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TT No.93: Emma Jones - Sat 15th November 2008; York City v Torquay United; 

Conference National; Res: 1-2; Admission: £17; Programme: £3; FGIF Match Rating: 

****. 

For readers of this website, I am sure that the concept of waiting 44 years to 

watch your first live football match is as mystifying as any of Derren Brown’s nifty 

tricks. Sadly, nifty tricks of any kind were absent from the pitch on the day I was 

persuaded to break a lifetime’s habit of avoiding the beautiful game. That said, I 

am not sorry I went.  

The outing, if not the game itself, had charms aplenty. The ground may be 

hemmed in on all sides by houses, and impossible to park near, but for me, 

Bootham Crescent is the most local of local grounds. A ten-minute walk from my 

flat, and I am there. I could have nipped home at half time for a cushion to relieve 

the unforgiving hardness of the seats, but to do so would be to have missed out on 

much of what made the day for me; the atmosphere, the company, and the clear 

sense of comradeship amongst the York City fans. Occasionally delighted, more 

often ripely critical of the performances they were witnessing, those off the pitch 

were livelier and more energised than those on it. The crowd was certainly 

intelligent and vociferous in their assessment of what was required, but even a 

newbie like me could work out that passing straight to the opponents, or into wide 

open spaces, was not going to get the job done.  

In the few moments when the Minstermen showed flair, the fans were supportive, 

and the excitement peaked, but often, the mood was one of disappointment. The 

pace was clearly lacking, and, too often, clearances were sloppy or sluggish, giving 

Torquay the chance to regroup. They deservedly left with a 2-1 win, to the delight 

of the 244 valiant fans who had travelled in hope. Smart marking of the one 

adventurous York player, Sodje, prevented him from overshadowing even further 

some of his lacklustre teammates.  The calibre of the play notwithstanding, this 

was a fun experience. Whether cheering or jeering, the spectators were united in 

their desire for the team to do well. It’s an infectious atmosphere. I started the 

day with my disinterest in football largely intact, but was soon swept up by the 

spirit that moved those around me, and started to will York on to better and 

brighter things.   

In the immediate vicinity, of our seats were the characters that I imagine any 

fanbase can boast; the young lads for whom football on a Saturday is as much a 

religion as a pastime; the middle-aged woman belting out her strident instructions 

to the manager and referee alike whilst her husband sits resolutely silent beside 

her; the old man who has probably been coming to every game since he was a lad 

in short trousers, tagging along with his dad. The few exchanges I had with people 

near me were good-humoured and friendly, as if we belonged to the same tribe, 

and the York City lapel badge I’d been given beforehand started to feel like it 

meant something. I adopted York as my home town over three years ago, and, 



despite some drawbacks, it is my home, and where I belong. I began to see, on 

Saturday afternoon, what leads people to feel the same about their team. 
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