
 
 

 
 



 
 

More Than A 

Game! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
By Paul Phillips 



 
 

Copyright © Paul Phillips (2018) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

More than a game is dedicated to the memory of 

Stuart Colley.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Chapter 01 

The Job He Never Wanted 

 

‘There she is’ Stuart Colley says as his blue BMW turns off the motorway and the impressive outline of Leeds 

City Stadium creeps into view. It has taken Stuart fifty minutes to make the ten-minute drive this morning and 

even now as he clicks the indicator and makes the final turn off he isn’t sure if he wants to complete his journey. 

Twice this morning, and three times yesterday Stuart had purposely taken the wrong turn off and extended his 

drive to the ground for as long as possible. He is no psychologist, nor does he believe in that sort of mind fiddling 

nonsense, but he does know enough about himself to understand that these extended journeys are an attempt to run 

away, to put as much distance as he can between himself and this place. As he steps out of the car and zips on his 

jacket Stuart gazes up at the old grey brickwork that makes up the legendry East Stand before shaking his head. 

He shouldn’t be here, his work should be across town at the clubs training ground with the rest of the staff, but 

with the entire club in disarray, he is being forced to waste his time attending strategy meetings with the manager 

and the club chairman. Matias Lopez, the Spanish national who owns Leeds City it seems has finally had enough 

of the bad performances and even worse results. Stuart was told yesterday that these meetings would invigorate 

him and the manager 'we will get to the bottom of all of the crap and focus on what is ahead' Matias had shouted 

at him before he even struggled out of his bed. Now, as he turns away from his car and slowly walks towards the 

damp looking stairs which lead into the stand and towards the boss's office Stuart would rather be anywhere else 

in the world. 

  

It hasn’t always been like this. No, for the first thirty-nine years and eleven months of his life, making the trip to 

the City of Leeds Stadium and walking into the old historic stadium had filled Stuart with pride. As a boy, he had 

walked up these same steps with his grandfather and watched in awe as the great Leeds City side of the seventies 

dominated the game and set new standards in British football. To think that he would one-day step off the terraces 

and onto the hallowed turf as a signed up professional player is still something Stuart struggles to come to terms 

with. Even to this day he still struggles to understand how he managed to achieve what feels like the impossible 

and forge a legacy at his beloved Leeds City. For sixteen years Stuart was the last line of defence for his club and 

for sixteen long and proud years he wore the number one shirt that means so much to him. Even these past three 

and a half years that he has worked as first a youth team coach before working his way up to a first team coach he 

has been proud of his club. Proud to come to this ground in his club suit and represent the badge the way he 

believes it should be represented. 

 

Things had changed at the start of this, his twentieth year with the club, when Matias Lopez had completed his 

takeover of the club and slowly ripped the soul out of the place. Ian Hamilton the man who had led the club to 

consecutive top ten finishes was sacked before the ink had even dried on the takeover and Carlos Sanchez a man 

with no knowledge of English football or connection to the club given the reins. Stuart should have walked with 

Ian. He knows now that his decision to stay on and help work with the new regime was a mistake. ‘We need you 

and your team to keep the fans onside’ Matias had said to him when offering the role of First Team Coach ‘this 

club is in your blood, we need that’ he had continued before Stuart, with a sense of obligation and fear of letting 

down his club running through his head eventually acquiesced and accepted the new role.  

 

And what a disaster it has been. Years of stability, of long term planning and youth development, have all been 

thrown out of the window as Matias and Carlos tore down the structures Ian had put in place and, despite throwing 

money around like it was going out of fashion, destroyed the Leeds City first team. Several of the solid, 

hardworking players who have helped prop up the club found themselves even sitting on the substitute bench or 

shipped out to rival teams for a fraction of their real value and to make matters worse, of the nine players signed in 

the summer only three have shown even a hint of commitment or in some cases real talent.  

 

The season started well enough a hard-earned draw away from home in Manchester was followed up by a home 

victory against local rivals Sheffield. Back then Stuart had managed to shut his eyes to the chaos going on around 

him and instead focus on what happened on the grass. Night after night he would stay late at the training ground 

looking at systems, tactics, and motivational videos in an attempt to gain an edge on the opposition and for a 

while, it felt like it was working. The season peaked, sadly, when in the first week of October Chelsea arrived at 

the Leeds City Stadium and were dispatched, with ease, as Leeds City stormed to a two-goal victory. The 

revolution it seemed was working. 

 

Of course, when you're papering over cracks it only takes a small tear to begin to flood the ship and as the 

calendar turned around to December Leeds City began to take on water. It began when Bruce Cornette, a striker 

signed from the MLS in America hit out at Carlos and his management style in the local media. Bruce, who was 

signed under the promise of ‘opportunity and glory’ had found himself so far down the pecking order that he 



 
 

decided to give a tell all interview with the Yorkshire Evening Post. ‘There is no identity’ he claimed ‘we are 

eleven players thrown together with no thought, no plan and no direction. The reason we lose the big games and 

never seem to be able to fight back from adversity? That’s easy there is no heart, half the players only want to be 

here for the wages.’ 

 

All of a sudden, the floodgates opened.  

 

The bad run the team had been on was suddenly placed under a microscope and every pundit, sports journalist and 

fan on social media began to comment about and criticise the current regime. Some of the players, the ones Stuart 

and the fans loved and trusted took all of this in their stride and dug in ready to fight back but most saw the 

writing on the wall and began to down tools. Results which had been inconsistent before bottomed out almost 

immediately and what team spirit there was in the club disappeared in a series of meetings, arguments and in-

fighting between the players and management.  

 

To make things worse both the owner and manager reacted badly, to the criticism and for the past three months, 

the football club felt like it is engaging in a very public civil war. Every bad result and there certainly have been 

plenty of those, prompts more fighting behind the scenes and painful stories appearing in the press. Just last week, 

when a club record ninth loss in a row was achieved Mr Lopez appeared in front of the Sky Television cameras 

and begun an interview designed to unite his football club. He, in the presence of Press Secretary Elaine Lindley, 

was expected to praise the players and manager and promise the fans that things would improve. The key line was 

supposed to be ‘we are all in this together, as long as we all keep working and fighting for each other we will be 

ok’ however in his implosive way and under pressure from the reporter to justify his own mistakes Lopez 

snapped. ‘I give this man the money to improve everything. We have good players, we have great facilities and 

still, they turn in this kind of performance. Something has gone wrong… it isn’t right… the only thing I know is 

that there is nothing I could have done to improve things. My hands are clean in all of this.’ 

 

The headline in the paper read - 'Hothead Chairman hits out at players and manager.' 

The result last weekend was -  Everton 4 – Leeds City 0.  

 

The ramifications of this latest result are still going through Colley’s mind as he pushes through the door of the 

stand and begins to climb up the blue carpeted staircase opposite the receptionist. Leeds have two games to go and 

are one point above the relegation zone. The final game, Newcastle United at home is a straight shootout between 

Leeds and the team directly below them in the table. Win that game and Leeds can’t be relegated. It doesn’t even 

really matter what happens in tonight’s game against Liverpool, a game Colley has no real confidence that Leeds 

can win, everything will come down to Newcastle. ‘It is like the sword of Damocles is hanging over our head’ 

Stuart had said to his sister Julie last night ‘and knowing my luck the bloody thing will finally fall when the 

Geordies turn up and relegate us’. The pair had laughed at his downbeat comments and attitude before he left for 

home, but now, as he knocks on the chairman’s door and waits to be invited in it doesn’t seem so funny.  

 

He is about to knock again when the door is suddenly yanked open the small round madman who pays his wages 

thrusts his thumb over his shoulder. ‘Get in here Colley’ he says before turning around and marching back 

towards his desk. Under normal circumstances, this office might have been Stuart's favourite room in the stadium. 

Upon his arrival, Lopez had spent hundreds of thousands of pounds converting the place into a shrine of the club. 

Pictures of the old players, replica shirts from their glory years hang from the walls. A large wooden desk sits 

opposite the door its only decoration being an Apple Mac Laptop and a self-portrait of the looney chairman.  

 

‘Sit down Colley’ Lopez says before Stuart is even fully in the room. ‘We have business to discuss but we don’t 

have much time’. Slowly Colley lowers himself into large leather chair opposite and listens while his boss makes 

a phone call demanding that the clubs lawyer and press secretary be ready to go in five minutes. Finally, with the 

phone slammed back down into the receiver Matias looks him directly in the eyes before a volley of profanity 

leaves his lips, his thick Italian accent becoming stronger the angrier he becomes. ‘That son of a bitch’ he shouts 

while banging his hand on the wooden desk, the sounds of his five rings clattering on the hard surface almost 

making Colley jump out of his skin. ‘Do you know what that man said? Do you know what he had the ignorance 

to say to me?!’ jumping to his feet Lopez begins to pace back and forth around the desk while Stuart remains rigid 

in his chair, his eyes never turning away from his boss but the sickly feeling in his stomach growing by the 

second. ‘He said that it is my fault! Me! He said that I ran before I could walk, that I didn’t listen to anyone. I tell 

you he sat there in that chair and had the cheek to tell me that I am too impulsive! Well, I showed him, I showed 

him and all of his staff. They are gone, finito, fired. No more pissing in the wind and crying. This club needs balls, 

it needs a leader damn it, it needs you, Colley, now stop sitting there on your arse with your mouth open we have 

a press conference to get too!’ 



 
 

 

Unable to move Stuart can feel the sweat forming on his brow. ‘Mr Lopez’ he eventually manages to say, ‘what 

have you done?’ 

 

Pulling on his black leather jacket and checking himself out in the full-length mirror that stands by his desk Matias 

ignores Stuart's words and instead combs a stray hair back into place. He looks good, he looks like the powerful 

businessman that he is but most importantly he looks like the leader this god forsaken club needs for the next six 

days. Six days and two games to get the points needed to protect his investment. He can sell this hell hole then, 

make a small profit maybe and head back to his homeland ready to put all of this behind him. Carlos Sanchez had 

been an expensive mistake. The man never appreciated the faith Matias showed in him. No, he never understood 

that it was down to him that he was working in the biggest league in the world and with the tools to make a fist of 

things. He should really have fired him weeks ago and if he hadn’t been plotting to sell the club since Christmas 

he almost certainly would have. It had been a gamble to keep him. A gamble that if it had worked out would have 

allowed Matias to avoid the expensive business of paying a failure a severance payment and more importantly 

having to stand in front of the bloody English media and admit he had made a mistake. He only wanted one thing 

from him this morning, just one small little promise that he would get the points needed to keep this club in the 

Premier League or more importantly that he would stop the club losing seventy percent of its value by being 

relegated. ‘I can’t promise you that Mr Lopez’ the pathetic example of a man had said and as a result, he had left 

him little choice but to bring down the axe. 

 

‘Congratulations Stuart’ Matias says as he pulls him out of his seat and shakes his hand. ‘For the next six days at 

least, you are the manager of Leeds City Football Club’ 

 

Half an hour later and Stuart, Matias and Elaine are standing by the boardroom door. ‘It is standing room only’ 

Elaine quips while rearranging Stuarts hastily tied tie into something that resembles a smartly tied knot. Quietly 

she lowers her hand and gives the obviously nervous man’s hand a quick squeeze. ‘You will do fine Stuart’ she 

whispers while smiling at his panicked face. ‘Remember they love you, for the next six days you are going to be 

their knight in shining armour’. Laughing Stuart shakes his head before replying, ‘pity I can’t ride a horse isn’t it’ 

before the trio push open the door and walk into the noisy room.  

 

Nervous doesn’t do justice to Stuart's current mood. His hands feel clammy and his tongue feels like it is too big 

for his mouth. Oh god, what am I going to do if I can’t speak and why the hell are they all taking pictures of me? 

As he takes his seat next to the chairman and listens to his glorious leaders opening rant Stuart slips his phone out 

of the pocket of his suit and is shocked to see 15 unread messages. He isn’t even sure 15 people have his number 

but there on his screen is evidence that they do. God listen to the man he thinks as Matias slaps his hand down on 

the desk and throws what little reputation his old manager had under a bus. It will be me next if this goes wrong. 

He is going to big me up now, call me the answer to the club’s problems but if I don’t get the results… it is going 

to be me that relegated us. Me that cost people their jobs, me that ruins this city’s football club. I am the man that 

has to work out a way to save the un-saveable and turn this oil tanker around, and despite the words coming out 

of this idiot’s mouth, I haven’t got a fucking clue how I am going to go about it. 

 

Flicking through the messages he can’t help but click into one from ‘A Knobhead’ AKA… Mark Clynch former 

Leeds City player and current youth team coach. ‘THEY GAVE YOU THEJOB’ the message starts the capitals 

and lack of spacing a classic example of the man’s wonderful messaging technique. ‘YOU ARE THE BOSS BUT 

WEDONE TRAINING WHILE YOU SIT AND CHAT. LAZY BASTARD. DON’T FORGET YOUR SOCKS 

TONUGHT’ 

 

He shouldn’t be wound up by his words, he knows that it is why he sent the message in the first place, but for 

twenty plus years the man’s worlds have wound Colley up and just because Stuart is now one of the twenty most 

powerful managers in English Football he isn’t going to tolerate his winds up any better. ‘Fuck off’ he types back 

before pressing send and placing the phone back into his pocket. Looking up he sees a sea of faces gazing at him 

with expectancy in their eyes. Oh shit, what do they want? What has he said? I know they want an answer, a 

sound bite to fill the fans with hope but thanks to bloody Mark I don’t even know the question they have asked!  

 

He doesn’t need to wait long to discover the question, and when it comes it hits him like a rock thrown from close 

range. 'Do you really believe that going from a man with no knowledge of this league to a novice with no 

managerial experience is the answer?' Dan Parker, Yorkshire Evening Post Sports Reporter, shouts at the three of 

them. Gazing down at the table Stuart is disheartened to see no sign of action coming from his peers. Yep, he is on 

his own with this one. Quickly he clears his throat before looking directly into the bright light shining from the 

camera facing him. 'It is true I have no experience of management but what I do have is a deep love of this club 



 
 

and an understanding of what Leeds City needs to work properly. Mr Lopez would not have offered me the job if 

he didn’t believe I had what it took to save us and I would never have taken it if I didn’t believe in myself. I am 

confident that I and my team will be able to stop the rot and get the points required to maintain our premier league 

status.' 

 

'I am sure you believe in yourself Stuart, but you must see why we are worried. You have no top level managerial 

experience and only two games to save this historic club. You wouldn’t be the first ex pro who gambled his 

reputation by taking the manager's post and lost so what makes you different from the rest?' 

 

Colley is just about to respond to the arrogant little sod when Matias springs into life and in a two minute tirade 

ties a noose firmly around his new manager's head. 'And who are you to question my decisions?' he shouts, his 

agitation obvious and loud 'I have invested millions of pounds into this club and if I say this is the guy to save us 

he is the guy, ok? We don’t care what you or anybody else thinks, we know what we are doing and we know that 

we will be ok. In fact, we guarantee you we will stay up. Now you can write that in your bloody papers while we 

go and work out a way to beat Liverpool!' 

 

The already tense atmosphere in the press conference feels like it becomes unbearable during his rant. The 

pressure only eases a little when Elaine stands up and brings proceedings to a close. Slowly and with his eyes 

fixated on the pristine blue carpet, Stuart shuffles out of the room and into the nearest toilet. With the door shut, 

he sits on the bowl and buries his head in his large hands. He said we he thinks the stupid, stupid arsehole just told 

the fans main source of information that WE didn’t care about their opinions. A small moan leaves his lips as 

Stuart considers that right now the internet will be a buzz with headlines and stories about how a former club hero 

has 'guaranteed survival' which is pushing it to say the least and 'doesn’t care about their opinion'. Yep, I am well 

and truly fucked now. If I pull off a miracle and save us I am the man who doesn’t care about the fans and if I 

don’t well then I let them all down as well as not caring.  

 

It is a good twenty minutes before Colley exits his stall, the small cubical may well be a good place to hide, but it 

certainly isn’t going to provide enough shelter for the shit storm that will be coming his way right now. As he 

makes his way through the empty corridors he takes his phone back out of his pocket and shakes his head at the 45 

new messages that are blinking at him and the 19 missed calls. As he reaches his car Stuart turns off the phone and 

throws it onto the back seat. There will be time to deal with that after tonight's game. For now, at least nothing 

matters as much as getting to the training ground and figuring out a way to beat Liverpool. 

 

Sitting on his sofa watching the train wreck unfold is Martin Taylor, a collector of Leeds City memorabilia and 

the man who runs @martinmarty1974 the popular twitter account which provides classic photos, news updates 

and opinions on the club. Reaching for his laptop Martin can't help but feel disappointed with Stuart and his 

apparent support for the regime that has ruined his club. Pausing for a few seconds his fingers tap the laptop keys 

while he thinks about what to do. The man is a legend, a hero who has done so much for the club… but right now 

he is acting like a puppet for an evil administration. 'Fuck it' he says while beginning to type 'people deserve to 

know' he continues before composing a news update he never thought he would have to. 

 

 
 
 
'We Don't Care What You Think'  
By Martin Taylor 
 
During my twenty years as a season ticket holder, I have seen many disturbing things come out of my 
club. I, like many of you, have accepted the poor performances, the bad behaviour of various players 
and the under achieving of various teams but today's press conference may be the most disappointed I 
have ever felt as a fan. I am sure that we have all leaned to ignore the stupidity which pours out of our 
chairman's mouth but the sight of one of our own sitting next to him is almost too much for us all to take. 
Stuart Colley has done a lot for our club, he achieved more than anybody before or since him as a 
goalkeeper and until this morning he has always shown the utmost love and respect for both the club 
and the fans, but for him to stand by and smile while us fans are told 'we don’t care what you think' is a 
hammer blow to any relationship that existed between him and us. You should care, Stuart, we, after 
all, helped make you what you are. We are the people who turn up game after game and watch the 
dreadful performances you and the previous regime produced and we are tired of being ignored. You 
may not care about our opinions or our feelings but come kick off tonight I have a feeling that you might. 
It is time for the voiceless to have a voice and for us to make ourselves heard. There will be thirty 



 
 

thousand people inside the Leeds City Stadium tonight Mr Colley and unless we receive the apology we 
deserve you may well be in for a long night. 
 
Here is to stumbling towards safety and getting insulted for loving your club. The joys of being a Leeds 
fan eh. Marching On Together. We will never be defeated. 
 
With the link to the blog posted Martin shuts down his laptop and begins to get ready for the match. It is only 

when he is outside the ground that he loads up his twitter account. What a shock it is for him to see that his link 

has received over twelve thousand re-tweets. Smiling he slips the phone back into his pocket and makes his way 

into the ground. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Chapter 02 

The Job He Really Doesn't Want and No One Wants Him to Have. 

 

Sitting in his office, Stuart Colley has his head buried in his hands again. Even the sound of Elvis singing about 

Hound Dogs and Hotels filled with Heartbreak can't lift his spirits right now. We are going to get murdered. There 

is nothing I can do. They are better than us, they care more than us. We are going to lose. Sitting opposite Stuart 

are the two first team coaches Matias has allowed him to have and they too have worried expressions on their 

faces. Stephen Lockwood, all round good guy and another former player was a classy centre back in his day. 

Injuries cut short his playing career but rather than give up Stephen took his retirement at the young age of 29 and 

worked as hard as any man Stuart has ever known to make himself a damn fine coach. The two have been friends 

for years and worked closely during Stuart's days as a youth team coach so it only made sense for him to be added 

to his temporary management team. Mark Clynch, the second visitor in his office was a more left field choice. In 

Stuart's opinion, Mark was never the most gifted of players, and on the days they are not talking that is a polite 

version of his feelings, but what he lacked in talent he made up for in determination and work rate. For seventeen 

years Mark managed to maximise his talent and be a regular first team player. He may drive Stuart crazy and often 

seems to find a tremendous joy in winding him up, but his straight down the line views and no nonsense approach 

to coaching make him a vital part of Colley's new team. 

 

Looking up at the pair Stuart tries his best to smile 'so anyone got any ideas as to what the hell we are going to do 

tonight?' he asks his coaches. Without missing a beat and in a straight enough voice that it is impossible to tell if 

he is joking or not Lockwood responds 'lose' before standing up from his chair and walking towards the back of 

the office.  

 

'First thing we should do is turn that crap off' Mark says while pointing at Stuarts music player. 'Elvis is not the 

answer to this problem' 

 

Not rising to his taunts Stuart leans across and switches the music off. 'And over the match?'  

 

'Well tonight is a free swing, it isn’t our team tonight.' Mark says, his face hard to read. 'It is his team tonight, we 

haven’t had time to even get our feet under the desk never mind change anything' smiling Mark can't help but 

point at Stuart before adding 'mind there wouldn’t be much room for the rest of us with you sitting there would 

there' he laughs before ducking out of the way of the pen Stuart launches back at him. 

 

'Oh fuck off Mark' Stuart replies while smiling. 'Mind you have a point over the team… what can we do in one 

training session?' 

 

'We do?' Stephen asks from the back of the room 'I don’t remember you even turning up never mind doing any 

training' 

 

Brilliant, my neck is the on the line and these two want to make jokes. 'Can we leave the funnies for later? We 

have a few hours before kick-off, an hour before the players arrive and we have literally no idea what the hell we 

are going to do' 

 

'Sounds about right' Mark replies before the three begin to put their heads together and work towards getting the 

result they need. 

 

An hour and forty five minutes later and Stuart is standing in front of twenty pairs of expectant eyes. The team 

sheet has been handed in, instructions have been passed down to each individual player and the warm ups are all 

done. It goes without saying that it was a disappointment to him to see the lack of attitude in some of these players 

faces. He had hoped that he could motivate them as he spoke, he had believed that a few moments one on one 

with him could lift the gloom surrounding them. Yet the more he spoke, the more the blank expressions turned 

from confused to disinterest. 'Can't blame them, I love the club but my eyes do the same when you start' Mark had 

helpfully said before leading the lambs to the slaughter and taking the side out for their on pitch warm up. It is 

funny to him but he didn’t see them. He doesn’t know how little these fuckers care. I can even see it now, I can see 

how much they don’t want to be here. God, you can smell the fear on them. Taking a deep breath Stuart claps his 

hands together before walking into the centre of the changing room. 'listen up boys' he shouts before giving what 

he hopes will be a speech capable of awakening the living dead. 'We are the underdogs tonight… we all know 

that. Nobody outside of this room gives us a hope of beating Liverpool. They all think we are waiting for Sunday 

and Newcastle… but we know better don’t we boys. We know how good we are, we know how much this game 

means to us and how far we are willing to go to get these points.' Turning around and gazing at the slumped over 



 
 

athletes sitting on the bright white benches Stuart is heartened to see his words making a few of the boys sit up 

and listen. I can do this. I can motivate these lads. I have always been a man who inspires others, whatever Mark 

says, and I can do it now. 'It is a sell out tonight, the people of this city are still with us, they still believe in us and 

we will not let them down!' As the alarm goes off above his head and the players begin to make their way out of 

the dressing room and into the tunnel Stephen leans in and whispers to Stuart 'that stuff about the city being with 

us… you haven’t been online today have you?'  

 

Confused Stuart confirms that he has not before continuing to slap the players on their backs and shout 

encouragement. 'Yeah, I might stay off line if I were you' Stephen smiles before making his way out of the 

dressing room and heading towards the dugout.  

 

Leeds City v Liverpool 

City of Leeds Stadium 

Attendance 37,500 

League Position 17th out of 20, One Place Above The Relegation Zone. 

 

He emerges from the tunnel and into the cauldron that is a Leeds City home game. To say the response he receives 

is muted would be a disappointing. He had visions of entering the stadium like his hero Elvis entered Vegas in 

1969. The crowd would come unglued at the very sight of him, Stuart Colley, the returning hero and saviour. He 

had half expected to have to wave to all four sides of the ground in order for the game to be played.  

 

But he doesn’t. 

 

Instead, there are a few, muted, cheers but mainly indifference as he makes his way towards his new seat in the 

home dug out. Ducking under the plastic roof Stuart nods at Mark and Stephen before doing up his large Leeds 

City jacket. This is it he thinks as the game kicks off ninety minutes to save my club. What could possibly go 

wrong? 

 

It doesn’t take long for Stuart to get his answer. Five minutes into his first game as manager he is standing, alone 

on the touch line when Darren Howe, one of the few surviving players from last season, is hacked down inside the 

penalty area. The crowd goes wild as the referee points towards the penalty spot. Leeds City Stadium is on 

tenterhooks if this goes in the crowd will begin to believe, all of the aggravation, in fighting and bad headlines, 

will disappear if Douglas Kay, a forward signed from Manchester United and who so far has managed a measly 

two goals in thirty games steps up to take the kick. 

 

Score… just fucking put your foot through the ball and smash it into the top corner. You can do it. Fuck it we all 

can do it… come on Dougie keep your head, keep your nerve and score. Please… please just score. 

 

FUCK. 

 

WHAT HAVE YOU DONE! 

 

Stuart doesn’t react as the misfiring striker decides to attempt to chip the ball into the net, but only manages to 

weakly kick the ball into the Liverpool goalkeepers hands. The collective groan of thirty-seven thousand fans is 

only drowned out but the cursing going on inside Stuart's head and the volley of abuse being launched from his 

coaching staff. ‘It’s SHIT!’ Mark screams in his ear ‘what more does he fucking need to score!’ he continues 

before the chewing gum in his mouth is launched onto the floor and he slumps off back into the dugout. ‘It will be 

ok’ Stephen whispers to Stuart ‘we have made one chance, we can make another.’ ‘Your right’ we both know you 

are wrong ‘it is still early, long time to go’ we have fucked it. That was our chance. 

 

Twenty minutes later and Stuart is still standing on the touch line but now he is having to deal with the weather on 

top of the performance of his team. For the past five minutes, the heavens have opened and now, despite this 

bloody coat saying it is waterproof he feels like a man who has forgotten to take his coat off before jumping in the 

shower. His team are fighting, he has to give them that at least but despite the improved attitude their lack of 

quality is there for all to see. Just keep the ball, it is bloody easy, pass to a man in our shirt and wait for another 

chance. Turning on his heels Stuart looks towards the bench and stretches out his hands in a symbol of surrender 

as Douglas once again falls over the ball and allows Liverpool to break at Leeds quickly. ‘Don’t just fucking 

moan, do something about it you useless sod’ a fan sitting behind the dugout screams at him what would you like 

me to do pal? Turn back time and buy someone else? Turn the shit bag of a forward I have into a confident, 

talented striker in the seven hours I have had the job? Maybe I should have found someone else to buy the club 



 
 

instead, someone who had a clue what they are doing and how to run an English club. Yeah that’s what I should 

have done you massive tosser but Stuart doesn’t react, instead, he turns back towards the game just in time to see 

Liverpool blow another opportunity and once again let Leeds off the hook.  

 

He doesn’t know how, hell no one in the ground does but when the referee puts his whistle to his lips and blows 

for half time Stuart and Leeds are still clinging on to this nil each draw and clinging on to a precious point. 

 

From his vantage point in the famous Leeds City Kop, Martin Taylor has so far managed to shout himself hoarse. 

Waving his phone over his head he is desperately trying to get a signal in order to find out the other Premier 

League results. ‘What do you think of that then’ Phil, the man who sits next to him asks while sneaking past him 

on the way to the bar. ‘Better’ Martin replies before giving up on the phone and putting it back in his pocket. 

‘Yeah but is it good enough’ Phil shouts back, the pair exchanging worried glances. It is true, Martin has been 

impressed with the effort Stuart seems to have gotten from this shell of a team, but with the second half to come 

and Liverpool growing more and more in control as the half went on he, like the rest of the Leeds fans, is praying 

that Colley has something up his sleeve in order to stop the tide. ‘Come on Stuart’ he whispers to himself 

‘everything is forgiven if you bloody pull this off.’ 

 

There are several of you that I despise more than anybody I have ever met in my life. Two or three of you are a 

disgrace to your profession, to the badge and the history of this club. If I could I would take at least two of you off 

and hope that the kids on the bench manage to work hard enough to back up the other players who at least give a 

fuck. ‘Good half boys’ Stuart says into the quiet Leeds dressing room ‘we are matching them all over the pitch and 

they are getting frustrated to be fair I would be frustrated if I hadn’t scored against us so I don’t blame them. ‘We 

only have one and a half games to go, lads, I know it is hard, I know it has been a tough season but I am asking 

you to dig deep and go again. Give that crowd out there another forty five minutes of work rate and effort and they 

will back you to the end lads.’ Looking up Stuart sees the smile on Stephens' face and the entire dressing room lets 

out a gigantic cheer as Lockwood informs them that Newcastle are losing 2-0 away to Nottingham. ‘One goal 

from safety’ Mark says when the cheering settles down and Stuart, feeling confident for the first time today begins 

to give out instructions for the second half. ‘Dougie we are taking you off mate, we want something different up 

front in the second half’ something different like a striker with talent or one who at least gives a shit.  

 

‘You're taking me off’ Douglas shouts, his face now red with anger. ‘I am your best player and you are taking me 

off… what the fuck?’ 

 

‘Best player… we are fucked then’ Stephen says back to the petulant sod ‘I wouldn’t bother even changing your 

shirt, let's be honest you haven’t put enough effort in to even begin sweating yet’ Lockwood continues while Mark 

does his best to hide the smile on his face. ‘Ah fuck the lot of you, you bunch of fucking amateurs, I am out of this 

club in three weeks anyway’ Kay shouts before jumping to his feet and storming out of the dressing room.  

 

How the fuck did that happen? We had a positive bit of news… something to hang our hats on and then this 

happens. This club is fucked, it is cursed, nothing bloody good ever happens to us. ‘Forget him boys’ Stuart shouts 

over the sound of Douglas cursing his way down the long tunnel ‘we have a job to do and we are going to do it 

aren’t we! Come on I said we are going to do it aren’t we!’  

 

Collectively the team reply ‘Yes boss’ before lacing up their boots and making their way out for the second half. 

Stuart remains seated in the empty room for a few seconds after they have all gone. He has always liked to be in 

here alone, it is a place he feels confident and at home in. Most of the best memories of his life have started with 

him changing in rooms like this and walking out onto a football field, with his mates, to go and have a simple 

game of football. Over the years it has often felt to him like the rest of the world took this sport so serious because 

they didn’t know the true beauty of the game. The money and the headlines didn’t used to matter, it was just a 

game of football to be enjoyed and hopefully won. Yet now as he hears the whistle go and the crowd roar for the 

beginning of the second half Stuart knows he himself has lost sight of all of this. For the past six months, he has 

slowly allowed himself to be dragged into the never ending cycle of news headlines, PR exercises and money 

making schemes. Winning on a Saturday has now become a way to help gain social media followers or shift 

merchandise. The idea of fighting for the guys in the stands and battling for a pride in your club has been lost in 

the pursuit of making the brand successful. Well no more. Standing and walking towards the door Stuart finally 

has a strut in his step. I am Stuart Colley and this is my bloody club. They will listen to me, they will follow my 

instructions and we will save this oil tanker from sinking. We have two games of bloody football to play that is all, 

why can’t we win one! 

 



 
 

As he jogs up the tunnel he passes Sue Dodgson, the clubs long term masseuse ‘go get us these bloody points 

Stuart’ she says while patting him on the back ‘I need a job next week so for god sake don’t let us get relegated’ ‘I 

won’t Sue’ Stuart says before turning and walking back out into the ground bloody hell, that is the first time I have 

said we won't get relegated out loud and meant it, things must be looking up! 

 

Word of the substitution and the walkout have spread all over social media by the time the second half kicks off. 

Martin, unlike most people in the ground, still can’t get a signal but now thanks to Phil knows all about the 

Newcastle score and Douglas rumours. ‘Big decision’ he says to Phil ‘I mean he isn't much but to put a kid on in a 

game like this… risky’ Taylor says without once taking his eyes away from the game. ‘Better hope he has got it 

right’ Phil replies while gazing down at his phone ‘fucking hell’ he sighs ‘Newcastle have just scored… come on 

Leeds!’  

 

‘You know like you said you didn’t want to know what is going on in the Newcastle match’ Mark asks Stuart the 

moment he takes his seat in the dugout ‘yeah’ Colley replies his heart in his mouth as he watches Liverpool run 

through a car sized hole in his defence ‘so you don’t want to know that they have just scored’ Mark says, several 

of the players sitting next to him unable to stop themselves sniggering. ‘You’re an idiot’ Stuart responds before 

climbing out of the dug out and doing his best to give encouragement on the side-lines. ‘What did you say now?’ 

Lockwood asks before a worried look returns to his face at the mention of the goal in Nottingham. 

 

Forty Minutes Later 

 

In all of his years on earth, Stuart has never experienced loneliness like this. Standing pitch side of a half empty 

Leeds City Stadium the rain has now stuck his grey hair to his head. The coat which had at least protected him a 

little from the rain was thrown into the dugout in temper after the third Liverpool goal leaving him to spend the 

last thirty minutes in the cold and rain with just a white shirt to help keep him dry. No one and nothing can help 

him now. Both Mark and Stephen have stood by his side for periods during this horror show but his silent, none 

responsive stance has seen both give up. Even the encouraging smile from his sister Julie, who is seated a few 

rows back from the Leeds dugout did nothing to lift the gloom. How could it, he is the manager so whatever the 

circumstances he is responsible for Leeds City losing the second half five goals to nil. It was he who took off a 

fifteen million pound striker and replaced him with a sixteen year old from the youth team. He gave Alan Gilbert 

his chance today and the fact that he lasted just seven minutes before receiving a red card for elbowing the 

Liverpool left back in the face will be used to beat him up tonight, tomorrow and every day for the rest of his 

career. The fans, his fans least we forget, have already made their mind up. There is very few if any, worse job 

appraisals then the sound of thirty odd thousand people who have paid to see you shouting ‘YOU DON’T KNOW 

WHAT YOUR DOING’ at your changes or ‘GET OUT OF OUR CLUB YOU DON’T CARE WHAT WE 

THINK SO GET OUT OF OUR CLUB.’ Even now as he turns towards the fans and sees several of them extend 

their middle fingers and shout all sorts of lovely complements at him Stuart can’t help but feel that this is all 

somehow a wind up. I will wake up in a minute. I will be back home in my bed, Elvis will be on the CD player and 

I will be nothing more than a youth coach. This can’t be real. I can’t have lost twenty years' worth of good will in 

just one game. No, no it has to be a dream, well a nightmare. Please wake up now Stuart. Come on sit up and go 

to the café over the road and get some breakfast. Please wake up. Please don’t let this be real. 

 

The sound of the fifteen thousand people booing at the top of their lungs when the final whistle is blown confirms 

once and for all to Stuart that this isn’t a dream. He is very much awake, yet somehow stuck in the middle of the 

biggest nightmare of his life. 

 

For the tenth time in the last half an hour, Martin shakes his head, looks up at the roof of the stand and says ‘why 

did he bring on a bloody kid’ out loud. Normally there would be no one happier to see a youngster given a chance 

than Taylor, but when the lad is clearly out of his depth the decision to throw him into a game as big as this seems 

incredibly stupid. ‘They all lost their bottle’ Phil replies when the final whistle goes and the pair begin to make 

their way out. Neither join in with the booing or the abuse that is being shouted at the few players who attempt to 

walk towards them nor clap, instead, the pair keep their hands in their pocket and their heads down while quickly 

walking to the end of their row and down the stairway. ‘All comes down to Sunday now doesn’t it’ Phil says 

while saying goodbye to his long term seat neighbour. ‘Yeah and on the back of that I haven’t got a bloody clue 

how we are going to get out of this’ Taylor says before the pair shake hands and head towards their cars. It will be 

a long few days for both and the pain they are currently feeling can only be fixed by the team they both love 

finding a way to somehow beat this. Sitting in his car and gazing out of the window Martin can feel the anger 

building up inside of himself. Grabbing his phone he loads up @martinmarty1974 and types ‘No heart and no guts 

in the team. No integrity in the management… what chance do we really have? #disgrace #wewantourclubback 

 



 
 

As he turns the key in the ignition and pulls out of the car park the tweet receives the first of the seven hundred re-

tweets and likes it will have before he even reaches home. 

 

There is silence in the Leeds changing room. A combination of their own performance and the news of 

Newcastle's comeback has taken what little spirit they had and broken it. All of the players who played today are 

still sat on the wooden benches in their kits. Nobody has gone for a shower or changed into their club suits. 

Nobody has the energy to. As a squad, they are failures, men who have underachieved and now find themselves in 

the relegation zone, just one game away from the unthinkable. Even the quick witted Mark Clynch is sat in 

stunned silence, his head down, his eyes focusing intently on his black trainers. He like everyone else is struggling 

to understand just how quickly that game slipped out of control. Stuart who now resembles a drowned rat is in the 

corner of the room his eyes taking in the sight of the players in front of him. ‘The press are waiting for you’ Elaine 

says to him while gently tapping him on the shoulder. I bet they are. I bet they can’t wait for this. Standing and 

making his way across to Alan Gilbert who is sitting next to Stephen with a shocked look on his face Stuart drops 

to his knees so he can look the kid in the eye. ‘Sorry mate’ he says in a voice so low it is difficult for Alan to hear 

‘I put you out there before you are ready. I got it wrong today Alan and we are both going to have to pay for 

that.’‘ S…so…sorry gaffa’ Alan manages to blurt about before dropping his spotty face into his hands and starting 

to wail. ‘Look after him’ Stuart says to Mark and Stephen before walking back into the middle of the dressing 

room. ‘You gave up today. It got hard after the sending off and each and every one of you packed up and fucked 

off home rather than roll up your sleeves and dig in. We have one game left and if I don’t see some changes in the 

week I promise you each and every one of you will be watching it at home on the TV. Go home tonight and look 

in the mirror lads, see if you can work out just where the fuck you’ve all gone wrong!’ he shouts before turning 

around and storming out of the room. You went too far. You can’t alienate them. You are going to need them on 

Sunday… but then again I had to say something. I had to let them know that, that shit just isn’t going to fly 

anymore. God, I hope I haven’t gone too far… and that they have taken on my words and do what I ask. Jesus, I 

don’t even know what I want anymore... What chance do they have? As the internal battle rages on Stuart is hit 

with the heat of several large lights pointing directly at him. He can’t see the source of the lights, only the camera 

in front of him. This is just what I need, a live microphone and an identity crisis, maybe if I tell them all I am Don 

Revie they will believe me and leave me alone. He has just got through shaking hands with Leanne Phillips, the 

journalist who despite her smile he knows will soon be trying to dig him into a deeper hole than he is in already 

when Elaine tugs on his sleeve and hands him a note. Reading quickly he can feel his blood begin to boil ‘no walk 

out talk – protect the asset. Blame the kid, not the big name player. Talk tomorrow ML’ screwing the paper up and 

throwing it on the floor Stuart turns to argue with Elaine but he doesn’t have time before the camera is turned on 

and a microphone is rammed into his face. 

 

From the side of the advertising board, Elaine can do nothing but pick up the bit of paper and hold her breath. As 

she does her best to give Stuart a positive and happy smile she is relieved to notice Sue pop up next to her and 

gently touch her hand. ‘He will do fine’ Sue whispers ‘God I hope so… I really hope so’ Elaine replies before the 

pair fall silent and pay attention to Stuart Colley’s first post-game interview. 

 

Leanne – So Stuart, a tough start to your managerial career. Where did it all go wrong? 

 

Stuart – It is hard to pin point an exact moment but obviously something went very badly wrong tonight. There are 

a few positives we can take but all in all a very disappointing night. What a tit I sound. Disappointing night… 

positives we can take… my God, I sound like a tosser. 

 

Leanne – Would the first half be the positives, there didn’t seem to be much positive in the second half? 

 

Stuart – why ask the bloody question if you already have the answer?!?! Yes, the battle and the fight in the first 

half has at least given us something to work with, and we will be needing that and a lot more come the Newcastle 

game. 

 

Leanne – Your substitution at half-time and the two you made in the second half have come under scrutiny from a 

lot of the crowd. How do you feel about the decision to send your player off and the crowd's reaction in general? 

 

Stuart – The crowd are perfectly entitled to react however they want the bastards but I guess if they are going to 

turn on someone I would rather it be me than the players well maybe the chairman rather than the players the 

sending off was the correct decision for me.  

 

Leanne – Do you think the lad let you down and is the dismissal and storming out of Douglas Kay a classic 

example of the free fall the club is in? 



 
 

 

Stuart – The lad didn’t let us down, he made a mistake, we all do and he will learn from it and hopefully come 

back stronger. I think what happened in the minutes before the substitution and the rest of the game is a lot more 

of a problem than a young lad doing something rash. Come on… take the bait… ask the right question. 

 

Leanne – when you say before the substitution are you confirming that there was an incident with Douglas? 

 

Stuart – That a girl! I do not want to talk about Douglas or anything that did or didn’t happen in the dressing 

room. In fact, I would rather focus on the players who are with us than those that are not. 

 

Jumping to attention Elaine quickly signals to Leanne that the interview is over before taking Stuart by the arm 

and walking him out of the club. ‘You will get me in bloody trouble Colley’ she laughs while punching him gently 

in the arm. ‘Sod them both, besides what are they going to do sack me’ he laughs before saying his goodbyes and 

making his way towards his car. He is almost at the door when a red sports car pulls up next to him and winds 

down the window. There in the driver's seat is Mark Clynch, his daughter Martha, who works in the clubs ticket 

office, sitting next to him in the passenger's seat. ‘Martha wants me to thank you for getting her sacked’ Mark 

smiles ‘they always lay off the admin staff when a club goes down so she knows to blame you when she gets her 

P45’ the pair exchange more gallows humour while Martha protests that she never actually said the words her 

father has just put in her mouth. ‘She is just polite, trust me when she saw you came on the TV she snorted with 

anger at the sight of your big dopey head’  

 

‘You watched the interview?’ 

 

‘Yeah well there is nothing else on at this time of night?’ 

 

‘What are we going to do Mark? How are we going to fix this?’ 

 

‘We are going to get up and come to work in the morning. There is nothing else we can do. One win will do it. I 

always had us down to lose tonight when I worked out all the results a few weeks ago, I knew it would come 

down to Newcastle.’ 

 

For twenty years I have listened to him and his crazy predications… and the daft sod has never got them right yet. 

Twenty years of listening to him predicating the results of the entire division and coming up with a theory as to 

how we can still achieve things… and yet despite this, I am still going to ask him the question I know he wants me 

to! ‘So do we beat Newcastle?’ 

 

‘Of course, we do’ Mark smiles at his old friend ‘of course we do’. ‘Did you really watch my interview? How do 

you think I did?’ Pausing for a second Mark thinks carefully about his next words ‘well’ he eventually says ‘you 

looked like a bigger idiot than you do in real life’ are his parting words before winding up the window and driving 

away from Stuart and towards the exit. ‘Tosser’ Stuart says towards the back of the car before walking up to his 

BMW and throwing his bag onto the back seat. Turning on the phone that has been sitting there for most of the 

day he ignores all of the red alerts flashing at him there will be plenty of time for those when I get home and 

instead pushes the button to ring his sister. The pair talk for fifteen minutes but try as she might Julie cannot 

convince him to come and spend the night with her. ‘I am not going to be good company. I just want to go home, 

watch the DVD of the game and sulk over the result but thank you for the offer’ he says before disconnecting the 

call and once again turning off the phone. Fuck the world. Fuck the media, the fans and the shit they will be 

writing about me. I am still here fighting for them but right now I want nothing more than a bath and some loud 

music. 

 

Turning up the volume on the cars CD player Stuart takes the long route home, it allows him to think a little, to 

clear the cobwebs from his mind but most importantly it allows him to play From Elvis is Memphis, twice, before 

he reaches his front door. 

 

Half an hour later and Stuart is laying in a warm bath. As he watches the steam rise up from the water the tension 

he has felt since the sending off begins to float away from him. Slowly he pushes himself down into the large bath 

tub and submerges his entire head below the water. It is good down here, nothing can get him while he stays under 

the water. Nobody is chanting about me or calling me a wanker down here. There are no lunatic Spanish men 

forcing me to do things I don’t want to do or over paid tosspots going into business for themselves. I wish I could 

stay here, just me and Elvis the Duck – should I really have a rubber duck at my age… fuck it my bath my rules… 

the duck doesn’t chant at me or ask me a bloody stupid question. Everything is easy when it is just me and the 



 
 

little yellow duck. When he was just a boy Stuart would daydream in the bath and try to think of ways to get to 

America. One time, when he was six or seven Stuart had used his child logic to see how long it would take him to 

save up his pocket money to be able to afford a fan club trip to Vegas to see The King. The bath it seems was 

where he did his most out there thinking. Yet as he re-emerges from the water and opens his eyes he still has no 

idea of what to do with this mess that has fallen into his lap.  

 

Stepping out of the bath and walking into his large front room Stuart carries the duck with him. Sitting it down on 

the coffee table by his large window that overlooks the courtyard below he rubs his finger over the smooth yellow 

plastic. 'Do you want to be my assistant' he asks the silent duck 'mind you couldn’t do a job worse than Mark’ he 

laughs before slumping into the old, cream sofa and pressing play on the DVD he set up earlier. As the match 

unfolds he finds himself subconsciously edging closer and closer to the edge of the seat. It is only when the third 

Liverpool goal goes in and the crowd reaction becomes so hostile that the hairs on his hands and neck begin to sit 

up that Stuart sits back and switches off the game. There is nothing to learn by watching it. No hidden secrets in 

this performance. The team had done what it could and battled for a while but the second things had started to go 

wrong they had buckled and gone down with the ship. There are no tactical changes he can make to fix that. This 

is about attitude over talent and in order to sort that Stuart knows he is going to have to sort his own sulking out. 

Flicking through the channels a smile come across his face when an old episode of the game show 'Pointless' 

comes on. He loves this show and not just because the title matches my managerial career so far. That's right, get 

all of that out of your system. Sulk tonight. Paddy tonight. But tomorrow wake up ready and willing to fight. I 

don’t have time for self-pity. In fact, I don’t really have any time for anything but the making of a bloody miracle. 

It is half past three in the morning and Stuart is half way through the second episode of pointless when the heavy 

feeling in his eyes finally gets the better of him. Slowly he moves into the bedroom and sets his alarm for half past 

six. There will be time to rest after Newcastle he thinks before finally drifting off into a light, nightmare filled 

sleep. 

 

The moment Martin gets home he throws his bag down onto the kitchen floor and goes directly to the dining room 

table. It only takes his laptop a few minutes to load up, but in his current mood, the wait is almost intolerable. 

'Come on your bloody thing' he moans as the blue loading screen lights up the otherwise dark living room. 

Finally, and after several moans, Martin has managed to open up a word document and begins to type away his 

match report for @martinmarty1974. 

 

A Shameful Performance from a 'Team' who are heading quickly into the abyss. 
 

In a season full of low points Leeds City managed to create another, spectacular one this evening. In a 
game built up by the clubs media department as 'must win' and 'the return of a legend', the team, 
management and owner seemed to enjoy trying to outdo each other in disgracing the club they 
represent. My views on the chairman and our current manager's press conference have already been 
aired but somehow Stuart, a man I have previously idolised for his brave performances and 
representation of Leeds City, has tonight shown himself to be nothing more than a puppet manager 
placed in a job he is bitterly unqualified for. Ignoring his strange, and in my opinion, game changing 
decision to throw on a young lad during the biggest game of the season, Colleys refusal to criticise a 
player who has apparently stormed out on us all is a cowardly move designed to do nothing but keep 
himself in the good graces of the clubs management. Indeed Colley, who had no problem telling us all 
that our opinion counted for nothing earlier, refused to answer the question choosing instead to offer 
half baked, fluff answers. 'I want to talk about the players that are with us' he said, well on that display it 
won't take you long Stuart. 
 
As for the match itself what more can be said than what has already been written? I have heard several 
fans phone into talk shows and claim that if the penalty had gone in we would have won the game… get 
real kids. This side has shown time and time again that no matter what is at stake they have no bottle or 
heart. The performance on the pitch sadly only matched the management of the club... shambolic. We 
have a few days before the Newcastle game and one last chance for redemption. Can we do it? Well, 
everything I have seen so far says no, not a chance in hell, but football is a funny old game. The one 
thing you can be sure of is that I and the rest of you will turn up on Sunday with hope in our hearts and 
dream of a miracle and from what we have seen so far this season that is exactly what it will take to get 
us out of this mess. So get praying, boys and girls pray that someone is looking down on us or that 
inspiration is found from somewhere. Pray for a football miracle, but whatever you do, don’t hold your 
breath waiting for it. 
 

 



 
 

 

Chapter 03 

Suspicious Minds and A Date With Destiny. 

 

Sitting in his office under the west stand at the City of Leeds Stadium Stuart Colley gazes past Mark's head and 

looks at the clock on the wall. It is half past one, one and a half hours until kick off. Ninety minutes before the 

game that will determine his legacy and hopefully save both the football club and his reputation. 'I still think this 

is a mistake' Stephen Lockwood says from his position at the back of the room, leaning against a large green filing 

cabinet. 'The guy has spent the past four days insulting us and stirring trouble. Scott shows me the stuff he posts 

and he really has it in for you mate.' The Scott in question is Stephens's son, a university student and Leeds City 

season ticket holder. Scott, unlike his father, is active on social media and as a result, has read almost all of the 

critical and at times personal articles Martin Taylor has published about the current Leeds City management team. 

'Know your enemy' Stuart responds from behind the desk. 'He wants to write about me and call me all the names 

under the sun, the least he can do is find out who we really are'. It is one of a series of decisions Stuart has made 

over the past few day’s which he hopes will turn his luck around.  

 

'So what is he going to do, just watch us and write about what he sees?' Mark asks a confused look on his face. 'I 

don’t get it, why would anyone in the club allow this to happen? We haven’t had a day yet without one of these 

little shits sulking or fighting us every step of the way.' 

 

Before Stuart can answer a knock at the door forces all three of them to twist their heads towards the sound. 

Standing up from his large leather chair and making his way towards the door a mischievous smile appears on 

Stuarts face. 'They can't say no if you don’t ask' he says as his hand reaches out and pulls down the handle, just 

before he yanks open the large brown door he turns to Mark 'sometimes it is better to be sorry than ask permission' 

he quips before allowing Martin Taylor to enter the room. 'Nice to finally meet you Martin' Stuart says while 

holding out his hand I mean not having met you hasn’t stopped you calling me all the names under the sun 'I hope 

that by the time you leave the ground today you will have a little better understanding of what we have tried to do' 

Stuart continues while leading their guest towards the chair opposite his desk.  

 

'Oh we are fucked' Mark says while standing and making his way back towards Stephen. 'Not to go all Dad's 

Army on you but we are bloody doomed' Stephen replies, the pair working hard to not laugh. 

 

Martin Taylor cannot believe that he is really here. Just three hours ago he was sitting nervously in his front room 

worrying about today's game. A phone call on his mobile phone, however, changed everything when Elaine 

Lindley invited him to attend today's game as a guest of the manager. 'Stuart would like for you to report on what 

you see and hear' Elaine had said 'rather than the stories coming second hand he would like for you to be in the 

ground and see for yourself what is going on inside the club.' Well, what choice did he have, of course, he was 

going to do it. 'Just to confirm I have unlimited access today?' he asks, still doubting that the promises Elaine and 

Stuart have made will come true. 'Wherever I go, you go' Stuart says while holding out his hands. 'You will have a 

seat in the stand just behind the dugout but you will be with us from now until the time we leave the ground.' And 

if that doesn’t show you how wrong you are nothing bloody will. 'And the interview with you and the coaches?'  'I 

think we best conduct that now don’t you. We don’t have long before the game so it's best to get it out of the way. 

We can do another after the game if you have any further questions?' 

 

Pushing himself away from the cabinet and walking towards the door Stephen shakes his head at Stuart's words. 'I 

won't be taking part in any interview' he says while opening the door 'the lies this guy has written about us all are 

disgusting. I sort of understand why you are doing this, but if you want me to sit down and chat with him… I'm 

sorry but I can't be doing that.' 

 

Following behind him Mark echoes his sentiments before slamming the door, loudly behind him. Well, this has 

started well. 'I can't say I blame them, they are nothing if they are not principled' Stuart says as a way of excusing 

his coaches. 'What have I said that is a lie?' a clearly defensive Martin asks. 'Well, you have written three times 

that I said I don’t care about the fans opinion, not sure those words came from my mouth' and you bloody know it 

as well you tosser 'but hopefully we can right those wrongs today eh?' 

 

Reaching into his bag and taking out his notepad Martin can feel his face turning red. He had expected the trio to 

be hostile, he has blasted them pretty badly since they got the job, but he had hoped that they would understand 

why and at least try and explain themselves. To just storm out doesn't seem very professional to him. 'Well I guess 

we should start at the beginning then Stuart, seen as how you have refused to do press interviews since the 

Liverpool game, can you let us, the fans know just what has been going on in the club?' 



 
 

 

From his seat behind his desk, a dark shadow passes over Stuart's eyes. Where to start he thinks. Briefly, he 

doubts himself but it is an emotion he doesn’t allow to last long. I know what I have to do. It is time, to tell the 

truth. 'Well first I have to point out to you that I never said I don’t care about the fans opinion' Stuart says while 

pushing buttons on his phone, after a few failed attempts, new technology and him are never going to be best 

friends, the clip from the press conference begins to play and Matias and his outspoken words begin to come out 

of the small speaker. When the clip is finished Stuart puts the phone back on the desk and makes eye contact with 

Martin 'You can say that I should have argued with him, although I doubt you or anyone else in that position 

would have spoken up. You can even say that I should have responded before now but you cannot accuse me of 

saying those words ever again. Now as for not speaking to the media…there is a long, long story behind that so I 

hope you are comfortable.' 

 

Wednesday Morning – Four Days Ago or, as the Leeds City fans know it, the day after Liverpool. 

 

'What the bloody hell did you think you were playing it?' Matias Lopez shouts at a dejected Stuart Colley. The 

pair have been locked in Matias office for the past fifteen minutes, the smiling face of Douglas Kay and his agent 

David Lewis are the only other people present. Bite your tongue. Don’t say anything stupid, just get out of this 

office with your job so you can at least put things right but it is difficult. Stuart, with only a few hours broken 

sleep, has once again been forced to miss training in order to attend a meeting with these three cretins. On top of 

that Colley has had to listen to Kay and Lewis bleat on and complain, for the past ten minutes, about how poorly 

Douglas was treated last night. 'He is a Scottish international' Lewis said 'and a player who has reached the very 

top of his profession by playing at Manchester United. For him to be humiliated like this by being substituted at 

half time and then hung out to dry in a press conference is so disrespectful. Is it any wonder Mr Lopez that we are 

being forced to consider the offers from West Ham and Tottenham? They at least would find a way to get the best 

out of my wonderfully talented client' 

 

Wonderfully talented? You are an overweight donkey who got lucky. A product of the famous United youth 

academy who got to the top stopped working and now at the age of twenty four is about to find out that the only 

way is down for him. You had the chance to make it here, the chance to be a club legend and you're so short 

sighted and up your own arse, you'll never be able to see it. Stuart didn’t respond to the comments, instead, he 

picked at a stray thread on his trousers and allowed the ranting to continue. It is only when Matias asks him a 

direct question that he feels the inclination to speak. 'What was I thinking?' he replies, the anger evident in his 

voice 'I was thinking that I made a mistake leaving him on until half time'.  

 

The look of horror that passes between player and agent is a scant reward to Stuart but he does find himself 

enjoying their reaction to his little wind up. 'ENOUGH' Matias shouts while jumping to his feet. 'I paid millions 

for this boy and I pay him a fucking fortune every week and it is about time you found a way to get him to 

produce the goods!' 

 

Yes, the one game I have had should have been enough to fix years of his under achieving. 'I hardly think that is 

fair' Stuart says but before he can continue he is shocked by the sight of Matias sweeping his hand across his desk 

knocking a large cup of coffee flying against the wall. 'I don’t give a fuck what you think!' he screams 'this boy is 

too expensive to be humiliated. You will go now, the pair of you to the training ground and you will find a way to 

make this work. I SAID GO NOW!' 

 

The three men are at the door, about to exit the office when Matias shouts 'and Colley from now on you have a 

zero talking to the press policy. Win the fucking game Sunday but before that keep, it shut' he says while 

theatrically pulling his finger across his lips. Oh fuck. How in the bloody hell did this situation just manage to get 

worse? 

 

There is silence in the car as the three men are quickly driven across town to Leeds City's impressive training 

facilities. A sky news camera captures Stuart and Douglas as they enter the building and soon the internet is filled 

with more stories of the pair working things out. Some claim that Colley has backed down, others report that 

Douglas has begged the club to give him one more chance. But none know the truth.  

 

'Nice of you to show up' Mark jokes as Stuart makes his way out of the changing room and onto the training pitch. 

'Don't start ok, it has been a shitty morning'. Mark doesn’t need to ask why instead he stands open mouthed and 

watches as Douglas Kay jogs out of the locker room and winks at him while making his way onto the pitch. 'Calm 

down lads' the arrogant prick shouts 'I am back to save you all.' 

 



 
 

'What the fuck is he doing here?'  

 

'Matias ordered it. Says we have to find a way to get him to score and play well on Sunday' 

 

'So should we arrange a game against the under tens then?' Mark jokes, but when Stuart doesn’t reply his words 

don’t seem so funny to him anymore. 'You are joking right, you know we can't pick him against Newcastle?' 

 

Stuart hears his friend's words but he doesn’t reply. Instead, he walks onto the pitch and calls a team meeting. You 

fuckers are the reason we are going down. You are everything that is wrong with modern football. 'Last night was 

a disaster. The emotion got to us and we all made mistakes, but it is gone now, finished. We have to find a way to 

make this work lads because Newcastle are flying at the moment. They will think they are turning up to beat us 

and finish their own great escape… but we are going to do something about that aren’t we? We are going to roll 

up our sleeves and out work them, out fight them and when the chances come we are going to outscore them 

aren’t we?!' 

 

When his words receive a muted response Stuart's heart sinks. Even now you can't do it, can you? You can't even 

fake enthusiasm. My God this is hopeless. 'Ok then, let's get to work' he orders before standing on the side-line and 

watching eighteen professional footballers go through the motions. 

 

Things do not improve much over the following few days. Every session begins with either Stuart, Mark or 

Stephen giving a pep talk to the players but their words much like the sessions they are putting on are largely 

ignored by the spoilt brats. Even the one on one meetings that Colley and his team had with the individual players 

didn’t seem to work. One word answers, no eye contact and the stench of fear on all of them. By Saturday 

afternoon the three of them where sick of the sight of the team. It was easier to name the players they didn’t want 

to pick than those they did and that is never a good thing and despite tailoring the extra training sessions around 

him none of them had a bloody clue what to do about Douglas Kay. 'It might help if he tried a bit' Stephen 

commented as the trio walked across the training ground towards the under twenty-one's game they had decided to 

stay behind and watch. 'All anyone has heard for three days is that he is out of here soon, it can't be doing much 

for the spirit in the group.' 'Oh, I don’t know' Mark piped up 'every time he talks about leaving it cheers me right 

up' his joke breaking the ice and allowing the three friends to laugh the rest of the walk. 

 

The trio continued to laugh during the match. The tension of the past few days seemed to be lifted as they enjoyed 

watching the Leeds youngsters playing with the pride and spirit they had spent the past year installing in all of 

them. 'We couldn’t do much worse than pick this lot against Newcastle' Stephen had commented when a full 

blooded tackle went in. 'Even if they lost they would at least go down battling.' 

 

'We can’t do that boys' Stuart replied without taking his eyes away from the game. The chairman has said that the 

assets must be protected, it is not worth our jobs to drop any of the big names and go with the kids. 'The chairman 

has said that the assets must be bloody protected, it is not worth our jobs to drop any of that lot for the kids' there 

he had said it, and not just in his head for once. It is hard to say if it was the sound of his own voice or the 

arguments that came from his friends that highlighted how disgusting a sentence he had just said but by the time 

Colley returned to his office late yesterday afternoon, his mind was made up. 'Fuck our jobs' Mark said 'the future 

of the club is on the line!' Stephen had continued. 'Besides, once that team sheet is in and we have kicked off what 

can he really do? You have one game left I guess it is up to you to decide if you stick with the same old same old, 

which you know won't work, or if you grow a set and take a chance' are the words Stephen left him with before 

they departed, leaving him alone to brood. 

 

It was another night without sleep, the fourth in a row, but there will be lots of time to sleep when the season is 

over. Not wanting to lay about in bed Colley had forced himself to drive to the ground and lock himself way in his 

office at half past four this morning. With the CD player stacked up and Elvis, Springsteen and The Stones 

blasting out of the small boom box under his desk Stuart spent the rest of the morning watching youth team games 

on DVD, singing along to the music while writing page after pages of notes. It was half past seven before he even 

looked up and saw the time but rather than tired Colley had felt more energised than at any point since he was 

forced into this bloody job. Despite the early hour he had contacted Elaine and given her the name of several 

members of the youth team who he wanted to arrive at the ground for when the team meeting started today, his 

work done Stuart had walked over to the dressing room and stood under the hot shower for the better part of an 

hour. Finally, when he was certain of what he wanted to do he had walked back to his office, summoned his two 

coaches and spent the rest of the morning discussing how they are going to beat Newcastle. 

 



 
 

'So you are happy for me to write about all of this?' a shocked Martin says when Stuart has finished giving him the 

full story. 'Report what you want, just report the truth and I won't have a problem. Now if you don’t mind I think it 

is about time we made our way across to the changing rooms.' Without waiting for a response Stuart jumps to his 

feet and leads Martin down the long and winding corridor that leads to the home dressing room. They can hear the 

sound of music as they approach and the first thing Stuart does when inside is walk up to the CD player and hit the 

pause button. 'Bloody modern rubbish' he says under his breath before walking into the centre of the room and 

demanding that the overcrowded room listens to him. 'First things first Douglas, you don’t want to be here mate? 

You can't wait for this to be over so you can get another move to another club that will quickly become sick of 

your lazy shitty attitude? Well, let me make this painless for you, get your bag and get out of my dressing room. 

You are dropped pal!' When the player doesn’t move, choosing instead to sit by his number 10 shirt with his 

mouth open Mark decides to lean in close to him and say 'in case you didn’t hear him he said you are not needed 

today, or if you prefer my way of putting it fuck off pal'. 

 

'My agent will be hearing about this' Kay says as he gathers up his gear 'you three will never work in football 

again' is his parting shot while he departs the home dressing room for what everybody is certain will be the last 

time. 'I will miss him' Stephen says from the back of the room and Stuart has to work hard to stop a few of the 

players chatting and laughing about what they have just seen. 'Now I am going to make myself as clear as I can be 

boys if you don’t want to play today, if you don’t have the fight for the club get your stuff and go. I don’t need, or 

want passengers today, if I have to I will pick me, Stephen and Mark at least I know that us three will run 

ourselves into the ground for that badge' 

 

No one speaks and absolutely no one attempts to leave. Oh, I have got you now. You will listen to me, you will do 

as I say and we will win this damn game! 'Right now get yourselves changed and ready to go. Mark will be 

leading you through your warm ups which you will apply yourself to as if it was the game itself. We are making 

four changes today, Cornette you are up front. You want a chance to prove to people you are good enough? Well, 

go get them. That's the hard one, the decision me, Stephen and Mark argued about most of the morning. If we 

hadn’t lost the kid on Tuesday I would have picked Gower, damn it I should be picking Gower but with him only 

returning to training two days ago and last Tuesday fresh in everyone's memory I just don’t have the balls to do it. 

Or do I… No, no I don't. Let's stick the kid on the bench and pray to god that Cornette is as good as he seems to 

think he is. Sanderson and Mitchel, you are back in the middle of the pitch. You know your jobs, you did them 

well enough last season and we need more of the same from you today. Gower, you are on the bench son. Get 

warmed up with the others, if you are needed I will have no fear at all in throwing you on. Those are just words, 

you don’t have the balls to start him so will you have the guts to bring him on? You know his talent, he is the 

captain of the under 21's at just seventeen years of age and one of the most naturally gifted players to come 

through the youth system in many a year. I begged Carlos to pick him before the injury but he didn’t listen, and 

now I have the job and the chance to do it I ignore my own advice. What the hell am I doing?! 

 

Ignoring the nagging doubt Stuart walks over and takes a seat next to the young man from Bradford. 'How is the 

leg?' he asks while looking into his eyes. 'Fine boss, got two games under my belt this week, I am good to play 

me' smiling Stuart leans across and tells the young man he believes in him. 'I know how good you are and I know 

what you can offer. Your chance will come, Gower, that much I promise you' he says before standing and 

stretching out the knot in his back maybe sleeping in that chair wasn’t the smartest idea after all.  

 

Leaving the dressing room he walks with Martin back towards his office pausing to shake hands with the various 

people they bump into on the way. 'Do you think that will work?' Martin asks the second they are alone? 'it is a big 

call to bring Bruce in from the cold like that.'  

 

'What choice did I have?' Stuart responds while gazing up at the dirty looking ceiling 'we have two strikers and I 

just kicked one of them out of the ground, stands to reason that I had to pick the other?' 

 

'You could have started Mark Gower?' 

 

Thinking Stuart scratches his chin before lowering himself back into the chair and making eye contact with Martin 

again. 'I tried that on Tuesday and helped crush a decent young kid. Do you know that he has had to come off all 

social media because of the hate he has received? We had the police in here on Thursday because some nutter sent 

him a bloody death threat. A kid, a sixteen year old kid making his first appearance for his local club and people 

are making death threats.' All of a sudden Colley looks all of his fifty years of age and the energy he has just 

displayed with the first team squad almost visibly leaves his body. 'The game is changing Martin, and I guess we 

will find out today if there is a place in it for a bloke like me'. 

 



 
 

Chapter 04 

The Sword of Damocles Drops Please Don’t Let Me Be Standing Under It 

 

He doesn’t expect a good reaction from the sell-out crowd, in fact, today he doesn’t even want one. No today he 

wants every single fan in this ground to get behind the eleven players he has sent out to save their club. The in-

fighting can wait, Newcastle must be beaten first. As he takes his place in the dugout he allows himself the chance 

to wave at Julie and exchange a brief nod with Martin who as promised is sitting directly behind them all. It will 

be the final interaction he has with anyone outside of the club until the game is over. Looking up at the director's 

boxes at the back of the stand he spots at once his chairman and while it is a slight shock to see Douglas and 

Lewis sitting next to him it isn’t something he can do anything about at the moment. Turning away Stuart looks 

out at the grass and wishes with all of his might that he could play today. I could be the leader these boys need. I 

could inspire them to do this. He has noticed a change in their attitude since the team was announced, a harder, 

and more determined look. Stuart has always believed that players know more than most managers, they know 

when the manager is making mistakes and other than a select few they often allow it to cloud their thinking. His 

reinstating of two of last season's team and one of their own on the bench has lifted everyone in the ground. 

Maybe, just maybe the great escape is back on. 

 

It doesn’t take long for his Leeds team to suffer its first blow of the day. A long ball causes his two central 

defenders to panic and in the confusion Newcastle's forward races through and slots the ball underneath the 

goalkeeper. Two minutes on the clock and Stuart and Leeds find themselves a goal down and eighty-eight minutes 

from relegation. Turning to the bench he says 'I would have saved that' to Mark only to hear the now oh so 

familiar response of 'would you fuck' be shouted back at him. 'It's a big game today, you would have forgotten 

your socks so you didn’t have to play you daft sod' shaking his head, but secretly seething inside Stuart turns away 

from the dugout and watches the Newcastle players celebrating in front of their fans. That was meant to be us. We 

are the ones who win today. Not you. You have no right to celebrate in my stadium. Mark is a wanker. I would not 

have forgotten my socks!'  

 

Stuart, like everyone else in the stadium, fears the worst. Stephen, who pops up at his shoulder and offers some 

comforting words 'long way to go, hold your nerve' does help take the edge away, but when five minutes later 

Newcastle hit the post from a long distance shot the tension in the stadium almost becomes too much. Stick with 

them. Please stick with them, they need you to help them through this. It is only when Sanderson and Mitchel take 

Marks advice to 'get about the fuckers' onboard and begin to win tackles that the mood starts to lift slightly. The 

game is twenty five minutes old and Leeds have come within the width of a post of being two goals behind but 

slowly they are fighting their way back into the game.  

 

The noise level in the ground continues to rise as Leeds spend more and more time camped in the Newcastle half. 

There are a few half chances, one that Cornette really should do better with 'Where do you want it?!' Mark 

helpfully cries as the American sends a bullet header over the top of the bar despite being unmarked at a corner. It 

doesn’t matter Stuart thinks they are fighting. We may be behind but we would have lost already on Tuesday. We 

are in this, I can feel it, it is going to happen. Keep going lads, keep doing what you are. Just keep believing. 

 

The mission to keep his team believing goes on a rollercoaster in the minutes just before half time. First Bruce 

Cornette the forgotten man as Stephen likes to call him picks up the ball on halfway and races past three 

defenders. Keep your cool, don’t do anything stupid, go on son, finish it, finish it… FINISH IT. 

 

GET IN! WE ARE BACK LEVEL!!!!! 

 

The stadium explodes into a noise that is impossible to describe. Since October of last year, this football club has 

felt like it had its hands tied behind its back while trying to swim in shark infested waters. Everything seemed to 

be going wrong and there was little, if any, chance of fixing it, but now, with this one goal, the stadium has risen 

as one to shout out the clubs anthem. The hairs on the backs of Stuarts, Marks and Stephens necks stand up at the 

sound of it. 'We are going to do this' Stuart hears Mark say during the chant, and maybe for the first time, all three 

of them believe in the words he is saying. 

 

How cruel then for Newcastle to go and spoil everything for them. Three minutes after the best goal Stuart can 

remember seeing at the City of Leeds Stadium another long ball pierces the heart of his defence. Joey Parker, the 

clubs long standing Goalkeeper and one of the few men to emerge from this season with any credit comes 

steaming off of his line and in full view of the officials takes out the advancing Newcastle striker. The crime and 

indeed the punishment are obvious to everyone but it still breaks Stuart's heart a little to see the official produce a 

red card and for the second time in his short managerial career his team are reduced to ten men. 



 
 

  

There is a stunned silence in the ground and it extends to the Leeds dugout. They are all watching but no one has 

any clue of what to say. The noise of the Newcastle fans taunting them is hard for everyone to listen to, but as 

Leeds substitute keeper runs onto the pitch, as a replacement for Cornette, the positive attitude in the ground 

disappears. 'YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT YOUR DOING' they chant and even Mark looks confused at the 

change. 'We might need two goals in the second half and you just took our striker off' he whispers 'what else could 

I do?' Stuart says in a very similar exchange to what the pair had during a cup final when Mark scored an own 

goal. 'We need to stay in the game and this is the only way I can think to do it' he says before jumping out of the 

dugout and taking his place on the edge of his technical area. I want them to see me. I want them to know that I am 

not hiding. Whatever happens with this penalty and whatever they want to chant I am not running away from 

them. I know what I am doing, we are not dead yet. 

 

Come on son, do us a favour and miss. 

 

Please miss. 

 

Nothing goes our way… please for once miss. 

 

Fucking hell. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Chapter 05  

You Don’t Know What Your Doing… Until You Do. 

 

The noise from the away end is enough to tell Stuart and anyone else who isn’t sure that the ball has nestled in the 

back of the Leeds goal. And the jeers from every part of the stadium let him know that right now he is public 

enemy number one. Looking down at the ground Stuart doesn’t notice the referee blowing his whistle or the 

protests coming from the Newcastle players.  

 

A firm hand patting him on the back makes him gaze up and look on in confusion as the Newcastle players 

surround the referee. 'The ball wasn’t on the spot' Stephen excitedly shouts at him 'I saw it on the monitor down in 

the dug out, it wasn’t even close.' 

 

If I believed in God I would thank him for this. Is it too cheesy to thank Elvis? Yes, yes it is sod it thank you 

whoever you are that made the daft sod not place the ball down properly. 

 

Here we go again… redemption… hope… salvation…. any other big word I can think off…. Please miss. 

 

HE MISSED!!!! 

 

The crowd go wild, Mark and Stephen both jump on his back in celebration. The score remains 1-1 and despite 

being down to ten men the side comes off a few minutes later for half time still very much in this. 

 

The dressing room is a cacophony of noise and confusion during the break. Amongst the confusion, Stuart blocks 

out the noise and finds the time to sit next to Cornette for a few seconds. 'Thank you for your efforts in the first 

half and I'm sorry to have had to take you off. You didn’t deserve that with the way you were playing' the pair 

shake hands before Colley pulls Mark to one side and asks his advice. 'I want the blog guy to do the team talk?'  

 

'You are a nutter you know that don’t you?' Mark replies 'why would you let him do the team talk?' 

 

'Because this is his club now not ours. We work here, he comes out of love and devotion. They have heard us 

three talk until we are blue in the face about what it means to the fans and why they need to fight, maybe he can 

get the message across better than us?' 

 

'Well he could do it better than you obviously' Mark says with a smile on his face 'look if you think it will help go 

for it, we have got them fighting and battling for each other we have already achieved more than anyone thought 

we would' he says before walking across the room and taking a seat next to Mark Gower. 

 

'Martin' Stuart says his voice loud enough to come over the top of the rest of the players 'how important is this 

next forty-five minutes.' Unsure of what to do or say Martin suddenly feels tongue tied 'come on mate' Stephen 

shouts from the back of the locker room 'you are not normally short of a word or two so let us all know what the 

rest of this game means to you'  

 

Placing his shaking hands into his jeans pockets and standing up Martin clears his throat before saying 'it means 

the world. A club like us, with our history, shouldn’t even be fighting relegation, but now that we are it is 

incredibly important that we battle like hell to avoid it.' 

 

'One more question' Stuart says his eyes taking in the eager faces that are hanging on his every word 'what is the 

least we should expect from anyone wearing this badge' he asks while taking a grip of the small football badge 

that sits proudly on his suit jacket. 'That you are honest and give everything you can' 

 

'Couldn’t have put it better myself…that is all they ask of you out there lads. Work hard, compete stay in the game 

and I promise you we will get one more chance to win this.' God knows who will score it as I have just taken the 

forward off but that is for me to worry about Stuart thinks as the player's jog out of the dressing room and back 

out onto the pitch. It doesn’t take long for him to once again be alone in this sacred place. Might be the last time 

too. So many memories, so many achievements. Most of my friends come from in here. Stephen, Mark, Sue, Elaine 

and the rest of the group all met me in this outdated but wonderful room. Walking over to the goalkeepers place 

Stuart takes a seat under the peg he used to use back in the day. I would give it all up to go back in time and play 

one more year. To pull on that famous shirt and hear those fans sing my name again. We would never be in this 

mess if people me, Stephen and Mark still played for us, well maybe we would with Mark, we would have found 

ways to win games that we had no right to win and ways to hammer teams in the games that we played well in. 



 
 

Standing up and taking one final look around the room Stuart gently taps the badge that hangs on the door for you 

Leeds, it has always been for you. 

 

'Remember you promised me you would keep me in work Colley' Sue shouts at him as he runs up the tunnel 'I am 

doing my best' he laughs 'besides those magic hands will never be out of work long.' 

 

Jogging down the touchline he is relieved to see that the game has not kicked off yet. Indeed the game and the 

whole stadium feels like it has been waiting for him when the ref blows to start the second half the moment he 

takes his place in front of the home dugout. 

 

The second half passes by in the blink of an eye. Newcastle, with their safety secured by not losing offer no real 

threat to Leeds yet at the same time allow them very few, if any chances to win the game. It is all hard tackles, 

long balls and free kicks. If it wasn’t such a big game with so much on the line it would be terrible to watch, but 

there isn’t a single person in the ground who can take their eyes away from the pitch. With seventeen minutes to 

go Stuart turns to the bench and signals to the kid. 'You ready Gower' he asks while watching the youngster jog on 

the spot. 'Yes gaffa, I am desperate to get on' the youngster replies before blowing out his cheeks and taking a 

deep breath. 'Calm down ok, I want to send you on but you have to promise that you will keep your discipline, we 

are already a man down Gower. I need you to be a hero'. 

 

'I can be a hero me' he replies while pulling of his training top and throwing it back towards the bench. 

 

There he goes. My final throw of the dice. We will be wide open now and if they come at us I don’t know if we will 

be able to stop them, but I had to do it. I had to take the chance. Oh for fuck sake Gower! Stuart thinks as he 

watches the youngster fly into a fifty-fifty tackle, leaving a Newcastle playing rolling around on the floor holding 

his leg. He is going to get sent off… I have done it again. I am the former youth team coach that ends youngster's 

first team chances… oh, what you have done you stupid, stupid…. 

 

The sight of a yellow card stops Stuart's thoughts but they don’t stop Stephen from throwing a volley of abuse at 

the youngster. 'Keep your head you stupid sod' he screams while pointing wildly with his hands, the sheepish grin 

Gower gives back to the bench doing little, if anything, to improve his mood. 

 

The crowd, however, react to the tackle and for the first time in ten minutes rediscover their voices. More 

encouragement follows as Gower latches onto a through ball and forces the Newcastle goalkeeper into a decent 

enough save. 

 

Ten minutes later the fourth official holds up the board to inform the crowd and two dug outs that there are three 

extra minutes to be played 'couldn’t you make it thirteen' Mark asks him as he makes his way away from the 

official, the personality-less sod doesn’t even respond. 'Getting near the knuckle now' Mark says as he stands by 

Stuart on the touchline 'got any other idea?'  Not one. I have made my moves and whatever happens, happens. To 

chance it now would be pointless. 'Not one, how about you?' 'Yeah I am going to suggest bringing Alan Clarke 

back out of retirement and giving him the last few minutes, he scored a fair few goals back in the seventies I think 

he might make a difference' 

 

Maybe, but we would have to create a decent chance or else even Alan Clarke, Leeds City’s greatest ever goal 

scorer wouldn’t be able to make much a difference today. A groan goes up from the crowd as Leeds once again 

try and impatiently knock a long ball over the top of the Newcastle defenders heads, but it lacks pace and accuracy 

and is dealt with easily. One of the three minutes has gone now and we can't even get a hold of the ball. God, they 

have tried if this wasn’t the relegation game I would be so proud of what we achieved with this group. Maybe if 

we had eleven men or if I hadn’t taken Bruce off things would be different. Turning away from Mark and wiping a 

single tear from his eye it is all too much for Stuart to watch. We are toothless, and that is my doing. I thought the 

kid would be a hero, I thought he could shoulder the responsibility of a hundred years of the clubs history and 

make something happen. I am a bloody idiot. Look at him now chasing down lost causes and chasing after the 

defender, say what you want about him the kid has run his bol… oh, my god, the defender has slipped, he has the 

ball, he is one on one, finish, finish the chance… save us! 

 

It is a lovely finish, right into the top corner but it comes two seconds after the official has blown his whistle for a 

free kick. 'He never touched him ref' Stuart hears Stephen shout from behind him but he is too numb to move. 

Time is up. This free kick should be it, Leeds City are going to be relegated. 

 



 
 

There it goes, over the heads of my defenders and the feeble excuse they have for a forward line and right into the 

arms of my keeper. He has done well the young lad, not too many saves but has performed with a maturity beyond 

his years. With him and Gower, the club should at least have a chance of coming back next year. As Stuart 

watches the keeper launch the ball downfield he turns away from the game and instead looks at the Newcastle 

bench. They are all there, shouting abuse at the officials and demanding that he ends the game, but when Stuart 

looks back at the pitch he can't help but notice that the official doesn’t look like blowing up anytime soon. A roar 

from the crowd forces him to snap his neck back up field, just in time to see the Newcastle goalkeeper tap a shot 

over the bar. Gifting Leeds City a corner and one final chance to pull off a miracle. 

 

Get up field lad Stuart thinks as he sees his goalkeeper abandon his post and race into the Newcastle penalty box. 

He wants to shout the words but he doesn’t think that he would be capable. His mouth is dry and his heart is 

racing. 'Thank God it isn’t you in goal' Mark shouts over the noise of the crowd 'you would bite your tongue 

trying to score if the ball even went close to you' it is the sort of banter that defines their friendship and under any 

other circumstance, Stuart would react in some way. Maybe he would launch an insult back, or possible even tell 

him to go and do unpleasant things to himself but he would do it safely in the knowledge that the banter would 

produce a got you, you tosser I have wound you up smile from the man, but it is all irrelevant because as the ball 

is launched into the Leeds penalty area Colley still can't move. 

 

Someone get their head on this, anyone… that's it keeper…NO!!!! The air goes out of Stuart as the Goalkeepers 

weak header lands at the foot of a Newcastle defender well that is that we are down. 

 

Well, not just yet they are not he has sliced it, where is the ball… I can't see the ball. Gower, Gower has it on the 

edge of the box… why has time stood still… hit it…. fucking hit it, Gower… that's it, HIT IT! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Chapter 06 

Where did the bloody ball go? OR Where did the Sword land? 

 

Stuart is alone in his office. The moment the official blows his whistle and ended the final game of the season he 

half-heartedly shook hands with the Newcastle management team before running down the touch line. He kept 

running past the dressing rooms and the press room and did not stop jogging until he was safely locked inside this 

small safe haven from the world. The television is switched off and his phone, as it has been for pretty much the 

entire time he has had the job, is locked away in his top drawer, turned off. I need music. Something to take my 

mind off what just happened. Reaching across Stuart flicks on his iPod and soon the sound of the Stones 'I Can't 

Get No Satisfaction' helps drown out the noise of the pitch invasion going on above him. I need time alone. I don’t 

want to be with people I need to gather my thoughts and process this. Come on man, pull yourself together. You 

knew this might happen, you have spent the last twenty-four hours preparing yourself for it. You are going to have 

to front up and go and face them. Not the media, one advantage of the chairmen's crazy rules is not having to 

speak to them but Martin, Stephen and Mark are going to be waiting for him. I made the decision to bring all 

three of them on board this train and it is my responsibility to look after them. 

 

As the Stones song finishes and the iPod begins to play Elvis 'I Got Lucky' a gigantic smile come over Stuarts 

face. I have managed this club, I know that I am about half an hour tops from getting the sack but they can't take 

this away from me. I was Leeds City manager and I did a better job than anyone had any right to expect. What 

difference does the result mean? It would take a foolish man to try and blame me if the worst had happened. No, I 

did alright, we all did. We protected this badge and by God, we did it our way. 

 

Twenty minutes and four songs later Colley emerges from the office and slowly walks towards the dressing room. 

As he opens the door he is shocked to see just two men sitting in there waiting for him. 'Where is everybody?' he 

asks Stephen while enjoying the idea that this is going to end with him and his two former teammates, alone, in 

their dressing room. 

 

'Still on the pitch celebrating' he replies a gigantic smile on his face. 'You did it mate' he continues while rising to 

his feet and extending his hand in Stuart's direction. 'No mate' Stuart says 'we did it' and the three club legends 

walk out of the dressing room and towards an uncertain future. 

 

'Colley' Matias shouts the moment he sets eyes on his manager. 'You did me proud today my man' he continues 

while extending his hand. 'I just did my job Mr Lopez' Stuart replies without taking the offered hand. 'Just a little 

business to discuss with you' the smug sod says while removing the hand 'would you rather do it here or tomorrow 

morning in my office.' 

 

Smiling Stuart keeps his bosses eye while listening to the cheers coming from the pitch. We caused that, whatever 

this man says and does in the next few minutes doesn’t matter. We saved this club and we did it for the people on 

the pitch, not this guy. 'To be honest I fancy a nice long sleep in tomorrow and then a big greasy breakfast so if 

you could get to the point and get this over with that would be great.’ 

 

'Well as much as it pains me to do this you ignored my direct instructions over the boy Douglas, I won't lie the kid 

Gower scoring the goal maybe gains you a few more supporters out there but in here, in my club, I cannot be 

tolerating that kind of behaviour. So, I guess all that is left for me to do is to tell you that as of right now…' 

 

'Oh fucking shut up' Mark shouts at him 'I hate all that management speech crap, look we know you want to fire 

us but you can't you tosser because we quit. We are out of here ok. You can take your job and stick up your arse' 

 

'And if I were you I would maybe avoid going online tomorrow' Stephen adds before the three walk out of the 

ground and towards their waiting cars. 

 

The next morning Matias Lopez is in a foul mood. The deal for him to sell the club is now firmly in place but the 

headlines Colley and his butcher reporter have caused are giving him a migraine. 'You bunch of bastards' he 

screams at the screen before clicking on the latest blog on @martinmarty1974. 

 

'A Behind the Scenes Look at the Madness of Our Club and The Miracle That Saved It' 
By Martin Taylor 
 
My voice is still sore and my head still hurts. I never in my wildest dreams imagined a relegation battle could 
provide a moment of such joy. A part of me assumed that survival would always be tainted a little by the shame of 
being in this position in the first place, that was until I spent time behind the scenes with Stuart Colley, Mark Clynch 



 
 

and Stephen Lockwood yesterday. To see the disgraceful restriction our foolish and incompetent chairman Matias 
Lopez has made them work under has opened my eyes to the job these men have done. No one has been more 
critical of Colley since he took the manager’s position but I have no issue whatsoever in stating publicly that I was 
wrong. Stuart Colley has performed a miracle this past week and for him to no longer be employed by the club is 
another example of the damage Matias is doing. 
 

It goes on and in great detail explains to people just what has gone on at Leeds City this past week yet for Matias 

the key to the whole thing is the number of re-tweets this entry has received. Over twelve thousand people have 

clicked into and shared this damning indictment of his management and the figure is going up every time he 

refreshes the page. The Yorkshire Evening Post has even got in on the act, their headline today is based on the 

contents of the blog and now they are promising an exclusive interview with the three coaches and Martin Taylor 

in a special ‘Leeds City Where Did It All Go Wrong Edition’ tomorrow. ‘Mother fuckers!’ Matias shouts into the 

silent office before scoping up the phone from his desk. A few seconds and two clicks later he is talking to his 

personal PA and demanding that they buy him an aeroplane ticket to Madrid. ‘I don’t care about the cost or the 

time of the flight’ he snaps while jumping to his feet and making his way out of the office ‘just get me the hell out 

of this god damn city!’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Prologue – Or Where Our Heroes Have A Lovely Pint. 

 

‘How the hell is it my round’ Stuart Colley asks the table, his face filled with fake outrage and his voice on the 

cusp of slurring. ‘of course, it’s your round, you daft bastard’ Mark replies while raising a pint of bitter to his lips 

and taking a small sip. ‘I got the last one, he got the one before it… that makes it your round. I thought you were 

good at maths?’  

 

‘Hmmm’ Stuart replies but he doesn’t argue, instead he pushes himself up from his seat and walks around the 

table and to the bar of the Whistlestop pub. It is a favourite drinking spot for the three friends and the first time 

they have been together since they walked out on their beloved club. ‘How do you three always manage to get that 

table in the corner’ the barmaid asks when Stuart approaches, looking back over his shoulder and smiling Stuart 

puts a finger to his lips and says ‘I can’t tell you that… it is magic’ 

 

Two minutes later he is back at the table, sitting in usual place next to Mark and the trio are arguing about a long 

lost football game they played but all three have a different memory off. It is an argument which will last forever 

and one that none really want to win. There is far more fun in the wind ups, the banter and name calling than there 

would be in being right. ‘I am telling you, I was never a substitute’ Stuart declares while slamming his pint glass 

down on the wooden table. ‘You’re a liar’ Mark replies his voice hard but his eyes filled with mischief ‘to be 

honest I can’t even remember you playing in that game’ Stephen chips in ‘I mean we had other goalkeepers who 

didn’t chuck the ball in and they played more than you.’ 

 

With his back against the wall, Stuart begins to extrapolate on his point and wave his arms while his two guests 

start to tune him out. A text message appears on Stephens phone and while Colley continues to chat away he pulls 

out his phone and begins to read. ‘Take over is done. Jack Orbison a local bloke who runs a construction company 

now owns us – see you tonight Scott.’ It is the news they have all expected, ever since the season ended rumours 

of Matias exit have gathered pace, and now this one text has confirmed it. 

 

Fifteen minutes later and Stephen is still waiting for a chance to tell the news, Stuart is still going on, his face now 

red and the gaps he is taking to breath between words getting smaller all the time. It takes his phone, a really old 

model that he swears he doesn’t even want to have, to ring for him to finally stop describing the finer details of his 

career. Everything from the year he took penalty’s for the first team, despite being a goalkeeper, to the outrageous 

way that he was robbed, by Mark, of several player of the year awards have been shouted across the table today. A 

standard Saturday. 

 

He takes the call outside, the fresh air hitting him like a club over the head. It is hard to focus at first on the voice 

coming down the line but the moment the reason for the call becomes clear a smile appears on Stuart's lips. ‘Yes, 

yes we would love that’ he assures the caller before thanking him and making his way back into the Whistlestop. 

‘Drink up, we have to leave’ he says to the bemused pair. ‘It’s only half past seven’ Stephen says while looking at 

his watch ‘we can have another pint at least?’ 

 

‘No we can’t. In fact, we all have to get home and get ready for tomorrow’ Stuart says while trying to pull on his 

jacket. In anger he throws the cheap grey coat on the floor and glares at Mark ‘stop tying my fucking sleeve in a 

knot!’ he shouts while bending down to retrieve it. He ignores the laughter and taunts coming his way, instead, he 

puts his arm around his two friends shoulders and lowers his voice. ‘We have to go home because Jack Orbison 

just gave me a ring and offered us the chance to be part of the new management team… we are back boys!’ 

 

‘Well if you think I am working under you, you can sod off’ Mark replies while downing the rest of his drink. The 

trio then slowly rise to their feet and make their way out of the pub. Still bickering, still taunting but ready to take 

on the rest of the world. 

 

 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 

 
 

Also available by Paul Phillips his debut novel ‘Obsession You Will Always Be Mine’. 

 

What price would you be willing to pay to get the life you always dreamt of? 

 

Aaron Taylor is a rock star in crisis. His band, The Rams, have split up and he is struggling to reach his 

past glories. Now allegations are being made about his personal life, which could have a devastating 



 
 

effect on his family. 

 

Only Aaron and a few other people know the truth behind the stories, but in the pursuit of a legacy, he 

has a choice to make… 

 

Kelly Conner, meanwhile, is in love with Aaron. From a distance, she has always believed that one day 

he would come back to her, but now she is not so sure. Frustrated and angry, her patience is starting to 

wear thin. 

 

Now the clock is ticking, and time is running out for Aaron. 

 

Available now on Amazon and Waterstones webpages. For further information see Pauls page 

https://www.paulphillipsauthor.co.uk/ 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
  

  

 


