back issues. Cheques payable to Chris Forth, please state which issue you would like your subscription to start from. Back Issues: Our salesmen usually carry stock, or try The Supporters Club sales point in the ground. If that fails, 70 pence by post. All available. Also available, The York City Quiz Book, both volumes, £1 each. Printed By: BLUEPRINT, 47 Carlton Crescent, Gwaun Miskin, Pontypridd, CF38 2RS. Contact Paul Hollingshead 0443 205653. Next Issue: Soon.

How It Ended

Much content was written in the summer of 1995, but come pre season, the club seemed to  be on an even keel and there seemed to be nothing new to  write about.

Coupled with  the increasing difficulties in  getting back to  York  enough times to  sell each  issue, it  was decide to take a  rest.

Guess what, within a week, we’d sold Jon McCarthy, a  month later, we beat  Manchester United, the Paul Barnes / Douglas Craig bust  up  followed and we ended the season maintaining our  Division  2 (now Division 1) status  5 days after the season finished.

Below is how it was announced to the world.

Further down, you’ll find some of the draft issue 15 content, remember, its draft, so it might not make sense.  We end with some content written even later which deserves the time of day.

How We Announced It

Hi,


Bad news I'm afraid. New Frontiers has folded due to lack of interest / happenings / ideas / motivation (on my part) and substantially increased print costs. The departures of Sheila Smith and Malcolm Huntington also affected me in that I felt that, to some extent, I was having to start all over again. 


As usual, I had lots of material written for the new season, ready to fit in as required. "Are You City's Number 1 Supporter", "The Diary Of Trevor, A City Supporter, Aged 29", "Nightmares", "Paul Barnes:  In More Ways Than One, How Much Is He Worth?",  "Sunday Park Soccer" and various features on City's youth policy and  balance sheet over the years were among those planned.


Then suddenly, about 3 weeks ago, I realised that I had nothing topical to say. There had been very little of note happening during the close season at Bootham Crescent.


I decide to cease publication. Then what happens, within days, Jon McCarthy was sold to Port Vale for £450,000. The day of his sale saw "Craig Out" chants at the Huddersfield friendly. A week of heavy, largely critical, coverage followed in The YEP.


It was interesting to see Vale sell Ronnie Van Der Laan (is that how you spell it?) to Derby and get Lee Mills and £450,000 in return. Vale went straight out and bought Jon. A few weeks earlier City had rejected Vale's sub £300,000 offer for Jon.


City went out to sign a replacement, scratching around they found Paul Stephenson, the original intention of a month's loan with a view to a transfer changing into an immediate transfer at an "undisclosed fee" on a 3 year contract. In his younger days I recall him being compared favourably to Gazza when they were coming through the ranks together at Newcastle. Transfers to Millwall (£140,000) and Brentford (£60,000) followed for the left winger. Let's hope he turns out to be better than Dave Buchanan who once had a similar tag when he was compared favourably to Lineker at Leicester.


We've still got Hall and McMillan playing on weekly contracts. Tony Canham got fixed up with a year contract at Hartlepool after he had phoned Keith Houchen to ask him to come to York to play in his testimonial. Barratt has again teamed up with John Bird, this time at Halifax.


Incidentally, City's season ticket sales are down by about 25%. I'm not sure if that reflects a lack of interest, I like to think its due to the change of admission price policy which allows all juniors entrance at half price on the day without any Junior Red membership requirement.


My predictions for the season. City to reach Round 2 of The Coca Cola Cup, Barnes to be scoring for someone else by November, no FA Cup run and a low mid table finish to the season.


Finally, can I thank you for all the support that you have given New Frontiers. Please find enclosed a refund cheque to cover your remaining subscription and rest assured, if New Frontiers should resurface I shall send you a copy to let you know that we're back in business.

Below is what  was drafted for issue 15, but  never  used.  Note , its dratt, so  some of it  might  not  make sense.

Contributions: Roger Dawson, Robert Havercroft, Sam Smith, Alan Glasby, Alasdair MacNab, Owen, Mick Parker, Dave Wake and Chris Forth. More welcome, please hand contributions or ideas to our salesmen or post them to the address below. Thanks: To all the above, Stewart Pearson and everyone else who helped. Thanks to you for buying it. If you're reading a friend's copy, please, buy your own next time, its for a good cause. You can also find New Frontiers in Sportspages in London. Postal Subscriptions: £3.50 for 5 issues. £7 gets you a 5 issue subscription and all back issues. Cheques payable to Chris Forth, please state which issue you would like your subscription to start from. Back Issues: Our salesmen usually carry stock, or try The Supporters Club sales point in the ground. If that fails, 70 pence by post. All available. Also available, The York City Quiz Book, both volumes, £1 each. Printed By: BLUEPRINT, 47 Carlton Crescent, Gwaun Miskin, Pontypridd, CF38 2RS. Contact Paul Hollingshead 0443 205653. Next Issue: Soon.
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Junior Reds
"York City's Junior Reds enjoy far more benefits than just half price admission to home games. Junior Reds are encouraged to enjoy their football in a safe environment and benefit from a whole range of offers.

Away Days

"Family Coaches" are organised to several away games every season. For a price that wouldn’t normally get an adult into a game, the Junior Reds enjoy a day out. The price included the coach, admission to the game and  often treats such as a meal in the home club’s family room, a ground tour or game against the home team’s junior supporters. City’s Junior Reds reciprocate when the home team visit Bootham Crescent. Parents are encouraged join their children on these outings.

Other benefits include the chance to be a mascot, ball boy or participate in a half time competition the pitch at home games. The Family Stand also offers its patrons the chance to use the Family Room.

Year Long Activities

Junior Reds also receive an invitation for The Junior Reds Christmas party and can expect a signed birthday card. The Junior Reds magazine "Red" appears about 4 times a year.

The monthly club nights, held in The Family Room, are well attended. Recently games, including pool, table tennis and table football, have been purchased for The Family Room. Club nights often provide a chance to meet first team players or watch a reserve game.

Other benefits include discounts from selected shops in the York area and use of City's gymnasium before City's home Saturday games.

Membership is free to the Under 5s, costs £      for youngsters up to           years of age and £        for the under          s.

For further Junior Reds information please contact James Richardson on 01904 645941
York City: Better Than The Whole Of The Premiership

	We’re Better Than...
	Because...

	Arsenal
	We’re not boring and we don’t have as many players booked or sent off as they do.

	Aston Villa
	They’re one eleventh as good as us. We’re called York, they only have a player called Yorke, and then they can’t even spell it properly

	Barnsley
	They waited over 100 years before they got to the top division, we haven’t waited that long

	Blackburn
	They copied us. We had our local businessman made good, Douglas Craig come and pump his fortune into the club many moons before Sir Jack Walker did the same for Blackburn

	Bolton
	We’re not so hard up that we’d dig up our centre circle if we moved to a new ground

	Chelsea
	You don’t need a world atlas to discover where our players were born. And besides, Shippo is 20 times as good as their Stamford The Lion

	Crystal Palace
	We don’t have to share our ground to make ends meet

	Coventry
	They’ve had a relegation battle for each of the last 30 plus seasons, in that time, not a single promotion season, we’ve had 5 promotions

	Derby
	Our floodlights work

	Everton
	They’ve never ever beaten us. And besides they’re so silly, they put their shirts on the wrong way up at the start of the season

	Leeds
	Mark Tinkler decided he rather play for us. When was the last time a York player decided he’d rather play for Leeds?

	Leicester
	How many times have they been to Wembley. 5, I think and not a single win. We won at our first attempt

	Liverpool
	Dodgy manager, dodgy keeper, dodgy defence, in fact dodgy everything, probably most of all, dodgy supporters

	Manchester Utd
	3-0, need I say more? Nor do we need as many different kits

	Newcastle
	The last time they played us they had to injure one of our players to beat us, and then get a bit of help from the referee

	Sheffield Wed
	Who needs Tango Man and a tangerine change kit?

	Southampton
	Isn’t everyone

	Tottenham
	Just look at all that money they’ve spent, and they still near the footof the table. Also, we’ve beaten them every time we’ve played them

	West Ham
	They’ve never ever beaten us

	Wimbledon
	They haven’t even got their own ground. They don’t know where they belong, even which country they belong to


The Life Of A Fanzine Editor

One of the benefits of being a fanzine editor is the perks that come with the job.

Freebies through the post and invites to be wined and dined.

July and August is always a busy time. I spent most of July predicting what was in store for City in the new season. First for Survival Of The Fattest, now into its third edition and then When Saturday Comes.

Incidentally, I never made Survival Of The Fattest. I did my piece, put it in to an envelope and then forgot all about it until September.

I been invited to launches and lunches. Recently at London’s Sports Cafe, just off Piccadilly Circus and been promised free beer from another source. Whilst, the TV channels regularly offer invites to TV and radio shows.

If you’ve bought Championship Manager 2, then you might have seen the NF name. For it was I who was asked to rate the City players ability and transfer values. You may have noticed I got one or 2 wrong.

	For my rating efforts, I got a complimentary copy of CM2.

I played it through to 2004. Having initially taken City straight down to the bottom of Division 3, we enjoyed 3 successive promotions, having been crowned Division 2 and 3 champions and reached the semi final of The FA Cup along the way.

By 2004, we held a top 6 place in our first Premiership season and could field a side containing 6 European internationals.

Elsewhere, Steve Tutill and Paul Stephenson have enjoyed long and successful careers in The Premiership.

It becomes addictive when you’re winning.


This season, New Frontiers has made its TV and radio debuts. A regular page on Teletext (Page 175, Thursdays in Yorkshire and the North East) was quickly followed by an invitation to do a regular spot on Bradford Community Broadcasting. You can hear it most Saturdays after 5 o’clock. They’ve even sent me to the press box at Loftus Road to cover the Bradford and Huddersfield games. Tepid tea, as many curled up sandwiches as I can eat and generally a free run of the Main Stand.

	Try writing a teletext article in 80 words. Often my first draft is 130 and I gradually cut it (and often the meaning) to 80.


I’ve lost count of the number of flyers I’ve receive to publicise other people’s work. Recently, it was a football quiz league based in Bristol and FOREST promoting equal rights for smokers. Apparently City are the 5th most smoker friendly team in Division 2 And, there’s been even more requests from students for help with their studies.

Did you see me on the draw for Round 6 of last season’s FA Cup. It was interesting to observe the celebrities. Gordon Banks and Peter Osgood went out of their way to say hello to as many people as possible, shake hands and mingle with the audience. I’m not sure whether I liked been asked “which club did I represent?”. I like to think of myself as a supporter, not a representative. Graham Kelly was aloof, fluffed his lines and got lost in the lift on the way out. Wearing his England track suit with his carefully coiffured hair he looked a right sight, and that’s being polite.
Let’s Kick Racism Out Of Football

I can’t say I’ve been impressed with how the footballing authorities have supported the campaign.

Last season, it was Graham Kelly and The FA in their resolution of the Wright / Schmeichel incidents. Trouble at Old Trafford, racist overtures and then on and off pitch clashes at Highbury. All the film evidence suggested Schmeichel made racist remarks.

Letters asking for them to get together and shake hands seemed a huge cop out. It was all forgotten in a handshake, a reluctant handshake at that.

This season Chester boss, Kevin Ratcliffe, was found guilty by an industrial tribunal of making racist comments to an apprentice. Again, the footballing authorities did very little, apart from sweeping the matter under the carpet.

Up in Scotland, I believe The Scottish FA never signed up to the campaign.

You can fully support City’s stance in not signing up when such eminent bodies don’t back the campaign.

Nightmare

Nightmare Season - 1980/1
Back in the days when I first started supporting City, there was one table in which City were always the front runners. That was the table for the number of times teams had had to apply for re-election to The Football League. Before the days of automatic promotion from The Vauxhall Conference to The Football League, the bottom 4 teams in Division 4 had to go, cap in hand, to The Football League and beg their betters to re-elect them. The old boys network usually prevailed.

The last time City had to make such an application was in 1981 when City finished had bottom of Division 4. Some would argue that it was City's worst ever season.

The regular line up that season has been:-

Eddie BLACKBURN

Derek HOOD, Andy CLEMENTS, Derek CRAIG, Roy KAY

Gary FORD, Jimmy WALSH, Ian McDONALD

Malcolm SMITH, Terry ECCLES, John BYRNE

Other players that were used that season included Lloyd Richards, Steve Faulkner, Billy McGhie, Alistair Millar, Mick Astbury, Tommy Stanley, Kevin Randall, David Pugh, Steve Senior and Stewart Ferebee.

Things had looked bright at the start of the season. Barry Lyons had been confirmed as manager in May 1980 after serving in a caretaker capacity following the dismissal of Charlie Wright.

New signings included Eddie Blackburn, Malcolm Smith, Lloyd Richards and Derek Craig. Smith and Richards, dropping down 2 divisions looked class signings at the start of the season.

False Hope

The season got off to a promising start. City progressed to Round 2 of The League Cup (and that hasn't happened often since) and won their first 2 league games, scoring 5 goals without reply.

3 successive defeats in early September saw City return to mid table. A giant killing act was in prospect as City beat Bristol Rovers, 2 Divisions above City, in the first leg of the Round 2 League Cup tie. The first goal was a fine individual effort from Lloyd Richards. Picking the ball up just inside Bristol's half, he dribbled past several defenders before slotting the ball past the keeper to make it 1-0. His goal set up a 2-1 win. Playing on right side of midfield, the new signing from Notts County had made a very promising start to his City career. A week later, Bristol Rovers needed extra time to beat City.

The cracks were starting to appear in the side. September ended with a 4-1 home win against Tranmere only to be followed by a 5-0 defeat in the return game a week later. After that game, Lloyd Richards and Steve Faulkner were dropped. Equally ineffective was Malcolm Smith, still to score after 10 appearances in the attack. Alongside him, Terry Eccles had scored 3 goals in 14 games. Despite their shortcomings, they did enough to keep a young John Byrne out of the side. Still only 19 and lacking in confidence, his light frame was struggling to cope with the demands of first team football.

The Great Bootham Crescent Swindle

October and November saw a mixed set of results as City maintained their mid table position. The FA Cup offered one ray of hope. An away draw with Tranmere offered hope of progress. I remember I wasn't feeling too confident. Indeed, come the replay, the delights of The Odeon Cinema won my money in preference to Bootham Crescent. Torrential rain helped to put a damper on the football as City lost 2-1.

Things got worse in the second half of the season. City lost 14 of their last 18 games and dropped to bottom of Division 4.

Veterans Kevin Randall and David Pugh were recalled for the last few games of the season but even they couldn't turn things around. Come the last game of a disastrous season and only 1,167 witnessed their endeavours against Northampton. It was, and is still, the lowest crowd a Bootham Crescent for a league game. The average attendance for the season being 2,245. On nine occasions, home league games were watched by crowds of under 2,000. Only once did more than 3,000 see a home league game.
As usual, re-election was to prove a formality.

A season that started with renewed optimism proved to be a nightmare. On reflection, any side with a Darlington reject as an ever present centre back and only 22 goals from its 3 main strikers was in for a rough time.

Always Look On The Bright Side

Gary Ford, John Byrne and Steve Senior finished the season as first team squad members. Barry Lyons, recognising the deficiencies up front was to make one significant summer signing. He persuaded a player who was struggling to get into Chesterfield's reserve side to join City. From the depths of despair, Keith Walwyn was to lead City onto glories.

The Association Of Sports Historians

The association exists to bring together the numerous people who research the many aspects of sporting history. Unlike similar organisations, it covers all sports and aims to create a national network of sports historians but recognises there are countless others who want to read about the history of sport without researching it.

Current projects include a century of soccer in North Wales, a history of Nottingham Rugby Football Club, a history of Valley Parade, 90 years of football in Emley, a bibliography (over 4,000 titles) of soccer literature and boxing in Hull. The organisation has probably one of the most extensive collections of fanzines in the country, including a complete set of New Frontiers.

For an annual membership of £10 you will receive ASH publications and be invited to ASH events. For further information contact 4 Hollington Court, Chislehurst, Kent, BR7 5AJ.
Its A Funny Old Game (And So Are The People)
What was Andy Gray thinking about when he said “Gary Walsh had a hairy opening in the first half” of a recent live game. His colleague, Martin Tyler wasn’t much better, “Rangers are looking tired, due to the heavy Christmas programme and their last game being postponed”. It must be hard work sweeping the snow off your garden path up in Scotland.

Question: What have Gordon Banks and Dean Kiely got in common?
Answer:   They both blame someone else.

True story from someone staying in a hotel in Durham. Eating at the next table was Kenny Dalglish and family. Kenny asked how many fish fingers came with the chips and baked beans. On being told 3, he placed his order asking for 6 fish fingers. The waitress brought the food and placed the fish finger meal in front of Dalglish’s youngest, only for Kenny to correct her. The fish fingers were for him.

“Absolutely disgraceful”, Jack Charlton on David Connolly’s sending off in the World Cup play off.

“”Disgusting, stupid, he had to go”, Jack Charlton on seeing the replay of David Connolly’s sending off.

For sale: There’s no rush, ?????? enough for everyone. Apply to 1 The Gutter.

Wanted: Cobol / DB2 or other mainframe skills. 0171 860 4343.

Boxing Day and the highlight of the season for many fans. Its The Supporters Club Christmas Draw. From the limited resources, they manage to come up with an amazingly long list of prizes, I think the half time interval was specially extended to 15 minutes to accommodate all the prize winners. Let’s make it a regular event at each home game.

World War 2 Keepers
Football was played during World War 2. The 1939/40 season ended on September 2, 1939, the day before war was declared. Football was immediately closed done but within weeks, plans for war time football were in place. Teams played in regional leagues and were allowed to field guest players.
Typically guests were forces personnel stationed nearby or who had returned home on leave. City were in the fortunate position of being surrounded by large army camps. Fulford, Strensall and further afield, Catterick were to provide City with a constant stream of high quality guest players, including some international stars such as Dixie Deans and Raich Carter. Regional football saw City play many games against the likes of Leeds, Newcastle and the 2 Sheffield sides.

Bob Ferguson, City's keeper at the outbreak of war kept goal in City's first war time campaign. Other notables to keep goal for City included Sam Bartram and Arthur Jepson. Bartram was widely considered the best keeper of his era never to play for England. He starred for Charlton for many years, playing in both the 1946 and 1947 FA Cup finals. Later. Bartram was to make 579 Football League appearances for Charlton. He was to return to York as manager in 1956. Jepson, another highly rated keeper once saved 2 penalties for City in a cup tie with Bradford.

1942/3 was City's best war time season. With Bartram a regular in goal, City reached the semi finals of The League Cup North before losing to Sheffield Wednesday.
In 1944, Peter Pickering first signed for City, an association that was to continue after the war. However, Sam Bartram was still the star in goal, making over 20 appearances in City's last war time season. His duties expanded as he became the side's regular penalty taker for a time, including netting 2 penalties in a 2-0 win over Darlington. City's war time soccer ended just as it had started, with Bob Ferguson in goal, a position he was to retain as The Football League resumed in August 1946. His career was to continue with Peterborough and Goole, his cricket career continued for many years in the strong Bradford League.

Between them, Bartram, Ferguson and Pickering kept goal for the majority of City's war time games. On other “notable” who kept goal was John "Jack" Ellis who was Bristol Rovers’ keeper when they lost 12-0 to Luton in April 1936 with Joe Payne scoring 10 goals.

Odds And Sods

Have you seen any of the TV programmes featuring Chinese football. The original "Guangdong Gweilos", was a Channel 4 documentary on the 1994 Chinese national football league. Former City stars Darren Tilley and Richard Crossley (just to remind you, a centre back who made a handful of first team appearances after graduating from the intermediates in the early 90s) were featured as 2 of the 6 English players who filled Guangdong's 3 foreigners quota. A colleague, Murray Jones, was quoted as saying, "you can't even get The Sun out here" and another colleague, Craig Allardyce, son of Sam, went home early after receiving a 12 month ban for a sending off. He'd grown disillusioned with things including the travelling to away games and the prejudice which all the foreigners seem to have faced in the competition. The English players have their own luxury apartments and their games are watched by croewds of up to 40,000 in temperatues which can dip to -9(c. The subsequent C4 series featured further ex City man. Only Tilley seems to have made a success of China. It seems that Huddersfield reserve team coach, Chris Galvin (remember him) acted as agent for the players.

City’s London & South East Supporters Club branch goes from strength to strength. This season’s membership, already 91, has surpassed last season’s 63 and should soon hit 100. The branch soccer team has experienced mixed fortunes, including a 9-1 defeat (they reckon taking an early lead was their undoing). Hopefully wearing the kit worn by City last season will see an improvement in fortunes. An extensive list of merchandise is available from the marketing and sales guys whilst a car sharing scheme to City games has proved highly popular. The branch meets Thursday (Cittee Of Yorke pub, near Chancery Lane tube) on the second evening of each month. More details from the address on page 2.

1950 revisited. When news of England’s 1-0 defeat by the USA came across the wire, many people felt it to have been a 10-1 victory mis-reported. Shame on those City fans who on turning on teletext felt City’s 3-0 Old Trafford win had actually been a 10-3 defeat.

Can anyone explain why when we decided Tim Clarke wasn’t good enough for us. He was released to Scunthorpe where he was deemed to be their new number one keeper, displacing Mark Samways?.

Talking about keepers. Remember Harald Schumacher, the German keeper who viciously felled Patric Battiston in the 1982 World Cup and got ought scot free? Is he related to Michael Schumacher, another footballing German, although better known as a racing driver, who recently got away scot free for deliberately trying to take off a follow driver.
The Association Of Sports Historians exists to bring together all those many hundreds of people who research the numerous aspects of sporting history. Unlike other similar organisations, it covers all sports. Its aim is to create a national network of sports historians whilst recognising that there are countless others who want to read about the history of sport without researching it.  Current and recent projects have included a century of soccer in North Wales, a history of Nottingham Rugby Football Club, a history of Valley Parade, 90 years of football in Emley, a bibliography (over 4,000 titles) of soccer literature and boxing in Hull. The organisation has probably one of the most extensive collections of fanzines in the country, including a complete set of New Frontiers.  Annual membership costs just £10. You will receive ASH publications and be invited to attend ASH events.  For further information please contact them at 4 Hollington Court, Chislehurst, Kent, BR7 5AJ.

Incidentally, after the Brentford defeat (April 1st, 1995), Alan Little was still definitely expecting a strong play off challenge. Perhaps he might be proved right as we gave a much improved performance against Hull and without the injured duo of Tutill and Barnes we went close at Wrexham.

Did you see "Guangdong Gweilos", a C4 documentary on the 1994 Chinese national football league on April 9. Former City stars Darren Tilley and Richard Crossley (just to remind you, a centre back who made a handful of first team appearances after graduating from the intermediates in the early 90s) were featured as 2 of the 6 English players who filled Guangdong's 3 foreigners quota. A colleague was quoted as saying, "you can't even get The Sun out here" and another colleague, Craig Allardyce, son of Sam, went home early after receiving a 12 month ban for a sending off. He'd grown disillusioned with things including the travelling to away games and the prejudice which all the foreigners seem to have faced in the competition.

Way back in December, I prepared a long article on City’s latest balance sheet. A £498,000 profit looks good on paper. But dig down and its not so good. Strip out exceptional items (such as Manchester United receipts, transfer fees) and we’re showing a steady lose. With many gates below 3,000, we must be losing money every week. At least we have the transfer income from Kiely, Pepper and Williams to keep the bank manager happy.

Premiership Whingers. Number 87 in a long series which should be renamed “Fergie Whinges” as they all seem to involve Manchester United. His latest whinge came after United’s 0-2 defeat at Sunderland. He blamed tiredness following their 4-0 midweek win over Oporto and suggested that he wanted to rearrange the fixture list to give United a home game after future European games. Fergie, be careful, if you succeed with this one then you won’t be able to blame the grey away shirts for the defeat!

Cynical City

Paul Barnes
Conventional wisdom says he is one of the best strikers in the division, a prolific goalscorer and exceptionally skilful.  In these days of inflated transfer fees, £50,000 has to be one of the best bargains around. If he plays in the team at all this season the goals will flow and carry us up to Division 1.

City Cynics says he's a lazy sod and is injury prone who’ll never score in a million years and falls over all the time instead of getting stuck in like a proper bloody centre forward. See all those goals he missed last season? My granny could have scored them. £50,000? They must have snapped our bloody hands off. Send him back.
Paul Baker
Conventional wisdom says Paul is a cool, skilful player who's strong in the air and scores lots of goals. By the start of the season, he will have signed a new contract and prove a valuable asset next year.

City Cynics says he's a big useless carthorse who had beginners luck in front of goal for half a dozen games. Now that luck has run out, we'll never get promoted, and he'll have turned down a new contract and gone back to play for Gillingham. You'll never hear of him again until he scores the winning goal in the 1997 FA Cup Final ... for Hull.
City's defence
Conventional wisdom says it is one of the best in the division, cool under pressure and with an impressively low goals against record. The combination of the gritty Barras, the inspirational Tutill, the experienced Atkin and the cool headed McMillan will prove far too much for most teams to break down. Add to that the superb contributions of Hall, Wilson and the flamboyant but dependable Dean Kiely and you have a force to be reckoned with.

City Cynics says "Ginner!!! Get back you useless B*st*rd!!! That's yours Tutill!!! Oh my God!!! Boot it!!! BOOT IT!!! F***ing 'ell Barras, get rid of it!!! Close him down!!! Close him DOWN !!! Deano come out!!! OH NO OH NO!!! You useless B*ST*RDS !!!"
Alan Little
Conventional wisdom says Alan is a fine tactician and an inspirational motivator. having been in the play offs for 2 consecutive years and just missing out last season, he will have strengthened the squad with 2 or 3 record signings and will guide City to the top of Division 2. From then on, the sky is the limit, and his loyalty and love for the club is beyond question.

City Cynics says its all going horribly wrong. We'll get twonked by Morecambe in The FA Cup as we languish at the bottom of Division 2. "I'll stay and fight" blasts defiant Little in The Evening Press before buggering off to coach Hartlepool after 2 months of the new season. Followed (but not to Hartlepool) by Barnes, McCarthy and Deano. Stancliffe retires. Derek Bell takes the helm and guides us to the brink of the play offs before settling for mid season mediocrity.
1995/6
Conventional wisdom says it will see a glorious turning point in the fortunes of this club. Top of the league and another excellent cup run. We also have an ambitious chairman and board willing to make hundreds of thousands of pounds available to strengthen the team. Before long the team will be playing in front of nigh on 15,000 fans and success, as they say, breeds success. The only way is up.

City Cynics says "aaaarrrggghhh!!!". We already know we're not going up. The best players will have gone MONTHS ago and by the time the season starts we'll already be destined for Division3. Average gate 1,427. The only way "hundreds of thousands" would be made available is if Alan Shearer was available and we'd just sold Barnes, McCarthy and Deano. Craig refuses to back manager with hard cash and is eventually forced out to be replaced by Geoffrey Richmond who tries to win over the fans by immediately making £300,000 available for team strengthening. Meanwhile revitalised Scarborough have knocked us out of The Coca Cola Cup.
Stuck In A Time Warp?

TV sport plays an extraordinarily potent role in our lives. After all, it has bound entire nations together in shared experience of sporting glory and/or humiliation. Bugger Eastenders; how do hold-ups in the Vic compare with 1966? John Curry? Bernard Langer in the Ryder Cup? TV sport shapes lives, makes or breaks relationships, builds or dashes hopes, confirms or confounds prejudices like no other TV genre.

But this doesn't, unfortunately, diminish the fact that in Britain TV sport has been resting on its laurels for far too long. For while it still sets a global pace in terms of sheer professionalism, its hard to shake off the feeling that its also artistically and socially redundant, stuck in a patrician, self-serving an adverse effect on not only the enjoyment of viewers but also sport itself.

Here's an example. Cast your mind back to the 1993 Grand National shenanigans at Aintree and some of the most risible scenes in British sporting history. In an era of ultra hi-tech sport, of thousandth-second timings and radar speed guns, one of  Britain's greatest leisure institutions fell to bits at the hands of hapless men in Gannex raincoats, bowler hats and a couple of flags borrowed from Thomas the Tank Engine.

The fact that every one of these side-splitting scenes was shown live in one of the Beeb's great showpiece outside-broadcasts magnified the farce still more. Yet the BBC, far from acting as Lord High Executioner on this punter's pantomime, took the role of apologist for the disaster with even greater relish than did those actually responsible for it. For a full half-hour afterwards an astoundingly po-faced Des Lynam mumbled on about "animal rights protesters halfway down the course" having "caused" the whole kerfuffle. While the conclusion precluded snap judgements, no TV employee even dared raise the possibility that antiquated race procedures might have been at fault. Instead, Grandstand stood by a sporting establishment that had been caught not so much with its pants down as waving them round its head.

This debacle embodied perhaps better than anything the real problem that faces TV sport in this country - its continuing adherence to a Reithian notion of anodyne neutrality. All the welcome innovations made in slow-mo replays, satellite linkups etc. don't amount to a hill of beans when the presentation of sport remains so fundamentally sterile, so mindlessly upbeat, so servile to sport's self-importance. We haven't really progressed that far from those old Pathe newsreels whose sporting coverage consisted mostly of pictures of waving rattles, nail-biting fans and occasionally some actual play. TV sport still doesn't present sport as it is, but as it believes sport should be, that is, handily pre-packaged family entertainment. Any amendments to the presentational Ur-texts handed down generationally from Peter Dimmock to Bough to Lynam (bless`em) are never countenanced.

But shouldn't TV sport have a mission to inform as well as entertain? Despite the ground broken by issues-related sports shows like On the Line, mainstream sports programmes insist on reporting events rather than issues. Exterior distractions such as racial/sexual discrimination, commercialism, corruption et al are still sine die. With the misrepresentational mythology and stereotypes of sport and sports people more prevalent than ever in the tabloid press, TV sport's continual fence-sitting and laudatory encomia do nothing to offer a mass audience something different. Criticism of sporting practice or performance is the eighth deadly sin and it's commensurately discouraged. Rising soccer pundit Alan Hansen is often praised for his `frankness', but by normal standards of soccer discourse Hansen's a pussycat. The perceived `gravity' of his remarks results from comparison with the stilted bromides we're used to hearing from his colleagues.

Apart from the frantically apolitical fawning to the powers that be in sport, there are other gripes about sports TV in this country.   the results service it offers is derisory compared to that of the press or even, for God's sake, Teletext. Comment, where it exists, is still exclusively the province of `experts', more often than not a pageant of sporting has-beens from the card-indexes of sports management agencies. There's still an unspoken rule that laymen cannot contribute intelligent and informed opinions about sport. Radio legend (and cricket duffer) Brian Johnston was seen as the exception that proved this rule rather than a challenge to it.

And to cap it all, the majority of the fabulously-paid commentators and anchormen who actually front sports coverage are as starchy and wooden as ever. (There are exceptions of course, such as football's brilliantly voluble Barry Davies, Golf's avuncular bloke-next-door Peter Alliss and, natch, cricket's blindingly cool and infinitely listenable Richie Benaud). And where is the humour? Sport-particularly football-is renowned for its drollery, but you wouldn't know that from Grandstand and its ilk, where the only giggles permitted arise from footage of speed-skaters going arse-over-tip and snooker players pulling faces to the tune of The Entertainer. It's a tiresome situation which made the recent Goal TV extravaganza all the more daring, welcome and funny. Was this the same BBC Sport department that stayed straight-faced through that hysterical day at Aintree last spring?

Is TV sport's timorous conservatism a hangover from the days when TV had to court sport? Originally cameras could only cover sporting events at the discretion of the governing bodies concerned. But as early as the 1950s, sport knew that it couldn't live without TV and its subsequent subjugation to the programme-makers is history. So why then, with this muscle, does TV continue to kowtow to sport's vanity? The alleged `opening-up' of the TV sport narked hasn't helped. With more competitors, producers are less likely to risk compromising the dignity of a sporting event for fear of losing out to a more obsequious rival. It's also led to a rash of ludicrous gimmicks cameras on wickets, snooker pockets etc. - as TV companies fight to create ever more contrived packages of sport-as-light-entertainment.

Of course, this situation could be depth-charged tomorrow. If the TV sports departments of the world adopted a common cause of a newer, looser, more intelligent coverage the sporting establishment would be boxed in, unable to choose flatterers before muck-rakers, and the viewers would benefit from a much more rounded view of the sporting world. But such unity in today's bearpit of a TV marketplace is about as loony a pipe-dream as Mike Tyson taking up synchronised swimming. Instead of a common pact for better sporting coverage, TV companies are now trying to outfawn each other in currying favour amongst the various sporting bodies, making for ever greater sycophancy and whitewashing.

TV has shown willingness to grab sport by the horns without notably adverse effect on either broadcasters or sports people. Shows like the aforementioned On the Line, C4's superb Naked Sport and humour-wise, LWT's There's Only One Brian Moore evidence a degree of boldness. But this boldness is not that of sports departments' alas, but of current affairs and light entertainment.

My chief beef as a viewer and sports fan is that TV sport refuses to consider innovations beyond idiotic distractions (where next for the concealed camera? Linford Christie's jockstrap? Alan Shearer's toecap?).

Nobody wins really, apart from the TV and sports establishments/ In fact, it could be said that TV sport's uncritical and short-sighted dogmas not only mirror the sort of outdated sporting silliness that debased the Grand National but actually conspire in perpetuating them.
The outdated practices of the Grand National were said to have insulted the intelligence of the punter; all too often, the outdated practices of TV sport insult the intelligence of the viewer.

Book Club
My Favourite Year
In My Favourite Year (re-issued Gollancz £4.99), Middlesbrough fan Harry Pearson recounts a visit to Lions territory. "Walking down Leathermarket Street, there was a boy sitting on a wall. He was about eight and wearing a Millwall sweat-shirt. He said `Oi, mister. What team do you support?' `Middlesbrough,' I replied, bold as brass. I walked on and when I got a few yards past him, I suddenly heard the kid singing `Sign on, sign on. Cos you'll never get a job, you'll never get a job.' Astonished, I turned around and the kid fished in his pocket and pulled out a coin. `Here's 10p,' he shouted. `Buy yourself a house'.

Heading For Victory

Steve Bruce, in Heading For Victory, recalls his Gillingham team-mate, Terry Cochrane, the Northern Ireland international winger. But in one game he became so fed up with the lack of service that he climbed over the perimeter wall and sat in the front row of the stand. When asked why, he said he had been a spectator for most of the game so thought he might as well watch in comfort. Someone, save a seat for Stevo.

Steve Claridge

Reminds me of Steve Claridge. In his book, he recalls encountering violence on the pitch on just 3 occasions. The first was at Bootham Crescent when he was playing for Portsmouth. When retrieving the ball from underneath the perimeter fencing someone threw a right hook which landed firmly on his chin. Will that man step forward and own up.

One Neill To The Arsenal
Terry Venables isn't the first ex-Spurs boss to be barred from White Hart Lane. The Seventies Revisited by Kevin Keegan (Queen Anne Press £16.99) recounts that on 11 August 1076:"Tottenham ban former manager Terry Neill from their boardroom before or after matches". All that just for joining their bitter rivals at Highbury and singing `One Neill to the Arsenal'.
Name That City
In 1986 John Aldridge and Ray Houghton were called up for Jack O'Charlton's first match in charge of the Republic of Ireland. In Paul Rowan's The Team That Jack built (Mainstream £12.99), Dublin-born Oxford and Ireland full-back Dave Langan recalls chaperoning the new boys. "They thought there would be problems because of their accents, because Ray is Scottish and John is a Scouser. They thought English people would get beaten up. They had heard of The Troubles but they didn't realise that Dublin was down south and Belfast was in the north."

Hippest Use Of Language

Paul McGrath has had more headlines for his drinking than his thinking, but in Ooh Ahh Paul McGrath (Mainstream £12.99). the Villa defender puts his own problems into world perspective. McGrath, who was called a `nigger' in his Irish orphanage, says, "I decided the best way to react to this minor outbreak of racial unrest was to laugh at it. The brothers were having their problems in South Africa and America but I was fighting back with laughter in good old Ireland."  And no, he isn't, presumably, talking about the Isley brothers.

Not Guilty, M'lud (Part 1)
Eric Cantona's challenge on Swindon's John Moncur last season, which earned the Frenchman a red card, is either a deplorable `stamping' to most supporters or excusable exuberance to die-hard United fans. In Cantona My Story (Headline £15.99), Monsieur Cantona says: "I am certain that my rubber studs would have caused little discomfort to John Moncur."

Not Guilty, M'lud (Part 2)
Bryan Robson in Champions Again (Transworld £14.99) offers his own intriguing explanation. "It was described as a `stamping' in all the papers but that is not quite accurate. Eric used Moncur as a doorstep, pressing down with his foot as up went the balloon again."

What A Little Shirt

In Football Against The Enemy (Orion £14.99), there is a chapter on the Germans. Author Simon Kuper describes a book of poetry issued to mark Holland's win over Germany in the 1988 European Championship. "Johnny Rep's poem ends, `PS That new shirt is only really worth wiping your bum with'.  "Rep is referring to Holland's foul tiger-striped shirts but also to the admission Ronald Koeman made after the match: that he used the German shirt given to him by his friend Olaf Thon as toilet paper."

A Clap For That Answer
Brian Clough, whose comments about the Hillsborough tragedy won him acres of publicity for Clough: The Autobiography (Partridge £16.99), deals with the question of bungs. "Asking me what it's like to make money out of transfers is like asking `What's it like to have VD?' I don't know, I've never had it."

Off The Wall At Gillingham
Ex-Gills defender Steve Bruce, in Heading For Victory (Bloomsbury £14.99), recalls a unique team-mate. "Northern Ireland international Terry Cochrane really excited the players and the Gillingham crowd. But in one game he became so fed up with the lack of service that he climbed over the perimeter wall and  sat in the front row of the stand. When that he had been a spectator for most of the game so thought he might as well watch in comfort."

Best Catwalk Putdown

Ryan Giggs, now 21, has been marketed as football's fashion icon of the 90's. England's Gary Pallister, 30 next year, is unlikely to replace him. As Giggs puts it in My Story (Virgin £12.99): "Gary thinks he's a male model. All that tall, blond, blue-eyed stuff. But he's got the worst dress sense in the club. He buys loads of smart, expensive gear, anything with a label, and wears it all wrong, matches the wrong shirt with the wrong pants and bottoms it all off with the wrong pair of shoes. Just because it's Armani, we tell him, doesn't mean it looks good."

Junior No One Likes Us Award
In My Favourite Year (re-issued Gollancz £4.99), Middlesbrough fan Harry Pearson recounts a visit to Lions territory. "Walking down Leathermarket Street, there was a boy sitting on a wall. He was about eight and wearing a Millwheel sweat-shirt. He said `Oi, mister. What team do you support?' `Middlesbrough,' I replied, bold as brass. I walked on and when I got a few yards past him, I suddenly heard the kid singing `Sign on, sign on. Cos you'll never get a job, you'll never get a job.' Astonished, I turned around and the kid fished in his pocket and pulled out a coin. `Here's 10p,' he shouted. `Buy yourself a house.'

Readers Write
Dear Chris, 


In March 1994, I came to York as part of my college course. As an Aston Villa fan away from home for the first time, I was dreading missing my football. Luckily, I discovered the joys of watching York City. Although the ground was slightly smaller than Villa Park, I was impressed with the performances on the pitch and the management on a tight budget by Alan Little.


Back home, watching "The Villa", performances and results deteriorated. Big Ron was sacked.


I viewed Brain Little's appointment with hesitation. I  can see why now. Compared to previous appointments, and his brother, Brian was given large amounts of money which he has wasted. Three million on Gary Charles and Tommy Johnson was the icing on the cake. Johnson is so nervous before games that he was physically sick before the Tottenham game at Villa Park. He has been branded the biggest waste since Ormondroyd! It was interesting in the last edition of New Frontiers to hear of Villa's and Wolves interest in Jon McCarthy. We heard nothing about it down here.


Compared to Big Ron, but maybe not his brother, Brain Little is a quiet man who gets on with his job. Anyway, at least we had an interesting end to the season. My dread of Villa and City meeting in the league next season was unfulfilled.

Yours Faithfully, 

Neil Brailsford,

Leamington Spa.

Thank Neil B for the letter but we don't need a Villa zine - Editor

Dear Chris,

Well, what can we expect from the new season? How about some reality from The Yorkshire Evening Press. Throughout the second half of last season, it was constantly banging the drum about how much better off City were when compared to the 1993/4 season. The play offs were closer than the previous season it said.

Get real. We were never close to the play offs. We finally finished 4 places and 3 points worse off than the 1993/4 season. We were 9 points away from the play offs.

Whilst we may have had more points than at the corresponding stage of the 1993/4 season, we were always more points away from the play offs in 1994/5.

Anyone who watched City over the 2 seasons concerned will have noticed how much better we played in the 1993/4 season. We never had that consistency last season. We had constant reminders that we weren't up with the best. Home defeats by Crewe, Stockport, Bristol Rovers, Wrexham, Swansea and Oxford illustrate the points.

When we had a chance to close the gap, we bottled it. Remember our good Christmas and January. It would only have taken a run of good home form to put us up there. What happens? A home defeat by Wrexham and then March. Another 7 home points lost.

If The Yorkshire Evening Press really wanted proof of how we were playing and what the fans thought of our performance than it only had to read its own Letter's page. A string of letters, throughout the season, criticising on and off pitch activities. 

To finish on a more positive note, ......

Yours faithfully,

Anon 

zine scene


I recently had the chance to pop along to the theatre to see the stage adaptation of "Fever Pitch", Nick Hornby's best selling book about his life as an ardent Arsenal supporter.


Following in the footsteps, or should that be boots, of "An Evening With Gary Lineker", the show is a pleasing (and very funny) way to pass an evening. Having said that, the second half doesn't reach the heady heights of the first half. The teenager in the first half experiencing all the joys of life beats the young adult of the second half.  


The stage is dominated by giant portraits of George Graham (a wreath surrounded it in later performances), Liam Brady and Charlie George. The one man show, starring Stephen North demystifies the mania of being a football supporter for the uninitiated. The obsession with his team, an encyclopaedic memory for games, the division of former girlfriends into "stars" and "donkeys" all come across as Hornby's infatuation with Arsenal unfolds. From an unconvincing home win in the sixties to Anfield  in 1989 and The League Championship.


Incidentally, the show seems to have attracted every Arsenal celebrity fan in the capital, from Rory McGrath to members of Take That. Various Arsenal players and directors have also been spotted having a night out at the show. "It was a very funny show and Stephen North was brilliant" was George Graham's comment on leaving the theatre. See it if you can, its booking until June.

Mission Impossible offer £1 off admission to recent home game

Beer For Thought.


So it's 95-96 (the football season that is and not the number of different beers in the Maltings each week). 94-95 can be summed up as an average season on the field, with some good days out (needless to say).

Personal highpoints were:

· Ireland. 'Ilkley Moor' ringing round the Shelbourne bar at 1 a.m to the astonishment of our Irish hosts, who would have probably understood as many of the words had it been in Hungarian. I didn't quite get it sorted this year, so was unable to go - but I'll be looking forward to the stories of hospitality and  hangover.

· Bournemouth. No particular reason, except that the season's first victory was celebrated in style. That's if having far too many beers (of dubious quality) can be counted as a style.

· Bradford. 1994's curry of the year undoubtedly. Unfortunately at least one of the pubs we visited last year was 'featured' in the recent riots, so there may need to be some revisions to the route this year!

· Chester. Lots of beer in Manchester - can't go wrong there - then the fleecing of the 'in-ground' bookies by various people, with ridiculous bets coming to fruition for once.

· Peterborough, whence it came to pass that Ray Wynn bought a new meaning to the phrase 'salad dressing', before attempting to set fire to himself for no apparent reason. A hasty search for some petrol was fruitless.

On the other hand, these are the days that should not have happened:

· Rotherham. Twice. I don't really need to explain this.

· Cardiff. Thanks go to British Rail for their guided tour of lesser known Cheshire railways, country lanes and obstructive railway officials' offices etc.

· Huddersfield and some difficulty with the usually simple task of eating a burger and chips. Ketchup everywhere, but I still didn't make as much of a mess as the referee did of the game.

· Brentford. Bit of a cock-up on the organisational front here folks. A revisit to the Orange Brewery in Pimlico was planned, but a surfeit of decorators and no doors or windows gave the clue that the pub was actually being refurbished. Various other (poor) establishments were visited after a lengthy hike (sorry Andy) and the day was completed by chants of 'Fullers is s**t' and 'Tetley's, Tetley's, Tetley's' ringing around the away end at Griffin Park. I would probably agree with these sentiments fully, apart from the fact there are far worse beers in London - anyone for a pint of Courage Best???

Pre match beers of the season: A quick mention to a couple of local favs - The Maltings (obviously) and more adventurously the Crown Hotel in Malton for the wunderbar Malton Pickwick Porter. On our travels there was some quality to be had in places like Manchester and Derby, but for my top 3, I thought it only fair to count pubs in the actual town / city / hovel being visited.

1. Batemans Mild in the Rat & Ratchet, Huddersfield. OK, so the game was postponed but in the circumstances, so what?

2. Pimlico Porter in the Orange Brewery, London (en route to Orient). Yes, a London beer, controversial or what?

3. St Austell Mild, Fisherman's Tavern, Plymouth. 

To start 95-96 we have the following:

Rochdale (Sep 16). Must recommend the Cask & Feather (Drake St) home of the McGuinness Brewery - (no that isn't a misprint), plus the nearby Tap & Spile - assuming it hasn't moved again. Confused? I was.

Swindon (Aug 19). New territory, this, and not promising on the beer front. However local brewers Archers have a reasonable pub in the old railway village near the station, called the Glue Pot.

Chesterfield (Aug 29). The best pubs are out of town, one of which, the Derby Tup, is on Sheffield Rd at Whittington Moor. There's a reasonable selection in the town as well, however. 

Oxford (Sep 2). Head for anywhere selling Morrells is the best policy. 'Beer For Thought' will award a prize to anyone who can prove they have been served in one of the college bars, so start brushing up on your Greek philosophy......

WSC Predictions / Douglas Craig

A regular chore for every fanzine editor is the annual When Saturday Comes survey when we’re asked to give our predictions for the new season. Inevitably WSC chop bits out of the replies for reasons of space which can alter emphasis of the reply. Incidentally, I wasn’t one of the 13 Division 2 respondents to tip City for relegation.

I reckoned we’d have a Coca Cola Cup giant killing, writing before the Round 1 draw, I expected a Round 2 giant killing, but suppose Port Vale are giants of a sort. Once again proving City can raise there game to a higher level than their recent league position suggests. Unfortunately we seem unable to play to that level consistently.

When asked about the most important figure at the club, I suggested Douglas Craig. As chairman with a majority shareholding he effectively has the final word. That’s the way of the world. He runs the club on business principles which try to balance income with expenditure. I can remember other clubs where money has been pumped in and then taken out. Sometimes initial glory and short term success, but more often disappointment. Remember Robert Maxwell at Oxford or the current set up s at Wolves or Birmingham. It takes mega bucks to buy more permanent success like that achieved at Newcastle or Blackburn in recent years.

What would have happened if the Flamingoland owner had been successful in his bid to succeed Michael Sinclair as City chairman? He might have pumped in millions as he pledged. However, he was killed in a road crash a couple of years later. I suspect his estate would have withdrawn his money from the club leaving us worse off than before. We hear of many clubs in desperate financial positions, very few benefactors come forward to pump in millions. Probably because there are not millions to be made. Undoubtedly most of the money from Jon McCarthy’s sell on will go towards balancing the books, a little may go on strengthening the squad. We’ve always been net sellers, we’ll continue to be so. Fortunately many of our better players are on long term contracts (Tolson to June 99, Tinkler to June 2000, Pouton and Bushell probably to 1999 at least) so we may not lose too many via the tribunal.

We’ve never had a large supporter base; even when successful so have always found it difficult to justify large transfer fees and wages.
I believe the club is run in a sound financial way and will not go the way of the likes of Aldershot, Maidstone or Bradford Park Avenue. Nor do we suffer from the ongoing financial crisis like Doncaster, Darlington and a few others I could name endure from season to season. The players not knowing whether they will be paid, and the spectre of court appearances for non payment of Income Tax or VAT ever near.

I also have a sneaking admiration for our chairman for his stance over the anti racism campaigns. He didn’t sign up but he did make an announcement over the public address system, I think he used the words “cut it out” which gave a very clear indication that he wouldn’t stand for anti racist behaviour. More recently, the club has been talking to the council to discuss future anti racist initiatives. When the other 91 clubs signed up, I don’t recall any chairman going onto pitches to give their personal backing to the campaign. Indeed, look at the rumpus between Ian Wright and Peter Schmeichel which allegedly centred on anti racist comments. Both clubs, the FA and PFA were all quite happy to brush the incident under the carpet and pretend it never happened. What an example to set.

Whilst I believe Douglas Craig to be good for the club, I wouldn’t agree all his actions have been for the best. Sometimes, he doesn’t consider the point of views of others, as last season when he criticised the supporters, the life blood of a club like ours.

The next question concerned new merchandise. Anti bully boy tablets for the dickheads who vent their anger at individuals who perform poorly would be an excellent idea. New players come in, they take their time to find their feet, they don’t need to have the crowd on the backs. Several players have commented in the press about the extra pressure of paying at home. So far, our best performances this season have probably been the away games at Port Vale and Millwall.

Go Buddy Go
So Steve Tutill and Paul Stephenson have gone. 2 stalwarts given away.

Stevo always had plenty of critics, he was never the most consistent of players.

Tuts had his moments but spent most of his latter years on the treatment table. It just shows how far he’s fallen. One of my friends has a teenage family, the kids enjoy an organised playground kick around, his middle one is the league’s star centre back and has just been transferred from one team to another for 70p, that’s 70p more than we got for Tuts, and this centre back is a girl. I’m afraid a club like ours can’t afford to keep players perpetually injured like Tuts.

Looking ahead to the summer, I can see several players being released. Of the ones Alan Little transfer listed at the start of the season, I can see Bull and Hall going as their contracts are up. Murty has probably done enough to earn a new contract.

I’d be astonished if Atkinson is offered a new contract, but I was astonished last summer, perhaps a favourite of Alan Little.

I believe Reed and Samways are both out of contract. They both deserve new, longer contracts. Meanwhile, Jordan’s contract runs through to 1999, the only reason he won’t be released this summer.
Later Articles
A couple of later articles that never made it into the first 14 issues.

Paul Barnes

Digging through the things that never quite made New Frontiers, I came across this little piece. It maybe a little dated by now, but I hope you enjoy it. The story can now, er, be, erm, told. I got home from work one day in July 1993 and had one message on the answerphone. Word for word, or rather, er for erm, it went, “Hello, this is, er, Paul Barnes speaking. Erm, I‘m ringing about the article you sent through. Erm, I don’t think could take the, er, stick from the lads I would get. So, I‘d, er, rather you didn’t put it in., Thanks a lot, bye”.

Now he’s gone, who cares. This is the true, inside story from the New Frontiers special correspondent. This is the true story of the wedding and honeymoon of Paul and Wendy Barnes.

The First Leg

A large, all ticket crowd was packed tightly into the picturesque ground for the first leg. Before the kick off, Paul looked apprehensive, almost impatient as he waited for the start. His supporters were in good voice offering support, encouragement and good natured advice.

There was much speculation as what formation Wendy, the opposition would adopt for the game. The kick off was delayed slightly as Wendy was delayed on her way to the ground, her team chauffeur delayed in the heavy traffic which was making its way to the game. As she entered the ground her traditional all white kit received all round approval. Some of her supporters thought that she was far too good for the opposition.

Despite a last minute team talk from her soon to be departed manager, Wendy looked nervous as the game started. Paul was unable to capitalise, he stumbled over his words when they appeared to be presented to him on a plate by the match official. Much of the first half was played out in a congested midfield. Chances were few and far between as both sides had too much to lose. The half ended with the crowd in good voice enjoying a good sing song.

The action warmed up in the second half as Paul's midfield provided him with a perfect pass, he took it and slid the ring onto Wendy's finger. One - nil. Straight from the kick off, Wendy equalised with an almost identical move. The last quarter saw temperatures rise as the referee lost control. One incident saw Paul appear to land a blow on Wendy's face. As the teams left the field at the final whistle, they appeared to lock arms as they disappeared down the tunnel and out of sight amidst a lot of jostling and back slapping.

Outside the ground, there was serious crowd trouble as many objects were thrown at both teams. Photographic evidence should be able to pinpoint the trouble. Fortunately, no one appeared to be injured.

Due to the incidents on the pitch and rather raucous post match celebrations, it was decreed that the return leg should be played over 400 miles away behind closed doors. The sides chose an Iberian coastal resort. The New Frontiers reporter is believed to be the only reporter to see the second leg. Here is his exclusive report.

The Return Leg

"One of Europe's finest stadia witnessed a devastating display from Paul who was wearing a fetching all pink strip. After the long journey, both teams enjoyed a rub down and all over massage before the game began.

Straight from the kick off Paul went on an all out attack. Wendy, wearing a lightweight all black outfit, appeared powerless to resist the attacks. Soon he was dominating proceedings in a much more physical encounter than the first leg. After 5 minutes he climbed all over Wendy to score the decisive first goal. A few minutes later he sneaked up behind Wendy's defence to score again. He completed his hat trick with a weak shot after a long dribble", Wendy appealed vainly for handball as Paul appeared to use his hand before the decisive strike.

After the game, Paul said, "When I score a hat trick in England, they gave me the match ball. Here, I had to help myself to a small tablet of soap". Wendy said, "I didn’t know what to expect. I was disappointed, it was all over so quickly, before I had got use to the pace of the game, Paul had scored, I got no pleasure from conceding such an early goal".

Anyone who wants to bid for the original answerphone tape can send offers in a sealed envelope to the usual address. Copies of the photos (from both legs) are available at £25 a set (plus brown paper bag).

Kicking In The Wind

The Everyday Story Of Ordinary Football Folk

“Kicking In The Wind” is one of those books that once you pick it up, you can’t put it down until its finished. Its the story of Rochdale’s 1995/6 season. It begins with Mick Docherty, the manager with the stick on smile, trying to complete his squad. He’s got a £8,000 weekly wage budget and has already committed £7,500. He wants a striker and keeper. Targets include David Speedie who announces his retirement through injury, Andy Ritchie who asks a grand a week, Gary Bull who asks a grand and a half and Wayne Biggins who wants a £20,000 signing on fee.

He makes do with Oldham’s reserve keeper and its back to the playing fields. There might just be a diamond amongst the released pros and young hopefuls. The telephone never stops ringing, give us a contract or even a trial they plead. Trial matches are arranged, triallists turn up by the car load, usually a Ford Mondeo, hoping to catch the eye. After the trial, the manager points down the road, “the butties are only 70p at that shop”. A further one month or even a one week trial might beckon, ultimately a contract, for the lucky ones.

High Hopes #1

The season starts well. A good league position, a 2-1 Coca Cola Round 1 home leg win. Hopes are high for the away leg. The players know what they want out of a Round 2 tie, an overnight away trip. The chairman promises it, even if its away to Manchester United. He’s counting the gate receipts and reckons a £150,000 cut from the 2 games. Docherty knows what’s required. “Hold tight, weather the early storm, they’ll come out strong”. Rochdale go a goal down after only 2 minutes. Will a half time castigation and a few tactical changes do the trick? No. Dale are behind on aggregate only 4 minutes into the second half. More tactics and Dale rally to equalise on aggregate and force extra time. Dale’s star centre half is injured and a couple of keeper lapses see Dale slump to a 5-1 defeat on the night.

Thoughts of a big pay day are over. After the game, the directors study the attendance and receipts. 2,130 spectators and a little over £12,500. Take out expenses and VAT and Dale might get £4,000 from the night.

Bootham Bother

Afterwards, in the boardroom, Mick Docherty discovers that he does the same sort of things in training as Alan Little. He feels home chairman, Douglas Craig, comes across as “a seemingly hospitable Scot”. The beer is warm.

York City go home to dream about being drawn against Manchester United. Rochdale can dream about what they would have done with the £150,000. For some dreams do come true.

Meanwhile, Dale director, Michael Mace boycotted York City’s boardroom. He and a fellow Dale director "exchanged verbal brickbats with the natives and the home club reacted by sending a pompous letter of complaint to the League” a year earlier.

Getting By

Throughout the book and the season, different aspects of the club highlighted. Personalities are profiled, the same ones exist at every club. The book reveals the constant saga of getting by with a small squad. Shuffling the back 4 to rest a player whose been carrying a knock for a fortnight, dropping a youngster to let him regain his confidence in the reserves or telling another YTS player (who signed for his hometown club, not one of the big 5, when he was 11) he’s been released.

There’s added problems with personality clashes within the squad. Tall, international striker Paul "One Cap" Williams causes much friction. He needs his football but not the money. His father in law is a millionaire. The fans resent his lack of commitment. The manager won’t play him at home, he gets barracked every time. The manager would release him, but the club can’t afford to pay up him off. He can’t sell him, other clubs know his reputation and circumstances.

Another problem is the tea hut. The proprietor has been thrown out after 49 years for refusing to serve only pre sugared coffee. Apparently, its quicker if its served with sugar as that’s how most people like it. No tea. The proprietor also didn’t agree with demands that he should change to a different pie supplier! The board is expected to deal with all this.

Board meetings are only convened when there isn’t enough money to pay the wages. They have a whip round, end of meeting. Other matters are usually dealt with by a series of phone calls from David Kilpatrick whose now in his second term as chairman and on his second rescue mission. In between times, comedian Tommy Cannon appears to have made a right balls up.

And when things do look up, they soon backfire. Just like Manchester United’s Kevin Pilkington who joined Dale on loan to allow both their keepers to rest when they were carrying knocks. A bonus for the players was the chance to get the inside info on all the Old Trafford stars. Pilkington’s loan spell was terminated by Dale after only 3 weeks when his continual blunders cost points and drained away what little confidence remained in the new year.

Its a constant battle, the players travel to Torquay and back in a day. The club save £1,000 on overnight accommodation, but lose, tiredness is blamed. With hindsight it might have been money well spent. It could have resulted in a victory which would have boosted the next home gate. An extra 200 would have generated a £1,000. Not to mention morale, both in the team and town. If you can’t beat the team who finished bottom last time, what hope is there?

Apathy rules in Rochdale. In the town and on the council. All the time Rochdale Hornets, the rugby league club who ground share like to make life difficult.

High Hopes #2

Christmas approaches. Dale are in contention for a play off place, maybe even automatic promotion. A home tie in Round 2 of the FA Cup beckons. Every thing seems rosy. Even better when victory results in a Round 3 game at Anfield. Against Liverpool. Ticket vouchers are given to those hardy souls who see Rochdale Reserves play Doncaster Reserves.

The troubles are just starting. League form dips, player’s minds are on Anfield. A £40,000 (a £2 “ground improvement” surcharge is levied) pay day is lost as the Boxing Day derby against high flying Preston is a late postponement. They’ll eventually get some of the money when the game is played 3 months later, but still lose out. Dale are reduced to hiring half an all weather pitch for £23.50 to prepare for Anfield. The club’s commercial department is working flat out. 5,500 tickets, 23 buses, Anfield breakfasts, a host of once in a season money making marketing opportunities and much media attention. All extra work but it guarantees the wage bill for a few more weeks.

Liverpool 7 Rochdale 0. It merits only a footnote. The important statistics are an attendance of 28,126 and a cheque for Rochdale for £128,000. £75,000 for the overdraft, £33,000 for the tax man. The other £20,000 will pay the wages for a couple of weeks. Unfortunately, no money for team strengthening. 1,945 watch the next home game.

Hopes of a play off place gradually diminish as thoughts turn to next season. Who to release and how to improve the squad. Could Docherty persuade the board to increase the squad size, or maybe to add a player coach.

Separate Ways

As the season ends, not everyone is going their separate ways. The players chip in over £2,000 to allow the whole squad to go on holiday to Majorca. Mick Docherty isn’t going, he handed back his ticket when the directors tried to restrict the holiday to just the senior professionals.

Anyway, Docherty perhaps isn’t in the mood for a holiday with the players. He’s been sacked. Was it was he relationship with the kit cleaner’s daughter, or perhaps he wasn’t cut out to be a manager or maybe the board had just lost faith in him. He’d gone from believing there was ”no point bringing in new players unless they were better quality” to trying to sign a succession of lower division veteran players, including Ian Helliwell, in a couple of months.

Spot The Differences

Look at the 1996/7 and 1997/8 season and spot the 10 differences.

Mark Samways. An experience keeper who controls his area and commands his defence. A defence which must feel more confident with someone behind them directing operations. Andy Warrington, your time will come again, in the meantime watch and learn. Looking at the league table, the big difference is the amount of goal conceded. You now feel more confident if we take the lead we can hold onto it.

Injury Free Zone. Despite a few, minor, injuries, we’ve been able to field a relatively settled side, there’s been no need to re-organise the team on a regular basis. Our main injury worries have occurred at centre half, even that has worked in our favour as Martin Reed has come through and usually looked assured partnering Tony Barras. We haven’t been able to say that about Tutill or Sharples very often.

Mark Tinkler. Oozes class. He took some time to find his feet, but now he has, the team revolves around him. He looks class in midfield but can drop back into the defence and looked equally cool and classy.

Confidence. We’ve held our own against the top teams and some of the strugglers have held their own against us. You can’t say Watford are outstanding, OK, they’ve got a couple of good players but all their players have confidence. The confident teams will rise. Confidence can be bred by winning but off the pitch motivation and lack of injuries can also help.

Steve Bushell. The ideal compliment to Mark Tinkler’s class. His aggression and robustness are ideal at this level. Non stop from start to finish, he’s involved in everything that’s going on. And for such a character, he possesses a fair amount of creativity. His eye for goal also comes in more than useful. The thinking man’s Vinny Jones?

Derek Bell. “Promoted” from Youth Coach in the early spring, he’s relatively new to the club and has brought a different outlook to the club, not the defeatist attitude that has hung over Bootham Crescent for the previous 2 seasons., Watch him on the touch line, cajoling the (I nearly side his) players. I have a theory that players can only respond to a manager’s ways for so long before both they and the manager become stale, so bringing Derek into the first team squad set up has given everyone a kick up the backside.

Alan Little. He says himself that he sees a different view of the game from the directors box. 2 views are usually better than one. When he and Paul Stancliffe sat on the bench they both saw the game from the same angle.

Rodney Rowe. He’s come on a lot from when he first arrived. Undoubtedly the summer helped when he had a proper chance to get know his team-mates in pre season training. The glimpses he showed last season are now on regular display. Every team needs a prolific scorer to be successful. Name City’s prolific scorers (Barnes, Walwyn, Byrne, Seal and Aimson in the past 20 years) and they all starred promotion winning sides. Let’s hope we can add Rodney to the list. Not only that, but we can expect all of the front 6 to chip in with a few goals a season.

Gary Bull. Underrated or overhyped. take your pick. He says he wants 20 goals a season, I’m sure we all want that. But, take a look and see what else he does. His footballing skills do a lot to bring other players into the team and to make chances for Rodney Rowe. In many ways, he reminds me of Dale Banton. Quick thinking, often he does little things which his colleagues do not expect and when they don’t come off, the crowd gets on his back. Like Banton, he has had to work alongside the main striker for most of his time with City. When Banton was the number one striker, he scored plenty. And remember, it was Bull’s goals which went a long way towards keeping us in Division 2 in 1995 when he first joined us and lead the attack in place of Paul Barnes. More recently, he has played second fiddle to Neil Tolson and now Rodney Rowe.

Alan Pouton. Long striding and always liable to go past a couple of defenders. If only he’d learn he doesn’t have to beat everyone and once is always enough. Of the players at the club, he is probably the one with the most potential to succeed at the highest levels.

And if there’s one way I’d like to change its our ability to convert possession and chances into goals. Its the one thing that has held us back this season. We’ve dominated sides and come away with a 1-1 draw or a defeat when we’ve clearly been the better team. If we’d converted some more our of chances we’d be much nearer the top.
new frontiers
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