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TT No.32: Keith Aslan – Saturday 18th February 2017; Tideswell United v Harworth 
Colliery; Central Midlands North; Kick-Off: 14.59; Result: 2-0; Admission: £2; 
Programme: £1; Attendance: 36 (27 home, 8 away & 1 neutral) 

Central Midlands League newcomers Tideswell are based in the picture postcard 
village of the same name in the heart of the Peak District National Park with the 
journey going through some of the most magnificent scenery in the country. The 
branch line from Stockport to Buxton is pretty impressive but the bus ride from 
outside the station takes your breath away. The route was lined with backpackers 
and hikers enjoying the warm February sunshine. The war memorial in the village 
square has 46 names on it with 3 members of one family perishing in battle. The 
contrast between life in this sleepy village and the trenches must have been 
horrific. 

As village grounds go, they don't come much better than this one, fully enclosed 
and railed, a covered stand, part seated, and floodlights. What sets it apart is 
a high grass bank behind one of the goals, steps taking you up with a rail along the 
full length of the top to lean on making a superb viewpoint to watch the game. Hot 
drinks and sweeties were available from the changing room complex. 

The game was typical Central Midlands fare with the outcome in doubt right up to 
the end with Tideswell scoring their second goal in the 93rd of the 90 minutes. The 
second half was enlivened when a Harworth player got confused with football and 
taekwondo, a mistake that saw his early exit and precipitated the most half-
hearted mass brawl you'll ever see. Come on lads, you can do better than that. 
With the sun beating down and perfect visibility for some inexplicable reason the 
floodlights were turned on at half time, very strange. I can't believe it was at the 
referee’s request. 

To catch my train from Buxton meant the bus had to be on time. It was, but 
nothing is that simple, and the road to the station was closed due to 'maintenance' 
with the enforced diversion putting the kybosh on my connection. I assume the 
bloke who shuts the railways down every weekend had a bit of spare time on his 
hands and decided to have a bit of fun by closing a few roads as well. Rather than 
wait an hour for the train I spent next week’s food money on a bus across to 
Macclesfield. This one went over the mountains, unfortunately it was dark, not 
that I would have seen much anyway as the road was enveloped in a thick mist. 
This, according to the AA, is the most dangerous stretch of road in the U.K. and I'm 
not surprised. I'm glad I wasn't driving. 
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