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Wembley 
May 18th, 2008 
 
I nearly went to Wembley in the early 1960s for an England schoolboys’ 
International against Scotland.  But I didn’t, as my parents thought I might 
be too short to see well.  I did however get to go there in 2000, when 
Ipswich returned to the Premiership through the Championship play-off.  I 
sat in the Gods and looked down on a pitch that was some distance away. 
 
This year, Cambridge United reached the play-off final for the Blue Square 
Premier and as tickets were not difficult to obtain, Henry and I went as 
interested neutrals. 
 
The first difference you notice is that the old, scruffy and inadequate station 
at Wembley Park has been rebuilt and extended.  Whether it can cope with 
the largest crowds of eighty thousand or so, who turn up for the FA Cup 
Final or a major International is still open.  But it coped very well with the 
proportion of the forty thousand today, who used the Underground.  
 
This station has implications for the Olympics, in that it shows how one 
station and two Tube lines can actually cope well with the numbers that 
turn up at Wembley.  Stratford will have to cope with only marginally larger 
numbers in 2012, but will have more lines and trains with which to do it.   
 
I suspect too, that 
spectators will not turn 
up all at the same 
time, as they tend to 
do at football matches. 
 
The approach to the 
stadium from 
Wembley Park station 
is spectacular and is 
also strangely emotive 
of the approach to the 
Twin Towers.  One 
iconic image has been 
replaced with another. 
 
But there is no doubt about the improvements that have been achieved in 
the new stadium over the old.  The views were good from where we sat 
and I have no reason to believe that views are good from any part of the 
stadium.  The legroom was also much longer than I get at Portman Road.  
The access to the seats was also very good and it seems that the layout of 
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the stadium with a large concourse behind the stands creates an 
environment that is easy to manage and is good for the paying customers. 
 
It is certainly a well-built modern stadium for the twenty-first century. 
 
But! 
 
There is no clock or scoreboard inside the stadium.  Why? 
 
I did not try the food inside Wembley.  I couldn’t.   
 
There was nothing that was gluten-free except some Walkers crisps.  You 
had a choice of fish and chips, cheeseburger and chips, and other dishes 
all of which came packaged with a soft drink.  Henry complained at the 
price, but even though it was a bit steep, it wouldn’t have put me off if it 
was something suitable. 
 
So you spend all this money and you get the same rubbish catering. 
 
Where were the baked potatoes? 
 
 
Where are the Coeliac Sportsmen and Women? 
 
As an aside here, I ask why if we have a population of which one in a 
hundred is thought to be a coeliac, are there so few sportsmen and 
women, who have been diagnosed as such?   
 
I know of one, but they can’t be the only one! 
 
How many of those young sporting geniuses are coeliacs, who when the 
pressure is applied fail because their bodies can’t cope?  And how many of 
those well-documented, depressed sportsmen and women are suffering 
from the same condition as I do?   
 
Psychological problems are suspected, but I would try the simple diet first! 
 
 
So was it a good day? 
 
It was only mixed.   
 
The stadium is wonderful, the transport links have improved, the food is 
useless for a coeliac and Cambridge lost. 
 


