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TT No.163: Andrew Gallon - Sat 24th February 2007; Hendon v Carshalton 

Athletic; Ryman Premier; Res: 3-5; Att: 203; Admission: £8; Programme: £2 (36pp); 

FGIF Match Rating: *****. 

Hendon, one of non-league football's famous old names, three times winners of the 

FA Amateur Cup, are scheduled to celebrate their centenary in 2008. They seem 

unlikely to be playing at crumbling Claremont Road - home for 80 years - when 

they do and even the very future of the club is in considerable doubt. The Greens' 

owners want out and will quit when the sale of the ground, for a reputed £20m, 

goes through. That could happen at any time.  

Legal eagles are working to agree the small print of a contract between the local 

council (the landowner), the club (whose sole asset is a 99-year lease) and a 

developer, who plans to build a nursing home on the car park and luxury flats on 

the rest of the site. Beleaguered fans have formed a Supporters' Trust in a last-

ditch bid to secure a future for Hendon. An option of going to the Copthall Stadium 

in Barnet is too expensive and a groundshare with nearby Wembley FC 

unappealing. The fear is that, if the Greens move in with someone else, they will 

never again have their own ground. But the biggest problem is financial: there 

aren't enough fans with sufficient money to raise the sort of cash required. Some 

150 people paying £20 per month into the Trust's coffers will scarcely stump up 

what is needed to run a team, let alone anything else. So, the clock is ticking and 

the sword of Damocles hovers over both Claremont Road and Hendon. The owners 

are running the operation on a shoestring, which is reflected in another season of 

struggle on the pitch and, off it, in the decaying fabric of an unkempt, timeworn 

stadium. 

Driving up Claremont Road from the vulgar glitz of the Brent Cross Shopping 

Centre, you discover the ground sits on a plateau, its reassuringly old-fashioned 

floodlight pylons visible for miles around. A sharp left turn brings you into a car 

park pitted with water-filled potholes and up to the entrance of the Brent Cross 

Banqueting and Conference Centre. This whitewashed brick building - claiming, 

rather extravagantly, to be 'London's Premier Venue' - is adjacent and at right 

angles to the social club, which sets a new benchmark for gloominess. A token 

effort at landscaping by the Conference Centre entrance cannot disguise an all-

pervading air of dilapidation. Worse, these relatively new buildings obscure 

Hendon's splendid old turnstile block, which is now secreted round the back, 

accessed via an alley. There are plenty of signs telling you exactly what is what - 

but all are in a poor state of repair. It's a bit depressing.  

Once inside, you come out behind the near goal. To the immediate right, there are 

13 steps of moss-encrusted terracing; to the left, a hut serving refreshments and 

another selling souvenirs and programmes. The terrace down the right side is now 

covered only for a 40-yard section straddling the halfway line. Subsidence forced 



the demolition of much of what was once an impressive stand. Probe around at the 

back and you can see where the land has fallen away. To the left is the wooden 

main stand, virtually unchanged from when the ground opened in 1926. It is a gem. 

The sole concession to modernity is its mixture of bucket and tip-up seats. The 

players' tunnel is in the middle, flanked by the two dugouts. Beyond the stand, the 

terracing is completely overgrown and the open terrace at the far end also seems 

to be fighting a losing battle against advancing vegetation. Playing fields surround 

the ground on two sides, with Claremont Road - and a grim-looking housing estate - 

behind the main stand, from whose seats there is a 180-degree urban panorama. 

Well, this is London.  

To my immense relief after a 180-mile drive, the referee gives a heavy pitch the 

thumbs-up and his decision is vindicated by an absolutely pulsating match between 

two sides battling the threat of relegation. Carshalton bring a noisy band of fans 

from Surrey to supply the atmosphere but they are soon silenced when Belal 

Aiteouakrim waltzes through from halfway to beat three defenders and keeper 

Aaron Howe. A stunning goal. Time for Mark Marshall, the visitors' tricky left 

winger, to take over. He holds his nerve to side-foot in a Rob Haworth cross, sees 

skipper Adrian Toppin capitalise from close range when his volley crashes off the 

bar and then outwits keeper Richard Wilmot from 20 yards with a superbly-flighted 

free-kick. That's three goals in just 10 minutes for the Robins. Hendon pull one 

back out of the blue with a cute shot from Dean Green but Carshalton restore their 

two-goal advantage when Luke Fontana is put through, rather too easily, by David 

Graves. Hendon have the benefit after the break of a pitch which slopes both 

across and down - and make full use of the terrain. They pile on the pressure and 

score with 20 minutes left when Brian Haule heads in a pinpoint James Burgess 

cross. Keeper Howe then pulls off a series of brilliant saves before, in a real-

sickner, Fontana grabs the visitors' fifth in stoppage time. A crying shame because 

Hendon, from my neutral perspective, deserved a point from a contest which 

really should have ended 4-4.  

An afternoon of sunshine and showers closes with a perfect rainbow curving over 

the ground as the players leave the muddy pitch. For sure, there is a crock of gold 

here - but luckless Hendon won't, it appears, be seeing much of it. The message is 

clear: if you haven't been to this historic venue, don't delay. Go now, while you 

still can. Oh, and put something in the Supporters' Trust's collecting bucket. 
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