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TT No.65: Keith Aslan – Saturday 29th April 2017; HONITON v Exmouth Amateurs; 
Devon and Exeter League Premier Division; Kick-Off: 14.58; Result: 5-0; Admission 
& Programme: £1.50p; Attendance: 128 (115 home, 2 away & 11 neutral) 

With both Honiton and Newton level on points and playing their final games today, 
a win for the 'Hippo's' (no idea where that nickname comes from) would give them 
the league championship. Not a mathematical certainty, but I think there would be 
a steward’s enquiry if Newton overturned a twenty-eight-goal difference. Football 
is a funny old game but it's not that funny. Exmouth are having a torrid time, 
thrown off their pitch by our old friends the local council, most of their players did 
a runner when they lost the ground and the club failed to turn up for their last 
game. They bought the bare eleven with them today with their technical area 
containing two people, 1 WAG and someone in shorts who spent much of the game 
gazing lovingly into his I-pad. If he was the manager, I don't think his heart was in 
it. Honiton were 2-0 up inside the first 2 minutes and I feared for a Ferring-type 
score, but all credit to Exmouth, they steadied the ship and even managed to 
create a few chances themselves. Word on the streets is that the championship 
means South West Peninsula League football here next season. 

The ground is an eighteen-minute walk from the station to the west of the town. 
Neat and tidy, railed on three sides with a cricket pitch adjacent to the fourth, a 
small stand and a clubhouse where you can watch the lunchtime football on Sky, or 
you could have done if there had been any. There was a sign inside notifying price 
increases with a pint of lager going up to £2.80p! A pleasant town, Honiton's main 
claim to fame is that in 1964 it boasted England's longest traffic jam. Pre-
motorways, with the bypass still two years away and in a time when everybody 
holidayed in the U.K, a good proportion of them in the West Country, one summer 
Saturday there was a 36-mile tailback trying to get through Honiton. Small beer 
compared with the M25 these days. 

Although plenty of 'suits' in attendance there apparently wasn't going to be any 
medal presentations at the end of the game although I didn't hang about to check. 
This was because they didn't know if the home side were actually going to win the 
league. Surely if Honiton didn't get the necessary result, couldn't they just have 
taken the stuff back home with them? 

I was reacquainted with my Broadstairs dacha much earlier than anticipated and 
genuine thanks go to Rod Ashman for blowing the final whistle at 4.38pm. He 
would be doing us all a favour if he explained to his mates at the next meeting of 
the referees’ society how he managed it. He could point them in the direction of 
the rule book that states games are to be of two equal periods of 45 minutes and 
explain the bit about 'time added on at the referee’s discretion' doesn't mean 
playing random extra minutes for no reason. He could let them in on his secret for 
starting a match on time, the simple but effective ploy of bringing the teams out 
of the changing rooms 5 minutes before the advertised kick off time. Oh, and he 



could point out that 10 minutes is long enough for a half time fag break. Well done 
referee, I salute you. 
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