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TT No.145: Paul Roth - Sat 7th February 2009; Mid Sussex League Premier 

Division; LINDFIELD FC vs. BALCOMBE FC; Res: 2-3; Att: 28 Human beings and 8 

dogs; Programme and Entry: N/A; Weather: Bitterly cold but sunny; French Onion 

Soup Availability: None! 

"I was sitting at home alone one night, in LA watching old Cronkite on the 7 O'clock 

news".  

Substitute Margate for LA, Fiona Bruce for Walter Cronkite and 6 O'clock for 7 and 

that just about sums my week up. 

The above line, taken from Bob Dylan's doom-laden song, "Black Diamond Bay", 

perfectly illustrates my despair at trying to get to a new football ground this 

weekend. 

That's how I thought I would ultimately end up, watching the telly!  

We've been sitting in front of our TV screen every evening watching the wintry 

weather decimate the country from one end to the other but here in Margate, it's 

all been such a different story.  

A light dusting of snow fell last Sunday afternoon but by Monday lunchtime drizzle 

had taken its place, washing the small amount of white stuff we had away. In fact, 

on my daily, hour long constitutional on Friday morning so mild was it here, that I 

suggested to the wife that we might even have a barbeque that afternoon! It was a 

sweltering 9 degrees then!  

Elsewhere, countrywide was epochal, making every single match I considered a 

non-starter. 

Wisbech Town; Colchester United; MK Dons; Loddon Utd. (I see they did actually 

play in the end), Marsh Rangers: The list just goes on and on. 

Frustration was creeping in, as was vodka, especially when the Lanes End FC 

secretary told me it was snowing hard in Dartford at 7.30pm on Friday and 

informing me their KCL match versus Borden Village would not go ahead either.  

Then something in my brain just clicked, reminding me of Lindfield FC, from the 

Mid Sussex League; remembering being told that their pitch was an excellent 

drainer, whilst chatting to someone when watching them play at Old Varndeanians 

late-on last season. A call to secretary Jack Ranson confirmed they were hopeful of 

staging their top-of-the-table clash versus Balcombe FC but matters depended on a 

10 am pitch inspection the next morning. 

By 10.30 am, and with me parked up in readiness in a lay-by near Maidstone, Jack 

confirmed to me that the game was to go ahead as scheduled...........OH JOY!!  



But what a wondrous journey I was to have in reaching the delightful, small village 

of Lindfield. The North Downs resembled more Switzerland than Kent today, 

driving Westwards along the M25 with them on my right-hand side; upon arrival at 

the GBG listed Cat Inn, in a very icy West Hoathly, some 8 miles North of my 

destination, a very strange occurrence took place therein. 

I ordered my glass of Dark Star Hophead beer and instantly noticed a Knobkerrie, a 

South African walking stick with a balled clubbed head, propped up against the 

bar. My Father always carried one under his right arm, not in anger you 

understand; I would recognise a 'KK' anywhere. Amazingly, this cudgel belonged to 

an elderly gentleman running the rule over a bright red Austin Ulster parked up in 

the salon bar!!: Spookily this handsome gentleman even slightly resembled Pops! 

We had a fascinating conversation about his 'KK's' provenance and age.  

From Turners Hill to Ardingly, all the way along the B2028, there was thick snow. 

Was Jack right, was the game on? Two miles further South not a trace was to be 

seen. Most peculiar.  

Arriving an hour or so before the scheduled 2 pm kick-off, there was easily enough 

time to visit the Red Lion plus the Stand-Up Inn, formerly called the Linden Tree, 

both being Good Beer Guide accredited pubs, located on the village High Street. As 

I said earlier, Lindfield is a delightful place with its huge duck pond-cum lake and 

individualistic shops.  

Across from the road from this swan covered watering hole is the Common, where 

the football club have their headquarters. 

A smart pavilion, with a most apt collage on the bar-side wall, housing the 

changing rooms is the only structure here, although tennis courts adjoin the site, 

albeit they're hidden by trees. 

Attractive housing encompasses the whole; the pitch has a gentle Southerly slope 

on it. 

Hot drinks were available prior to the match and a licensed bar operates once play 

ceases.  

NO French Onion Soup is available en-site!  

I met Jack, captain-for-the day, briefly as he was warming up; got chatting to a 

couple of other friendly folk and took my position in readiness for the start.  

Lindfield, playing in colours of all Hezbollah Green, took the lead in the 2nd 

minute through J Dodd, only for Balcombe to equalise two seconds later...yep, 

that's what I said, two seconds later! Never seen it before live, but from the kick-

off the ball is tapped sideways and smashed over the head of the home 'keeper, 

still celebrating his side's goal.  

A few minutes later, the Greens re-establish the lead; that's how it remains till 

teatime during a feisty and thoroughly entertaining first half.  



Balcombe press continuously after the break. The turning point in this vital fixture 

comes when the otherwise seemingly level headed home captain takes a swing at 

an opponent, in retaliation for a kick at himself, and is immediately red-carded. 

Sometimes playing with ten men benefits the weakened side: Not today though, as 

the men from near Hayward's Heath grow stronger and stronger as play progresses, 

gaining parity with about ten minutes to go. 

At the death, they steal all three points; on their second half showing they just 

about deserved this vital win.  

Before I sign off, I'd like to say a few 'Thankyous'. 

To Martin for keeping informed about the weather in his neck of the woods for 

most of the week; to the myriad of club secretaries I e-mailed or phoned during 

the week leading up to today; to Google, without whom I'd be completely 

stumped; to Jack Ranson for letting me know this match was on and most of all to 

the players of both teams for providing me with such wonderful entertainment this 

afternoon. 

My Ford Focus' ABS is worthy of plaudits too for somehow getting me safely down 

that treacherously, icy hill in West Hoathly.  

The club don't issue a matchday programme and I know that will deter many of you 

from visiting Lindfield FC; all I can say is that you're missing out on coming to a 

lovely village set in a beautiful part of the World and to watching the current Mid 

Sussex League champions ply their trade in idyllic settings.  

Days as memorable as this are few and far between. Luckily for me, usually only 

seven at the very most!  

FGIF Star Rating: 5*. 
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