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      Foreword

    

    The Italian coach was blocking us in. We couldn’t move away from the stadium where Brazil had just played Italy in Barcelona. People still say it was the greatest ever game in a World Cup finals. I was the captain of Brazil, the favourites. We had an exhilarating side with players like Falcao, Eder and Zico – who remains the best I ever played with. We’re still friends. I was at the carnival in São Paulo with him last night … until nine o’clock this morning, actually. Junior was also with us – he’s the best dancer.

      Friends are important to me, money isn’t. Poetry is important to me and I write my own, usually to read to the woman. I like women. I like to breed. I am 56 years old with six children and the youngest is three.

      My younger brother Rai laughs at me. He was also the captain of Brazil, a World Cup winner in 1994. We were like the fathers of two hundred million Brazilians. Happy times, but fighting for democracy was just as important in my country. When I played for Corinthians, I started a democratic movement based on justice and fairness. We had a military government in Brazil in 1985. I was pleased when we won our fight for democracy.

      But back to 1982. We had won our group games against Russia, Scotland and New Zealand.

      We beat our old rivals Argentina 3–1. Pelé or Maradona, that’s what people ask me. I played against the artist Maradona a few times and I was always on the winning side. Pelé, Cruyff, Maradona, Garrincha – they are the best ever. There are no players of that level now. I like your Paul Scholes, the boy with the red hair and the red shirt. He’s good enough to play for Brazil, but he’s not like Cruyff or the phenomenon Garrincha.

      Italy were next and they’d beaten Argentina too. Whoever won went through to the semi-finals. We played in the Barcelona sun, not at giant Camp Nou, but the old Espanyol ground, with open stands so close to the pitch that we could smell the people. They were waiting for a big game, forty-four thousand souls crammed into the steep stands. People watched from nearby tower blocks.

      Brazil v. Italy. I felt relaxed. I’d tried to stop smoking for the World Cup finals. I was a doctor – still am – and know that smoking is not good for anyone, not least a professional athlete. But I enjoyed it too much and still do. That’s me.

      Rossi scored for Italy. Five minutes. I equalized. Twelve minutes. He scored again, Rossi, 25 minutes. We were playing a man, not a country. We equalized, Falcao, 68 minutes. Rossi, yes him again, scored again after 74. We lost the game. Italy won the World Cup.

      Some say that we were the greatest side never to win the World Cup. They tell us that to this day and talk more about us than my brother’s side which won the tournament in 1994.

      Our loss to Italy was not simple. It was like achieving the conquest of the most beautiful woman in the world, but then being unable to do what matters with her. Failing when it really matters. But it can happen, in life and in sport.

      People remember our team because we lost, not won. Nobody tried to copy Italy, the pragmatic team which won the World Cup. The beautiful team, with the art and creativity, lost. The team with the perfect emotional, physical and technical balance lost.

      And the Italian team coach blocked us in outside the tight stadium in Barcelona. All we wanted to do was go home. We had to wait for the celebrating Italians to board their bus in their own time. Our bus was quiet. And then a player shouted: “Don’t worry everyone. It’s all a dream. The game is actually tomorrow!” And part of me believed it. We wanted to believe it. Because people want to believe and to dream, especially in football.

      Enjoy the content. It was an honour to be asked to do the foreword. Believe and dream.

      The Brazilian Socrates, São Paulo, February 2010
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      Captured Moments
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        “Ref! I didn’t even touch him!”: Vinnie Jones hacks down the team mascot.
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        Julian Dicks does the half Monty for the Daily Mirror.
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        The acceptable face of fandom. A St John’s ambulance man seems very pleased to see his hero Bobby Charlton up close and personal, October 1968.
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        Unimpressed. Teddy Sheringham’s goal celebration is not to every Chelsea fan’s liking in an FA Cup fixture of January 1998.
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        Guus Hiddink shows off some groovy dance moves with a cast member from the musical Sister Act.
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        Celebrating football the British way with beer and whisky at an “Old Firm” derby, 1961.
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        Continental artistry unveiled at a Real Madrid v. Real Mallorca tie, 2007.
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        FA Cup magic. The rooftops of Exeter loom over Xavier and Hutchinson of Everton as they take on underdogs Exeter City. Gary Alexander contests the header.
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        Old style facilities. Terraces at Colchester United’s Layer Road ground in 2007. The team switched to the new Colchester Homes Community Stadium in 2008.
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        It could only be the 1990s! David Seaman, England v. Bulgaria, 1996.
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        Sponsor NOBO gets pride of place on Alan Gatting’s 1991 Brighton shirt.
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        Stockport County celebrate a victory in the fashion stakes and in an FA Cup match against QPR. It was indeed 1994.
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        Hardman Ron “Chopper” Harris still does not look like someone to mess with, here waving to fans at a Chelsea home game in 2005.
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        Assistant referee Roy Burton appreciated by an affectionate Paolo Di Canio, in 2000.
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        Manchester United end up on top of Wolves as usual. Wayne Rooney and Paul Ince in 2006.
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        Chelsea fans prepare for the 1970 FA Cup final against Leeds. Not an oligarch in sight.
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        Team from another planet. Leeds United strike an artistic pose in 1975, not long after Brian Clough’s controversial regime ended after 44 days on 12 September 1975.
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        European glamour. Behind the scenes at the Champions League, 2003. Players from AFC Ajax and AC Milan walk up the stairs to the pitch.
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        Premier league glamour. Alan Shearer leads his Newcastle team in 2001 on to the pitch as West Ham’s Dr Martens stand remains a building site.
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        In the days before underpitch heating. Hamburger SV v. Bayern Munich in 1980. Jimmy Hartwig scores a goal past Hans Weiner in the snow.
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        Why would anyone want to consider a winter break? David Shipperly challenges Chris Simpkin with orange ball during Hull City v. Charlton Athletic, 1971.
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        Bolton v. Zenit St Petersberg, November 2005. Mexican Jared Borgetti and Russian Alexander Anyukov get a taste of English playing conditions.
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        Jimmy Bullard and Hull City team mates celebrate a 2009 goal, recreating manager Phil Brown’s infamous team talk. Carlos Tevez of Manchester City looks on.
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        Spot the ball. Fourteen months before Sunderland’s Darren Bent’s infamous balloon goal against Liverpool, Andy Dawson hoofs a round object forward but which one?
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        Never the trimmest of figures, the “little fat chap” aka Hungarian football legend Ferenc Puskás in 1981.
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        Who Ate all the Pies? …Paul Merson presumably. Ray Parlour shares in the punchline at an England v. Germany friendly in 2008.
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        Telenovella actress Andrea Del Boca can’t quite take in the immensity of presence that is Argentinian legend Diego Maradona in 2004.
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      Preston North End, League and FA Cup winners 1888–89.

    

    
      The Roots

      

      

      
        The Roots
      

    

  
    
      The Roots

    

    
      “For as much as there is great noise in the city caused by hustling over large balls, from which many evils may arise, which God forbid, we command and forbid on behalf of the King, on pain of imprisonment, such games to be used”

      Edward II bans football in London in 1314

    

    

    
      
        

        Zuqiu Fever and other False Starts

      

      
        “Football is all very well as a game for rough girls, but it is hardly suitable for delicate boys.”

        Oscar Wilde

      

      
        “… I debarre all rough and violent exercises as the foot-ball, meeter for lameing than making able the users thereof.”

        James I of Scotland

      

      When England hosted the European Championship finals in 1996, the Football Association claimed that Britain had “given football to the world”. This is at best an exaggeration; at worst, a lie. True, moustachioed young Victorian graduates may have exported the game to many corners of the Empire, but often all they did was present the locals with an organized set of rules for what had hitherto been a random kickaround.

        Many races have strong claims to being the first to put boot to leather, yet none is definitive. The earliest is probably the Chinese: ancient documents dated at around 2500 BC allude to kicking or handling a spherical object through holes in a net stretched between two poles. The game was used to keep soldiers fit between battles. By 350 BC, this had become zuqiu, still the Chinese word for football. Four hundred years later, zuqiu had become tsu chu, with a leather ball filled with feathers and hair being hoofed between bamboo poles.

        But the Italians can also lay claim to the game. Harpastum, practised by the Roman armies of around AD 200, bore certain similarities to the modern game in its rules (the field of play, the shape of the ball), but the action was a hybrid of rugby and American football with scrums and crude lineouts when players were tackled. Still, harpastum may have influenced football, as records show soldiers undertaking an official world tour, whipping conquered nations in a manner the English would fail to repeat in modern times. History doesn’t record, however, if the Romans also popularized the sweeper system, the theatrical dive and the Alice band.

        Across the globe, the Aztecs were crossing football with the Eton Wall game, forcing the ball through makeshift portholes. Their major contribution to football history was to tie the leather together with laces, a practice which lasted well into the twentieth century. Some form of the game is also recorded before the Middle Ages in Egypt, Greece, Japan, Scandinavia and Central America.

        It would be nice, at this point, to imagine the English developing the game around a common set of rules over a civilized cup of tea. Sadly, that didn’t happen until the 1800s, and for most of the previous seven hundred years football was synonymous with riot, mayhem and official disapproval.

        Entire towns chased balls – probably imported by the Romans or the Vikings – through streets, people’s homes and across fields with little or no ultimate aim. What took place was more steeplechase than football match, with staying power and brute force emphazised over individual skill and proper teams. Matches in the City of London became popular, while games held in Derbyshire, Nottinghamshire and Surrey are still celebrated and re-enacted today.

        It was such abandon that first brought “futeball” into confrontation with the authorities. Deaths were not uncommon, and the widespread disorder triggered when hundreds of young men rampaged through urban areas earned the wrath of the Church – clashes were often staged on the Sabbath. In 1314, Edward II became the first monarch to ban the game officially, citing “great uproar in the city [London], caused by hustling over large balls … from which many evils perchance may arise.” Edward III ordered footballers to take up archery. In Scotland (where games between married and unmarried women took place in several towns) James I proclaimed in 1424: “From this court I debarre all rough and violent exercises, as the foot-ball, meeter [better] for lameing than making able the users thereof.” Other monarchs issued stricter edicts against the game (although Charles II – if not a convert – did attend a match in 1681). Local councils also banned it in almost every significant town in Britain. Football would be little more than a historical footnote had public schools not popularized it – though they did it for their own gain, not out of altruism.

        The likes of Harrow, Eton, Rugby and Blackheath quickly recognized that football fostered team spirit, promoted physical fitness and was remarkably popular among the pupils. But the lack of a unifying code made inter-school competitions impossible and allowed blatant foul play to go unpunished. Even “gentlemen” footballers deemed it acceptable to hack at ankles, punch off the ball or shove viciously, while scorelines were often forgotten amid mass brawls.

        Gradually two factions developed: those who favoured handling the ball and those who championed dribbling. Then, in the 1840s, a pair of Cambridge house-masters defined rules for use within the university, cutting down on hacking and handling. As graduates weaned on the game spread into positions of influence across the country, new clubs were formed playing a more unified code.

        In 1863, a group of Cambridge graduates who were now masters at some of the top public schools met to decide matters once and for all. They drew up what were known colloquially as the Cambridge Rules, and in October that year, representatives of various schools and clubs in the London area endorsed the rules and formed the Football Association – the basis of the modern-day body.

        The Cambridge Rules were still some way from the spectacle we enjoy today. Handling was still allowed in certain circumstances (it was soon banned, though many players had to wear gloves to remind them not to handle). Offside laws were rudimentary, and there was no set pitch size. Hacking, however, was finally consigned to the dustbin, and further refinements over the next twenty years would regulate kit, referees and numbers of players. Blackheath, a founding member of the FA was the notable dissenter in the whole debate and left the Association within months to embrace a handling code which later became rugby. Though egg-chasers claim the game evolved directly from a pupil at Rugby School picking up the ball and running during a match, this is almost certainly Victorian romanticism.

        The organization of the game of the masses had very little to do with the masses at this point. The strong sense of civic responsibility felt by young do-gooding public-school toffs left them feeling compelled to share the game with the less fortunate when they became clergymen, industrialists or teachers.

        The 1850 Factory Act, meanwhile, meant that most workers now had Saturday afternoons off, and given the state of urban housing at the time, they were probably happier kicking a ball around than sitting at home. The government was happy, too. Despite its unruly history, football was seen as less harmful to the social order than drinking, voting or joining a trade union. Early organized competitions were still dominated by the southern schools or teams of former public schoolboys, but the game’s popularity spread in northern industrial areas and in Scotland. Disgruntled, many public schools turned their back on their creation and returned to rugby.

        Many of the best-known British clubs can be traced back to various good causes of the 1860s and 1870s, such as churches, factories, social welfare projects and even cricket teams. Notts County, generally regarded as the oldest club still playing professionally, were formed in 1862, although Sheffield, who began life in 1860, were the first northern, working-class side affiliated to the FA and still play in the lower echelons of non-league today. In 1871, player and journalist Charles Alcock persuaded fifteen English teams, and the leading Scottish side, Queen’s Park, to take part in the first FA Cup, won at Kennington Oval in London by The Wanderers, who beat the Royal Engineers 1–0.

        Such competition and the arrival, in the form of railways, of cheap mass transportation, increased interest in the game and turned it into a spectator sport, defining geographical allegiances and favoured players. Although only two thousand saw the first final of football’s oldest competition, by the turn of the century all manner of matches were attracting six-figure crowds.

        Media interest was piqued by the first official international fixture between England and Scotland at the West of Scotland cricket ground in Glasgow a year later. It was a goalless draw, but the event soon became an annual one. The Scots were briefly dominant against their neighbours as they realized the English dribbling game was fundamentally flawed and intuitively sensed they might make headway if they actually passed the ball occasionally.

        By 1888, there were twelve clubs of sufficient size and stature to form the world’s first league, won by Preston North End, who also took the FA Cup in the same year to complete the first Double. Professionalism was by now widespread, after the FA sanctioned the payment of “expenses” to key players. Cash transfers followed, and there was a furore when Alf Common left Sunderland for Middlesbrough in 1905 for £1000, the first-ever four-figure fee.

      

      
        Where it all began

        
          
            Some of the world’s most famous clubs started in very humble circumstances.

            
              
                	
                  Everton (1878) Formed by Methodist churchgoers with the blessing of their Reverend.

                	
                  Liverpool (1892) When the Everton side moved to a new ground, their old landlord decided to start his own team.

                	
                  Manchester United (1878) Railway workers founded Newton Heath; the name changed in 1902.

                	
                  Arsenal (1886) A works team for employees of a munitions factory; began in south London but soon moved north.

                	
                  West Ham United (1895) Known as the Irons, as they began life at an ironworks

                	
                  AC Milan (1899) Started by expat Alfred Edwards, who insisted on the English spelling of the city.

                	
                  Inter Milan (1908) An Italian breakaway from Milan: Inter players wanted more free-flowing, less rigid play.

                	
                  Benfica (1904) Essentially an import business, the Portuguese giants shipped in Africans to work in local factories and play football.

                	
                  Dynamo Moscow (1887) An entrepreneur’s ad in The Times asked for engineers who could also play the game to emigrate.

                	
                  River Plate (1901) English residents in Buenos Aires founded this most Argentinian of clubs.

              

            

          

        

      

      

      
        They rewrote the rules

        
          
            
              
                	
                  Sam Chedgzoy In 1924 the Everton star dribbled all the way from the corner flag to score, upsetting the Spurs defence and prompting the FA to decree that a player taking a corner could only touch the ball once before another player touched it.

                	
                  Bill McCracken The Newcastle defender’s extraordinary success at managing the offside trap led to thirty free kicks in one match and a pitch invasion. In 1925, the law was changed to favour strikers who would, henceforth, be onside if there were two opponents between them and the goal.

                	
                  William Gunn So adept was Notts County and England footballer – and England cricketer – William Gunn at the one-handed throw that, after Scottish protests over a match in 1882 where both sides threw the ball in whatever manner they liked, the rules were changed to ban single-handed throwing.

                	
                  Hendry The partially monikered Notts County defender stuck his hand out to stop Stoke equalizing in a game in 1891. Notts County massed on the line to block the free-kick and the FA felt it had no option but to follow Ireland’s example and introduce the penalty-kick.

                	
                  Leigh Richmond Roose The legendarily eccentric keeper ruined the game for goalies, who had been allowed to handle the ball outside the eighteen-yard-box – until Roose carried the ball in his hands to the other end of the field.

              

            

          

        

      

    

    

    
      
        

        Football goes Global

      

      
        “At that time we had forwards and defenders doing separate jobs, but he did everything.”

        Matt Busby on Alfredo di Stéfano

      

      Meanwhile, the game was being exported successfully by British traders, the armed forces and colonials. Australia and the US preferred their own handling-based derivatives of the game but by the 1920s, football was known in every country on the planet and played enthusiastically in most. The fact that the British were so zealous in foisting their creation on the rest of the world would, of course, come back to haunt them.

        But the early pioneers knew only the joy of introducing the natives to the first organized, enjoyable and – crucially – cheap team game they had been able to take part in. All over the globe, locals set up clubs, formed leagues and introduced a degree of professionalism along British lines.

        Europe was conquered first. In the 1890s, football spread through Scandinavia, Holland, Germany and beyond. Italy dropped its foot-based game, calcio, when introduced to football, and Brits helped form the great Turin side, Juventus, in 1897. Barcelona, meanwhile, began life after a game against the Royal Navy.

        Argentina had been hooked on football since the British built railways there in the 1860s. The large expat community soon spread the word across the continent, notably to the first world champions Uruguay and, later, Brazil, where the first recorded match also involved the British Navy (tours by teams like Chelsea and, er, Exeter City helped popularize the beautiful game in Rio and Saõ Paolo). Africa and Asia boasted pockets of footballing activity in the nineteenth century but development proved slower.

        In 1904 FIFA was formed in Paris as an overall regulatory body for the many international sides and matches that had by now sprung up. England resisted joining for a year and was still stubbornly refusing to play ball by the time the first World Cup was staged in Uruguay in 1930. Romania’s King Carol II picked his own World Cup squad and the hosts paid the travelling expenses of the twelve nations involved, but the lengthy sea voyages did for most of the visitors. Uruguay triumphed with a 4–2 victory over Argentina.

        The fourth World Cup in Brazil in 1950 was England’s first and led to one of the greatest international shocks of all-time when the USA beat a team containing the likes of Tom Finney and Billy Wright 1–0. The result was treated as a fluke back home, but three years later the humiliation deepened when Hungary’s “Magical Magyars” arrived at Wembley. Led by Ferenc Puskás, Hungary demolished their hosts 6–3, the Magyars’ mastery so complete their play seemed, to the marooned British defence, like a form of sorcery. The result, England’s first home defeat to a side from outside the British Isles (Ireland had beaten England in 1948 at Goodison Park), symbolized football’s rapid development overseas. Television had brought a new audience of armchair spectators in European nations and with it a greater desire for foreign competition.

        Top players had begun to move not just between clubs but also countries, and the rise of the “star player” was imminent. George Best is usually credited as the first footballing icon, a claim which ignores the fame of Denis “Brylcreem Boy” Compton but, in the 1950s, Alfredo di Stéfano of Spain and his Real team-mate Puskás were the real revolutionaries. Ability had been stifled by rigid tactics and shibboleths about the role of team-work – players like di Stéfano defied such categorization, forcing coaches to change their tactics.

        Such talent was showcased with the advent of European competition in 1955. After Wolverhampton Wanderers had beaten Honved of Hungary in a floodlit friendly match in 1954, their manager Stan Cullis proclaimed them champions of the world. Prompted by Gabriel Hanot, editor of L’Equipe, the new European football association, UEFA, put the boast to the test. Wolves weren’t invited (they weren’t champions) but even the might of Manchester United was no match for Real Madrid, as the Spaniards – inspired by di Stéfano – swept all before them. Madrid won the first five European Cups; their 7–3 win over Eintracht Frankfurt in Glasgow in 1960 is regarded as the greatest match ever played.

        On the world stage, the idea that football could achieve the grace and beauty of an art no longer seemed utterly preposterous. Italy and West Germany had taken the World Cup to Europe after Uruguay’s initial victory, but between 1958 and 1970 Brazil took the title three times with breathtaking skill – England’s 1966 triumph on home soil, which interrupted the run, was a rare highlight for industry.

        The 1970 Brazil side was almost as good as the Hungary team of the 1950s and boasted, in Pelé, the most complete talent the game has ever seen. Having finished top scorer in the 1958 tournament in Sweden aged just seventeen, he had blossomed into a footballing artist who seemed to embody his nation’s sporting ethos – to play for sheer enjoyment (although he was not averse to the odd foul). Brazilian coaches prized attacking invention, forcing European tactics and techniques to play catch-up and, perhaps, provoking total football. Team-mates such as Didi, Rivelino and Garrincha were sometimes unjustly overshadowed by Pelé’s stardom but still take their place in the pantheon of greats.

        By the time the next true superstar, Diego Maradona, was stealing the show as Argentina won the 1986 World Cup, the game had changed. Defenders resorted to ever more cynical fouls and the pressure to perform would tell on Maradona, who, by the time Italia ’90 came around, would have a waistline to match that of Luciano Pavarotti, singer of the tournament theme. Maradona’s fate mirrored the game’s malaise, as off-the-field violence and hooliganism reached its nadir with the loss of 39 lives in the Heysel disaster of 1985.

        UEFA’s resulting indefinite ban on English clubs participating in European competitions should have been a turning point for the English game. Sadly it took the Hillsborough disaster and the subsequent Taylor report to shift the game to a more family-friendly footing with all-seated stadia in the top divisions and a range of anti-hooligan measures. As football in the UK welcomed more gentrified punters to fixtures, the women’s game received a big boost with the staging of the first World Championship as amateur participation levels for girls began to climb. These were developments long overdue.
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          Alfredo di Stéfano of Espanyol (right) greeting Ferenc Puskás (left), playing for di Stéfano’s former club Real Madrid, before a match between the two teams, 17 September 1964. Real Madrid won 2–1.
        
      

      

      
        Star players

        
          
            
              
                	
                  King Charles II Given a demonstration of the Italian football hybrid, calcio, at his court and thus gave his blessing to the game, becoming the first monarch for centuries not to immediately ban football.

                	
                  Oliver Cromwell Was said to have been a “boisterous” player at university, but didn’t approve of the working classes indulging in the game, flogging boys caught playing in the street. Ironically, after his (posthumous) execution, his head is said to have been used for a kickaround in Westminster Hall.

                	
                  Pope John Paul II An accomplished goalkeeper during his youth, yet as a childhood friend recalled: “A couple of minutes before four o’clock, he would just leave the field. Everyone would be angry, but he would just say: ‘I’m sorry, but I promised my father I would be home.’”

                	
                  Julio Iglesias A goalkeeper in Real Madrid’s youth team, he was forced to give up football in 1963 after a car crash. While in hospital, a nurse lent him a guitar, thus sparking a musical career.

                	
                  Albert Camus His time between the sticks for the Algiers University team gave the legendary philosopher and novelist plenty of time to contemplate the nature of existence. “Everything I know about morality, I owe to football”, he once wrote.

                	
                  Rod Stewart Likes to boast of his time on Brentford’s books, but his talent must be in question if he couldn’t make the grade at Griffin Park.

                	
                  Sylvester Stallone World champion boxer, celebrated war hero and – without even trying – the greatest goalkeeper in the world during Escape to Victory.

              

            

          

        

      

      

      
        Tactics or Tictacs: The Great Formations

        
          
            In the beginning was the “WM”. Defenders lined up on the points of a W, attackers on the point of an M. The tactical formation, in which the centre half was reinvented as a “stopper”, was prompted by the 1925 offside law which said an attacker could not be offside if two opponents were between him and the goal-line.

              Before World War II, tactical innovations in British football were about as rare as an unblinkered FA official. Yet abroad, exiled Scottish coach Jimmy Hogan was helping the Austrians perfect a short, passing game which would be known as the Vienna School and would give the Austrians the best team in Europe in the 1930s – despite Italy’s two World Cup victories.

              In the 1950s, Tottenham manager Arthur Rowe caused great excitement – in Britain – with the “push and run” school in which short passes and bursts of speed were used to attack; the Vienna School with go-faster stripes. All conventional wisdom about tactics would be overturned by the Hungarian side of the 1950s, who played a precursor of total football in which centre-forwards came so deep they almost ended up down the pit. The speed of their positional changes and passing bewildered slow-footed opponents but had as much to do with the genius of the personnel (and the fact that they played for club and country together) as any revolution in tactics. Yet the Hungarian side still ran off the ball with more imagination than most present-day players.

              Brazil won the 1958 World Cup with a flowing 4–2–4 formation which should have ushered in a golden age of attacking football. As the Italians switched to catenaccio (the word means doorbolt), the 4–3–3 became a sterile defensive formation, although its pioneer, Helenio Herrera, always insisted it was an attractive system – if only the left backs could be bothered to join the attack in what today we might call overlapping full back mode. Still, catenaccio gave us the sweeper, the libero, which, to the English, still conjures up images of men with flat caps and cigarettes surgically attached to their lower lips trying to keep the roads clean. England won the 1966 World Cup with a wingless 4–3–3 formation but this soon fell into disrepute as the Germans and the Dutch dominated the 1970s with total football, which meant that any player could play anywhere; not a style you could play if your defenders were as mobile as Steve Foster.

              Total football, like tank tops, fell out of fashion and the world fell back on 4–4–2 and 3–5–2 (4–3–2–1, Terry Venables’ Christmas tree formation, lasted as long as a real Christmas tree does). Variations on the theme include the pressing game – Milan coach Arrigo Saachi’s 4–4–2 but with added bite in the tackle further up the pitch, split strikers (or the striker in the hole – i.e. just behind the centre-forward), and 10–0–0, the approved formation whenever a team gets a player sent off. If the term wing half can make a comeback, there’s still hope for the revival of the inside forward, as rare these days as a good word for football agents. We haven’t mentioned the long ball game for obvious reasons.

          

        

      

    

    

    
      
        

        The Women’s Game

      

      
        “Women should be in the kitchen, the discotheque and the boutique, but not in football.”

        Ron Atkinson

      

      Big Ron probably wouldn’t last too long if he was thrown to the Millwall Lionesses, but he isn’t alone in deriding women’s football. The idea of the fairer sex playing it has long sparked curiosity, schoolboy sniggers and outright disgust.

        Even in staid Victorian times, pioneers were getting girls into the game – and themselves into trouble. Nettie Honeyball took it upon herself to organize both a British Ladies’ side and a North versus South exhibition game in London in 1894, “with the fixed resolve of proving to the world that women are not the ‘ornamental and useless’ creatures men have pictured.” The 1890s saw something of a mini-boom for the ladies’ game, but the large crowds were mostly flocking to see a “freak show”. Meanwhile, doctors were encouraged to explain how football could harm the delicate female physique and even render players infertile.

        In the 1920s, the Dick Kerr ladies’ team came to national prominence – formed at a Preston factory of the same name as a means of raising money for charity, the team made a virtue of male distaste through aggressive poster campaigns and became something of success. A series of challenge matches against male sides culminated in over fifty thousand packing into Everton’s Goodison Park to see them play, and they later undertook a US tour.

        The FA didn’t see the funny side – even though one player performed cartwheels when she scored – and in December 1921, ruled: “The Council feel impelled to express their strong opinion that the game of football is quite unsuitable for females. The Council request the clubs belonging to the Association to refuse the use of their grounds for such matches.” Since almost every club, professional or amateur, has to belong to the FA or use FA-affiliated facilities, this edict starved the women’s game of resources. As a direct result, however, the English Ladies FA was formed, matches were played on rugby pitches, and the women’s game developed its own ethos and ideals. The Women’s FA was formed in 1962, and had nearly two hundred member clubs by the time the FA finally deigned to recognize them in 1973.

        Other European nations had embraced the game in the 1960s, with Italy boasting the world’s first, short-lived, professional league and Scandinavian countries actively encouraging the game. Yet an unofficial World Cup held in Mexico in 1971 illustrated the difficulties still facing female players at the time – many players found themselves shooting at pink goals and being asked to wear hot pants and blouses.

        FIFA woke up to the need for parity in the 1990s, staging the first official World Championship in 1991 and women’s football became an Olympic sport in 1996. (England, incidentally, are just as consistently disappointing as their male counterparts, though in 2009 they won their first international trophy, the Cyprus Women’s Cup.) Fulham became the first British club to run a full-time professional women’s side, but when cost-cutting was needed, the idea was rapidly abandoned. Arsenal, the most consistently successful women’s side in England, with a staggering 32 major trophies by 2009, are semi-professional. The best hope for the future lies in the US, where girls have picked up on the game faster than boys (without the inbuilt prejudices of the public school system, for example, it is not seen as a “male” sport) and the national team enjoys enthusiastic support. A 2008 survey demonstrated that the women’s game continues to expand, with 26 million women and girls worldwide playing football, 4.1 million of them in affiliated clubs. New competitions attest to this popularity. 2010 sees the first FIFA Women’s Club World Cup competition. Even so, the days when the sexes compete on a level playing field remain the stuff of sub-standard ITV drama series …

      

      
        Marta – best player in the world. No contest.

        
          
            Debate if you will the merits of Lionel Messi, Cristiano Ronaldo or Wayne Rooney, the only uncontestable “best player in the world” accolade has to go to Brazilian Marta Vieira da Silva. At 5 feet 4 inches the ponytailed Marta is no Peter Crouch but her skills on the “deck” mean the long high ball would always be superfluous. Lazily labelled the female Pelé, her dribbling prowess and high technical level are actually much closer to that of compatriot Ronaldinho or fellow left-footer, Messi. Having won FIFA best player of the year every year from 2006 to 2009, she topped it off with a golden boot and best player of the tournament award at the 2007 women’s World Cup. At club level she has played in Brazil, Sweden (a hotbed of the women’s game) and the US (its commercial centre). A simultaneous move from Umeå IK to Los Angeles Sol along with clubmate Johanna Frisk triggered that staple speculation of female sports reporting, the rumoured lesbian relationship. Both players have denied it.

              If Marta’s looks matched her footballing talent she would be on every advertising billboard from Auckland to Alaska. As it is, you might better scrutinize her mesmerizing dribbles on YouTube – the Marseille turn is a particular favourite – and admire a technician at the top of her craft: the undisputed best player in the world.

          

        

      

    

    

    
      
        

        Trophy Bitter: The Cups that Time Forgot

      

      
        “I just opened the trophy cabinet. Two Japanese soldiers fell out.”

        Tommy Docherty

      

      The ubiquity of football after Heysel and Hillsborough wasn’t confined to the women’s game. The opening up of television sports accelerated a trend seemingly unique to the UK of over-playing, still the best suspect for why injury-decimated English teams so often fail to perform in June World Cups after yet another match-crammed season. Too many fixtures, too many tournaments. This feature of the UK game is though as deeply rooted as the 4–4–2 and started much earlier, with some of the biggest crimes committed in respect of the lower leagues where rare trophies could be prized without fear of the big boys always spoiling the party.

        In 1969 Swindon Town won the League Cup but, due to some obscure footballing bylaw, because they were in Division Three they weren’t allowed to play in Europe. To prevent a mob of torch-wielding Wiltshiremen bearing down on Lancaster Gate and ritually sacrificing Bert Millichip, the FA hurriedly invented the Anglo-Italian Cup as a consolation prize – and in the process unleashed a barrage of extraneous football tournaments on the fans.

        In the inaugural Anglo-Italian final, the Robins beat Roma 5–2 on aggregate, not a result we expect to see repeated any time soon. That said, Swindon returned to the final a year later and beat Napoli 3–0. Italian fans, enraged, started hurling their seats in the direction of John Trollope and his Swindon colleagues.

        Newcastle and Blackpool were the only other clubs to bring the cup back to Blighty before it was left to swim with the fishes in 1975. It was, though, revived in the 1990s when, after another four seasons of games watched by minuscule crowds, Notts County added their name to the Anglo-Italian roll of honour.

        By now, however, a mania for meaningless competitions had set in. In 1970 the Watney Cup, a pre-season festival of fun for the two top-scoring clubs from each division, was introduced. Innovations included – gasp! – penalty shoot-outs and an offside rule only applicable in the penalty box. Derby County thrashed Manchester United 4–1 in the first final, each player presumably receiving a commemorative Party Seven with their medal. The barrel was finally drained after four seasons, with Stoke City the last winners.

        Texaco clambered on the bandwagon in 1971, gathering together teams from England, Scotland and Ireland who weren’t otherwise heading for Europe. Wolves defeated Hibs to become the first winners of the Texaco Cup, taking home a set of tumblers, a Motoring Atlas of Great Britain and a hundredweight of Green Shield stamps. The Irish clubs then pulled out due to the Troubles and, in 1976, it was replaced by the Anglo-Scottish Cup. Like its forerunner, it never managed to get itself taken very seriously, though Newcastle were once kicked out for scandalously fielding a weakened team against Ayr United. It lasted five seasons before the Scots took their ball home in a huff at the declining status of the English teams – they probably had a point: the ultimate final was a mouthwatering affair that saw Chesterfield beat Notts County.

        The competition lumbered on as a contest for lower-division English clubs as the Football League Group Cup (1981–82) and then the Football League Trophy (1982–83) – heady days for Grimsby and Wimbledon, the two winners. Then, semi-interestingly, it was relaunched again as the Associate Members’ Cup, a competition still very much with us, despite having undergone more makeovers in the 1980s and 1990s than Madonna – incarnations include the Freight Rover Trophy, the Sherpa Van Trophy, the Leyland DAF Cup, the Autoglass Trophy, the Auto Windscreens Shield and now the LDV Vans Trophy. Do we detect a theme here? Perhaps the most pointless tournament of the lot (though maybe not to Chester City fans) was the Debenhams Cup, involving the two lower-division teams who had gone furthest in the FA Cup. Chester won it in 1977 and it remained their sole honour until the club was dissolved in 2010. A year later, Blyth Spartans extracted some kind of revenge on their fifth-round FA Cup conquerors Wrexham by beating them in the Debenhams.

        Trying to fill the void left by the post-Heysel European ban in 1985, the Screen Sport Super Cup provided the six English teams who might otherwise have been heading for the Bernabéu or San Siro with the consolation of a jaunt to Carrow Road. Liverpool beat Everton in the first final – played more than twelve months after the tournament began.

        That season also saw the launch of the Full Members’ Cup, devised by then Crystal Palace chairman Ron Noades on the notion that a crunch Southern Area group match against Reading would lure back all those missing punters. Ignored by the big clubs, terrestrial television and most sane fans, it was won twice by Chelsea and Nottingham Forest, and sponsored by Simod and Zenith Data Systems. The high point was a titanic 6–6 draw involving Tranmere and Newcastle in 1991–92, which saw hat-tricks from moustachioed Scouse poachers John Aldridge and Mick Quinn, a penalty for each team in the first minute of extra time, Newcastle coming from 5–3 down to 6–5 up, and Tranmere winning the shoot-out. The tournament was still axed at the end of the season.

        In 1988, the Football League marked its hundredth birthday with a whole banquet of meaningless events. These kicked off with the Mercantile Credit Centenary Classic, an all-star friendly match at Wembley – what better way to celebrate than bringing together Diego Maradona and Steve Ogrizovic? This was followed by the Centenary Festival, a surreal two-day knockout event at Wembley involving ten-minute games featuring sixteen teams from all divisions – the kind of “innovation” for which we have known and loved Jimmy Hill for decades. Nottingham Forest, acquiring a worrying taste for this sort of thing, won, although Cloughie didn’t turn up. The Centenary Trophy, which rounded off the celebrations, saw Arsenal defeat Manchester United at a semi-deserted Villa Park.

        Just to prove England doesn’t have a monopoly on this kind of thing, the 2000 FIFA World Club Championship in Brazil, Sepp Blatter’s attempt to launch a global alternative to UEFA’s Champions League, was initially held to be as spectacularly pointless as, say, the Watneys Cup. Manchester United famously pulled out of the FA Cup to play against the likes of Real Madrid, Al-Nassr and South Melbourne, but the 2001 event, slated to include Hearts of Oak, Woollongong Wolves and Los Angeles Galaxy, was cancelled for assorted reasons, none of which was lack of interest. Its relaunch in 2005 as the Club World Cup has seen Blatter’s idea grow in credibility, though not in England, where the FA refused to allow Manchester United to wear a 2008 winners’ badge on their shirts.

    

    

    
      
        

        A Kick in the Grass: The NASL Remembered

      

      Despite the success of USA ’94, a creditable performance by the US team in the 2002 World Cup, and the recent strengthening of Major League Soccer, the US view of “soccer” is still best encapsulated by an episode of The Simpsons. In it, Homer and family are enticed by a TV commercial (“It’s all here – fast-kicking, low-scoring … and ties? You bet!”) to watch a football match so boring it sparks a riot. But it could have all been so different. In the 1970s the North American Soccer League (NASL) had it all – big names, full houses and super-sized helpings of razzmatazz from sea to shining sea. Alas, the NASL over-reached itself and had collapsed by 1984 – but it left behind a legacy of ridiculous club names, audacious rule changes and memories of an era when Tommy Smith could grace the same Astroturf as Teofilo Cubillas …

      

      
        The ten most memorable NASL club names

        
          
            	
              New York Cosmos (1971–84) Pelé, Franz Beckenbauer and Shep Messing; the Cosmos were the NASL’s superpower. Inspired by Carl Sagan’s blockbusting 1970s intergalactic space opus. Or not.[image: Rough Guides]
The New York Cosmos team line up before the match, 28 August 1977: featuring Pelé (10), Jomo Sono (22), Giorgio Chinaglia (9), Franz Beckenbauer (6) and Carlos Alberto (25).


            	
              Team Hawaii (1977) The most glamorous away trip in history. Statistics don’t record whether they ever won 5–0, or indeed if fans advised referees to “book him, Danno!”

            	
              The Caribous of Colorado (1978) Never Colorado Caribous, oh no. Named themselves after a type of stag, and wore a brown kit with Wild West-style fringing on the chest. Yes, really.

            	
              Chicago Sting (1975–1984) In no way related to the box office hit of the time (part one). But no doubt teams ran out to a rousing selection of Scott Joplin rags.

            	
              San Diego Jaws (1976) In no way related to the box office hit of the time (part two). Just when you thought it was safe to go back to the soccer stadium …

            	
              Las Vegas Quicksilver (1977) If there’s a lesson from this list, it’s that the teams with the best names lasted the shortest. Cashed in their chips after finishing bottom, below Team Hawaii.

            	
              New England/Jacksonville Tea Men (1978–80) Let soccer flood out! Okay, so New England has a solid connection with tea, but Florida? The team was owned by the Lipton Tea Company, amazingly.

            	
              Detroit Express (1978–80) Sounded a bit like a 1970s soul group and were the product of a transatlantic “Motown” link-up with Coventry City as part of Jimmy Hill’s brief foray into the NASL.

            	
              Tampa Bay Rowdies (1975–84) Once the summertime home of Frank Worthington and Rodney Marsh. Still can’t work out why they called themselves rowdy, mind …

            	
              Washington Diplomats (1974–81) They used to be the Diplomats; now they’re down the laundromat. Easily the dreariest name in NASL history. Probably carried their boots in briefcases.

          

        

      

      

      
        Those NASL rule changes in full

        

        
          

          The offside line

          In 1972 the nascent NASL introduced a rule seemingly nicked from Subbuteo which stated that players could only be offside beyond a line marked 35 yards from the goal-line. Intended to generate more goals, the change’s major impact was to bring the NASL into conflict with FIFA, and it was eventually dropped.

        

        

        
          

          The shoot-out

          Because it was assumed that Joe American couldn’t cope with draws, the NASL simply scrapped them. If a match was drawn it went into “overtime”, before being settled by a shoot-out – but not from the penalty spot. Instead, five players from each team were given five seconds to run from the 35-yard line and score by either dribbling round, chipping over, or blasting the ball past, the outrushing keeper.

        

        

        
          

          The mini-game

          In the two-legged play-offs, ties weren’t settled on aggregate score. If both teams had won one match each, the outcome was settled by a thirty-minute mini-game played straight after the second leg. In 1979, Vancouver Whitecaps beat New York Cosmos in their first meeting, but the second match was tied at ninety minutes. Americans don’t do tied games, remember, so it was on to overtime which still couldn’t separate the teams. New York won the shoot-out, so after two hours of football in eighty-degree heat, the teams now faced a thirty-minute mini-game… which was drawn. Cue another shoot-out – which Vancouver won to take them into the Soccer Bowl where, fully rested, they beat Tampa Bay.

        

        

        
          

          The points

          The NASL continually fiddled around with the points system, awarding bonus points for goals to encourage attacking play. During the League’s glory years, teams were awarded six points for a win, one point for a shoot-out win, and up to three more points if they scored three goals …

        

      

      

      
        “Beckenbauer … Pelé … Hector!”: Six Unlikely NASL pairings

        
          
            	
              Gerd Müller and Keith Weller (Fort Lauderdale Strikers, 1980–81)Der Bomber is best remembered for netting fourteen goals in the World Cup. Keith Weller is best remembered for wearing tights one chilly afternoon at Filbert Street.


            	
              Carlos Alberto and Charlie Cooke (California Surf, 1981)The 1970 legends of the Copacabana and the Kings Road briefly teamed up for a creaky Indian summer in sunny Anaheim.


            	
              Franz Beckenbauer and Dennis Tueart (New York Cosmos, 1978–79)Der Kaiser and, erm, Der Dennis were both delegates at the Cosmos’ United Nations of soccer in the late 1970s. And Tueart scored two in the 1978 Soccer Bowl.


            	
              Roberto Bettega and Phil Parkes (Toronto Blizzard, 1983)Roberto Bettega was a sort of goalscoring Don Corleone, while Phil Parkes was a sort of goalkeeping Donkey Kong.


            	
              Johan Cruyff and Bobby Stokes (Washington Diplomats, 1980)Yes, Johan might have pulled off the odd Cruyff turn in his time, but he never ran a greasy spoon “caff” like the late Bobby Stokes.


            	
              Ruud Krol and Kevin Hector (Vancouver Whitecaps, 1980)In the shadow of the Rocky mountains, Ruud supplied the total football while a great, big, goalscoring old Hector from Derby added the finishing touches.


          

        

      

    

    

    
      
        

        Major League Soccer – the US Today

      

      The glamorous but short-lived North American Soccer League (NASL) briefly captured the American imagination with its outlandish razzmatazz and flamboyant team names. Big name European players hardly complained as they crossed the Atlantic for a final payday, and for a while it seemed like soccer had finally moved into the mainstream.

        But a league comprised of ageing greats alongside untrained upstarts made for a poor foundation. Despite fireworks, skydivers and miniskirt-clad cheerleaders, attendance dwindled, teams bled money – and in 1984, after just fourteen seasons, the whole soccer experiment collapsed in on itself.

        Determined not to repeat the same mistakes, Major League Soccer (MLS) was founded in 1996 as an outgrowth of the US-hosted 1994 World Cup finals. A new set of fancy names appeared: MetroStars, Columbus Crew, Colorado Rapids (who now play at the gloriously named Dick’s Sporting Goods Park), LA Galaxy and Kansas City Wiz, although it was the more conservatively named DC United who bagged three of the first four league cups. While long-in-the-tooth superstars like Lothar Matthäus and Roberto Donadoni were part of the initial mix, youth development was always to the fore and budgets were reined in.

        Still, MLS lost millions between its founding year and 2004, though the future looks promising. A successful 2002 World Cup campaign for the US team and the plaudits won by former MLS players abroad raised domestic interest, and average crowds began to creep upwards, alongside increased airtime on sports networks. US women’s soccer also drew attention after strong World Cup showings, and a women’s league was formed in the early 2000s, but lasted only briefly – a new league, the unsubtly named Women’s Professional Soccer, launched in 2009 with closer ties to MLS and their marketing resources.

        As MLS league expanded, struggling clubs were jettisoned and new teams were welcomed into the league from traditional soccer hotbeds. Canadian side Toronto FC joined in 2007 while Seattle Sounders, formerly one of the best-supported teams in the NASL, joined in 2009 and were all watched by huge crowds. And while the majority of teams played on shared American football fields for their first years, most teams now play in newly built stadiums constructed for association football with capacities around the twenty-five thousand mark – the most impressive being the Red Bull Arena just outside New York City. With the addition of MLS teams to the (Confederation of North, Central American and Caribbean Association Football) CONCACAF Champions League, top US sides are expanding their reach and have done well even in hostile Central American stadiums, though the strongest competition and biggest draws come from clashes with neighbouring Mexico’s first division clubs.

        Not forgetting the impact of that most low-profile of English footballers David Beckham, when he joined LA Galaxy in 2007 concordant with an easement of salary caps, which helped bring some top stars to teams otherwise shackled by a small and sensible pay structure. You might have heard about it. Suddenly the MLS was big international news, even if Americans were initially unimpressed and Harrison Ford referred to the new star as “David Beckenham”.

      

      
        Six US soccer moments

        
          
            
              
                	
                  Brigham Young v. New Mexico, 2009: University of New Mexico defender Elizabeth Lambert made national highlight reels for her mixed martial-art playing style. In defence of Lambert, seen punching one opponent in the back and wrestling another to the ground by her ponytail, she didn’t start either confrontation, the latter offence in retaliation for what appears to be an attempted frontal female version of a wedgie. The booking came later, for kicking a prone opponent in the head.

                	
                  San José v. LA Galaxy, 2003 (5–4 aggregate): The Earthquakes were 2–0 down coming into the home leg of their MLS cup tie. That quickly turned to 4–0 before they answered with five straight, the last an extra-time golden goal off the foot of Brazilian striker Rodrigo Faria.

                	
                  MLS All-Stars v. Chelsea, 2006 (1–0): The annual “best of” game pitted fans’ selections against a pre-season Chelsea squad helmed by “Special One” José Mourinho. Long grass slowed the Londoners’ attack, and Canadian Dwayne De Rosario scored a seventieth-minute stunner that sent the Blues packing.

                	
                  Real Salt Lake v. LA Galaxy, 2008: Real’s Fabián Espíndola put in a glancing header and followed it with his trademark backflip celebration. But the goal was ruled offside and Fabián hobbled off the field after breaking his leg during his finishing flourish.

                	
                  USA v. Mexico, 2002: North America’s greatest football rivalry showed its ugly side when “El Tri” defenceman Rafael Márquez’s flying head-butt on US striker and all-time caps leader Cobi Jones earned him a straight red and a four-match ban. The animosity between these teams remains strong.

                	
                  Alexi Lalas v. Popular Music, 1998: Having moved to New York’s MetroStars following two years of service at Serie A relegation side Padova, the carrot-topped US defender released a pop-rock album entitled, appropriately, Ginger. Fans and critics were unanimous in their complete lack of interest.

              

            

          

        

      

    

    

    
      
        

        Silly Money

      

      Money would save football just as it shaped it in the first place. Industry – and in particular television – woke up to the commercial possibilities of the people’s game. Safer stadiums were funded by huge TV revenues, sometimes with satellite broadcasters, and merchandizing deals. Twin powers, Italy’s Serie A and Spain’s La Liga, emerged, attracting talent from all corners of the globe. Soaring income from TV deals meant that England’s Premiership would later join them.

        Players – previously more tradesmen than celebrity entertainers – reaped the rewards. Transfer records rocketed – from £3 million for Maradona in 1982 to £45 million for Zinedine Zidane nineteen years later, although Cristiano Ronaldo’s 2009 fee of £81 million dwarfed this – and so did wages. The potential merchandising profits drove Western clubs into Asia and the US. FIFA has staged the World Cup in the US (1994) and Japan and South Korea (2002) to exploit these opportunities, while Africa staged its first World Cup in 2010 – although few expected Pelé’s famous prediction that the continent would produce the tournament’s winners to come true any time soon.

        Football’s future, sadly, has come under threat from financial speculators, internal corruption and commercialization. The US Glazer family’s takeover of Manchester United, bought with £540 million of borrowed money, has loaded £700 million of debt on to what was, prior to 2005, the world’s richest club. Italy’s 2006 calciopoli match-rigging scandal implicated amongst others Juventus and AC Milan. Rising ticket prices and the increasing commercial global exploitation of football saw the alienation of local communities from clubs. Football still stands on its own two feet, but it is beset by problems of its own-making.

      

      
        Where are the profits?

        
          
            With all the money in the game a big issue remains: where are the profits? Author Simon Kuper and economist Stefan Szymanski, in their book titled Soccernomics in US and Why England Lose in the UK, reckon that at most levels the business of soccer – certainly if you compare it with really big business like oil or banking – is a hopeless case (see Football Books – the Top Twenty). Clubs can’t “appropriate” (convert to cash) more than a small fraction of their fans’ interest, loyalty and passion. And when they bring in grizzled captains of industry, such as Alan Sugar, to run them on a proper commercial basis then, as Spurs fans will recall, neither entertainment nor trophies necessarily follow. Most of the money disappears in the direction of players and there always seems to be an oligarch or rich owner who will want to pay more to get the best. This is not mere madness. One of Kuper and Szymanski’s other conclusions is that there is a strong correlation between player wage bills and success. Note, not transfer spend – though expensive players command high wages. It’s just that it is the wage bill that really counts. And neither does league success follow the moment this season’s new high earners touch down at Heathrow with their agent in tow. If there is a solution – and one might wonder if fans and owners really want one – it is for clubs to accept they are like museums: “public-spirited organizations that aim to serve the community whilst remaining reasonably solvent”. Don’t hold your breath!

          

        

      

    

    

    
      
        

        Twenty-First-Century Club Owners

      

      Football clubs used to be owned by the local butcher “done good”, or the steel merchant who wanted a bit of profile for his profits, a seat in the director’s lounge and his name in the local rag.

        Then serious money flowed into football and the butcher was increasingly replaced by wealthy foreign owners. Manchester United and Liverpool were both taken over by Americans, who borrowed heavily to fund the purchases. Another American, Randy Lerner, proved far more popular with his plans for Aston Villa, chiefly because he used his own money. Roman Abramovich, a Russian oligarch, bought Chelsea and his millions helped turn them into champions. Oil money funded the purchase of Manchester City by an Abu Dhabi-based group from the disgraced former prime minister of Thailand; a Hong Kong-based consortium bought Birmingham City; while an Icelander briefly owned West Ham, before selling the club to the former owners of Birmingham.

        Continuing the ownership merry-go-round, Portsmouth Football Club was sold four times in 2009–10, with mystery surrounding every purchaser – before entering administration and having nine points deducted by the Premier League in March 2010. At a lower level, Notts County made a mockery of the Football Association’s “fit and proper persons test” when they were briefly owned by, well, nobody really knows. Whoever they were didn’t have the money they purported to have, and the expensively acquired coach Sven-Göran Eriksson’s surprising sojourn by the Trent lasted only a few months.

        Things are very different in Germany, where the law ensures that fans have significant power and representation. Cheap admission prices and safe standing areas mean that the Bundesliga boasts the highest average attendances in Europe. Huge clubs like SV Hamburg and Schalke 04 are more than 51 percent owned by supporters, while large corporations like Volkswagen and Bayer fund Vfb Wolfsburg and Bayer Leverkusen respectively. And even Germany’s low Champion’s League profile ended in 2010 when once again Bayern Munich reached the final.

    

    

    
      
        

        Fan-Owned Clubs

      

      As more and more English clubs go into administration, the trend for fan ownership of clubs continues. In the top flight, ambitious Manchester United and Liverpool fans – disgruntled after American takeovers plunged them hundreds of millions of pounds into the red – aim to replicate the supporter-owned democracy on show at FC Barcelona.

        A group of disenfranchized United fans went further and formed the breakaway club FC United of Manchester following the Glazer takeover of 2005 based on the model of AFC Wimbledon, which was set up when Wimbledon were moved against fans’ wishes to Milton Keynes. FCUM has been a success, rising up the non-league pyramid with average home gates in excess of 2,000 at Bury’s Gigg Lane (as they look towards building their own home in Manchester).

        Exeter City have successfully been fan owned since 2004, with gate receipts of £653,511 from an FA Cup tie at Old Trafford helping them clear their debts, while Ebbsfleet United were bought by a consortium of 27,000 online fans in 2007, each paying £35, in the belief that team selection would be put to a vote. The scheme started brightly and Ebbsfleet won the FA Trophy in 2008 – though the manager still picked the team. A dip in interest the following season saw them face cutbacks. Maybe someone should have told the investors that a football team should be for life … not just a season.

    

    

    
      
        

        Eastern Promise

      

      Jordi Cruyff didn’t initially enjoy his time in England. Forced out of Barcelona where his dad had been manager, as far as the willowy striker was concerned there was no bigger club in the world than the Catalans. Then he went on a pre-season tour of the Far East with his new club Manchester United.

        “Twenty-five thousand fans watched the team train arrive in Bangkok”, said Cruyff. “Not even Barça could pull in those crowds. Five thousand people were waiting for us at airports at 6.00am and I said to myself, ‘Jordi, wake up. You’re at an incredible club.’”

        Although Spain’s Primera Liga is more admired in Latin America, the English Premiership has conquered much of the planet, nowhere more evidently than in Asia. Premier League games are broadcast to over 600 million homes in 202 countries worldwide and are particularly popular in Asia and the Middle East.

        British clubs like United, Liverpool and Chelsea have made regular pre-season tours of Asia since the 1990s, usually to the richer economies of China, Japan, Thailand and Malaysia, rather than the less affluent Vietnam, Laos or Burma.

        A 2008 survey commissioned by United’s American owners, the Glazer family, claimed United had 333 million fans – one in twenty of the planet’s inhabitants. It further suggested that seventy percent of the fans lived in Asia – yet while United have talked up the size of their eastern support, its measurable financial value is limited, accounting for less than one percent of the club’s £245 million turnover that year.

        English clubs have tried to replicate their domestic merchandizing success abroad, but rampant counterfeiting within lower-wage economies remains a serious obstacle to their pursuit of the Asian dollar. Why, for instance, would a Thai fan of any big English club buy an official shirt for the equivalent of £40 when they could pick up a convincing replica (of a replica) for £4?

        The one area where British clubs have had success is in selling TV rights, though even here they could be accused of killing the goose that laid the golden egg. In 2001, the Premier League made £1 billion from the sale of domestic TV rights and £178 million from overseas sales. By 2007, three-year domestic rights were costed at £1.7 billion while the foreign rights had increased to £625 million – the biggest overseas deal for sport in the world. Showtime Arabia paid £60 million for the Middle-Eastern and North-African market, NowTV shelled out £100 million to secure the rights for Hong Kong, while WinTV spent £50 million at auction to show games in China.

        The Chinese deal saw raised eyebrows as WinTV was a little-known subscription operator who, like BSkyB in the UK in 1992, hoped to build up its subscription base on the back of Premier League football. The Premier League’s smaller clubs, with no interest in the Chinese market, were happy to take the deal which offered the most money upfront. However, by 2010 WinTV had built up subscriptions to just thirty thousand in a country of 1.3 billion with viewing figures so low they could barely be registered – exploding the myth that hundreds of millions of Chinese are glued to the Premier League. That the leading clubs began privately to voice their concern was understandable. In 2003, over three hundred million Chinese fans watched Manchester City v. Everton on China Central Television, the major state broadcaster (the match’s appeal admittedly boosted by the novel presence of a Chinese player in both sides). With the WinTV deal, suddenly less than one percent of that potential audience could access Premier League football.

        Aware of the criticism, the Premier League sought a new terrestrial partner for their next television deal on mainland China. Like Formula 1, they want as many people as possible to see their brand – even in countries where it has proved difficult to earn money from reputedly vast support. They see sponsorship and advertising as the way forward … rather than selling Darren Fletcher key rings or subscription fees to watch Bolton v. Blackburn.
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