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the whole flavour of the 1970s 
summed up by the classic at 
Chelmsford City, 40 years ago

Saturday January 4 1975, Southern 
League Premier Division: 
Chelmsford City 3 Wealdstone 3

Ah, the glorious seventies! The 
new-ness, the excitement, the 
cut-and-thrust football on 

boggy pitches!
This was when I was a teenage 

schoolboy, as enthralled by the 
game and my club as the  
bright-eyed youngsters you see 
around The Vale these days.

 I just couldn’t wait for the next 
instalment of the Wealdstone FC 
story... The one where a famous old 
amateur club had turned semi-pro; 
struggled for a couple of seasons; 
then won the league by a street  
and were now imposed a brand of 
cavalier football on the big boys of 
the Southern League Prem.

And big boys they were - from the 
parochial Isthmian League days, we 
were now visiting big provincial 
towns (Yeovil, Cambridge, 
ContinueD overPAge Chelmsford’s ex-Stones boss’s column in the programme that day..
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Nuneaton, Kettering, Maidstone, 
Burton, Telford, Grantham, Dover, 
Tonbridge etc) plus powerful lon-
don-based clubs like Wimbledon 
and Barnet.

 Chelmsford most definitely 
belonged in the former category. 
They had won the Southern 
League just two years before but 
were remarkably passed over for 
election to the football league... 
the Football League chairmen 
instead choosing to vote for 
Hereford United on the back of 
their memorable FA Cup run that 
year. Saying that Chelmsford were 
choked is an understatement.

The Clarets’ crowds were a bit 
smaller than the Bulls’ (around 
2,000 compared to 3,000 plus) 
but there was similar potential in 
the Essex capital.

thus it was that the Stones 
arrived at Chelmsford’s big 
old New Writtle Street 

ground early in the new year 
1975, exactly 40 years ago. In fact 
we had already met City for a 
Southern League Cup match in 
October, a rather low-key affair 
that Chelmsford won 2-0, but 
for me it was a first visit to 
NWS and I was mightily 
impressed. The cavernous main 
stand and barrel-roofed con-
struction on the opposite ter-
race (see cover of the pro-
gramme on previous page) was 
filled by a noisy 1,800 crowd, 
including some 250 Stones 
fans, including three support-
ers coaches) Our anticipation 
was before kick-off was 
immense. 

I distinctly remember march-
ing down the middle of the 
road to the stadium, from 
where the coaches had 
parked, in a gang of 50 blue-
scarved youths bellowing out the 
songs of the day. We felt we 
owned Chelmsford. Come and 
have a go if you think you’re hard 
enough! Thankfully nobody did - we 
were all mouth and flared trousers.

But we were very proud of our 
team, who’d made a brilliant fist (so 
far) of their first season in non-
League’s top tier.

We were in the top six, crowds 
were averaging 1,500 and there had 
been close to 4,000 inside Lower 
Mead three days earlier for a  
fabulous 1-0 win over league leaders 
Wimbledon. We were on an  
absolute high.

There was also the added twist of 
Chelmsford’s manager being Sid 
Prosser, who had been largely 
responsible for turning the Stones 
into a winning machine two years 
earlier - before suddenly upping 
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An interesting article in the programme that day by a local journo,  
underlining the point that the FA trophy was a big deal even for 
leading non-League lights like Chelmsford. A bit different from the 
attitude displayed by some Conference Premier clubs today....
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match report continued 
overpage...
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We have no pictures from the game 
at Chelmsford, but (above) Bobby 
Moss just gets ahead of the  
Cambridge City keeper to head us 
into the lead in the Southern League 
Prem game at Lower Mead the  
following Saturday, at the elmslie 
end. Bill Byrne (5) is the other Stone. 
We beat Cambridge 4-1 in front of an 
1,800 crowd to move into fifth place. 
right: Chelmsford boss Sid Prosser

sticks to take the Clarets job with 
Wealdstone on the brink of the 
Southern League Div One South 
title. Eddie Presland was handed the 
boss’s job and steered Stones over 
the line.... how we all wanted to 
prove to Prosser that he had made a 
mistake in thinking he was leaving 
for a ‘bigger’ club!

Thus the scene was set. And on a 
dank January afternoon the plot 
unfolded as shown by the attached 
Harry O report. Author Colin Pope 
was right; the Stones were brilliant 
in that first half and when George 
Duck put us ahead it will be one of 
my enduring memories of 
Wealdstone FC until the day I die.

The way he found the net, looping 
a volley over the head of helpless 
keeper Willie Carrick in one smooth, 
majestic movement left the entire 
crowd open-mouthed in admiration.

Chelmsford rather spoiled the 
moment by swarming back to taken 
a 3-1 lead into the break, but still all 
the talk at half time (even among 
City fans in the tea bar queue) was 
about Wealdstone and that sublime 
Duck goal.

Justice was done as we dominated 
the second half, levelling through a 
Duck penalty and a Carrick fumble 
from John Henderson’s awkward 
shot.

And so the New Year began. 
Imperious stuff. Thrilling, ground-
breaking, breathless.

In some ways the promotion last 
season, and our return to the 
Conference set-up, has echoes of 
that charismatic 74-75 campaign. 
We tailed off a bit that season, fin-
ishing eighth, but for me, at least, 
the memories will never dim.


