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TT No.187: Andrew Gallon - Saturday, 24th March 2007; Hutton Cranswick 

United v Pocklington Town; Humber Premier League; Res: 2-0; Att: 16 (h/c); 

Admission: Free; Programme: £1 (16pp); FGIF Match Rating: **. 

FIFA president Sepp Blatter described football as "ill" in the past week. He was 

referring to recent incidents of brawling between the players of top clubs - notably 

the unsavoury Arsenal-Chelsea fisticuffs at the Carling Cup final. But the game has 

many ills; not least the situation whereby millionaire Premiership stars earn 

£100,000 a week while small clubs, such as Hutton Cranswick United, eke out a 

hand-to-mouth existence.  

No-one could deny go-ahead United play an important role in their community: 

they run 11 teams - four senior and seven junior sides. They are a shining example 

of an FA charter standard club. And yet, financially, life is a constant struggle. The 

roof of the social club is leaking - no cash to do the repairs; the electricity supply 

to the dressing rooms is on the blink - no cash to modernise the wiring; they have 

the lamps and pylons for floodlights - but can't raise the £15,000 needed to erect 

them; they pay a peppercorn rent to the council for the use of their five Rotsea 

Lane pitches - and face an annual battle to meet upkeep costs of just £4,000. How 

can this be right? Never has football been richer and never, at the same time and 

in certain quarters, so impoverished. 

The straggling hamlets of Hutton and Cranswick, in a flat stretch of country on the 

fringe of the East Yorkshire Wolds, are about a mile apart. United, formed in 1990 

and founder members of the Humber Premier a decade later after progressing from 

the Driffield & District League, play in Hutton. Both settlements are picturesque 

and well-heeled. Entering the ground off the narrow Rotsea Lane, you find the 

orderly car park ahead and the first-team pitch, railed off on each side, beyond. 

The single-storey social club and dressing room complex is to the right. An awning 

provides the only cover though, with the nearest touchline 40 yards away, it must 

be of only limited use on inclement days.  

Inside the social club, alcoholic and soft drinks are on sale. The walls are peppered 

with team photographs, programmes (including a 2003 friendly against Hull City 

signed by Peter Taylor), FA awards and press cuttings. Judging by the impressive 

coverage, United are the darlings of the weekly Driffield Times. Behind each goal 

is a strip of grass, backing onto hedgerows. Trains clatter periodically along the 

Hull-Bridlington branch railway line running to the rear of the western end, which 

also houses tennis courts and a floodlit five-a-side pitch. There are twin dugouts on 

the northern touchline. They look rather spartan. It turns out the wooden sides 

rotted and, you've guessed it, the club couldn't afford to restore them. The 

surroundings are otherwise featureless and, on an overcast afternoon chilled by 

the sort of wind which never seems to stop blowing in this part of the world, 

rather bleak.  



United had looked good for a championship challenge after a run of eight straight 

wins but a recent injury-induced hiccup, featuring defeats at title favourites 

Sculcoates Amateurs and bogey team Hornsea Town, has modified their ambitions 

to a top-three finish. Games are running out, so they were grateful for two goals in 

the last eight minutes to see off a stubborn Pocklington side. The visitors deserved 

something from a contest spattered with squandered chances. James Rudd hit the 

crossbar from 16 yards for Pock to enliven a dull first half, and a goalless draw 

looked inevitable when team-mate Andy Green missed two great opportunities late 

on. First, keeper Dave Bramley got a hand to his attempted chip in a one-on-one 

and the midfielder then somehow headed, what was, the epitomy of a sitter, wide 

from right in front of goal. During a break in play earlier in the game, Green had 

told friends in the crowd he had "no energy", putting it down to "two bottles of 

wine last night". He was made to regret his choice of preparation when Mark 

Davies (82) cracked home a stunning drive from 20 yards and sub Andy Stabler (85) 

provided a headed finish to a flowing move. There was still time for Stabler to 

conjure one of the misses of this - or any other - season when, in stoppage time, 

he sliced wide with the goal at his mercy.  

Exceptionally friendly officials and spectators made this a most pleasurable trip, as 

did a splendid programme which, as if United did not have enough problems, 

revealed how the social club had been burgled and vandalised by youths who were 

once among their junior players. What is the world coming to? Whichever way you 

look at their position, United seem overdue some natural justice.  
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