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To The Noise that refused to be dealt with



‘This was a valuable asset that was swindled away from me in an epic swindle’

— Tom Hicks, October 2010, on failing to make a
profit out of the sale of Liverpool FC

‘They have presented a grotesque parody of the truth’

— Lord Grabiner, QC, October 2010, on Hicks’s
and George Gillett’s attempts to make that profit

‘I want to put a tag of shame on the greedy bastards who are responsible for
this.’

— John Steinbeck, 1939, on the American
capitalists who caused the Great Depression
and inspired The Grapes of Wrath
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CHAPTER ONE

‘Give us a little time. We’re gonna have some fun together’

— George Gillett

There had been other surreal moments at Anfield.

Bill Shankly’s and Kenny Dalglish’s resignations spring to mind as does the
grim League Cup draw with Chesterfield on a cold autumn night in 1992. There
I stood on a half-empty Kop, Graeme Souness’s finest making me want to pour
lukewarm tea on my nuts and wire them up to the floodlights, when a stranger in
a red Harry Enfield Scouser’s wig, with an East Midlands accent, tried to start an
for not joining in.

But nothing in the history of this ‘wonderful, storied club’ (copyright Thomas
Ollis Hicks) seemed as foreign as the events of 6 February 2007.

One snapshot which sums up this most bizarre of afternoons came when the
new American owners caressed the This Is Anfield sign, despite being the
antithesis of everything it stood for, barely able to comprehend their luck or
contain their glee.

Behind the bank of flashing cameras which captured this Shankly grave-
spinning image, their frat-brat sons, new red woollen scarves sitting uneasily on
stiff suits, stared gormlessly at photos of Liverpool’s past glories, like men
forced to peruse Bella magazines in a dentist’s waiting room.

Minutes later, the six of them squeezed their all-American frames down the
tight players’ tunnel, back-slapping as they went, past the dugouts into the harsh
late-winter sun, and formed a line near the centre circle with the Kop as a
backdrop.

There was George with son Foster, Tom, Tom Jr., and his brothers Mack and
Alex, all giving out false, nervous laughs at Gillett’s poor man’s Ernie Wise act.
They had fixed, white-teethed grins, gleaming vitamin-powered skin and wore
red ties under identical pin-striped grey suits which all had a single button done
up. You’d have thought it a Seventh Day Adventist Bible-Sellers Convention if it
wasn’t for the signed LFC ball Tom Jr., the tallest of them in centre shot, held



uncomfortably.

As the flashbulbs died down and the line broke up I half expected an
American version of Michael Knighton’s notorious Old Trafford ball-juggling
act. Hicks shouting: ‘22-21-18-32’ as the boys hitched up the flaps on their suit
jackets and showed him their butts, while Gillett sprinted on to the pass and did a
touchdown by the Kemlyn Road corner flag, threw the ball back over his head
and leapt, bicycle-kicking into the Kop.

That’s how weird it seemed.

Yet if a suspicion started to grow that something wasn’t quite right about these
unknown American strangers taking over Liverpool Football Club, it was
drowned out by a primeval scream for change.

Since Roman Abramovich arrived and pumped millions of petro-dollars into a
near-bankrupt Chelsea, it was as clear as the seventeen-year gap on the league-
winners’ section of our honours’ board that someone with deep pockets needed
to take the keys out of owner David Moores’ hands and make Liverpudlians
believe again.

Many were so relieved that dithering David had been ousted, that the
Americans’ promise of the earth just seemed a bonus. And buddy was that earth
promised. Revisiting what they vowed at that infamous February 2007 press
conference should be compulsory reading for apprentice comedy-writers,
because here was the ultimate masterclass in irony.

Gillett said he loved meeting people. ‘If they want to do me harm, they
don’t need to wait until match day. My name is in the phone book. Call me.’
How long would it be before all numbers and email addresses were changed due
to harm being pledged?

‘When I go to Anfield ’m going to be on the streets in front of the
stadium talking to the fans.” Soon he’d be hustled into Anfield from speeding
blacked-out vans for fear the fans wanted more than just a word with him.

‘We’re not people to come here and milk the fans.” We’ll never know how
much dairy produce they claimed on their multimillion-pound expense sheets but
I’'m guessing there was some in there.

‘We are passionate about winning and will do everything we can to
ensure Liverpool wins plenty of trophies here in England and in Europe.’
They won precisely none during their time in charge.

“This club is not far from being the best in the world.” True. Back then they
were en route to their second Champions League Final in three years. When they
left they were in the relegation zone.

‘It is not just about spending money.” True. You never spent any. Of your
own anyway.



‘I must have an identical evil twin if the rumours I met Everton’s board
to discuss a groundshare are true.” You do. Sitting next to you. Name of
Hicks.

What Gillett unleashed that day wasn’t so much a charm offensive as a fully
fledged land-and-sea charm invasion. Code-name: Operation Bullshit. He did
most of the schmoozing but when he was flagged up, George W. Bush’s side-
kick, Tom Hicks, unleashed Operation Shock and Awe.

“This is not a takeover like the Glazer deal at Manchester United. There is
no debt involved.” Oh yes there was. Every goddam cent.

‘We believe that as custodians of this wonderful, storied club we have a
duty of care to the tradition and legacies of Liverpool.” A duty so shamelessly
neglected Evertonians raised a flag after they’d left saying ‘Agents Hicks and
Gillett: Mission Accomplished.’

‘Liverpool is like buying the Boston Red Sox in baseball, they are the
biggest and the best.” When the New England Sports Ventures eventually paid
off Hicks’s debt to the banks and took over the club he claimed, ‘There’s better
owners than the Boston Red Sox out there.’

‘We want to build the greatest stadium facility in world football.” They
didn’t even build the greatest stadium facility in Subbuteo football.

When asked when this magnificent edifice would rise in nearby Stanley Park
Gillett answered: ‘The shovel needs to be in the ground in the next sixty
days.’ The shovel still sits, with a ‘reserved’ sticker on, under till three at B&Q’s
Speke branch.

And here’s my favourite from Georgie boy: ‘I want to earn the respect of
the fans. My message to them is to give us a few years and we’ll see where it
takes us. Give us a little time and we are going to have some fun together.’
I’m sorry but this is way, way past irony now.

The phone started to throb. It was the Daily Mirror Features desk. I’'m guessing
that the way the day is panning out they want me to do an I’'m Feeling Yankee
Doodle Dandy now we’re Beverly Hills Kopped piece.

Don’t answer. Think this through.

What’s really nagging away is the memory of Anfield’s last joint press
conference, when Roy Evans and Gerard Houllier were thrown before the
microphones and ordered to sell us a bright new future. That literally ended in
tears (from Evans’ eyes) at another conference four months later.

Was this also a shotgun marriage of financial, if not footballing, convenience?
Watching Foster Gillett refusing to speak a word to the Hicks boys should have



told us that the families may both have been from the same country but
geographically and culturally they were thousands of miles apart.

Besides, what did we really know about them?

Gillett had been sniffing around the Premier League for a while. He may have
owned ski-resorts and ice-hockey teams but clearly knew puck-all about
football. Plus he couldn’t have a mountain of his own cash or he wouldn’t have
had to beg Hicks to wade in with his cheque book.

Why had the Texan only come in at the last minute? What did we know of
him other than he ran a couple of US sports teams, once owned Dr Pepper and
gave big bucks to George W. Bush? Yes, that George W. Bush. And the main
man in our boardroom bankrolls him? Nice. Where does that leave Shankly’s
quote about the socialism he believed in meaning everyone having a share of the
rewards? Or was I coming over all studenty? Was I forgetting that if you want
the best capitalists to run your club the chances are they’re not going to sell
copies of Socialist Worker in their spare time?

And anyway, didn’t the last manager to win the League, Kenny Dalglish, dress
on the right-hand side? Wasn’t the last successful chairman, John Smith, bluer
than the broken veins on Churchill’s conk? Hadn’t Rafa Benitez been desperate
for a world-class right-winger since he joined?

The language was grating, though. Who’d have imagined we would one day
hear the club’s owners pretending to talk with passion about the ‘Liverpool
Reds’, ‘goal-minders’ and ‘defencemen’?

Having said that, Liverpool had nearly been bought by bent Thai dictator
Thaksin Shinawatra, meaning we could have been sitting there hearing him tell
Amnesty International why he doesn’t deserve to be fending off homosexual
advances in a prison cell doing time for human rights abuses.

They could have been the Glazers who had piled millions of pounds of debt
on Manchester United. But they weren’t, were they? Hadn’t they themselves just
told us that? Hadn’t the chief executive Rick Parry confirmed it?

They’ve met Jamie Carragher, Steven Gerrard and Rafa Benitez who’ve all
given the thumbs-up. You have to go with the judgement of those who’ve met
them. As Moores and Parry say, you only get to sell the family silver once and
you have to get it right. I know they’ve made some calamitous decisions in the
past — look at Parry’s perm, look at Moores’ moustache — but surely, surely,
they’ve got this right?

Of course the Yanks were only here for the potential fortunes to be had
beaming football into every slum from Caracas to Chongging. Are we that naive
to think they’ve watched black-and-white YouTube footage of the Kop on
Panorama singing ‘Anyone Who Had a Heart’ and thought ‘Ah love those



wacky, sentimental Scousers so much I want to hand them all my lahf savings to
make them happy again?’

Besides, where’s the evidence that says all Yanks are bad? For every Glazer at
United there’s Randy Lerner at Aston Villa whom the Brummies love.

We’re going to have to back them now the deal is done. Think glass half-full.
They wouldn’t pay all this cash for a club to not make it successful would they?
And where would we be if we hadn’t sold to them? The Dubai crowd have
walked off, meaning we’d be stuck with Moores and his empty pockets watching
Chelsea and United ride over the hills and far away.

The phone goes again. It’s getting on for five o’clock. They’re impatient. I
answer.

‘So what do you think about your new best buddies then?’

‘I really don’t know. They look like aliens in suits and the little one keeps
calling Liverpool a franchise. Like we’re part of a chain of friggin’ fried chicken
shops.’

“That’s how they speak.’

‘It’s not how we speak, is it?’

‘So you want them doing Dick van Dyke Scouse?’

“They’ve brought their families too. It’s creepy. All they’re doing is flashing
their gnashers and giving off lurrr-ve. If Shirley Jones was here we could re-form
the Partridge Family.’

“Well they seem to be talking a good game.’

‘“They’re definitely saying the right things.’

“Well, give them a big welcome then.’

“We can’t be sure though, can we? For all we know this could—’

“Typical Scouser. You spend years saying all you need is someone with
serious money and you’ll be winning everything again, and when your sugar
daddies come along all you can do is moan and take the piss out of them. Go
with the flow, eh? Anyway the editor’s splashing on it under the headline “We
could not walk alone any more’ and he wants your words with it. So knock out
300 for the front page.’ — click.

So that’s what I gave them. Three hundred and twenty-six to be precise. Three
hundred and twenty-six glass-half-full words that would haunt this Liverpool fan
of forty-four years for the next forty-four months.

Bless me, Shankly, for I have sinned. It is four decades since my last
confession, and I accuse myself of ... criminal naivety:

It was surreal watching a pair of Fred Flintstone and Barney Rubble
characters, sitting in Anfield, chuckling at the prospect of Liverpool FC being



their new plaything.

Especially when they thanked the Royal Bank of Scotland for helping them
secure ownership of this exciting ‘franchise’. How easy it would be to
dismiss them as opportunists and lament that the Liverpool Way had been
flogged for a fistful of dollars.

But that would be to miss the point. Since Bill Shankly’s arrival in 1959,
Liverpool had always been about continuity but as with the famous Boot
Room the boardroom had reached the end of the line.

Put simply, in a sport where success equates to cash in the bank, Liverpool
didn’t have any. Which is one of the reasons you have to go back seventeen
years to last find them champions of England. Something radical needed to be
done to make sure the club had more than a fabulous past.

They had to find new investors with the clout and vision to compete with
Europe’s best, and with no billionaire Scousers able to step in, it had to be
outsiders.

Unparalleled amounts will soon pour into the global game. Gillett and
Hicks know the elite will cream it off unless they catapult Liverpool back into
that bracket.

The fans feel vulnerable. But maybe they should remember another pair of
Yanks, Rodgers and Hammer-stein, whose song You’ll Never Walk Alone has
inspired the club down the ages.

Or simply remember that at the very least the club’s debt will go, the new
stadium will be built, and men with serious money, knowledge of sport and
business intent will be in charge. Men who say they understand the club’s
traditions and intend to respect them.

Whether they have the desire and commitment for the long-haul remains to
be seen.

But until they see evidence to the contrary, most Liverpudlians will give
them the benefit of the doubt. And dream.’

Saying a million Hail Marys and a billion Our Fathers could not absolve my
sins.

The only consolation I can take is I wasn’t the only one to be done up like a
kipper as the banner headline on the next day’s Liverpool Echo: ‘Rafa: We’re in
Good Hands’ confirmed.

Plus, I could have been the fan who daubed the following words on to a red
bedsheet and proudly held it up on the Kop:



Match ticket ... £32
New Anfield ... £220m
Rafa Benitez ... priceless
For everything else ...
there’s George and Tom

Indeed, virtually everyone in English football and the English media swallowed
it. The logic being the Liverpool board couldn’t be that stupid, even though we
had ample proof that they could.

It was as though we’d all been in the trenches for so long that when the war
was over everyone looked up the line assuming that the men a rank above had
checked out the terms of the armistice and handed us a peaceful, prosperous
future with our paternal American allies.

Who proceeded to drive their tanks onto our lawn and blast us to hell.



CHAPTER TWO

“The more I looked, the more I became convinced it was an opportunity to
buy a crown jewel of sports at a modest price’

— Tom Hicks

‘A bee-bah-bow-ba-ba-ba-ba-bow ... how yawl doin’ out there in pop-picker-
land. You’re listenin’ to Steve King, The Weekend Wonder Boy on K-O-L-E, the
station that makes sure you don’t feel alone in the Lone Star State. Now I
wooden know if you have a wooden heart but I most definitely do not have a
wooden heart. Cos this daddio’s gotta heart full of lurrrrve for all you crazee cats
out there. Which is why your very own King of Texas is gonna get your beat-feet
a-poppin’ as he spins you the latest hot disc from, you guessed it ... Dixie’s
finest ... the Pelvis himself ...’

I might be wrong, but that’s how I imagine fifteen-year-old Tom Hicks in
1961 sitting behind the decks of his father’s KOLE radio station, zits popping
out of plump baby-faced cheeks under a greased-back jelly-roll haircut, in his DJ
persona as Steve King The Weekend Wonder Boy.

He’d been doing menial jobs at the station since he was thirteen, but his dad’s
decision to give him his own show led to his first big pay-day. And twenty
dollars a week in 1961 was nothing to be sniffed at. As Steve King, Hicks was
already indulging his lifelong passions of talking big and turning a quick buck
while letting others do the donkey work. In this case the likes of Elvis, Del
Shannon and Buddy Holly.

Thomas Ollis Hicks was born in Houston on 7 February 1946 and spent his
early childhood in Dallas where his father, John, was an advertising salesman for
TV and radio stations.

In the late 1950s John Hicks bought out the KOLE radio station in the small,
oil-refinery city of Port Arthur, ninety miles outside Houston. The city’s only
claims to fame were that it was a hot-bed of racial segregation and Janis Joplin’s
birthplace.

Hicks went to Thomas Edison Junior High and then Thomas Jefferson High
School where he was a modestly successful American footballer. Admirers say it



was these teenage years spent dee-jaying and playing gridiron that inspired his
later investments in sport and media. Others refuse to see past that twenty bucks
a week, as it was clear making money was where his heart lay.

After high school, he studied finance at the University of Texas, earning a
Bachelor of Business Administration degree in 1968 and two years later he
added a Master of Business Administration degree from University of Southern
California. While at university he became a brother of the secret-letter Sigma Phi
Epsilon fraternity in which he remains to this day, living by its three guiding
principles of — no sniggering at the back, please — ‘Virtue, Diligence and
Brotherly Love’.

His first job on leaving university was with Continental Illinois in Chicago,
where he helped set up a venture capital division. Hicks took to venture capital
like a vampire to blood and soon he was in Wall Street, working in the
investment departments at first Morgan Guaranty Trust Company and then J.P.
Morgan.

In 1974, he moved back to Texas to serve as President of First Dallas Capital
Corporation and three years later, at thirty-one, Hicks created Summit Partners to
do his first leveraged buyout — the technique of buying low with borrowed
money, then selling high at a huge profit, which he perfected so spectacularly it
made him a billionaire. The same technique he would employ thirty years later
to buy Liverpool. Shame about the profit.

In the greed-is-good 1980s, Hicks was like a (non-criminal) Gordon Gecko,
filling his cowboy boots through the gains of leveraged buyouts, with partner
Bobby Haas. In one deal alone, they bought Dr Pepper and 7Up for $646 million
and sold it on for $2.5 billion.

Hicks and Haas were pulling off coup after coup in media, oil, gas, food and
soft drinks, mainly through buying up firms with similarities and putting them
together, utilising economies of scale. But the investment world started to
change as fund managers came to the fore and in 1989 the pair split because
Hicks wanted to raise huge pools of cash to invest in big ventures while Haas
preferred to work on individual deals.

One former Hicks and Haas employee who stayed close to both men told
Bruce Schoenfeld of US magazine publisher Street & Smith’s SportsBusiness
Journal that Haas had made enough money to last him the rest of his life and
wanted out. Not so Hicks.

‘It wasn’t important for Bobby Haas to be on the Forbes List (the US rich-list)
but Hicks cared about such things. He was the quintessential businessman who
loved keeping score. He loved doing big deals, showing off his success.’

According to Schoenfeld, Hicks had always been a gambler, but a clued-up



one who calculated the odds carefully. The occasional losses were simply seen as
the cost of doing business.

Luke Bateman, a Dallas-based investment banker, explained his thinking: ‘If
you’re interested in big money, in big business, raising billion-dollar funds is the
way to do it. You can’t win in Vegas playing small stakes.’

With Haas gone, Hicks sought partners who shared his desire to reach for the
stars. In 1989, he co-founded the investment firm that was to grow into Hicks,
Muse, Tate & Furst, with former Prudential Securities banker John Muse.

The firm raised $250 million, with early investments including life insurance
company Life Partners Group. In 1991, Morgan Stanley’s Charles Tate and First
Boston’s Jack Furst became partners. During the time that Hicks was chairman
(1989 to 2004), the firm raised $12 billion of private equity funds, broke more
than $50 billion of leveraged acquisitions, and grew into one of the largest
private investment firms in the USA.

Their first few funds were hugely successful, enabling a buoyant Hicks to buy
Dallas’s prestigious Crespi estate with its historic centrepiece mansion, and turn
it into the most elegant, most expensive and most-envied house in Dallas.

Schoenfeld, who interviewed Hicks there in May 2010, when his sports
empire was unravelling, describes it thus:

The 28,996-square-foot home connects with George W. Bush’s off the back
lawn. The Matisse on the library wall looks utterly appropriate, and why not?

The Hicks house is bigger, and more tastefully appointed, than most art
museums. At an estimated value of $41 million, down from a high of more
than $60 million, it remains the most expensive house in Dallas, which is an
achievement in a place that isn’t shy about showing off its wealth. Turn into
the sweeping driveway, glide past the manicured lawns, and it comes upon
you like a Bordeaux chateau, all turrets and greenery.

Hicks owns some $100 million of real estate and controls multiple
businesses. His net worth was estimated by Forbes last year at $1 billion,
which should keep the Matisse hanging on the wall for a while.

Throughout the 1990s everything Hicks touched turned to gold as he rode the
wave of new media with stunning success. He invested $2 million with Mark
Cuban’s Broadcast.com and turned that into $55 million in less than a year. But
when he tried to take a stake in the emerging internet boom his luck changed.
“We were making bets in another exploding industry we knew nothing about,’
Hicks told Schoenfeld.
The profits were becoming so huge so quickly, and thus the bets so tempting,
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he was buying up companies without arranging the capital to run them. ‘It was a
huge mistake,’ said Peter Brodsky who worked for Hicks & Muse and is now a
principal at HM Capital. ‘By the time we were raising the money, the dot-com
bubble had burst.

“Tom Hicks has an iron stomach for risk. As a result, his successes are big,
and his failures are big.’

Suddenly, everything the Texan touched was turning brown. His telecom
investments ended up losing more than $1 billion, a South American sports
channel and other Latin investments went broke and the internet investments
never regained anything close to their value.

‘In hindsight, where I personally had my biggest success was with middle-
market companies,” Hicks told Schoenfeld. “When we became a bigger
institution and started doing larger deals, those were not as successful. I made
my money in leveraged buyouts, and gave a lot of it back in money
management.’

In 2004, he left Hicks, Muse, Tate & Furst, saying he wanted to spend more
time with his family — art dealer wife Cinda and his six children, four from a
previous marriage, and, more importantly, his sports firms.

As the dollars rolled on a non-stop conveyer belt towards his tax-minimised
accounts during the nineties, Hicks bought into three different sports — baseball,
ice hockey and, let’s commit blasphemy here, soccer.

Observers say his intentions were twofold. He’d made a billion out of unsexy,
unseen deals, but they didn’t give him a big profile outside business circles.
They didn’t boost the view he had of himself as a patrician figure, a pillar of the
community to be loved and respected for putting something back. In short, he
thought it was time to buy into the ego-massaging industry.

Of course, there was also the small issue of sport becoming big business. Ball
games were no longer about how many dollars you took from your local blue-
collar workers on the gate or at the burger-stand. It was about how much you
could take from companies, from selling on the brand via sponsorship, corporate
packaging and TV and internet rights. With Hicks’s vast experience and huge
portfolio in broadcasting, it seemed natural to him that building and exploiting
sports franchises was the future. But when you cut through the hype, spin and
rewriting, he only ever enjoyed one major success during fifteen years’
investment in sport: winning ice hockey’s Stanley Cup with the Dallas Stars.

Meanwhile, there was such a litany of failure and broken promises Hicks
would eventually be a leading contender for the title of America’s Worst Sports



Owner.

According to Schoenfeld, Hicks enjoyed owning sports teams and being
saluted as a philanthropic public figure. When things went well he liked the
adulation and revelled in beating America’s other multimillionaires.

“When I look in the mirror, I see a very competitive guy,” Hicks said. ‘I like to
win. And what I say about sports is, you get instant feedback. You either win or
lose that night.’

But, says Schoenfeld, what matters most to Hicks is the ultimate feedback of a
big black number on his financial statement, and all of his investments in sports
franchises are primed to pay him handsome returns.

It was why he treated all of the criticism he received — and he received it
wherever he went — like water off a shark’s fin: ‘I’ve been doing high-risk, high-
return investment since 1977. It’s all I’ve ever done,’ said Hicks.

‘So I’m used to having some deals be great and some not work out. I don’t get
devastated because, at the end of the day, whatever happens, it’s a deal. These
are sports teams, so I have to read about it in the newspaper. That’s the only
difference.’

He bought the National Hockey League’s Dallas Stars in 1996 for $82 million,
inheriting a club on the up, with a strong core of home-grown talent, in a hot
southern city which was just starting to fully embrace a sport usually loved by
cold northerners.

In 1999 they won, for the first time, ice hockey’s biggest club accolade, the
Stanley Cup, and for a short while in the early 2000s, Dallas Stars was the
league’s highest-grossing team. Together with Ross Perot Jr., who owned the
NBA’s Dallas Mavericks, Hicks built the American Airlines Center at a cost of
$325 million which was widely hailed the most attractive of its generation of
arenas. But the Stars never recaptured the turn-of-the-millennium glory days and
went into decline. By the end of season 2009-10, with a skint Hicks trying to
bail out and starving them of funds which left their wage bill way below their
rivals, they finished last in the Pacific Division.

It was the first time the franchise had failed to make the play-offs for two
consecutive seasons since moving to Dallas in 1993. Hicks wanted out and the
feeling could definitely be described as mutual.

There was a different kind of star rising in Texas in the 1990s called George W.
Bush, a piece of whom Hicks quickly realised he had to have. Down in the Lone
Star state, their relationship is still viewed, by many, with suspicion.

In 1994, Hicks switched sides in the state governorship race, moving his hefty



financial backing from the Democrat Ann Richards to Republican Bush,
pumping so much into the future president’s coffers he became part of an elite
group of donors called Bush Pioneers.

When elected, Hicks persuaded Governor Bush to form a private investment
company called The University of Texas Investment Management Company
(UTIMCO), which awarded lucrative contracts from public funds to private
firms, including ones connected to Hicks.

UTIMCO’s board consisted of Bush Pioneers and Yale University
connections, and operated without any disclosure or public scrutiny until the
Texas Legislature intervened. By then UTIMCO had lost a fortune in failed
investments in Enron and WorldCom stock. Investigations revealed a pattern of
cronyism with substantial investments going to a group of companies with close
ties to Bush and Hicks.

In 1999 Hicks was forced to resign after the Houston Chronicle exposed these
dealings. Award-winning investigative journalist (and massive Liverpool fan) Ed
Vulliamy, who was the Observer’s man in America, says:

After Bush made him a regent of the University of Texas Board in return for a
hefty donation to his campaign coffers, Hicks revolutionised the way the
university invested its funds.

He ‘privatised’ some $9 million of assets into UTIMCO, which also
guaranteed good salaries for Hicks and his fellow regents on the board.

UTIMCO soon went into politics. The company placed $10 million with
the Carlyle Group merchant bank in Washington, whose chairman was Frank
Carlucci, Ronald Reagan’s former Defense Secretary. George W. Bush had a
seat on Carlyle’s board.

There was no criminality, but analysts see Hicks, who became Bush’s fourth
biggest campaign donor, as one of the President’s Texan ‘Good ol’ Boys’
cronies.

And he certainly looked after his political friend. In 1998 when Hicks bought
the Texas Rangers baseball team for $250 million, from a group headed by Bush,
Dubya received a bonus of $12.6 million on top of the $2.3 million he earned
from his $606,000 investment in the franchise, thus boosting his windfall to
$14.9 million.

As Vulliamy notes: ‘“Tom Hicks was the man who really made George W.
Bush rich.’

But when asked about their friendship at his first Anfield press conference,
Hicks, conscious that he was now in a city that could never be described as



natural Bush territory, replied: ‘Certain media would say I’m one of his closest
friends. I’m not in his inner circle. I know his dad.

‘But he is a big baseball fan and once every two years I bring my star players
to the White House to meet him. Would I do the same with Liverpool? Sure, if
they’re in the neighbourhood.’ Fortunately they never were.

After Hicks took over the Texas Rangers things went relatively well. They
won their local division titles in 1998 and 1999 but failed to make any impact on
baseball’s coveted World Series.

Hicks knew that if he was to win kudos and make a financial killing he had to
do a deal that would make American sport believe there was a new mogul in
town. A mogul with balls bigger than Texas. So in the winter of 2000 he lured
Alex Rodriguez, the best player in baseball, to the Texas Rangers with a ten-
year, $252 million contract, which was the most generous in the history of the
game. Hicks’s plan was to make A-Rod, as he was known, the cornerstone of a
franchise which would sweep all before it.

‘I like to win. I like to build things, whether it’s a $2 billion corporate
acquisition or a chance to win the World Series,” Hicks said at the time. ‘This is a
chance for our team to win a World Series and leapfrog into an area where we’ve
never been before.’

What a shame this deal went down as the worst ever in modern baseball. What
an even greater shame it led one American newspaper to christen Hicks ‘“Tom
Dumb’.

It was a spectacularly reckless transaction made by a man who clearly
understood very little about sport. A-Rod was a big star, but no other club had
been willing to pay within $100 million of that sum for him, meaning Hicks had
outbid himself on a grand scale. But it didn’t stop there. By busting the bank for
A-Rod there was no cash left for much-needed investment in the rest of the
squad. With no funds available for quality pitchers, which are vital to decent
teams, the Rangers had the seventh-highest payroll yet one of the worst teams.

By the end of the 2003 season it was clear the only way the Rangers were
going to be successful was by selling Rodriguez and using the proceeds to
rebuild the entire squad. At this point the comedy turns to farce. After tortuous
negotiations to sell A-Rod to the Boston Red Sox failed, Hicks made him captain
and announced he’d see out his full ten-year contract (which would have taken
him up to the age of thirty-five).

‘A benefit of Alex now being the official leader of our team is that our fans
are now confident he is going to be here,” said Hicks. ‘If we don’t win, the fans
are going to be mad. But we’re going to win.’

A couple of weeks later he moved Rodriguez to the New York Yankees in a



deal that left egg splattered all over his face. He had to pay them to take A-Rod
off his hands. With $179 million still owed to Rodriguez, Hicks paid him $67
million to leave, allowing the Yankees to sign him for a mere $16 million a year.

Hicks had believed he could buy the World Series simply by bribing a
megastar to shine in a team of average players, but all he bought was acute
embarrassment and confirmation of his own sporting ignorance. Fair play to A-
Rod though. All in all, he took Hicks for $140 million, giving him in return three
seasons where the Rangers finished bottom of the league every time.

You can blame the world’s most famous Viagra salesman for getting Hicks
involved in football — that’s the football of WAGs not moms.

In March 1998 the Pele Law, named after the legendary player, was passed to
attract outside investment into Brazil’s debt-ridden national sport. The top
twenty teams were more than £250 million in the red, most paying it down by
selling the transfer rights to their best players to foreign, mainly European teams.
In 1999 a staggering 658 Brazilian professionals were sold abroad. The inherent
problem was that Brazilian teams were legally bound to be run in a feudal
manner, as social and athletic clubs rather than businesses. Pele Law changed
that, allowing them to become corporations and negotiate their own commercial
deals.

Hicks, Muse, Tate & Furst were quick to spot an opening.

‘It’s hard to imagine a better sector in which to invest in Brazil,” said Charles
Tate at the time. ‘If you add up all the fans of professional baseball, basketball,
football and hockey in the United States, that number is lower than the number
of Brazilians who are soccer fans.’

HMT&F invested more than £40 million in Corinthians in the first year of
what was supposedly a ten-year partnership deal. So confident were they of
striking it rich in Brazil that, six months after their investment in Corinthians,
they took over the business operations of Cruzeiro, a first-division team from the
east-central city of Belo Horizonte.

The plan was to buy up the cream of Brazilian football, broadcast their games
all over Latin America on the Hicks-owned TV station PSN, sit back and watch
the dollars roll in.

Just as he did at Liverpool, Hicks & co. talked Texan Big when Corinthians
was bought. There were promises of bringing in the best players and the building
of a 45,000-seater stadium in the suburbs of Sdo Paulo, and at first they gave the
fans hope. They tied down the best players with new contracts, found the cash to
bring in decent additions like Dida and Luizao and signed a $12 million, two-



year sponsorship deal with Pepsi.

On the pitch things were going well mainly because Corinthians were a side
on the up. They had won the Brazilian championship in 1998, which they
retained, as well as winning the FIFA Club World Championship in 2000.

But not long after that prestigious victory things began to go downhill.
Corinthians weren’t bringing in the returns quickly enough to satisfy HMT&F,
so they sold transfer rights to two of the star players, which brought in $12
million. Money which wasn’t reinvested in the team. Fans were enraged,
especially when stories emerged of plans to change their famous black-and-
white Kkit, and the anti-Hicks & co. protests began.

One Brazilian source said at the time: “The Americans came into Corinthians
with money but did not understand the way football works. They brought in a
strong team of advisers to administer the club but the way they did things was
very American, in the crudest sense. The model they wanted does not function
here. Things had to be done their way.’

In a scenario familiar to Kopites, Hicks finally bailed out in 2003 after three
years of ultimate failure amid boardroom infighting, fan resentment, accusations
that its local partner in Brazil had ‘misappropriated funds’ and legal wrangling
which dragged on for another four years.

Corinthians, Brazil’s second-most popular club with a reputed following of
twenty million fans, were left on a downward spiral. MSI took over the club’s
management but, despite a league title in 2005, the financial problems initiated
by HMT&F proved too much of a burden and they were relegated to the second
tier of Brazilian football for the first time in their history in 2007. The fans never
saw that new stadium.

When Hicks was desperately trying to sell Liverpool for an over-inflated price
in 2008, he issued a prospectus to financial companies describing himself as ‘a
master of purchasing and growing professional sports teams’.

Fans of Corinthians, the Texas Rangers, the Dallas Stars and Liverpool might
disagree with that. After they’ve employed a surgeon to pick them off the floor
and stitch up their split sides.

#

When the bailiffs finally came for George Nield Gillett Jr., taking his collection
of thirty classic cars and his 235,000-acre Oregon ranch, the personal
humiliation was beyond devastating: ‘I had ten days to get out of my house,’ said
the father-of-four. ‘I had to buy back my clothes. I had to buy back my dogs.’

In 1992, as Liverpool sank to their worst league finish for twenty-seven years,



Gillett was plunging even lower. For a quarter of a century the rich kid from
Wisconsin had been building a billion-dollar empire, spread across the sports,
media and meat industries.

But it was an empire built on high-risk borrowing which was always one big,
godawful deal away from ruin. That deal was buying Storer Communications’
six TV stations, which went so badly wrong it left his businesses with debts of
$1 billion and a personal bankruptcy to the tune of $66 million.

Back then he admitted he had ‘caused the problem’ that led to the downfall of
Gillett Holdings because of an ‘error in judgement and timing’ about the Storer
deal. To be specific he had overpaid, on money borrowed via high-risk ‘junk
bonds’, for the stations just as the TV industry was going into recession. When
those junk bond rates soared past 17 per cent he couldn’t pay. Or as he puts it:
‘When the notes came due, we were dead.’

Gillett’s riches-to-rags-to-riches story uncannily mirrors the rise and fall of the
world money markets since the 1960s. Like Tom Hicks, Gillett saw no point in
thinking small. He loved the chase and got high on the risk, playing the markets,
schmoozing the clients, sealing the deal. If that risk was being determined by
monetary forces outside his control, so be it. He could brave it out. The prize
was all.

Time magazine wrote in 1997 about the keen downhill sloper’s penchant for
building his business ventures on a mountain of junk securities: ‘Gillett
personally relishes skiing “steep and deep” which is not a bad metaphor for his
investment style.’

When Gillett confessed to the interviewer of his weakness for moving too fast
and buying too much — ‘I’ve lived my dreams, but then I blow them up’ — Time
sarcastically noted: ‘How comforting that must be to his bond-holders.’

He was born in 1938, in Racine, Wisconsin, a small, affluent city on the shore
of Lake Michigan, sixty miles north of Chicago. His mother came from a rich
Milwaukee family, his father owned a car dealership and was a prominent
surgeon. It’s fair to say the economic ravages of America’s 1930s Great
Depression never paid a visit to the Gillett front door.

He went to the exclusive independent prep school Lake Forest Academy
before attending the private Amherst College in Massachusetts. His first jobs
were as a salesman before becoming a management consultant with McKinsey
& Company, where he learnt the stratagems and slick gimmicks of the business
world. As a leading Whitehall mandarin said of McKinsey & Co. when Tony
Blair hired them to restructure his Cabinet Office: “They’re basically people who
come in and use Power-Point to state the bleeding obvious.’

In 1966, aged twenty-eight, he decided to invest in sport, and made a



speculative call to Pete Rozelle, the Nation Football League (NFL)
commissioner, to ask about potential opportunities.

Rozelle, believing he was an heir to the Gillette toiletries empire, and thus the
best his sport could get, gave him a lead on an emerging expansion franchise
called the Miami Dolphins. Gillett bought 22 per cent and became the team’s
business manager. Two years later, he and two partners bought the Harlem
Globetrotters, the fabled basketball team, whose popularity had begun to wane.
This was the kind of opportunity that stirred Gillett’s juices. A historic sports
institution, on its uppers, which was failing to move with the times but which
had massive potential. Ring any bells?

Even in the late-sixties Gillett realised the way to make money out of a sports
brand was to maximise the power of television, which led him to come up with
an inspirational idea: turning the team into a cartoon series. Hanna-Barbera’s
Harlem Globetrotters began on CBS in 1970 and was an instant hit, boosting the
appeal of the team and bringing advertisers to the table. Gillett used the
Globetrotter franchise to build his first firm, Globetrotter Communications,
which included the basketball team, the animated TV show, a marketing
division, and a golf equipment manufacturer.

In 1969, Gillett bought two radio stations in Cleveland. When Globetrotter
Communications went public in 1971, he used the cash to buy three other radio
stations, two in Chicago and one in Detroit. Gillett sold out his stake in the
Globetrotters for $3 million and began searching for companies that could be
turned around rapidly.

He bought more small radio stations in Sioux Falls, South Dakota; Erie,
Pennsylvania; and Bakersfield, California. He took over Packerland Packing
Company, a failing beef plant in Green Bay, Wisconsin. The beef industry of the
late 1970s was plagued by overproduction and a market hampered by
increasingly health-conscious Americans, so Gillett shifted the focus of the
company towards production of lean, low-cholesterol meats. Packerland became
the first company to win the US Food and Drug Administration’s ‘light’ beef
classification. Packerland’s sales soared, which impressed Gillett’s bankers, who
provided him with a steady source of cash for acquisitions elsewhere. The Gillett
Group, as it was then known, was born.

Early in 1981 Gillett bought his first major television station, WSMV-TV in
Nashville, Tennessee. The station was the top-ratings channel locally, and
competition to buy it was intense, but through a combination of charm, hard-sell
and a commitment to move his family to Nashville, Gillett sealed the deal.

By now he was developing his own unique strategies for buyouts. He
convinced the owners of WSMYV, an insurance company, that it would save on



taxes and net a higher profit if they simply gave him the station in exchange for
$42 million in notes that would not pay out until 1986. The price was twenty-one
times the station’s annual earnings, but within five years it was worth $180
million. Gillett was praised not just for his savvy but for his laid-back
management style.

Gillett’s ownership of WSMV was marred when an investigative news series
critical of government meat inspections mentioned three supermarket chains that
did $100 million annual business with Packerland. But the scandal did little to
halt Gillett’s success.

Between 1980 and 1986, WSMV’s operating cash flow increased from $2
million to $11.2 million, and Packerland had become a steady source of revenue
for other acquisitions, providing over $100 million cash.

Gillett’s new-found wealth enabled him to buy a prestigious piece of real
estate — Colorado’s huge Vail and Beaver Creek ski resorts. He started to spend
his summers and winters there — often posing as a ski-lift employee to get
feedback from customers — flying by private jet to the family home in Nashville.

In 1986, Gillett sought the assistance of junk bond king Michael Milken to
raise over $650 million, and snapped up a dozen TV stations in the wake of
liquidations and mergers throughout the broadcasting industry.

Like Hicks, Gillett was doing remarkably well (mostly with other people’s
money) out of the greed-is-good eighties. He had built his multi-faceted empire
during a time of deregulation and junk bond financing, and was beginning to feel
indestructible. Which is never a good thing.

He had long coveted Storer Communications’ six TV stations, having known
the company’s chairman, Peter Storer, since the late 1970s. Despite warnings
from Milken that, at fifteen times cash flow, the price for Storer
Communications was too high, Gillett bought the stations in partnership with
Kohlberg Kravis Roberts (KKR). The structure of the arrangement, like Gillett’s
Nashville deal, was unique in broadcasting. Gillett Holdings and KKR each
contributed $100 million in equity, and the remaining $1.1 billion of the
purchase price was financed by $600 million in bank loans, and $550 million in
junk bonds — most of them paying no interest for seven years, but maturing at an
astounding 17.5 per cent.

The six stations were held by a new company, SCI Television, of which Gillett
Holdings owned 51 per cent and KKR the remaining 49 per cent. But as the
Storer deal was being done in November 1987 the television industry peaked.
Viewers and advertisers were moving into video and cable, earnings began to
fall and Gillett Holdings’ junk bonds plunged to 80 per cent of their original
value.



By late 1989, Gillett Holdings was in trouble: Gillett sold WSMV-TV for
$125 million and used most of the proceeds to pay down bank loans. Meanwhile,
Storer Communications defaulted on $153 million in interest on public debt. But
rather than force Storer Communications into bankruptcy, Gillett managed to
convince bond-holders to restructure the subsidiary’s more than $500 million
bonded debt.

Storer’s financial woes bounced onto Gillett Holdings, which had serious
problems of its own. By 1990 the company’s bonds had become so insecure that
some traded as low as seventeen cents on the dollar. Then, in August, Gillett
Holdings defaulted on over $450 million of debt. By February 1991, bond-
holders frustrated with Gillett’s half-hearted attempts at restructuring filed an
involuntary bankruptcy petition. When the company failed to meet the resulting
court-imposed deadline it was forced into Chapter 11 bankruptcy. However, in
the company restructuring that followed, savvy Gillett negotiated a $1.5 million
annual salary to manage the Vail skiing operation, plus some stock options, $5
million in Gillett Holdings securities, and $125,000 per year in life insurance
premiums.

With the little capital he had, he started again. After floating the Vail stock
options he walked away with $32 million, which was enough to rebuild his
empire.

In 1994 he bought back the meat-packing firm he’d lost and snapped up more
meat-packing companies, moving beyond beef into the poultry market. He added
a barge business in the Pacific and some golf courses in Montana. In 1996 he
formed Booth Creek Ski Holdings, acquiring or expanding ski resorts in
Wyoming, New Hampshire, California and Washington. By 2000, eight years
after bankruptcy, Gillett had clawed back half of the billion-dollar fortune he’d
lost through bankruptcy. And as a new century dawned he set his sights on doing
what he believed he did best, and where he believed there was big money to be
made — owning sports teams.

He tried to buy the Denver Nuggetts basketball team and the Colorado
Avalanche ice hockey franchise, along with the stadium they play in, but was
rebuffed. In 2001 he paid $185 million for an 80 per cent share in the Montreal
Canadiens ice hockey team, and its 21,000-seater Bell Centre arena.

Its motto should raise a smile among Liverpool fans: ‘“To you from failing
hands we throw the torch. Be yours to hold it high.” As should the track record
since Gillett’s takeover of the National Hockey League’s most successful club:
they’ve won nothing of note.

“We went into a relatively hostile environment in Montreal, culturally at least,’
said Gillett. “We didn’t come from that community. A lot of the people knew that



the club was for sale and none of the locals bought it so you obviously go in with
a level of suspicion. Your first reaction is there must be something wrong with it.

‘Rather than saying to the fans “I come with the answer”, I clearly don’t. I
think you’d be terribly presumptuous to come into a community like Montreal
with twenty-four Stanley Cups and say “I can do it better”. I don’t think we
came with an answer. I think we came with questions.’

They also arrived in the wake of another US sports owner, Jeffrey Loria, who
had bought the Montreal Expos from local interests when no one else wanted
them, said all of the right things about being committed to the city and to making
baseball work in Montreal, before moving the franchise to Washington.

Loria was cast as a cartoon villain, the cynical foreign opportunist. And now
here was another American, apparently a friendlier one, but one whose motives
were instantly called into question simply because of what had gone before.

‘For the first year in Montreal, more than half the articles were about whether
we were like Loria or not,” says George’s son Foster Gillett, who moved to
Montreal to help run the Canadiens (as he did with Liverpool although some
would question the use of the words ‘help’ and ‘run’).

‘It took us a while to stand on our own two feet and not be continually
compared to these Americans who came before us.’

Winning the locals over was a task Gillett warmed to, and he could often be
seen in the Bell Centre taking up empty seats and chatting to the fans, listening
to their concerns, dishing out soda pops and flattery. The Wisconsin Kid has
always used charm and flattery to get his way, as the wooing of Rick Parry,
David Moores and his wife, and the opening Anfield press conference were to
testify. He calls people ‘sweetie’, the women who work in the offices ‘gorgeous’
and almost every English sports journalist who dealt with him tells of a similar
greeting whenever they needed hard answers from him: “You know you’re my
favourite writer. I really love your stuff ...’

Gillett is small, gregarious, thinks he has a neat sense of humour and tries to
disarm all-comers with an intense personal connection. When once asked why he
never wears a watch he replied: ‘It’s a personal philosophy of relationships.
Whomever I’'m with is the most important person in my life at that time.” Which
could have come straight out of the McKinsey manual of How To Perfect Blue-
sky Thinking, Corporate Bollock-Speak. He’d go out of his way to have you
believe he was the guy next door who was also your best friend ‘You can always
contact me,” he’d say, ‘my number’s in the phone book, but you’d better have a
good question when you call.” But underneath was a hard, shrewd operator. If a
little mad.

Ask most English people what they made of him and you get a puzzled look, a



laugh, a head-shake and an admission they could never quite work him out. He
was always acting weird, spouting oblique ideas, giving rhetorical and
ambiguous answers. A constantly chattering clockwork mouse, who never really
told you anything.

Gillett somehow managed to perfect an evasive style which was both self-
effacing and self-congratulatory at the same time. This was his reply when asked
why he went into the sports business:

‘Each person in life has their own comfort zone. Some people jaywalk. And
we see people dive across interstates. Other people only cross at the intersection
and only do it with the lights. Maybe I’ve crossed against red more often than I
should have.’

What freaked many was every time they met him he wore walking boots
under his suit. The comfort footwear was down to him having both knees
replaced after skiing injuries, but the muddy hikers were nonetheless off-putting.

Having been encouraged by the success of the Canadiens and bullish on the
prospects of blue-chip professional sports franchises, Gillett decided it was time
to think big. So he looked across the Atlantic to the country and the sport that
was raking in the greenbacks like no other.

What made English football so attractive to American investors like the
Glazer family, Randy Lerner and Gillett was the ease of entry. Investors could
execute rapid takeovers through leveraged buyouts, dealing with a few key
shareholders, and then take advantage of revenue streams that legislation in
North America forbids. Selling club-branded credit cards and having lucrative
links with gambling firms are examples. They also saw untapped financial
opportunities in stadium management, with seven-day earning potential, and an
absence of established naming rights.

America’s population was becoming more Hispanic and thus more football-
obsessed. In 2007 there were 42 million Hispanic Americans. By 2020 a quarter
of Americans will be of Hispanic origin or ethnicity. Therein lies potential for
English clubs to make money in America. Then, of course, there are the
phenomenal TV deals falling into the laps of Premier League clubs.

Gillett had been circling the Premier League for a few years, looking for prey.
Foster, a passionate sports fan, was a driving force. Gillett’s three other sons,
Geordie, Alex and Andrew, became involved in other aspects of the family
business.

‘“We started looking for clubs that had a very strong fan base that perhaps
weren’t as well developed as they might have been,’ says Gillett. He refuses to
admit he failed to buy Aston Villa, losing out to another American, and owner of
NFL’s Cleveland Browns, Randy Lerner.



But he did. As Villa’s then chairman Doug Ellis explains, he was desperate to
buy him out. All that stopped it happening was Ellis realising Gillett wanted to
borrow money to buy Villa, thus putting the debt on the club.

“The Birmingham Evening Mail ran the headline “Doug Will Sell” and this
attracted a lot of predators,’ says Ellis. ‘The independent valuation was £115
million. As I thought I was on my death bed, this was reduced by £30 million.

‘Gillett badly wanted the club, and was willing to meet the new asking price.
On his second visit, I told him that at a community club such as Aston Villa the
owner should live in situ. He said he could not, but that his son would.

‘All but one of the suitors, I was informed by Rothschild’s, were borrowing
money to strike the deal. I do not believe in borrowing. It is against my
principles. And I do not believe it is the way a football club should be run. The
exception was Randy Lerner. When he came over to see me, he was soon
followed by his bank manager.

‘I was impressed by Lerner’s demeanour and by his record. On his third visit,
he said he would pay £20 million less than the asking price — but in cash. He
asked me to trust him when declining to pay £20 million into a fund to spend on
players.

‘I could have benefited by £20 million but I did not wish to saddle the club I
had run since 1968 with debt. I believed Randy was the right man and so far I
have been proved right.

‘As for Liverpool, it is not the way I would have run it. Gillett is a nice
enough fellow but he and Hicks were hardly ever there. I never met them in the
Anfield boardroom.’

After losing out on Villa, the investment banker Gillett had been working with
alerted him to Liverpool and he liked what he saw, particularly as the club was
still basking in the afterglow of the 2005 Champions League victory in Istanbul.
Here was a fanatical supporter base that would surely fill every seat in a new
stadium, a glorious history that had made them one of football’s global brands, a
consistent Champions League participant and thus a prime benefactor of the TV
billions pouring into the game.

There was only one problem. He didn’t have the £450 million needed to buy
out the Liverpool shareholders and build a new stadium. He had several
meetings with Rick Parry and David Moores (during which his case wasn’t
helped by rumours emerging that he had floated the idea of a groundshare with
Everton), but due to his lack of serious wealth was always seen as a non-starter.
It came as no surprise in late 2006 when Liverpool announced they were selling
to the infinitely-wealthier Dubai Investment Capital, which led to a typical piece
of Gillettian wit: ‘I lost to an entire country.’



But he refused to give up. After Parry called, in November, to tell him he was
going with DIC, he switched his efforts to finding a wealthy partner to move in
for the kill if the Arab bid fell through. What better partner than Tom Hicks, with
whom he had worked in 2002 to pull off a series of mergers and form meat-
packers Swift & Co., the second largest pork and beef processor in the world?

On the surface, the effervescent, jokey northern boy and the serious, dead-
eyed Texan seemed unlikely soulmates. But they had plenty in common, and not
just a love of cutting a deal, pocketing a huge profit and getting out.

They shared interests in art: Hicks’s wife, Cinda, was a former New York
dealer, while Gillett’s wife, Rose, bought him a set of eighteenth-century
landscape paintings one Christmas. They already owned sports clubs and,
despite being in their sixties, enjoyed participating: Gillett was an ace skier
while Hicks played golf and shot pheasant. Put them together and you’ve got
James Bond. Look at them separately and you’ve got Tom and Jerry.

They bumped into each other at the annual convention for ice-hockey owners
and Gillett filled Hicks in on Liverpool, telling him there were signs of
uncertainty over the Dubai bid. How they’d spent an eternity on due diligence.
How David Moores was having sleepless nights worrying about the deal,
especially after the Daily Telegraph leaked a report which claimed DIC were
planning to sell Liverpool after seven years.

Gillett convinced Hicks this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, the
crowning glory of their careers. What they’d ‘always dreamed of.” By putting
together Liverpool with the Dallas Stars, Texas Rangers and Montreal Canadiens
they could answer the needs of any potential client, whether in Europe, the
States or Far East.

“We’ll be able to show the world something new and different,’ said Gillett.

Hicks went away and Googled Liverpool and was taken aback by their history.
He studied the Premier League’s recent £2.7 billion TV deal, realised its
worldwide potential and couldn’t believe the figures that were leaping off the
screen: ‘“The more I looked,’ said Hicks, ‘the more I became convinced it was an
opportunity to buy a crown jewel of sports at a modest price.’

Within forty-eight hours their shotgun wedding was mutually blessed. They
went back to Liverpool, armed with Hicks’s billionaire ranking on the Forbes
List, and piled on the promises to buy the shares at £500 more than the Arabs
were offering, build the stadium, provide money for players, safeguard the club’s
traditions and generally make Anfield heaven on earth.

By the time they were having dinner with Moores and his wife Marge, and
laying on the charm with a Texan-sized trowel, it was already game over.

Now, unless your name is Wayne Rooney, and the print is too small for you,



it’s probably taken you less than thirty minutes to read this chapter. Half an hour,
at most, to discover that Tom Hicks was a serial asset-stripper and a failed sports
entrepreneur whose game plan wherever he went was to make huge profits
leveraging the price of a failing institution, using someone else’s money to do it.
George Gillett was a bankrupt who did have a pot to urinate in, but it was so
small it could be filled by a Lilliputian after a vicar’s tea party.

If it took you thirty minutes to discover that about the people Liverpool FC
were selling the family silver to, where were the eyes, the ears and the brains of
the directors and shareholders who had been entrusted with that precious cargo?

Why did they, after years of searching for and rejecting potential suitors,
decide at the eleventh hour to ditch Sheikh Mohammed’s Dubai Investment
Capital, whose accountants had spent more than a year doing due diligence, in
favour of a couple of Americans, one completely unknown to them, who didn’t
even ask to see the books?

As the Guardian’s Paul Hayward wrote at the time: ‘A club synonymous with
the earthy virtues of Shankly, Paisley and Dalglish rebuffed a suitor wealthier
than Roman Abramovich to foxtrot with George Gillett and a partner who
showed up later than a mystery man in a Hollywood thriller.

‘Picture the scene in a secret location.

“Who’s your friend?” the Anfield money men ask Gillett as an exuberant
cap-wearing Texan called Tom Hicks joins the negotiations.

“‘Don’t worry. This guy’s for real. He’s George Dubya’s buddy.”

‘And before you know it, Sheik Mohammed suddenly knows what it’s like to
make a generous offer for a house in Fulham only to be told by an eighteen-year-
old estate agent that a City boy with a bonus has just blown him out of the
water.’



CHAPTER THREE

‘I’'m handing it over to safe hands. This is not someone coming over just to
make a quick buck. They are in it for the long term’

— David Moores

The coaches from Krakow, Warsaw, Lodz and Wroclaw had been pulling up all
morning in the car parks around Old Traf-ford. It was October 2005, and eight
thousand Poles had passed over land and sea in the hope of seeing their country
knock England off the top of their World Cup qualifying group. After mooching
around the ground in the rain, and staring at Ryan Giggs bedside lamps in the
United megastore for shelter, hundreds drifted back to the coaches, woke the
drivers from their back-seat kip and asked a favour.

How would they fancy, in return for a fistful of Zlotys, taking them down the
road to a real footballing shrine? How about an afternoon at Anfield?

To work out how hot Liverpool were around this time think of a nude Heidi
Klum sitting in a sauna after a gallon of water has been lashed on the coals. That
stunning, emotional Champions League triumph five months earlier in Istanbul
had inspired a tidal wave of support. Indeed an official Europe-wide survey of
fans that summer named Liverpool the continent’s most popular second team.

Three countries in particular had been bitten by the bug. Spain, because of
Rafa Benitez, Xabi Alonso and Luis Garcia; Italy, because most of the nation
were grateful for Liverpool breaking the hearts of Silvio Berlusconi’s AC Milan;
and Poland, because of Jerzy Dudek, the boy from the small Sile-sian city of
Rybnik, whose goalkeeping heroics during extra time and the penalty shoot-out
had made him a national sporting legend.

Make that a saint, after he dedicated his Istanbul performance to the former
goalkeeper, Polish Pope John Paul II, who had died a month before the final.

That’s why the boys from Warsaw and Lodz didn’t want to stare at Wayne
Rooney bedspreads, the Matt Busby statue or the Munich clock. They wanted to
see Anfield, home of the famous Kop, and its trophy room, home to the
European Cup, which had become theirs to keep after winning it for the fifth
time.



How could the drivers refuse, especially if there was a chance of getting their
photo taken in the Kop goal doing the Dudek?

And so to Anfield.

‘Sorry, lads. The only way you can get inside the ground is on a stadium tour
and they’re fully booked.’

‘But we’ve come all the way from Poland.’

‘As I say. Nothing I can do.’

‘Can’t we just go into the museum?’

“You’ve got to have a ticket for the stadium tour to get in, and we’re fully
booked.’

‘But there are lots of us and we just want to have a look inside the ground.’

‘AsIsay...

‘But what if’ — pulls out a tenner — ‘we all pay you, just to let us in and take
photographs standing in front of the Kop. It won’t take long, then we will go.’

‘As I say, the stadium tours are fully booked today. The club shop’s open,
though.’

‘Can we get a drink and a meal?’

‘Er’ — stares at watch — ‘the cafe down the road might be open.’

Welcome to the European Capital of Football, folks. Not so much the Nou
Camp as the No Chance.

The Polish hordes drifted off disappointed and bemused into the club store to
grab the last few remaining Dudek mugs, before strolling around the outside of
the ground. The only surface on which to sit and view one of the most iconic
football stadiums in the world was a small stretch of wall facing the Kop.

The only place to take photographs was standing on the other side of Walton
Breck Road, hoping a 26 bus didn’t fly past, spraying your Kodak with gutter-
rain and blocking out your smiling pal under the Paisley Gates.

Back to Manchester they travelled, without getting a glimpse of the European
Cup or the Kop, wondering where all that garbage came from about Anfield
being a warm and special place, the proud heartbeat of the world’s most popular
club. Outside and inside Old Trafford was where they spent their money and
took home presents and memories. Never mind, lads. If you bought a Wayne
Rooney bedspread and managed to keep it stainless, you’ve probably got a
collectors’ item.

This is just one of countless examples of how Liverpool’s commercial
department has been a laughing stock for years when compared to the smooth-
running, big-hitting, all-singing, all-dancing operation down the MG62.
Throughout the 1990s, Old Trafford was Harrods, while Anfield was a corner
shop. As this century progressed, United’s brand, fired by repeated Premier



League wins and Champions League successes, grew even stronger. While
Liverpool’s flat-lined.

As screenwriter and Kop season-ticket holder Roy Boulter put it: “We weren’t
even a corner shop by comparison. We were the greasy-haired hot-dog seller
who used to stand outside the Arkles pub, a wheel missing from his stand,
flicking ash into his watery onions. Doing trade only when he felt like and only
with the desperate.’

All you need to know about Liverpool’s non-ability to cash in on its global
brand is contained in the following sentence. On 26 May 2005, when all of
Europe woke up with the previous night’s Istanbul images imprinted on their
minds, Liverpool’s club shop remained shut all day. Clearly the hot-dog man had
a hangover.

For years Liverpool’s commercial and marketing operation had been derided
by fans, rival teams and suppliers. But the feeling was, after Istanbul, Liverpool
were looking at a huge open-goal even they could not miss. It turned out they
had more misses in them than Emile Heskey.

The problems were they had few staff, most of whom were overworked and
demotivated. There was no proper management structure and they outsourced
most of their operations, meaning other businesses were left to exploit the
Liverpool brand and cream off a nice profit. George Davies did the
merchandising, Paul Heathcote the catering, Granada the TV, etc.

Fans abroad (remember that global fan base Liverpool smugly refer to) would
complain about a baffling inability to buy products online, due to the store nearly
always being out of stock. It wasn’t that baffling when you saw how the system
worked. Online ordering was done via virtual buckets. For example, there would
be a bucket containing large-sized home shirts. Whenever the bucket emptied
someone had to spot it and manually transfer new shirts over from stock.

No one had bothered to work out, or maybe chose to ignore, that when staff
went home at five thirty p.m. and the other side of the world was waking up, if
the bucket was empty, regardless of whether large-sized home shirts were
stacked to the warehouse ceiling, customers were told there were none left. And,
even more criminal from a business perspective, the system wasn’t asking for
details so they could get back and sell it to them when it arrived in stock.

The logic behind this award-winning customer care campaign was that
Liverpool didn’t really want you to shop online. Due to outsourcing, it was more
lucrative to sell through the official club shop because Liverpool kept 100 per
cent of the profit. Anything sold online went through Granada, who took 33 per
cent.

No one had stopped to think that if you live on the other side of the world the



chances are you won’t get to the club shop, or be near a computer between nine
a.m. and five thirty p.m. GMT, and therefore 66 per cent of profit on a shirt was
better than no profit at all.

The amateurish approach to sponsorship was even worse. Back in 1979, under
the stewardship of Peter Robinson and John Smith, Liverpool became the first
English club to have sponsors’ names on their shirts, after a deal was sealed with
Hitachi.

At the time of Istanbul they were getting £3 million a year from Carlsberg,
which eventually went up to £7 million in 2007. Manchester United were getting
£15 million, and were about to trade up to £20 million. I have heard both former
sponsors and managers of radio stations who cut deals with Liverpool brag how
they knew all along that they were paying vastly under the odds for their access.

It was small wonder some sponsors left. An executive at one former sponsor
found after the deal was over that his firm had been entitled to have an end-of-
season game on the Anfield pitch. When he asked the club why he hadn’t been
told about the perk, the answer was: ‘Well, you never asked us.’

There were few management meetings, but then there were few staff. Or if
we’re being generous, there were roughly as many staff as Wigan Athletic
employed, but with no structure. Just everything going through an over-burdened
chief executive, Rick Parry, whose chairman, David Moores, let him get on with
it.

As a senior Anfield source put it: “With David it was all about having an easy
life. Not because he was a bad person, and certainly not because he didn’t care
about Liverpool. But because all he wanted to do was turn up, park his car, have
a smoke in the boardroom, go to the match, be around the players and the club,
and go back home. If you confronted him with a problem he’d wave you away
with the words ‘see Rick’. As for Rick, he just took on far too much. Any
commercial prowess he’d had when he joined Liverpool had probably been
beaten out of him during his time there.’

And it wasn’t just on the commercial side where the club bumbled along in an
amateurish way. It extended to the dealings with the manager, staff and players.
Take the dismissal of manager Gerard Houllier in the summer of 2004. As early
as the Marseille game in March, journalists were talking about Houllier being
finished and Valencia’s Rafa Benitez, who had been approached behind-the-
scenes by Liverpool, as the next manager.

A few days after the final game of the season, a board meeting was held
during which David Moores reluctantly proposed parting company with
Houllier. Within forty-five seconds he was unanimously backed by the board.
The next item on the agenda was Houllier’s review of the season and his plans



for the next one. Not only did they usher the Frenchman in and allow him to
spend the next two hours detailing where things had gone wrong and how he
would put them right, he was grilled by board members on his assessments and
proposals. Despite knowing they’d just decided to bid him au revoir.

When Moores was asked when he was going to do the honourable thing he
said he couldn’t do it that week because he’d invited Houllier and his wife to his
Lake District home the following weekend for a get-together. So Houllier turned
up and had a good time believing everything was right with the world. All
because his chairman didn’t have the bottle to tell him the board had voted to
dismiss him. On it went into a second week, and when the deed was eventually
done it was Parry who did it. Was Moores a too-decent man, a too-weak man, or
both? Opinion was divided.

Behind this terminal indecision lay a sad myth you’re going to read a lot about
in this book: The Liverpool Way. Or rather the phrase ‘It’s not The Liverpool
Way’. That great smokescreen that has given every excuse-seeker shelter during
the many barren title-less years. The Get Out Of Jail Free card for every director,
manager, executive, player or ex-player who is too afraid to admit deficiencies in
themselves and the system, and embrace change. It tells you more about why
Liverpool didn’t move on while all the big teams around them did.

Moores was reluctant to say to Houllier, ‘“Thanks for six years’ service, we
feel we need a new direction, so we’re letting you go,’ because Liverpool hadn’t
sacked a manager for almost fifty years. So they couldn’t start now. It wasn’t
The Liverpool Way. The same irrelevant, self-serving tripe that kept Moores’
first manager Graeme Souness in a job two years after he should have been
sacked for a multitude of sins.

Moores didn’t want it on his charge sheet that he’d sacked a manager. He was
hoping that Houllier would feel the negative vibes and offer his resignation. He
believed this offered him more dignity.

During that period of indecision between deciding Houllier was history and
actually telling him, the leak-fuelled rumour mill went into overdrive. Houllier
was phoning up reporters and quizzing staff at Melwood about whether they’d
heard he’d been sacked. Dignity The Liverpool Way. Benitez, on the other hand,
had second thoughts about going to a club which couldn’t even dismiss a
manager a week after the board had unanimously decided to do so. This is a
manager who has three clubs, including Inter Milan, begging him to join on the
back of his second La Liga title and a UEFA Cup triumph. Eventually Houllier
agreed an over-generous payout, and with not a little personal vanity involved,
went along with the parting-by-mutual-consent line.

Was it The Liverpool Way that almost saw its finest home-grown son, Steven



Gerrard, walk out on them weeks after captaining the club to its greatest hour of
glory?

After heavy interest from Jose Mourinho at Chelsea, the then 25-year-old had
been thinking about his future going into the Champions League Final and the
club braced itself for a huge bid. Immediately after Liverpool’s triumph Gerrard
came out with the immortal line, ‘How can I leave after this?’ The obvious thing
to do was to capitalise on the moment, get a contract drawn up and thrust it at
him as he waited in Liverpool the next day for the open-top tour of the city.

But clearly that was not The Liverpool Way. Too slick. Too modern. A week
passed, and with no mention of a new contract and Chelsea cranking up the
pressure Gerrard began to believe that maybe Liverpool didn’t want him. Maybe
they wanted the money instead.

So he did a piece with the Liverpool Echo saying he wanted to stay and get it
all sorted as soon as possible. Meanwhile Rick Parry was on holiday in
Barbados, telling inquiring journalists not to worry about Stevie because, as he
said himself after Istanbul, how can he leave now? Translation: He’s given us his
word. He understands The Liverpool Way.

Gerrard, a hyper-critical, insecure self-analyst at the best of times, then
believed they clearly didn’t want him. He only had two years left on his contract,
a point where negotiations usually begin, and he’d gone public saying he wanted
to stay but still they hadn’t rung. One of the most sought-after players in the
world then went into pre-season training after a summer of mental turmoil,
during which no one at the club had offered reassurance, expecting to be dragged
into an office and handed a contract.

Nothing. He was convinced they wanted him out and decided to jump before
he was pushed by announcing his desire for a transfer. All hell broke loose, in
which thousands of fingers were pointed at Gerrard as he was told that what he’d
done was not The Liverpool Way. Go figure.

As the son of Cecil Moores and nephew of Sir John Moores, Littlewoods heir
David Moores inherited a lot of money, a love of football and a dutiful
compulsion to put something back into the community. The Moores family had
been ingrained into the fabric of Liverpool life since before the Second World
War. Retail giants, pools millionaires, football club owners and cultural
benefactors, the dynasty established by the autocratic Sir John stayed true to its
roots and received the ultimate loyalty repayment by having the city’s second
university named after its patriarch.

John and Cecil believed passionately that what was good for Liverpool and
Everton was also of huge benefit to the community on which all their business
success was based. And they poured their money into both clubs.



Sir John, the son of a Mancunian bricklayer, started in business in the 1920s
outside Old Trafford, selling pools coupons. After a shaky start, his pools
scheme caught on. He and his brother Cecil added a mail order business in 1932
and chain stores five years later, and thus was born the Littlewoods Organisation
— the largest privately owned company in Britain at the time. In 1961 the family
took control of Everton. Sir John became chairman and made it his first task to
sack the then manager, John Carey, and replace him with Harry Catterick, during
a ten-minute taxi ride to the Football League’s AGM.

In business circles he was perceived as a hard, some would say brutal,
operator, but across Merseyside the family were revered for their financial
support of both clubs and their backing for arts and charities. While other
members of the Moores family followed their elders into commerce, David, the
only clan member who spoke with a Scouse accent, was drawn to football. Here
was a rich man who had worked for a while in minor roles for Littlewoods, but
who spent most of his life indulging two passions forged in Sixties Liverpool —
music and the Reds. Indeed, according to Companies House, in the early 1990s
he tried his hand at moving into the music industry, though he hardly emerged as
the next Brian Epstein.

Goalaction was a recording studios venture, which he formed in September
1990. The company was dissolved and struck off in June 1993. And Dry
Communications was formed in March 1991 to promote the singer Thomas
Lang. In its first seventeen months of business, the company lost £50,000, then
ceased trading before being dissolved and struck off the company register in July
1994. Maybe that’s why Moores stuck to Liverpool FC. It was a 1991 share issue
aimed at raising money to redevelop the Kop after the Taylor Report that
allowed him to buy a 51 per cent controlling interest and realise a lifelong dream
of becoming the club’s largest shareholder and chairman.

As he took up the post, one of his predecessors, John Smith, paid a warm, if
somewhat ironic, tribute: “The Moores family have been great benefactors to
Merseyside football. David’s appointment will keep the predators at bay.” And
the predators were certainly circling, smelling the carcass of one of the world’s
biggest football clubs which had failed to move into the new money-fuelled
Premier League era.

In 1999, the year Manchester United did their famous treble of League, FA
Cup and Champions League sending their ‘brand recognition’ moonwards,
Moores realised he had to bring in outside capital to keep the club hanging on to
their rivals’ coattails. A lack of trophies, worsening performances on the pitch,
boardroom rows and shareholder revolts forced him to bring in investment
bankers Schroders to examine the club’s future. This was a tough decision for a



man who not only felt he would be letting the Moores family down by selling off
part of the city’s cultural heritage but someone who disliked bankers intensely.

A year before bringing in Schroders, Moores had said: ‘I don’t see why we
should have people in the City who have no love for Liverpool telling us what to
do with our club. You only have to look at other football clubs who have got
City people on board telling them what they can and can’t do. If you’re
interested in a player, you’ve got to go to them and it will take days, weeks even,
before someone can be signed.’

His reservations were made increasingly irrelevant by the changing face of
football. In 1999, Granada snapped up 9.9 per cent of the club’s shares for £22
million, taking over media and corporate catering responsibilities but it was clear
that would never be enough if Liverpool wanted to get back on an equal
financial footing with the best in Europe.

A new ground was needed, not just to boost capacity but also to take
advantage of the boom in corporate entertaining which was transforming match-
day revenue. At a minimum cost back then of £150 million, David Moores was
never going to be able to fund a new ground. The club needed men at the top
with clout and cash. Men like billionaire Roman Abramovich, who in 2003
bought Chelsea and changed the role of football club owner for ever.

Moores, petrified of being slaughtered by Liverpool fans for not keeping up
with the Chelseas, decided he could go no further. In 2004 he told Rick Parry he
was selling up, and nothing would change his mind.

Cue the battle for hearts, minds and Amnesty International approval, between
Garston builder Steve Morgan and the Thailand Prime Minister Thaksin
Shinawatra. And the beginning of embarrassment and disillusion among fans as
they saw, for the first time, boardroom warfare made public.

Shinawatra had a charge sheet to make Al Capone envious. Back then he
faced allegations of electoral fraud, corruption, authoritarianism, treason, press
censorship, tax evasion, selling national assets to international investors and
human rights abuses. Far worse than all that in Liverpudlian eyes, he was a
Manchester United fan who’d once held up a Red Devils shirt bearing his name
next to Satan himself, Alex Ferguson.

Rick Parry flew out to Bangkok to meet him, and realised pretty quickly due
to the massive media coverage of their talks that he was being exploited by
Shinawatra’s electioneering PR machine.

When fans’ opposition grew to his human rights record and it surfaced that his
investment would come from the Thai people paying into a public lottery, he was
quickly dropped. Parry now refers to the cringeful saga as ‘a lot of froth’.

The Steve Morgan tussle was nothing of the sort though. Here was a lifelong



Liverpudlian, former building-site worker, club shareholder and self-made
multimillionaire who had built a personal fortune through Redrow Homes and
the De Vere Hotel group, who wanted to put down the cash, and utilise his own
expertise to get the new stadium built, while strengthening the first-team squad.
Here was the chief rebel at the stormy AGMs who had taken the battle to
Moores.

But from the word go he met stiff opposition from the chairman, who believed
he was being ousted from his Anfield fiefdom on the cheap. It was personal
between Morgan and Moores. The builder had been hugely critical in public of
Liverpool’s inability to exploit its commercial opportunities. He ridiculed
Moores’ lack of business experience and demanded to know why so much of the
£73 million offer he had tabled had to go into shareholder’s pockets, when every
Liverpudlian knew they needed every spare million they could get to rebuild.

Not surprisingly, he received massive support from fans who identified with
both him and his criticisms. The Liverpool Echo ran a poll which claimed 87 per
cent of Liverpool supporters wanted the Redrow man to run the club, and before
the final game of the 2004 season against Newcastle, pro-Morgan banners were
unveiled and the odd chant was audible. Small wonder Moores was loath to sell
to a fellow Scouser who had so quickly won a place in fans’ affections by
claiming to be everything Moores was not. Especially when it would almost
certainly signal his exit from the club with a drastically reduced windfall.

After six month’s negotiations, with the cost of the planned stadium rising,
Morgan wanted to give the shareholders £20 million instead of a proposed £35
million, with the rest going to the club. It would have meant Moores picking up
a mere £10 million.

The deal was dead and Morgan walked away in the autumn of 2004. When he
eventually took a seat in the Anfield directors’ box, as Wolves chairman, on
Boxing Day 2009, he pointed the finger of blame for Liverpool’s money troubles
at Moores: ‘The fact is David Moores wanted what was best for David Moores,
not the club. He was entitled to do that but it’s his decision that has led to the
situation Liverpool are in now.” Moores, though, with some justification, could
ask why Morgan so readily sold his shares to Hicks and Gillett.

Over the next couple of years other suitors would knock on Moores’ door,
notably Northern Irish property developer John Miskelly and US tycoon Robert
Kraft, but no one seriously got their feet under the table. That is, until Parry got
tickets to the 2005 Champions League Final for Dubai International Capital’s
chief executive and long-time Liverpool fan, Sameer Al Ansari.

Within a fortnight of Istanbul the Arabs were asking to see Liverpool’s books,
which led Moores and Parry to believe that in Sheikh Mohammed bin Rashid Al



Maktoum, the absolute monarch of Dubai, they’d found their own Abramovich.

By the autumn, however, the Arabs appeared to have got cold feet. Maybe it
was the price. Moores valued the club at £200 million, with another £200 million
needed for the new stadium and £50 million for new players. With costs and
debt-servicing any prospective buyer was looking at £500 million. Maybe it was
a glimpse at the books which showed those sums didn’t add up. Or maybe
Dubai’s appetite to move into English football wasn’t shared by the man at the
top.

Over the next year DIC would come back in, drift out, then come back in
again, before telling Parry in August 2006 that they were ready to do business.
But by now George Gillett had come on the scene and was turning the charm-
setting up to max.

In November he invited Moores and Parry to see his Montreal set-up. Moores
didn’t want to go because he hates flying more than a few hours as it means he
can’t have a smoke. So Gillett sent his private jet to pick him up, scoring quite a
few Brownie points in the process.

He scored plenty more in Montreal by wheeling out his executives, players,
stadium developers and commercial team who all, naturally, spoke highly of
him. When Moores and Parry talked to fans in and around his arena they
discovered genuine affection for the owner. When they talked to Gillett they
found an Oscar winner. The opening shot in a masterly performance being the
revelation of his bankruptcy. He told of the pain he suffered as bailiffs took his
dogs, of the shame he felt having to buy back his clothes, and all the time tears
rolled down his cheeks.

Moores became very uncomfortable with the Gwyneth Paltrow act but Gillett
used it to show he’d been at rock bottom and he wasn’t going back any time
soon. He now had the money again, he told them, because he had learnt his
lessons and rebuilt his empire on sound principles. He told them to check out his
business portfolio, and as he threw them the books and grabbed the Andrex,
Moores and Parry believed they’d got a man of honesty and substance who
wanted to buy Liverpool and hand it down through generations.

But they still wanted to go with Dubai, a wealthy sovereign fund backed by a
rich country, whose reputation would be on the line. So Parry told DIC about
Gillett, in the hope that competition would kick them up the backside and make
them seal the deal. He suggested that a trip to Dubai, based on the recent
impressive Canada model, where Moores would get to meet all the top people,
would impress the Liverpool chairman, and they agreed.

Except they couldn’t organise a private jet to combat the chairman’s nicotine-
withdrawal problems and when he landed there, they failed to set up a meeting



with the sheikh. One was planned but he went horse-riding that morning instead.

Moores wasn’t impressed, believing rightly that if such a powerful man was
behind this bid it could be done in a day. So far DIC had had eighteen months
and there was still no concrete proposal on the table.

And then a breakthrough. DIC came up with an offer of £4,500 per share, and
Moores had to make a decision. He was personally far more impressed with
Gillett than the Arabs, but believed Sheikh Al Maktoum could be the sugar-
daddy of his dreams. He had a gut feeling that if DIC bought Liverpool and the
sheikh took his seat in the directors’ box for a big European night he would be
smitten by Anfield and driven to succeed.

On 4 December, the club announced they were in an exclusivity agreement
with DIC to buy the club for £450 million. Amid a mountain of headlines about
Sheikh-ups and Ever-tonian texts about DIC-heads, Liverpudlians were
dreaming about blowing Jose Mourinho and Chelsea out of the water.

DIC officials, led by Sameer Al Ansari, met Rafa Benitez and Steven Gerrard
who both gave them the thumbs up. Rick Parry said the takeover was ‘about
taking Liverpool FC to the next level and securing the future of the club for the
next 100 years’.

Two days after the announcement there was a meeting between both sides’
officials and lawyers where DIC were told they had exclusivity until the middle
of the following month, but the deal really needed to be signed and sealed by the
end of December. Not only did the manager need investment for the transfer
window, but the club needed to place a £12 million steel order to ensure the new
stadium stayed on schedule.

DIC were told they’d effectively had a year and a half’s due diligence so there
really was no excuse for not moving ahead swiftly. When that didn’t happen and
they were asked why, the answer was, ‘It’s OK, we’re just having a dialogue
with the banks.’

Which wasn’t what Moores expected to hear from a sovereign investment
fund with billions of dollars behind it. If that left him feeling jittery, what he read
in the Daily Telegraph on 27 December under the headline ‘Buyers plan to sell
Liverpool in seven years’, left him scouring his medical cabinet for
tranquillisers. Respected sports journalist Mihir Bose wrote:

Liverpool, who are being bought by an investment company effectively
owned by the Dubai government, could be sold again in seven years’ time,
according to a confidential document.

The document also reveals that Dubai International Capital are planning to
borrow up to £300 million to finance their £450 million purchase of the club.



DIC see their investment in Liverpool as purely a business deal built round
the new stadium Liverpool are planning at Stanley Park. When they sell in
seven years’ time they are hoping to make a huge profit, providing a return of
around 25% on their investment for every year of ownership. There appear to
be no plans to invest in new players.

Furthermore, DIC will not be the sole owners of Liverpool, unlike Roman
Abramovich at Chelsea, the Glazers at Manchester United and Randy Lerner
at Aston Villa. Although their deal to buy Liverpool is not yet signed and
sealed, they are already looking for other investors to join them in a
partnership. I understand that 30% of the 90% stake DIC are bidding for is
being offered to City investors.

The seven-page document, which outlines the investment rationale, has
been circulated to major City investors to attract them to join the consortium.

However, anyone reading the document can have no doubt that this is
purely an investment decision. And with DIC seeking partners, there is also
no knowing who else will be in the Liverpool boardroom.

One of the most revealing insights is when the document talks of how the
financing will be done. A whole page is devoted to it and shows that three
banks — Bank of Ireland, RBS and Bank of America — have been approached,
with Bank of America the favourite.

The DIC document notes that the stadium, which will seat 61,000, will cost
less per seat than Arsenal’s Emirates Stadium. The document also provides a
wonderful insight into DIC’s thinking but is very different from the fans’
expectations about this purchase — and would have been very different from
the purchase of the club by Gillett.

Moores believed every word of the report, was horrified that he had agreed to
sell to them and said to Parry, ‘That’s it, kick them out.” Al Ansari was equally
horrified that the document had been leaked, but immediately rubbished the
story with claims that due process determined the proposal had to be put through
DIC’s investment committee to win approval.

By the middle of January Parry was still telling the media the deal with DIC
was almost done, but as the month dragged on it was being leaked that Gillett
had capitalised on DIC’s tardiness by putting in a bid which valued the shares at
£500 more than the Arabs were willing to pay.

At this point the non-executive directors and major shareholders were getting
anxious about DIC’s credibility and wanted to see if Gillett could put a better bid
on the table. Sources close to Moores say that Steve Morgan told him he
believed Gillett was willing to bid more, and that as a shareholder he wanted



maximum return on his investment.

The pressure on Moores to do the one thing in life he hated, confront a major
decision head-on, was becoming unbearable. The steel order had still not been
placed, which put the stadium in doubt, and there was no money for new players
but Moores was insisting that he’d shaken hands on a deal with DIC, so, in his
head, there was no going back.

By the end of January, with the DIC exclusivity deal no longer in place, major
shareholders told Moores to forget about gentleman’s agreements and consider
any new and better offers or they would consider taking legal action against him.

In the middle of all the confusion Tom Hicks walked into town and nothing
would be the same again. Moores met him and Gillett at Anfield for one hour, in
which he claims to have looked them in the eyes and said: ‘There’s two things I
want from you: a guarantee that there won’t be any debt on the club and a
guarantee that the new stadium will be built.’

Moores says they looked back into his eyes and gave personal assurances that
there would be no debt on the club, because it was all family money, and that the
stadium would be ready for the start of the 2009 season.

On 30 January, en route to