
THE FOOTBALL CLUB CHAIRMAN 

Bryan Richardson greeted me warmly, and ushered me               

into his modest office, somewhat larger than the others 

along the corridor, but without pretensions of any kind. He 

returned to his desk, which had two phones and a mobile 

on it, and a lot of apparently unsorted papers, offered me 

a chair, and said it was nice to see me again. I rather 

doubt he remembered me at all, but it had the effect of 

making me feel a little less anxious. 

 

 

'I want to talk to you about an idea I have,' I said. 'I have 

supported this club since the 2010, and I'm starting to 

get frustrated by watching so much and knowing so little.' 

He gazed at me with a degree of interest mixed with 

incomprehension. 'What I mean,' I added, 'is that every 

football fan is dying to know what it is really like, what's 

actually going on, yet all we get to see is what happens on 

the field.' 

 

 

And I didn't wish to be fobbed off. 'They all make it worse, 

not better. They all purvey gossip and rumours, and most 

of what they say turns out to be either uninteresting or 

incorrect. Your average supporter ends up in the dark 

most of the time.' 

 

 

'Now that,' I said, 'is just the sort of thing I want to know 

about. I'd like to write a book about the club this coming 

season, to know about the deals, the comings and 

goings, all the factors involved. To get to know how a 

Premiership football club actually works.' As I said this, I 

feared that it was a futile request, but I'd drawn a little 

hope from the fact that he had just been so open, as if he 

had already decided to consider the project. 'I want to 

know about buying and selling players, how the finances 

work, to go down to the training ground, travel with the team,  

talk to the players and the manager.' 

 

 

So I continued with it. 'Let me tell you a little about 

myself.' He leaned back to make himself comfortable, 

sensing that this might take a while. 'By training I'm an 

academic. I came here from America in the 1960s, got a 

doctorate in English at Oxford, then taught in the English 

Department at Warwick University for fifteen years. Now I 

run my own business, dealing in rare books and 

manuscripts in London, and do some freelance writing. 

But I'm not a journalist.' 

1.  

2.  

3.  

4.  

 A) 

 The disappointment must have registered on my  

face, because he quickly added: 'I came to all 

this relatively late in my career, and it's a 

fascinating business. I find it more so all the time, 

and I don't have any doubt that people would be 

interested to read an account of it.' 

B) 

'We've got nothing to hide,' he said, 'but you'll 

be surprised by what you learn. It's an amazingly 

emotional business.' 'It must be,' I said, 'the  

supporters can see that. So many of the games 

are like an emotional rollercoaster. Sometimes 

the whole season is.' 

 

C) 

He nodded gently. 'Good,' he said firmly. 'That's 

part of the point,' I went on. 'I want to write about 

the club from the point of view of the supporters, 

a sort of fan's eye view. Getting behind the 

scenes is every fan's dream - whether it's here or 

somewhere else. I've never written anything like  

this, although I have written a couple of books. 

And I am trained, as an academic, in habits of 

analysis, in trying to figure out how things work. 

And I'm a supporter of the club, so I don't think 

there is anything to fear.' 

 

D) 

As I was speaking, the mobile phone rang, and 

he answered it with an apologetic shrug. A brief 

and cryptic one-sided conversation ensued, with 

obscure references to hotels and phone 

numbers. When he hung up, he explained: 'We're 

trying to sign a full-back. Good player. But there  

are three agents involved, and two continental 

sides want to sign him, so we've got him hidden 

in a hotel. If we can keep them away from him for 

another couple of days, he'll sign.' 

 

E) 

He considered this for a moment. 'Well,' he said, 

'there is the Clubcall line, the match-day 

programmes, and the articles in the local and 

national papers. There's lots of information 

about.' He sounded like a politician trying to 

claim for his party the moral authority of open 

government, while at the same time giving 

nothing away. 



 

 

 

I was starting to babble now, and as I spoke I was aware 

of how foolish all this must be sounding to him. At one 

point he put his hands quietly on his lap, under the desk, 

and I had the distinct, if paranoid, impression that he was 

ringing some sort of hidden alarm, and that three orange shirted 

stewards would shortly come in and escort me 

from the ground (By Order of the Chairman). 

 

 

'But a book is certainly a good idea,' he said. 'Let me 

think it over and I'II get back to you.' He stood up and we 

shook hands. 'I'II be in touch,' he said. And a few weeks 

later, in mid-August, he was. 'There's a great story here,' 

he said. 'Go ahead and do it next season. I'II introduce 

you to the people up here at the club. Go everywhere, talk 

to everybody, you'll find it fascinating.' I was surprised, 

and delighted, but tried not to gush. 'Thank you,' I said. 

'It's very open-minded of you.' 

 

 

'Yes, sure,' he said. 'But I mean something more than 

that, something more complicated.' 'What's that?' I 

asked. He smiled. 'You'll see.' 

 

 

 

 

5.  

6.  

7.  

F) 

 

Not at all. 'It's funny you should ask,' he said, 

'because you're the second person this week 

who has come in with a request to write a book 

about the club. And I've just been approached by 

the BBC with a proposal to do a six-part 

documentary about the club. 'Are you going to 

let them do it?' I asked. 'I don't think,' he said 

wryly, 'that a six-part series on what a nice club 

Coventry City is would make good television.' 

G) 

'So, what can I do for you?' He made it sound as 

if he were interested. Poised and well dressed, 

though without foppishness, he had that 

indefinable polish that one often observes in 

people of wealth or celebrity. By polish I do not 

mean good manners, though that frequent 

accompanies it, but something more tangible: a 

kind of glow, as if the rich and famous applied 

some mysterious ointment (available only to 

themselves) every morning, and then buffed their 

faces to a healthy sheen. 

H) 

There, I'd done it. The worst that he could do 

was to tell me to get lost. Part of me, to tell the 

truth, would have been just a little relieved. But 

he didn't do anything. He sat quite still, listening, 

letting me make my pitch. 


