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			IN LOVING MEMORY

			 Dedicated to Cameron ‘Commander’ Whyte,  

			a passionate Spurs fan and loyal friend to many. 

			As always, “Come on you Spurs!”
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			Preface

			I conceived this book to tell the story of a football season through my eyes, written week by week as a contemporaneous record. Hopelessly optimistic, I resolved to record the emotional journey of fully commit- ting to Tottenham Hotspur and their Australian head coach, Ange Poste- coglou. I was convinced it would be a joyous and successful season. In the end, I was right. And yet also, as the story ultimately veered from football to the essence of life itself, sadly wrong.

			Everything changed late in the season when I received a call from Jason Whyte to update me on the situation with his brother and my good friend, Cameron. Known to fans in Sydney as our ‘Commander’, Cam was the leader of the Sydney chapter of OzSpurs, the official Tottenham Hotspur Supporters Club of Australia. It was a role he held for eight years, most of which was time he spent battling cancer. Jason’s call was to tell me that the end was in sight. Cam was in the Chris O’Brien Life- house Hospital.

			The end of Cam’s life was a lesson in how to die with dignity. In a remarkable fluke of timing, it coincided with the end of both the English Premier League season and the trophy drought that blighted Spurs for 17 years. Spurs won the Europa League trophy four days before Cam died through voluntary assisted dying. That feels like a trivial detail, when taken in the context of the end of a 65-year life. But it brought happiness to Cam in his last days.

			 

			Visionary Founder of the Lifehouse, Chris O’Brien, had a saying. “Every- one needs hope. We live on hope.”

			Hope is a theme I wrote about when I started the book, in relation to following a football club:

			They say it’s the hope that kills you. I don’t believe that’s true. It’s the hope that sustains you… The hope may die, but we all know it will be resur- rected in only a few short months, as the prospect of a new season brings fresh optimism.

			For Cam, there won’t be a new season. But his memory will be kept alive by his many friends in OzSpurs who live on with hope. The hope that we will see more nights of glory like the one that marked the end of Cam’s days. And the hope that, when the whistle finally blows for each of us, we can learn from our Commander and face that day with grace and dignity.

			This book is dedicated to Cameron Whyte. Our Commander. COYS.

			All proceeds from this book are being donated to the Chris O’Brien Life- house for cancer research, in memory of Cameron and in recognition of the first-class service they provide for the people of Australia.

			 

		

	
		
			Prologue

			August 2024

			I cried out in anticipation. It was precisely one second before Lucas Moura scored the decisive goal in Amsterdam, capping off his stunning hat trick and sending Spurs to the 2019 Champions League final. Video evidence bears witness to my actions; a rare and prescient moment of clarity. The term ‘limbs’ might have been coined for what followed: ‘fans going absolutely mental, much more than a usual celebration’. Grown men embraced strangers and danced on tabletops, as beer rained down around them.

			This scene didn’t take place in North London, nor in The Netherlands. It was 16,630 km away in The Surry Hills Hotel, Sydney, and it was breakfast time. Alongside me, hundreds of Spurs fans packed into the bar, home of the Sydney chapter of the Australian Spurs supporters’ club ‘OzSpurs’. The feeling of pure joy that goal engendered sent the assembled throng off to their workplaces with springs in their steps. Some celebrated by jumping into the harbour alongside the iconic Sydney Opera House, to the bewilderment of early-morning joggers and tourists.

			For the final, the same venue hosted an all-nighter ahead of the 4am kick-off. I arrived at 11pm to soak up the atmosphere and mingle with fellow Spurs fans. The whole place was festooned with Tottenham Hotspur regalia, whilst highlights of former glories played on the big screens. By kick-off, the place was heaving. It was a lock-out. Stewards turned disappointed fans away to seek other venues. Some stood on the street, peering through the window in an attempt to catch a glimpse of the game. We lost, of course. This is Spurs I am talking about.

			All organisations have their own culture and Tottenham Hotspur’s centres on the concept of glory. It’s an interesting word. Definitions include such elements as honour, beauty and achievement. It has a prominent place in the Tottenham Hotspur lexicon. “Glory, Glory, Totten- ham Hotspur”, “The Game is about Glory”, and my personal favourite: “It is better to fail aiming high than to succeed aiming low. At Spurs we set our sights very high, so that even failure will have in it an echo of glory.” That last one, attributed to former player, manager and club legend Bill Nicholson, is most relevant to the current generation. Because, infa- mously, Tottenham Hotspur fans have been experiencing failure consis- tently for quite a while now. Sixteen trophyless years. For a club whose Latin tagline is ‘Audere Est Facere’ – to dare is to do – there’s been a lot of audering and not much facering.

			Thinking about the culture at Spurs reminds me of my career journey as a consulting engineer. I became fascinated by the concept of an organisation’s culture and how a good one, established and promoted through effective leadership, creates success. I ultimately summarised my recipe for leadership as: hire brilliant people, create an environ- ment in which they can flourish, and glow in the reflected glory of their achievements.

			Translate that simple recipe into what went on at Tottenham Hotspur under the three previous head coaches and the problem becomes clear. Creating an environment in which the team can flourish should mean being true to the culture of the club. Glory! The last three head coaches were so lacking in ambition to play with honour, beauty and ultimately achievement that we might characterise them as inglorious. Nuno, Mourinho and Conte – the Inglorious Bastards!

			 

			The fortunes of Tottenham Hotspur matter to me not only because I am an OzSpurs member and Australia-based Spurs supporter. Tottenham is where my mother grew up. It’s where my father took me every other Saturday during my formative years, a football club that I have followed for my whole life, since 1965. Which makes the season ahead – 2024/5 – the 60th of my life. Season 60.

			I don’t recall the first few seasons of my life, although Dad leaving home at about 2pm every other Saturday through the season is something I was always aware of. Those were the days when all First Division matches kicked off at 3pm on a Saturday afternoon. In the UK, the BBC showed highlights on Match of the Day on Saturday evenings, and ITV showed other matches on The Big Match every Sunday lunchtime. As a child, I lapped it up.

			In the early seasons, the winning of trophies seemed quite normal. 

			Season 2 – FA Cup winners

			Season 6 – League Cup winners 

			Season 7 – UEFA Cup winners 

			Season 8 – League Cup winners

			Season 10 was my first year as a season ticket holder. Season 12 ended in the despair of relegation, and season 13 in the joy of promotion. Then came the ‘I was there’ trophy seasons, when I attended the victo- rious finals.

			Season 16 – FA Cup winners 

			Season 17 – FA Cup retained 

			Season 19 – UEFA Cup winners

			 

			Things then became a bit sparse. 

			Season 26 – FA Cup winners 

			Season 34 – League Cup winners 

			Season 43 – League Cup winners

			And then, nothing. Zero. Crickets. Those 16 trophyless years, and counting.

			That last trophy arrived in 2008, just one year after I emigrated from the UK to Australia.

			They say it’s the hope that kills you. I’m like Ted Lasso though. I don’t believe that’s true. It’s the hope that sustains you. It’s the hope that puts the spring in your step on the first day of the season. It’s the hope that brings supporters together all over the world, at whatever time the televi- sion moguls declare appropriate. And, for Spurs supporters, it’s the hope that withers and dies, along with the cup exits, and the Premier League aspirations as they turn from plausible, to unlikely, to mathematically impossible. The hope may die, but we all know it will return in only a few short months, as the prospect of a new season brings fresh optimism.

			There’s an oft-quoted saying that the definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a different result. Or I think of the behaviour of caged animals, repeatedly exhibiting a sequence of movements. Pointless, achieving nothing, drifting into insanity. Have we, the Tottenham Hotspur supporters of the world, become institu- tionalised, driven insane by 16 years of repeatedly hoping, and failing, to witness the desired outcome?

			I guess it depends on what you believe the desired outcome is. We have the best stadium, the best training facilities, and we have secured our position in the ‘big six’. For the owners, we have created a lot of wealth. The foundations have well and truly been laid. For the fans, though, the currency of success is silverware. All we need is for someone to come along and create the winning culture that will ultimately break the trophy drought. And I believe that man has arrived. To the great delight of those of us who prosecute our support through OzSpurs, he has appeared in the unlikely guise of an Australian. From the humble origins of a career starting in Melbourne, a serial winner has emerged. A winner in the A League, the J League, the Scottish Premier League and the Asian Championships: Ange Postecoglou. Born just 37 days after me in the summer of 1965, it’s his Season 60 too, and his second as Head Coach at Tottenham Hotspur. Finally, Spurs supporters have a leader we can believe in.

			My wife Tracy and I have left behind our full-time work careers to travel. We have drawn up our bucket list of places to visit, things to do. When in Australia we live in our motorhome, sharing our time between our family-owned caravan park at Gilgandra in Regional New South Wales and the open road, exploring our adopted country. In the Australian winter months, we chase the sun to the northern hemisphere.

			Wherever I am, and whatever I am doing, there is a constant that trav- els with me. It’s the next Spurs game. Where will I be, how will I get a live feed and at what ungodly hour will it be happening? This book documents a season in which I am going all-in, through an unrequited relationship with fellow Aussie Ange Postecoglou. A contemporaneous record, compiled through the season, exploring the emotional land- scape that full commitment reveals, intertwined with the stories of a life of full-time travel. The story of a season that will surely see a trophy arrive at Tottenham Hotspur Stadium. With Ange at the helm, one thing is for sure, it’s going to be a hell of a ride. Buckle up…

			Author’s note: What you have just read was written before the season started. What follows was written week by week, as the season progressed. Each chapter is a month and each subheading denotes a new week. Because of this, the end of each week is written in the present tense, whilst the week I have looked back on is in the past.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			August 2024: Optimism and Nostalgia

			… And Leicester!

			“We all follow the Tottenham, over land and sea… and Leicester!” Spurs supporters have sung, for as long as anyone can remember, for reasons that nobody seems to know. Except that Leicester is a nondescript city somewhere between the north and south of England. Certainly not the sort of place that would produce a Premier League winning team. Until 2016 that is, when they did just that, having been offered at 5,000/1 by bookmakers at the start of the season. Who’s the joke on now?

			It was an appropriate place to start, because following Tottenham Hotspur over land and sea is what this book is about. For this first match of the season, though, Tracy and I were in physical attendance. Our life of travel takes us away from Australia to avoid the winter down under and embrace the northern hemisphere summer. Which is why we were in the UK as the new season kicked off. In Leicester.

			I’d not been to Leicester before, but in the short time we were there I got to know it well. One particular part, at least. Repeatedly we circum- navigated a one-way system looking for the car park I had pre-booked, the street signs seemingly mocking us as we searched for a clue to our intended destination. Misguidedly, we put our faith in technology to direct us. You’d think we’d have learnt from the time Apple Maps sent us down a pedestrian only street in Verona, the terms ‘UNESCO World Heritage’ and ‘Low Traffic Zone’ evidently having evaded its attention. Hordes of tourists surrounding the entrance to Juliet’s balcony parted in our path like the Red Sea, as locals took out their phones to alert the authorities. It’s a long bow to draw between Leicester and Verona, I know. But I’m sure, like the Veronese, the good people of Leicester love their city, even if it wasn’t immediately evident to us why. World Heritage it certainly isn’t.

			As a child, I didn’t attend many away games. Mainly I’d be at home games, sitting in the old West Stand at White Hart Lane alongside my dad. We’d stamp our feet to make the wooden stand rumble whenever Spurs won a corner and, at half-time, cigars would be lit by the gentle- men around me. It was obvious to me why we were called Yids. Even now, the smell of cigars reminds me. From my cosseted position, the prospect of mixing it with the throng on the terraces looked a bit scary. I do remember being on ‘the shelf’– the terrace where the most raucous supporters would congregate – for the semi-final of the UEFA Cup, in 1984. The noise was intense and the proximity of strangers, singing at the tops of their voices and swaying in unison, somehow both intimi- dating and joyful. A rare away excursion was at West Ham. I recall going through a makeshift metal detector to be greeted by Nazi salutes from those in claret and blue. That really was scary. Some of my peers still romanticise that era, but I’m firmly in the pro-gentrification camp. Give me a padded seat and a salmon and cream cheese bagel over a concrete terrace and fascist mob, any day of the week.

			As it turned out, being in the away end at Leicester felt more like the 1970s than the gentrified 2020s, except the metal detector is now a hand-held wand. A particularly inebriated Spurs supporter and his mates did a good job of spoiling everyone’s enjoyment, swearing loudly and invading the personal space of whoever had the misfortune to be in their proximity. The stewards ignored them, fearing a confrontation. Most took pleasure in singing obscenities. Heaven knows what the young couple from South Korea sat next to me made of it. I’m hoping their limited English spared them the Spurs fans’ grotesque opinion of Jamie Vardy’s wife, infamous star of the ‘Wagatha Christie’ controversy.

			 

		

	
		
			Monday, August 19th 2024. King Power Stadium, Leicester, England.

			Premier League: Leicester City 1 Tottenham Hotspur 1

			Ange picked a side that was largely familiar from the previ- ous season, except with Solanke starting as the great new hope at centre forward. Unsurprisingly, the match played out as many did last season, with a strong start undermined by a poor second half. The absolute dominance that Spurs had over Leicester during the first half took us into half-time with a 1–0 lead, and a false sense of confidence that we would push on to a comfortable victory. The supporter standing next to me was clearly a seasoned Spurs fan and expressed the view that one goal was a slender lead that could easily be lost. Which is exactly what happened when Vardy, clearly past his best but still giving it a go, found himself unmarked a few yards from goal. A cross sailed over the hopelessly mis-positioned Romero, reached Vardy’s head and was dispatched past a flailing Vicario.

			Alarmingly, the concession of the goal seemed to panic the Spurs players, who started to look second best. A wholesale change of the midfield by Ange, including new signings Gray and Bergvall, steadied the ship and demonstrated the depth of the squad that the summer signings had created. With no further goals, the home crowd greeted the final whistle with delight and the Spurs fans bemoaned a result that should never have been. Contrasting emotions then, from the two sets of supporters.

			To experience a range of emotions is integral to the human condition, although I suspect that is not something your average football supporter spends a lot of time thinking about. Undoubtedly, they experience emotions in abundance. It’s what being a supporter is all about, although being a Spurs fan brings its own complexities. Most top clubs’ support- ers experience the joy of winning trophies every now and again. Even less fancied clubs like Leicester, as their fans took delight in reminding us, and West Ham, have had recent silverware to celebrate. Not Tottenham Hotspur. To be a Spurs supporter, I always say, builds emotional resilience. We experience more sadness and disappointment than joy and victory. At least in the big important games, and oftentimes in the games we should win, like away to a newly promoted Leicester City.

			Over the years, I have come to manage this predicament by tempering my emotional response.

			”Why don’t you seem bothered when they lose?” Tracy would ask.

			Well, I admit, it was a defence mechanism. One thing I have learnt in my near 60 years is that you can play down your emotions to cope better with the lows, but if you do so, don’t expect to fully experi- ence the highs. So this year, when I believe Ange will bring home the silverware, I resolve to be open to fully enjoying the experience. I’m putting my emotional wellbeing firmly in the hands of Tottenham Hotspur and, specifically, Ange Postecoglou. Psychologists call this being a ‘highly identified’ fan. And the good news is that research shows highly identified fans benefit from their role in the fandom, experiencing high social self-esteem, and low levels of loneliness and isolation. Bring it on!

			The disappointment of the result at Leicester doesn’t feel too painful. I saw a lot that I liked. I’m naturally an optimist, and I’m looking forward to the long season ahead.

			Rolling Back the Years

			Being a Spurs supporter was never a conscious decision for me, it was a birthright. A life sentence, some might say. The genesis of this allegiance

			 

			was when my dad, as a young lad, was offered the opportunity to go to a match by his uncle.

			“Do you like blue or red?” he was asked, to which my dad replied, “Blue.” Had he not, I would today be a supporter of that other North London team – Woolwich Wanderers (or Arsenal, as they are sometimes known).

			Virtually all football clubs, like Tottenham Hotspur, stay true to their geographical roots. Every now and again, a team decides to relo- cate, like Wimbledon moving to Milton Keynes. It’s never a good thing. Woolwich decided in 1913 to relocate to North London and, like a cuckoo, came into Spurs’ nest and has made a nuisance of itself ever since.

			My dad bought me my first Spurs season ticket for my 10th birthday. It was the 1975–76 season. Before that, he went with a couple of friends, one of whom would only decide on the morning of the game if he was using his ticket that day. If he decided not to, he would call to say that I could go in his place. I would spend my Saturday mornings sitting by the phone, desperately hoping for it to ring. Often, it did.

			The name on my first season ticket was Mr Hardy, curiously Dad’s was Mr Harvey. This was because in those days there was a long waiting list for a season ticket. When someone decided to give theirs up, rather than give it back to the club, they would pass it on to a friend and simply notify a change of address, retaining the name that was on the ticket. When the West Stand was rebuilt in 1982, the club announced an amnesty and invited season ticket holders to notify them of their real names. Around 70% had to be changed.

			Many older Spurs supporters recall that era with the sepia tint of nostalgia. They don’t remember, or choose to forget, how poor the team was. Even with genuine club legends Pat Jennings, Glenn Hoddle and Steve Perryman in the team, Spurs narrowly avoided relegation in 1975–6 with an end of season 4–2 victory over reigning champions Leeds United. That night was the most exhilarating atmosphere I can remember at the old ground.

			It was the match when winger Alfie Conn at one point sat on the ball, an act of gamesmanship and a demonstration of showboating for which any player today would be heavily criticised. Which feels like a shame. Conn himself says he did it to “take the sting out of the game,” or, in common parlance, waste time. Despite only narrowly escaping relega- tion, courtesy of that famous victory, the players are feted as greats of the past. Except for the three aforementioned, they weren’t great. They were, for the most part, ordinary at best. This was confirmed the following season, 1976–7, when Spurs finished bottom of the league and finally experienced the ignominy of relegation.

			I am reminiscing about going to Spurs as a young lad because our travel plans changed to accommodate a Scandinavian cruise before our return to Australia. As a consequence, the window of opportunity opened for me to do something that I’d not done for over 40 years – go to a home game with my dad.

			One of the reasons Tracy and I chose to leave behind full-time employ- ment and embrace a life of travel was to be able to spend more quality time with our parents in the UK. My mum was uneasy about travelling alone with my dad, worried something might go wrong while they were overseas. Our return flights to Australia were flexible, and we had no firm commitments to return for, so we came up with a plan. We would extend our stay to travel with them.

			A cruise departing from Southampton, not far from their home in the New Forest, turned out to be the perfect option. With no flights needed, it made an easy start and end to the journey. The only cruise that fitted the bill was scheduled to set sail during the week after the first home match of the season, a Saturday clash with Everton. It felt like the stars had aligned. To mark my dad’s 86th birthday, I decided to buy us both tickets for the game.

			 

			With it being a last-minute decision, all the general admission tickets had already been sold. But as Australians like to say, no dramas. I’ve come to realise that you can find a way into just about any event, as long as you’re prepared to part with enough cash. When the occasion is big enough, and your wallet allows it, you can make it happen. Tottenham Hotspur chairman, Daniel Levy, is well aware of this, of course. Which is why there are so many ‘premium experience’ seats at the stadium.

			With two of these overpriced tickets tucked into my digital wallet, we left the New Forest and pointed the car towards North London. I’d debated whether to go by train or drive, park at Wood Green, and hop on the complimentary shuttle bus that the club provides. That option had served us well before but, sadly, not this time. The classic British summer was out in full force. Relentless rain and slick roads meant traffic jams all over the place. What should’ve been a breezy two-and-a-half- hour journey dragged on for a frustrating four. We’d given ourselves more than enough time to enjoy the perks of the premium package, but that time was spent inching along the North Circular, rain streaking the windows and Radio 5 Live keeping us company.

			 

			 Sunday, 24th August 2024. Tottenham Hotspur Stadium, London, England.

			Premier League: Tottenham Hotspur 4 Everton 0

			After that unfortunate start to the day, I needed Spurs to step up and put in a good display in recognition of our historic father-son day out. This they did with a dominant victory. It was an enjoyable watch, and a comfortable one. Spurs support- ers are used to living on their nerves. As the Leicester game had demonstrated, a 1–0 lead is not enough. But, at home to a weak Everton team, a blistering shot from Bissouma and a Sonny steal from the blundering Everton goalkeeper Pickford, had us two up in 15 minutes. From that point on, the result was never in doubt. Other highlights of the match were an excellent debut by winger Odobert, and a barnstorming run by Van De Ven (hereafter referred to as VDV) to set up the fourth goal, Sonny’s second of the match.

			I was at the first home game of the previous season too, a 2–0 win over Manchester United, describing it thus:

			The euphoria that I felt at the conclusion of the match was palpable around the whole ground. This was not a crowd simply celebrating a good home win. There was a genuine sense of joy tinged with relief. The cognitive disso- nance that we have collectively felt in recent times as supporters of a club that expounded one philosophy but practiced another has dissipated. We have our club back. Glory is back on the agenda.

			This time the atmosphere in the stadium was more one of satisfaction than excitement. I see this as a significant accolade for Ange. After a year of his management, exciting attacking football is now not, in itself, something to celebrate. It is expected. A 4–0 win against a weak oppo- nent is simply a good day at the office.

			An enjoyable and nostalgic day out and I’m feeling happy with our start to the season.

			 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			September 2024: A Chronic Condition

			A Familiar Toon

			Since its inception in 1992, the English Premier League (EPL), born out of the old English First Division, has been on a mission to capture the atten- tion of sports fans around the world. It’s been a resounding success. A global audience in the billions makes the league the most popular sporting competition on the planet. This was brought home to me on a visit to Peru, earlier this year. An hour’s drive and a two-hour boat trip from civilisation, we stayed at a research lodge in the depths of the Amazonian rainforest. Our local guide noticed me wearing a Spurs shirt.

			“Tottenham Hotspur,” he exclaimed in his broken English, “Good team.” I agreed. “Son,” he informed me, “Great player!”

			When I travel to other parts of the world, I like to connect with local supporters. The global nature of the Spurs family, and the unerringly positive greetings that overseas visitors receive, always make for an enjoyable experience. I’ve attended meet-ups in San Francisco, Singa- pore and New Delhi, as well as multiple locations across Australia. The Tottenham Hotspur website now has a searchable map showing the locations of literally hundreds of supporters’ clubs all over the world. There’s even one in Peru. Under the ‘About Our Club’ section, it simply states ‘We are based in Peru’. Not all that helpful for any intrepid travel- ler hoping to meet up with Peru Spurs to watch a game.

			 

			Scandinavia has long been a hot spot for Spurs supporters. I have distinct memories of busloads of Scandinavian tourists arriving at White Hart Lane in the seventies and into the eighties. In 1982 Norway was the second overseas supporters’ club to be formally recognised by Totten- ham Hotspur, after Malta.

			On the day of the Newcastle match, our cruise ship, Celebrity Edge, was docked in Stockholm. The Swedish Spurs supporters’ club claims on its website to number 1,750 members, and I imagine that number is grow- ing. For the first time in history, two of the star players of the current team are Swedish – Kulusevski and Bergvall. Previously only one Swede had represented the club at the highest level – Erik Edman, a left back who played the 2004/5 season. Whilst Mr Edman’s contribution was limited to one season, the highlight was quite remarkable – a 35-yard screamer at Anfield that rivals even Victor Wanyama’s famous strike into the same goal, 13 years later.

			I’d have loved to meet up with the Swedes to watch the game, but ‘all aboard’ for our ship coincided with kick-off at 2.30pm local time. Having checked my ability to stream the game through the ship’s WI-FI, my streaming service and judicious use of VPN, I discovered that Premier League screenings are provided as part of the cruise ship’s entertain- ment offering. And so, as the ship pulled out of port to negotiate approx- imately 24,000 islands that make up the Stockholm archipelago, Tracy and I settled down on the top deck. Wrapped in blankets to protect us against a chill sea breeze, we watched the match unfold on a giant screen, accompanied by a small smattering of fellow passengers.

			Two hours later, our sense of early season anticipation and optimism was in tatters.

			 

			Sunday, 1st September 2024. Celebrity Edge, Stockholm, Sweden.

			Premier League: Newcastle United 2 Tottenham Hotspur 1

			We were without Solanke up front again. After playing a full season for Bournemouth, he took a knock in his first Spurs game and was out for weeks. More importantly, VDV was miss- ing from the defence. It’s too early to know what impact Solanke will make, but we already know how reliant we have become on VDV. With a system of play that often exposes us to counter attacking threats, the team relies heavily on his speed to get us out of trouble.

			Ange’s tactics are inherently positive, relying on a high press and attacking prowess to overload the opposition and score freely. Even if we defend mostly with only two at the back, and concede the occasional goal on the counter, we trust we are going to score more. That is, after all, the point of a game of football, to score more than the opposition. It’s a style that fits well at Spurs. As club legend Danny Blanchflower said, “It is about doing things in style, with a flourish, about going out and beating the other lot, not waiting for them to die of boredom.” Sadly, despite some style, and much flourish, in this match we again failed to capitalise on these qualities.

			Having thrashed Leicester 1–1 in our opening away game we had now played Newcastle off the park for a 2–1 defeat. It had turned into a distinctly ‘Spursy’ start to the season. Like many Spurs supporters, I don’t like the word, but it’s entered common parlance, defined in the Urban Dictionary as “to consistently and inevitably fail to live up to expectations. To bottle it.”

			With my newfound resolve to fully engage this season, I am contem-

			 

			plating my feelings about these early setbacks. I’m undoubtedly disap- pointed, a little sad, although not overwhelmingly so. Quickly I move to rationalising the situation, allowing my intellect to manage my emotional response. This ongoing struggle between cognition and emotion inter- ests me. I observe this dynamic in myself and in others. How the two interact is a determining factor in personality and behaviour, and it is written clear in supporters’ reactions to football matches.

			Some say, “It’s early in the season. We are dominating matches. Our new centre forward is injured. We just need to take our chances. In Ange we trust!”
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