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TT No.55: Stephen Harris - Saturday 8 October 2006; UCL Prem; Newport Pagnell 

Town 1-2 Boston Town. Attendance: c.77; Admission: £4.00; Programme issued; 

FGIF Match Rating 3*. 

A minor groundhopping milestone for me today as I visit my 600th football ground. 

The Willen Road Sports Ground, Newport Pagnell seems a long way in both time 

and distance since I was taken to my first game, an international between Congo 

(Kinshasa) and Upper Volta way back in 1974 (I’m not making that up, honest). 

Perhaps my grounds-visited total would be higher if I hadn’t slipped in around 

1,100 Leyton Orient games along the way. 

The ground dates from the early 1970s and is a fairly basic set up. The pitch lies on 

a larger sports complex with a central, shared pavilion. It is neatly enclosed, 

mostly by a thick evergreen hedge. The pitch is surrounded by a concrete walkway 

and a very low, white rail which in places was barely above my knee height. To 

one side is a green-painted, brick stand with 100 green and white plastic seats in 

three rows. Opposite is a newly constructed ‘technical area’ with modern trainers’ 

benches on a broad concrete base, possibly the largest such area I have ever seen. 

Hot drinks and filled rolls were available in the clubhouse, where we were joined 

by the single spectator watching the match on the adjoining pitch. 

The game provided a good contrast of styles. The experienced Boston team seem 

to know every trick in the book, won numerous free-kicks from a rather naive 

referee and went 1-0 up after ten minutes, a classic headed goal from the 

evergreen Gary Bull.  The Newport side is much younger, but enthusiastic. They 

pull one back and by half-time look the better side, leaving the Boston players 

arguing amongst themselves. Boston’s manager obviously pulls things together at 

half-time because his side come out transformed.  Apart from a little skirmish at 

the very end, they cut out the diving and the incessant swearing and get on with 

the game. It becomes obvious that they are actually much the better side and the 

win is more comfortable than the eventual 2-1 score-line suggests. 

A rather disappointing match programme sold for £1. But inside is an apology for 

the unusually thin nature of this issue, and it is only when I’m on the train, 

homeward bound, that I notice a cover price of £1.50. 
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